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      The Consulate General of the United States for Hong Kong and Macau was on Garden Road in Central. It was an ugly four-storey concrete box with neatly regulated rows of windows, small and mean, all of them obscured by privacy glass. The building was shielded behind a wall and a metal fence, with additional bollards and barriers separating it from the street in an attempt to offer additional protection from anyone of a mind to drive a vehicle at those queuing to go inside.

      Danny Wu approached the guard post, which was staffed by two Marines. The men were dressed in khaki shirts and neckties, the caps of their dress shoes were polished to a high sheen, and both of them had holstered pistols attached to their belts. Danny stepped through the X-ray scanner and then allowed himself to be quickly and expertly frisked.

      “Thank you, sir,” the man said. “Over there, please.”

      Danny moved forward, taking his place in the line of people who were waiting to speak to the stony-eyed clerks behind glass screens. The couple at the window moved away with a sheaf of freshly issued paperwork, and the elderly man in front of Danny stepped up and exchanged a few sentences with the clerk. Danny overheard the gist of it: he needed a visa to visit his family, and what did he have to do to get one?

      Danny smiled. Family. That was the reason for his visit, too. He was making preparations to go home. It would be the first time that he had left Hong Kong in forty years. He had long since assumed that he would never leave, that he would pass the rest of his days here. That was before the nonsense with Michael and before he had discovered that he had family, when, for so long, he had assumed that he did not. And now, to his surprise and pleasure, he was making arrangements to go and see them.

      The elderly man left the window and walked over to a nearby counter to fill out his forms.

      “Next.”

      The clerk did not make eye contact as Danny approached the window. She just tapped the scooped metal tray beneath the bulletproof glass.

      “Passport, please,” she said, her voice tinny and artificial through the speaker.

      “I need to talk to somebody about—”

      The clerk cut him off. “May I see your passport, please?”

      Danny shook his head. “I don’t have one. That’s why I’m here.”

      “Your expired passport, then?”

      Danny sighed. “I’m sorry, it’s all a bit… complicated.”

      She stared at him.

      “I’m an American citizen,” he explained. “I’ve been here for a long time. My passport expired years ago, and then I lost it.”

      “You’ll need to speak to someone in American Citizen Services.” There was a keyboard on the desk, and she tapped one of the keys and glanced up at her screen. “I can make you an appointment. Your name, please?”

      “Daniel Nakamura,” he said. The name was unfamiliar on his tongue.

      “And your city of birth, Mr. Nakamura?”

      “Los Angeles, California.”

      “Date of birth?”

      He told her.

      The clerk handed him a slip of paper. “You’re on the list, but there are a few in front of you. There’s a waiting room down there.” She pointed down a long hallway. “Go take a seat. Someone will see you as soon as they can.”

      Danny turned away from the counter, then moved awkwardly aside as the woman who had been waiting behind him made her way to the window.
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        * * *

      

      Danny stood at the entrance to the waiting area and stared down it. He saw the neat rows of chairs arranged on either side; he saw the people sitting and waiting; he saw the glare of artificial light from the rectangular panels in the ceiling and the glare of the reflections on the polished floor. There were six others waiting for their appointments: the elderly couple from before, a mother with a young baby, and a man in a green and khaki Marine Corps battle dress uniform. There was an empty seat next to the Marine. Danny took it.

      The Marine looked over at Danny. “Good afternoon.”

      Danny looked at the name tape above the man’s breast pocket and the insignia on his shoulder. His name was Martinez and he was a sergeant.

      “Pacific Fleet?” Danny asked.

      “That’s right.”

      “Pendleton or Okinawa?”

      “Pendleton,” Martinez said, “but I’ve spent plenty of time in Japan.”

      “Thank you for your service,” Danny said.

      Martinez smiled and nodded. “Thank you. You serve, too?”

      “Is it that obvious?” Danny said.

      “There’s a look, right? You can never wash it off.”

      “I guess you can’t,” Danny said. “Long time ago for me, though.”

      “Vietnam?”

      “That’s right.”

      A woman emerged from a side room. She was holding a piece of paper and, as she looked down at it, she called out a name. The mother got up, hoisted her child into her arms, and went over to the woman. They went into the room and the door was closed after them.

      Martinez crossed his legs and brushed a spot of fluff from his tan suede boots.

      “What are you doing here?” Danny asked him.

      “Came to collect a deserter.”

      “Really?”

      “That’s right. It’s a crazy one. This guy—I won’t name him, but he made corporal before he bugged out—he had a cushy job at Pendleton, fixing broken vehicles in the motor pool they got there. He got married, had a kid, and decided that he wasn’t making the money that he thought he ought to be making. So he hauled ass. Probably thought that’d be the end of it.”

      “When was this?”

      “That’s the thing of it. He deserted in eighty-five. He disappeared—no one had the first clue where he was. Turns out the woman he married was Chinese and she had the urge to come back home to Hong Kong. He went with her. Thing is, the two of them got divorced last year and, from what I can make out, it was messy. She called the consulate and snitched him off. They found he had a warrant out for unauthorised absence and sent a couple of men to pick him up. He’s been in confinement for five days. I’m here to take him back for his court martial.”

      Danny felt cold. “Eighty-five,” he said. “They still chase guys from that far back?”

      “Buddy, we got names going all the way back to World War Two. Korea, Vietnam—there’s still plenty of guys who owe the military. Why—you think the charges just go away?”

      “I don’t know,” he said. “Never really crossed my mind. I guess I thought that they’d become less important.”

      “It’s the example it sets,” Martinez said. “We’re fighting in some shitty places right now. The last thing we need is for soldiers to think walking away is an option. They got to know there’ll be consequences, that they’ll always have to be looking over their shoulders for guys like me. Last year, one of my buddies went to Seoul and picked up this sergeant who’d deserted in fifty-two. They brought him back to the States in chains and he got eighteen months in the brig.”

      Danny’s mouth was dry.

      “You see any action?” Martinez asked him.

      Danny had not thought of Vietnam for years, but now the memories came back in a flood. He thought of what he had done, and knew, with horrible certainty, that he couldn’t go through with what he had planned. Eighteen months in the brig? He didn’t have eighteen months to spare.

      “Sir?”

      “Sorry,” Danny said. “Million miles away.”

      The Marine smiled indulgently. “I was asking if you saw any action.”

      “It was Vietnam,” Danny said. “I saw plenty.”

      “Look at me, rambling on. All I do is chase down cowards. You did it for real. It’s me who ought to be thanking you.”

      The man reached out his hand and Danny took it, aware that his fingers were trembling.

      He got up.

      “Daniel Nakamura?”

      Danny looked up and saw that a member of the consulate staff had emerged from a side room. The woman had a clipboard; she looked down at the sheet of paper that was attached to it and called his name again.

      “Nice to meet you,” Danny said to Martinez. “Good luck with… you know.”

      The Marine looked at the staffer, then back to Danny, but didn’t say anything. Danny turned away from him and set off back to the lobby. The guards watched him as he retraced his steps, pushing through the heavy steel-and-glass door and back out into the Hong Kong sunshine beyond.
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      “Wake up.”

      Beatrix Rose squeezed her eyes tight. The world was still swaying, rocking back and forth.

      “Wake up.”

      Someone was leaning over her. She thought she could hear a voice. She felt a moment of hope, the suggestion that the last year and a half had been a cruel dream.

      Lucas?

      There was something… She tried to reach back into the fog. There was something she had to ask him about.

      She remembered.

      Where is Isabella?

      She reached up for her husband and laid her hand against his cheek. He smiled at her; she saw the single bullet wound in his forehead.

      “It’s me, Beatrix.”

      The voice did not belong to Lucas. He was dead and Isabella was gone, taken from her by the people who had murdered him. The dream disappeared, tendrils of smoke blown apart by the wind. The vision disappeared, leaving a ghostly after-image that flickered against her eyelids before even that, too, was gone.

      She opened her eyes and squinted. Danny Wu came into focus. The lined face that looked down upon her was elderly, but he was strong and wiry, his skin weathered from years of living in the harbour under the hot sun. Her hand rested against his withered cheek. He was smiling down at her.

      She brought her hand back down and exhaled, concentrating on bringing her breath under control. She glanced around and saw mahogany and teak and brass. She knew where she was: they were in the cabin of Danny’s motor junk, the Constance. He kept the boat at anchor in the floating village, the community of sampans, junks, barges and fishing boats that was found in the Aberdeen South Typhoon Shelter.

      Beatrix tried to sit. That was a bad idea. Waves of nausea hit her again and she put her head back down onto the pillow.

      “Take it easy.”

      Danny reached a hand beneath her head and raised it up just enough so that she could drink from the glass of water that he held to her lips. She sipped. The water was warm, with just a touch of saltiness.

      “How do you feel?”

      “Awful.”

      “You’re on the boat,” he said.

      “I can see that.”

      “You’re safe.”

      “Feel like shit.”

      “Look like shit, too. No idea why that could be.”

      She raised her head a little more so that she could look down her body. She was slender, thinner than she had been for a while, and she felt weak.

      “Drink,” he said, pressing the glass to her lips again. “Get it out of your system.”

      She drank again, a careful sip, not too much.

      “How did I get here?”

      “Drink,” he said.

      She sipped at the liquid again. “There,” she said. “Happy? How did I get here?”

      “I got a call.”

      “The Indian?”

      He nodded.

      “Again? Why can’t he just let me get on with it?”

      “He doesn’t want anyone dying.”

      “Doesn’t strike me as the compassionate type.”

      “He’s not. It’s bad for business.”

      “In there?” she said sourly. “I doubt anyone would notice.”

      “I pay him to let me know if you need help. And you definitely did.”

      “Not that I’d want you to think that I care, but do you think he would’ve told Michael?”

      “I pay him not to do that, too,” Danny said. “But you know how it is. Everything gets to Michael in the end.”

      Beatrix had been going to the same den for months now, ever since she had started with opium. The place was owned by the Wo Shun Wo and run for them by a wizened old man from Kerala. He allocated the spaces on the floor and, for a little extra, would prepare the pipes for the smokers who came inside to lose their minds for a day or two. Danny had found her there the first time, sent as Michael Yeung’s emissary to make her an offer of employment. Since then, he had returned on subsequent occasions to pick her up and take her away, to do what she could not and save her from herself. This was not the first time that she had woken up on his boat.

      Beatrix forced herself to focus enough so that she could read Danny’s face. “How long?”

      “Two days this time.”

      “Two days?”

      He nodded.

      “What day is it?”

      “Saturday. What’s the last thing you remember?”

      She closed her eyes. The memory was instant and intense: the fetid room at the bottom of the steep, dark steps; the carpet of torpid bodies; the red glow from the pipe bowls. She remembered the sweet spiced smell of the opium fog and then… nothing, just the blank oblivion that she cherished.

      She exhaled wearily and sank back onto the pillow.

      “Yeah,” Danny said. “That’s what I thought.”

      She stared up at the polished wooden ceiling. “I appreciate your help, Danny, I really do, but this isn’t your problem.”

      “We’ll have to agree to disagree about that, won’t we?”

      “You know it won’t make any difference. I’ll tell you that I’ve had enough, that this is the last time, it won’t happen again, and then, eventually, I’ll find my way back there again.”

      “And I’ll go and get you again.”

      “And if I told you to mind your business?”

      “I’d still come to get you.”

      She closed her eyes and breathed out. “You’re impossible.”

      He put his hand on Beatrix’s shoulder and gently pressed her back onto the mattress. “You need a friend, Beatrix—”

      “I really don’t—”

      “—and, if I’m honest, keeping you around isn’t entirely altruistic.”

      “No?”

      “No,” he said. “Not entirely. I need your help.”

      He reached down and lightly touched the heart-shaped silver locket at Beatrix’s throat. The cover, inlaid with a delicate daisy design, had flipped open while she had been asleep. She carried Isabella’s photograph there.

      “What is it?”

      When he finally spoke, the words were heavy with sadness.

      “It’s time for me to go home.”
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      Beatrix and Danny had met eleven months earlier.

      Michael Yeung—the Dragon Head, the man in charge of the various triad factions that comprised the Wo Shun Wo clan—had helped Beatrix to eliminate a local chieftain after he had abducted a young girl who had come to her for help. The girl had been an innocent victim in the man’s blackmailing of a prominent businessman who came under Yeung’s protection. The chieftain’s temerity in extorting the businessman had meant that his excommunication from the clan was inevitable, and Yeung had seen the good sense in her offer to dispose of him. Beatrix had been waiting for him in his luxury apartment when he’d returned one night, and tossed him over the balcony to his death.

      Yeung owed Beatrix after that and, in payment, he had helped her to find Jackie Chau. Chau had been Beatrix’s first friend in the city, but he had betrayed her in order to save his own skin; or so he had thought. Beatrix had poisoned him just as he was about to escape the country for a new life in Canada. He had died—unpleasantly—somewhere over the Pacific. Beatrix read the papers. They said the cause of death was a heart attack, but she knew better. She had laced his drink with ricin.

      It was a painful way to go. And it was the least that he had deserved.

      Yeung had already been impressed with Beatrix’s work, but these two deaths had added a sheen to her impressive résumé. He was smitten with the prospect of employing her and had offered a proposal: he would help her to search for her daughter in exchange for her help in ‘dealing with’ people who were proving to be impediments to the smooth operation of his business. The euphemism was all his; Beatrix had always found it secretly amusing that a man as powerful and feared as the Dragon Head would find it distasteful to call Beatrix what she was: a paid assassin.

      She had no such qualms.

      Theirs was a mutually beneficial arrangement. Yeung was rich, with a reach that extended around the world, and with businesses that made a lot of enemies; Beatrix was ruthless, with flexible ethics and a set of skills that had been honed over many years in the service of Her Majesty. She knew, too, that he found satisfaction in employing a Western woman to do his dirty work. The triad was patriarchal, and there was an added shame in one’s death being authored by a woman.

      Chau’s betrayal had left Beatrix without local assistance in the city. She had only been there for a few months, and, in order for her to properly acclimatise so that she could work effectively for Yeung, she’d needed a guide.

      Yeung had suggested Danny Wu.
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        * * *

      

      Danny had already helped Beatrix, even though she hadn’t been aware of it at the time. He had rescued her from the opium den to which she had retreated following her murder of Chau. She had been intent on smoking herself into oblivion, but Danny had drawn her back from the brink with Yeung’s offer of help in finding Isabella. Beatrix had been in poor physical condition, so Danny had taken on her recovery himself, and then, when she was ready, her introduction to the city and the vast underworld that lurked in its shadows. Danny had taken her to a private clinic—paid for by Yeung—where she was given a room to herself and the time to recuperate. He had sat with her for hours and listened to her talk about Isabella, Control and the others so that Yeung could start the search.

      Beatrix had taken the opportunity to sketch out the relationship between the two men. It quickly became clear that Danny was one of Yeung’s most trusted friends. It was an odd arrangement between the two of them: Danny was an amiable, elderly American who wore baggy shirts and cargo pants, while Yeung was a powerful Chinese gangster who wore tailored suits and ten-thousand-dollar handmade shoes. The Wo Shun Wo was nationalistic and suspicious of outsiders, and every other member that Beatrix met—without a single exception—was male and drawn from the same district on the Kowloon Peninsula. Yet, despite this, whenever Beatrix saw Danny and Yeung together, it was clear that the Chinese took the counsel of his American friend.

      Beatrix had needed somewhere to stay after Danny had rescued her from the den, and Danny had offered her a berth on the Constance. It had since become a place of refuge: Danny was a private man and he had explained that only Yeung and a handful of others knew where to find him. The fact that he could move his home whenever he needed to was useful in guaranteeing his privacy, too. Beatrix—who knew that Control would be looking for her—appreciated the discretion that the Constance could offer.

      Beatrix and Danny had shared long evenings on the deck, two foreigners adrift in a foreign land, and their bond had grown stronger. Danny had become an acquaintance, perhaps even a friend; he was certainly the closest that she had to that now.
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      Beatrix closed the locket and, wincing against the fresh throb of pain that pulsed through her head, she sat up.

      “Seriously?” she said. “You want to go home?”

      Danny scrubbed his hand through his thinning hair. “It’s time.”

      “Why?”

      “Long story.”

      “Then I’m going to need a beer,” she said, resting her sore body against the bulkhead.

      “You sure?” He looked at her disapprovingly and held up the water once more.

      “I’m probably not going to stop smoking opium, Danny. I’m definitely not going to stop drinking.”

      “Stay there.”

      Danny went into the galley and fetched a Lion Rock for each of them. She reached for a bottle opener on the table and popped the lids. He took a sip of his beer and then looked down at the label, turning the bottle in his hand so that he could read all of it.

      “So?” she said.

      “My name isn’t Danny Wu,” he began, picking at the label. “It’s Daniel Nakamura. My grandfather moved to LA from Osaka.” He took a slug of his beer and gestured out to the skyscrapers on the other side of the channel. “My dad was born in the States. So was I.”

      “So how come you ended up here?”

      “I was in Vietnam.”

      “You never told me that.”

      “I don’t talk about it. It wasn’t a very happy time of my life. I did two tours between sixty-five and sixty-eight.” He gazed into the middle distance and a flicker of pain crept over his face.

      “What happened?”

      His focus drew back in again and he looked over at her, as if expecting to see disapproval. “I deserted. It was a nightmare. The things I saw…” He paused and looked out over the harbour. “It all happened forty years ago and I still get nightmares today. And they’re just as vivid as they were when I first had them.”

      “I don’t care that you deserted. I’ve seen war, Danny. It doesn’t make any difference to me.”

      “I’m not proud of it. But I had a good reason.”

      He stared at the bottle in his hand once more, his face pensive.

      Beatrix nudged him along. “So why did you come here?”

      “I couldn’t go home. I would’ve been court-martialled and locked up. And it wasn’t as if I had anything to go home to.”

      “No family?”

      He shook his head. “Dad died before I shipped out. Mom died the first year I was out there. Car crash outside Santa Monica. She was drunk. Drove the car into a canyon.”

      “Wife? Girlfriend?”

      He chuckled, bitter and without humour. “I’ve never had much luck with women. I was married. Her name was Collette. She was half-French, from Quebec. Long hair down her back and these soulful eyes. Man, she was something. I met her on Sunset Boulevard when I was on leave in sixty-seven, and we got married six months later. She said she’d wait for me, that we’d start our lives together as soon as I got out, but that didn’t stick.”

      “What happened?”

      “She found someone else and I got Dear John’d. God knows I was already having trouble coping with what was happening, but the thought of going home to her kept me sane. Knowing that wasn’t going to happen tipped me over the edge. I started asking myself the same questions over and over again: What the fuck, what the fuck are you doing in this shithole, getting shot at every single day, seeing your friends come back on stretchers or in body bags? What are you waiting for? Just go.”

      She nodded, not making a judgement, waiting for him to continue.

      He waved a hand, as if dismissing a thought. “It is what it is. I’d been daydreaming about how I’d get out of Saigon, just as a way of giving me something to think about, something to distract me, but then I got her letter and I decided to do it. I hitched a ride here with the Air Force. They were flying VIP hops into Hong Kong every week. I knew the pilot from Vūng Tàu. I had a gold wristwatch my dad gave me, and he’d been trying to buy it off me, so we cut a deal. I went as a cabin steward, me and three Filipino guys. The pilot got the watch. I served sake shots and Kobe beef all the way to freedom.”

      “And stayed?”

      He nodded. “Ever since. The MPs would’ve found me if I were white. It’s funny; I used to get abuse from the boys about being a gook, but it served me well here. I’d heard about the Walled City, so I headed there. You know it?”

      “I know they knocked it down.”

      He nodded. “It was a trading post on the salt route. The British never went into it. They left it to refugees after the war. There were fifty thousand in there when they finally pulled it down. The Wild West. Lots of people hiding, and I fit right in. I was trained as a linguist so I could interrogate the VC. Most of the people I met were just peasants who’d run away from the Communists. They couldn’t read or write, so I wrote letters home for them. It filled my rice bowl until I met Michael.” He sighed. “That was sixty-nine. A lifetime ago.”

      He took another draw on his beer, and Beatrix did the same.

      “So why would you want to go to the States now?”

      He smiled. “I have a daughter, the same as you. I probably never would’ve known if we hadn’t met.”

      “What did I do?”

      “Michael told me about Isabella, and then I started to think about me. About family—what might have been. I started to wonder about Collette, so I looked her up. I found out that she’d had a daughter. I looked at the dates, and she could only have been mine. And then I found her.”

      “What’s her name?”

      “Melissa.”

      “And she knows about you?”

      “We’ve been in touch by email. She wants to meet.” Danny gestured to Beatrix’s locket again. “See—that’s something we have in common. We both want to see our girls. It’s blood. And she’s all I have left.”

      Beatrix finished her beer and set the bottle down on the floor next to the bed. She looked over at him and saw that he was distracted.

      “What?”

      He paused, as if considering the best way to proceed. “There’s something else, too. Something that makes it more urgent than it could’ve been. I’m old.”

      “Come on…”

      “No, I am. I’m seventy, Beatrix. Seventy-one next month. I don’t have long left.”

      “You’re as fit as a horse.”

      “Physically,” he said. He sighed and tapped his forehead. “It’s different up here. My dad was my age when he started forgetting things. He’d lose his keys; he’d turn up late for appointments or he’d miss them altogether. He started to have trouble remembering how to do small things, like buttoning his shirt or tying his laces. They didn’t diagnose it the same way in the sixties that they do now, and he was too proud to go to the doctor to get help, but it was obviously dementia. He couldn’t even remember my name when he died.”

      “And you?”

      He nodded glumly. “Same. I have trouble remembering things. Nothing significant yet, but it’s enough that Michael doesn’t trust me like he used to. You’ve seen the difference, right? You asked me about it.”

      That was right. The relationship between the two men had changed in the time that Beatrix had known them both. Michael had started to rely upon others when he had previously turned to Danny. The mess with Jimmy Wang had made things worse, but she had noticed the change before then.

      “Have you seen anybody about it?”

      “What’s the point?” he said. “I know what it is. There’s no cure.” He shook his head firmly. “My dad had a couple of years once it was diagnosed. I’m working on the same assumption. Two years. I want to make sure I squeeze all the enjoyment out of every day I have left. And the thing I want most of all is to meet Melissa. I want to get to know her while I still can.”
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      Edward Navarro made his way back to the house he was renting in Central. It had been another long, hot day. The Chinese had installed outdoor escalators to make it easier for commuters to get up and down the slope as they went to and from their offices. They had fitted nozzles that sprayed fine mists of cold water at the beginning and end of each section, but it provided only temporary relief. Navarro was hot and sweaty, and he was looking forward to a cool shower and then a beer on the terrace while he watched the sun going down.

      But there was the small matter of a call back to Langley to get out of the way first.

      He opened the front door and went inside, luxuriating in the air-conditioned cool. He fetched a beer from the fridge, took off his shades and rested them on the desk next to his computer. He unfolded the laptop, woke it up and opened the secure videoconferencing facility. The connection with Langley was established, and Navarro waited in the empty virtual conference room for Lincoln to arrive.

      He stretched out his legs beneath the desk and rubbed his face. He was getting too old for this kind of shit, but he and Lincoln went back years, and that long association meant that Navarro was the only man Lincoln would trust with something as delicate as this. Navarro had cleaned up his messes for years, and that had often occasioned trips all around the world. He had visited Mexico, Brazil, Russia, and London in the last decade, leaving a series of cold bodies in his wake.

      Navarro sometimes told himself that he would rather have left this particular trip to someone else—Morley could have handled it, or Harker, or any of the men and women who worked for him in the Special Operations Group—but, if he was honest, he still got a buzz out of the chase. The thrill was no less potent today than it had been in the seventies, when his work for Lincoln had become a formal arrangement.

      The computer chimed.

      “Eddie?”

      “I’m here,” Navarro said.

      Navarro looked up and saw that Dwight Lincoln was staring out of the screen at him. He could see his own image, too, and, as was usually the case, his first thought was how old they both looked. Time had not been particularly kind to either of them. Lincoln’s face was flabby, with a jowly chin that hung over the top of the black turtleneck sweater that he habitually wore. His nose was wide and flattened against his face, his cheeks were marked with ancient acne scars, and his hair—or what was left of it—was a mixture of whites and greys, arranged rather haphazardly over his crown. Navarro, by contrast, was slimmer in the face, although age had rendered his ears a little too large, and his nose ended in a fleshy bulb that belied the more slender bridge. His skin was deeply lined and tanned, like leather that had been cured in bright sunshine for too long. That was a product of a life spent in the field; Lincoln had been spared that, with his battles fought in the conference rooms at Langley.

      “I’m exhausted,” Lincoln exclaimed.

      “What’s happened?”

      “Just a difficult day. There’s been pushback on my appointment.”

      “Who from?”

      “The investigation won’t go away, and POTUS isn’t going to appoint me until it does. They’re looking at contingencies. They’re going to be interviewing a couple of other candidates.”

      “Who?”

      “Symes is one. Don’t know the other.”

      Navarro was aware of Symes: a blowhard who had had designs on the Agency’s top jobs for years. “That’s just window dressing. No one takes Symes seriously.”

      “I know that,” Lincoln said wearily. “But it means I’m vulnerable until we can get Butcher off my back, get her fucking investigation put to bed once and for all. That’s why I’m looking forward to the good news that you’re about to give me.”

      Navarro managed to force out a smile; Lincoln could be a demanding son of a bitch. “Don’t get your hopes up too much.”

      “Please say there’s something.”

      “There is. The locals have made some progress. Nakamura’s been lying low, but my man thinks that he might have a lead into where he’s been hiding. There’s a harbour—you can’t move for boats here; you know what it’s like—and he’s heard that he lives on a junk out on the water.”

      “And you think that’s solid?”

      “I think it’s the best lead I’ve had so far. My man’s sent his people to ask around. If Nakamura’s there, they’ll find him.”

      “And if they do?”

      “They’ll make sure he has an accident. He’s old. A person his age could easily slip on the deck.”

      “And if he isn’t there?”

      “Then I’ll keep looking.”

      “What about the tapes?”

      “No—”

      “I can’t even get my mind around what he could do with those.”

      “I know, Dwight. If he has them, I’ll find them.”

      Lincoln glowered at the camera. “You’ve already been there a month.”

      “Six weeks, actually, not that I’m counting.”

      “Six weeks, then. And still zip.”

      “Believe me, it’s not for want of looking. I want to get out of here about as much as you want this cleared up.”

      “I doubt that very much.”

      “I know you’re worried,” Navarro said, placating. “I get it. But we don’t even know that he’s a threat. It’s been forty years. We haven’t heard a thing since Dak Son. All we know is that he’s found out that he has a daughter and that he wants a passport so he can go home to see her.”

      “And I told you that I’m still not taking the risk. If the Army gets hold of him when he gets home, what’s going to happen? He’ll be court-martialled. All we need is for him to realise he could cut a deal if he spills what he has on me, and I’m fucked. And if I’m fucked, so are you.”

      “I know, Dwight. I know. I understand what’s at stake. I promised I’d find him. And I will.”

      “What about the daughter?”

      “We’re keeping an eye on her,” he said. “I put Mazzetti on it. Nakamura’s careful about when he emails, but she isn’t. Mazzetti thinks that he’s using internet cafés, but she’s replying from home, work, wherever she wants.”

      “Surveillance?”

      “Hook and Ramalhete are there. We have devices in her home, we have her phone, and we have her email. She’s in the pocket. Just relax and let me handle this. How many times have I let you down?” Lincoln pushed back in his chair. “I’ve never let you down, Dwight, not once, and I don’t mean to start now. Prepare for the interview. I’ve got this.”

      “You let me know when you have something.”

      “You’ll be the first to know.”

      “All right,” he said. “Same time next week.”

      “Or sooner.”

      Navarro killed the call and closed the lid of the laptop. Lincoln was impatient; he couldn’t really blame him, given what was at stake, but it would’ve been nice if he had a little more faith in him. What Navarro had said was true: his record was perfect, and he had never let Lincoln down. And, if Lincoln had listened to him back in Dak Son rather than choosing to give Nakamura a second chance, they would never have been in this mess in the first place.

      Navarro had preached the benefits of ruthless self-preservation back then, but Lincoln hadn’t listened. Lincoln hadn’t had the same background: he had never really been in the field, and he didn’t understand the hard choices that sometimes had to be made. That was then, though, and he knew better now. There would be no more second chances for Danny Nakamura. Navarro would make sure of that.
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      Beatrix and Danny watched the sunset and talked as he cooked. Beatrix had found the conversation difficult. The talk of Danny’s daughter inevitably sent her thoughts to Isabella, and the difference in their respective positions once again stirred the darkness that she had only been able to suffocate when she was high: Danny knew where his daughter was, but Beatrix had no idea about Isabella. It came to her now, the insistent whispering that she could forget everything, that she could lose her misery in a cloud of sweet-smelling smoke; all she had to do was make her way to the basement in Kowloon.

      Danny set up a wok on deck and stir-fried shrimp and mung bean sprouts for their dinner. The scent of the sizzling food soon caught the harbour breeze.

      The Jumbo Kingdom floating restaurant was opposite them on the other side of the channel. As the sun dipped down, the huge boat lit up like a Las Vegas casino. Neon reflections spread out across the gently undulating water, and the sound of music reached them. Beatrix looked across at the people on the promenade—couples having fun, enjoying their lives—and found herself thinking of Lucas and what their lives might have looked like if things had been different. It made her wistful and presaged the onset of more pain; again, she found herself itching to go back to the den and lose herself in the sweet fumes.

      Danny pulled a photo from his wallet and handed it to her. She looked down at it: the picture was of a woman with light brown skin, rich dark hair, and eyes that showed her Asian heritage.

      “That’s her?”

      He nodded. “She’s a teacher,” he said proudly. “Turtle Rock Elementary. Third grade. Says she likes it, but that she’s looking forward to doing something else.”

      “How did you find her?”

      “I found Collette’s obituary. Cancer. It said she’d left behind a husband and daughter. It was just Google from there—not many Melissa Nakamuras in Miami.”

      “She took your name?”

      “Didn’t get along with her mother. She knew about me before I got in touch. She said she’d been looking but couldn’t find me. I found her picture on the school website, and there wasn’t any doubt then that she was mine. I mean, she looks like me—right?”

      “She does.”

      Beatrix handed the photograph back. She felt a sting of bitter regret; it must be nice to know where your daughter was. Danny had that advantage over her. Isabella was never far from the surface of her mind, and the conversation had stirred the memories up once more. She remembered the smallest details of that afternoon in East London: the faces of the assassins who had come for her; Isabella’s terror; Lucas’s open, honest smile, as if absolving her for the fate that he knew she would not be able to prevent.

      She bit her tongue before the rancour could spill out.

      Danny noticed her discomfort. “I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m being insensitive.”

      “Forget it.” She reached for another beer, opened it and took a mouthful. “So, what happens next?”

      “I want to go home.”

      “She couldn’t come here?”

      “She can’t. Not with the way things are with Michael.”

      “He’s still angry with you?”

      Danny laughed bitterly. “Doesn’t want anything to do with me. I haven’t spoken to him for a month. You know what he’s like. If you’re out, you’re out.”

      “But you’ve known him for years. What did you say?”

      “I haven’t told you everything about that,” he said.

      “That sounds ominous.”

      “He’s not just angry with me. It’s both of us. He blames you for what happened with Wang, and he blames me for trusting you.”

      Jimmy Wang was the underboss who controlled the Aberdeen waterfront, skimming profits from the restaurants and bars, even requiring a tithe from the sampan drivers who eked out a living chauffeuring tourists around the harbour. He was a small fish, but Beatrix had been around the triads long enough to understand that it was the small fish, like piranha, who were often the most dangerous. The big fish—men like Michael Yeung—were careful; they made measured decisions for their long-term survival. The small fish grabbed chunks whenever they could. But Wang had been a little too avaricious, too ambitious, and the rumour had gone around that he was planning a coup. Yeung had found out and had told Beatrix to make him disappear.

      But it hadn’t gone exactly to plan.

      Beatrix started to protest, but Danny held up a hand. “I know it wasn’t your fault. I told him that. I defended you. He thinks—you know, with the opium and everything else, and what happened—he thinks you can’t be trusted.”

      She protested, but it was reflexive; she knew Yeung had a point. She wouldn’t trust her if she were in his position.

      Danny spoke softly, trying to placate her. “I said it wasn’t your fault.”

      “Is that why he hasn’t given me any more work?”

      Danny nodded. “He says he’s going to use locals from now on.”

      Beatrix gritted her teeth. “That’s ridiculous.”

      “I know,” he said. “We ended up arguing about it. Some home truths might have been exchanged—both ways. I ended up telling him that we were through and that I was going home. He said I couldn’t go—that he ‘forbade’ it. I told him I didn’t care what he said, he didn’t get to tell me what to do, that it was time I did something for myself… Well, you know what he’s like when you talk to him like that.”

      Danny looked down into the sizzling pan. He was suddenly a million miles away.

      “Look,” Beatrix said. “What are you waiting for? If you want to go, just go. Go to the airport, get a ticket and go.”

      “I don’t have a passport.”

      “So get one.”

      “I can’t. You’re not listening to me: I deserted. I left my post. I went to the consulate to see what I needed to do about getting a passport, and I lost my nerve. The minute they look into my background, they’ll realise that I went AWOL, and they’ll arrest me. They’ll bring out Article 85 and I’ll be court-martialled and then I’ll be put in jail.”

      “It’s been years, Danny. They won’t—”

      “It won’t make any difference. I met a Marine at the consulate. He was a chaser—they get sent to bring back Marines for punishment. He told me all about how they’re treating deserters now. They’ve got wars to fight in Iraq and Afghanistan, places sensible soldiers don’t want to go. They’re setting examples to keep everyone in line. I’m not kidding—I could get five years. He told me. And I don’t have the time.”

      “So what do you want me to do?”

      He looked at her hopefully. “You have a contact at the consulate.”

      That was true. Beatrix had done business with a CIA agent who worked out of Hong Kong Station on more than one occasion: the first time had been while she was working for the Group, years earlier, and then, most recently, she had acquired information on Jimmy Wang that had helped her plan the hit that had subsequently gone wrong.

      “You want me to get you a passport,” she said.

      “I don’t have anyone else to ask.”
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      Donald Miller was good at making it look as if he was busy.

      Lincoln put his head around the door. “You staying late?”

      “Yes, sir,” he said.

      “What are you working on?”

      “HOLLOWPOINT,” he said.

      That was partially true. HOLLOWPOINT was the CIA designation for the operation to locate Osama bin Laden. Miller was the analyst responsible for the paramilitary teams that had been deployed to Pakistan to that end. The Special Activities Division was running several of them, and the men for whom Miller was responsible were operating in the Hindu Kush, the lawless tribal badlands that had long since been suspected to be where bin Laden had gone to ground. It was a multi-agency brief involving agents from JSOC and SAD, with Miller acting as the liaison between the two departments.

      “Anything of interest?”

      “Nothing much,” Miller said. “We’ve had reports of more activity near the border. I need to get a drone overhead.”

      “Don’t work too hard,” Lincoln advised. “All work and no play… You know the rest.”

      “I do. Thank you, sir.”

      Miller waited for Lincoln to get into the elevator, and then waited for another twenty minutes. The SAD floor at the Farm was an open-plan space that had been divided into cubicles, with the leadership accommodated in larger and more private offices around the perimeter. It was never entirely deserted, but, as Miller waited outside the door to his office and listened, he could hear only the sound of a vacuum cleaner as a member of the cleaning staff took care of the sealed conference room where the morning’s briefings were held.

      He felt the same buzz of anxiety he always felt whenever he was preparing himself to go into Lincoln’s office. He walked the floor to the corner suite, paused to listen and, hearing nothing, knocked softly on the door for the sake of appearances. He let himself in.

      Lincoln was an arrogant man, and he had decorated his office with a series of photographs of himself with politicians at various events throughout his long career. He had been there long enough to have shaken the hands of five presidents: there were pictures of him with Reagan, Bush Forty-One, Clinton, Bush Forty-Three and Obama. Miller looked at the ostentatiously large desk, kept scrupulously clean, and at the neat rows of files that were slotted into the bookcases that lined the walls. He ignored all of them, crossing the room to the credenza that held the TV that was usually tuned to CNN during the day. There was a pot of pens and pencils in a nook beneath the television, and Miller reached down to take out a plain-looking ballpoint. He dropped it into his pocket and replaced it with an identical one.

      Miller made sure that the pen was left in the same position as the one that he had retrieved, and, satisfied, he made his way out of the office.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Miller left the office and drove home. He went to his study, sat down at his desk and pulled out the pen. He put it on the desk and ran his fingertip over it. He had been given two of the units by Logan and had been impressed with their appearance and reliability. The top of the pen was twisted to the left to activate continuous recording and to the right for voice activation. Miller always set it to the latter mode; retrieving it from Lincoln’s office could only be managed sporadically, and Logan had explained how the capacity and battery life had to be carefully shepherded.

      Miller stared at it and thought about how he had found himself in a position where he had been forced to spy upon one of the most powerful—and dangerous—men in the whole of the CIA. The short version was that Logan had insisted upon it as the price for keeping him out of jail. He had busted Miller months ago for releasing a series of documents to a Beltway contact who was conducting opposition research into a Republican senator who was looking at a possible presidential run. The documents had confirmed that the senator was aware of and had approved CIA black sites in Eastern Europe where suspected terrorists were renditioned for ‘enhanced’ interrogation that would have been illegal in the States. It had only been a minor thing, Miller told himself, but it had been a win-win for all concerned: the senator’s views made her inappropriate for the highest office, and Miller had been paid enough to dig himself out of the debts he had amassed while playing online poker, and to pay off the mortgage on his house. Miller had also told himself that he was doing a public service, that he disagreed with the administration’s policy on ethical grounds. His conscience had been further salved by the outrage that had followed the publication of the exposé.

      The Office of the Inspector General had not seen things in quite the same way, and Miller had been taken to an anonymous room in an anonymous office block, hooked up to a polygraph and then given the third degree. He had folded, and Logan, who had conducted the interview, had made him an offer: be a snitch or go to jail.

      Miller had chosen to snitch.

      It was only when the identity of the man against whom he was expected to inform upon had been revealed that he had had second thoughts, but it was much too late by then.

      Miller unscrewed the pen, fitted an adaptor to the concealed connector and plugged that into the USB port of his computer. He downloaded the recordings and then dragged them into the secure online storage account that Logan had set up. The files started to upload. Miller left the computer; the Redskins were on Monday Night Football and he needed something to take his mind off the mess that he had found himself in.
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      It was eleven o’clock when Beatrix saw the lights of the sampan as it bounced across the waves toward them. She was in the galley, filling the sink to do the washing up, and she watched through the porthole window as a young Chinese boy, shirtless and in ragged shorts, maneuvered the flat-bottomed wooden boat against the side of the junk.

      “Danny,” she called, “someone’s coming out to us.”

      “I got it.”

      She put down a plate and watched over the side as Danny dropped a hook over the rail and pulled up a big basket of groceries, saying something to the kid in Cantonese. The child shook his head, motioning for Danny to come down to him.

      Beatrix watched their fast conversation. Danny seemed insistent and the boy was defensive, but, beyond that, her Cantonese wasn’t nearly good enough to make out what was being discussed. Danny reboarded the Constance as the child eased the sampan back into the channel, opened the throttle and headed back toward the dock.

      Danny was pale when he came back up onto the deck.

      “Who was that?” Beatrix asked.

      “Sammo. His father runs the taxis on the dock.”

      “And?”

      “He says a couple of guys have been asking about me.”

      “‘A couple of guys’?”

      Danny swallowed, his larynx bobbing up and down. “Jimmy Wang’s guys.”

      Beatrix’s stomach sank. “What? Why?”

      “Why do you think?” he said. The colour had leached from his face.

      “He’s coming after you?”

      He slumped down onto the banquette. “Why else? After what Michael did—sending you after him? He can’t get to him.”

      She collected a fresh beer from the fridge and sat down again. A jet crossed the harbour, its lights winking. Beatrix had a headache. She was probably still dehydrated, and she knew the beer wasn’t going to help. She popped the top and took a deep pull anyway.

      “Did Sammo say anything else?”

      “Wang’s men have my picture. They’re offering a hundred thousand to anyone who can tell them where I am.”

      Beatrix sucked on her teeth. That was a lot of money. It was unrealistic to think that it wouldn’t be enough to tempt someone to pass on Danny’s location.

      Danny gazed out over the water. “What a mess.”

      “Can you move the boat?” she asked.

      “I’ve already thought of that,” he said. “The engine needs an overhaul. It keeps overheating. I think it’s a problem with the flow to the cooling system, but I can’t fix it out here. It’s getting towed to dry dock next week.”

      He got up and started to pace the deck. Beatrix took another drink and thought about what she was going to have to do.

      “You need to get ashore and hide,” she said.

      “Tonight?”

      “I’ll stay with you tonight. Go tomorrow.”

      “And then?”

      “You need to fix it up with Michael.”

      “I told you—I can’t.” He turned away from her, and, for a moment, she thought he was going to cry. “I need to get out of here. I want to go home. Can’t you just get me a passport?”

      “Probably,” she said. “Let me think about it. First things first—do you still have a weapon?”

      “You think we need one?”

      “I’d rather have one and not need it, than need one and not have it. Don’t you have a revolver?”

      He went into his galley, opened the safe that he had installed beneath the banquette, and took out the old Smith & Wesson Model 10 that he kept there.

      She took it and looked it over with an air of disapproval. “Where’d you get this?”

      “I know someone who works in Stores Management for the police.”

      “This is a police firearm?”

      “It was. Is it okay?”

      “It’s an antique.”

      “It’s the best I can do.”

      He took out a box of .38 Specials and handed them to her. She dropped rounds into the cylinder and closed it up.

      He looked at her with concern on his face.

      “It’s fine,” she said. “We’ll be fine. Now—get some sleep.”
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      Beatrix lay in bed and stared up at the polished wood ceiling. Her mind drifted to Jimmy Wang and all the trouble that particular job had caused.

      It should have been easy. Yeung had learned that Wang was plotting against him and had turned to her to nip the problem in the bud. Beatrix had conducted the same research that she would have undertaken had she still been working for the Group. Wang was a low-level player, but he was ambitious and cunning. He was careful, too, always surrounded by loyalists, and when he wasn’t on the street, he was difficult to find. Yeung had struck out in discovering his location, so Beatrix had gone to her CIA contact at the United States Consulate and cashed in an old favour; the Legal Attaché’s office had intelligence on all of the local criminal players, and Beatrix had used that to build a picture of her target, his daily movements and vulnerabilities. She had filled in the blanks with what Yeung and Danny knew, and then added the rest with good, old-fashioned street work.

      She had found out that Wang was due to dine with one of his girlfriends at Tin Lung Heen on the one-hundred-and-second floor of the Ritz-Carlton. She’d assessed the information, checked it with her Agency contact and then conducted a dry run; everything had suggested that it was an opportunity with a strong prospect of success.

      Yeung had arranged for Beatrix to be taken on as a temporary member of the staff at the restaurant. The plan was simple: she would arrive in heavy disguise, observe Wang from across the room and then eliminate him during one of his regular trips to the bathroom to tend to his raging cocaine habit. She would leave through the kitchens and disappear onto the street, changing disguises before making her way back to Yeung’s club to be debriefed and to collect her payment.

      Easy.

      Except it hadn’t happened like that.

      Wang had arrived just as planned. He and his date were shown to a prime table by the deferential maître d’. Beatrix had observed as he sent the sommelier to the cellar for a thousand-dollar bottle of Domaine Ramonet Montrachet Grand Cru, watched as the main course of Iberico char siu was delivered to the table, and surveilled the rest of the room for any sign that she should abort. There was nothing: everything was just as she had expected.

      After a few minutes, Wang had got up and set off toward the bathroom on unsteady legs, and Beatrix had moved, too. She had crossed the room to Wang’s table, where his girlfriend had been occupied with her phone and didn’t look up as Beatrix had taken the bottle of Grand Cru to refill their glasses. Nor did she notice as Beatrix had held a twist of paper against the neck of the bottle. The fold of paper contained the remainder of the ricin that she had used to dispose of Jackie Chau, and she had tipped some of the powder into Wang’s glass as she poured.

      Beatrix had replaced the bottle in the ice bucket and made her way back to the edge of the room, where she could observe. Wang had returned to the table, wiping the edge of his hand against his nose as he retook his seat. He had said something to the girl, turned to look for a waiter, and then, as Beatrix held her breath, he had reached for the glass. She had used ricin before and knew what would happen to him: vomiting, diarrhoea, seizures, and then, within hours, death.

      Wang had not yet taken a drink when a man had come through the restaurant’s main entrance. She remembered him even now: late sixties, Western, a lined face, and a purposeful gait. The man had hurried across to Wang, spoken urgently to him, and then hustled him from the room to safety, leaving his girlfriend at the table.

      Beatrix had slipped back into the kitchen and made her departure.

      There was no other explanation save that Wang had been tipped off. But who was the man? Someone within Yeung’s inner circle? Someone at the consulate?

      It was impossible to say.

      She had known that there would be repercussions, and now Danny had confirmed that her fears were well founded. But if the failure meant that Yeung didn’t trust her, that he now preferred to rely on local contractors, then that would also mean that he wouldn’t be prepared to help her find Isabella. Yeung had always made it plain that his help was contingent upon her working for him. If she wasn’t working for him, why would he do her a favour?

      Beatrix would be all the way back at the start: lost in a foreign country, friendless, with no way of finding her daughter.

      The hope that she had carefully shepherded started to dissipate, like the air leaking out of a punctured balloon.

      She felt the pain gathering again. She had promised Danny that she would stay tonight, but, as her mind started to race—to whisper that her life was over, that there was no chance that she would ever see Isabella again—she doubted that she would be able to resist the siren call of the flower-smoke room for long.
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      William Logan was in the departures lounge at Dulles within two hours of receiving the data from Miller. He had contacted Tracy Butcher en route, explaining that they had finally made a breakthrough. The IG had other assets watching Lincoln, and they had noticed that Navarro was missing. Unfortunately, as was usually the case when Navarro went into the field, it had been impossible to get a fix on where he was, and they couldn’t press too hard without revealing themselves.

      They knew that Navarro was the man upon whom Lincoln relied to deal with his dirty laundry; the two of them went back decades, and a lot of laundry had been dealt with in that time. He was a problem-solver par excellence; they needed to know what problem he had been sent to solve this time, and they still did not.

      But they had made progress tonight. Logan had listened to the conversation between Lincoln and Navarro that the ballpoint microphone had picked up. Navarro had mentioned that he was in Hong Kong. They had finally got a break. They knew where he was. Logan had booked a seat on United 566 from Dulles to Hong Kong, a twenty-hour journey with a stopover at O’Hare.

      He sat down on a vacant seat, took out his tablet, plugged in his headphones and played the recording back again. A name had been discussed on the call between Lincoln and Navarro: Nakamura. There had also been reference made to Dak Son. The latter had been simple enough to identify; Lincoln and Navarro had both been in Dak Son during Vietnam. Who was Nakamura? Had to be another soldier, given that Lincoln had suggested that this Nakamura was worried about being court-martialled. Logan took all the information and compiled it: they were looking for a man with the surname of Nakamura, most likely between the ages of sixty and seventy-five, who had served in Vietnam at Dak Son, who was likely wanted for desertion, and who was likely located somewhere on the Hong Kong waterfront.

      Logan composed an email to Phillips, one of the analysts who worked for the IG, and told her to pull anything that she could find from the archive and send it over to him. He pressed send.

      He played back the recording again and noted something new that he hadn’t registered before. Navarro had referred to two things that he and Lincoln knew: that Nakamura had a daughter and that he wanted a passport so that he could go home to see her. Logan composed a second email to Phillips, asking her to run a check on the National Passport Center’s database to see whether a passport application had been received from anyone with that name.

      “Ladies and gentlemen,” the flight attendant at the gate said into the microphone, “United flight five-six-six to Chicago O’Hare is closing its doors in five minutes. Passengers on this flight, please make your way to gate seventeen immediately.”

      Logan slipped the tablet into his carry-on, fetched his boarding pass from his pocket, and made his way to join the stragglers at the gate.
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      Danny had been asleep when he awoke to the sound of something that, at first, he thought must have been in his dreams.

      Bump, bump, bump.

      He looked at his watch, turning his wrist so that the luminous hands caught the moonlight that leaked in through the porthole window. It was four in the morning.

      Bump, bump, bump.

      It was something outside, knocking against the hull.

      He lay still for a moment, wondering whether he had imagined it, but then he heard footsteps.

      Somebody was moving around up on deck.

      Beatrix?

      He snapped awake and rolled out of bed. He climbed up the ladder and, slowly, poked his head through the hatch.

      It wasn’t Beatrix. He saw a shadow on the aft deck, silhouetted against the brightly lit skyscrapers on the far shore. It looked like a man. He was bent over the rail, gesturing to someone below. Someone in a boat. The man was working with a rope. He was going to pull someone else on board.

      Danny didn’t know what to do. He looked back down to Beatrix’s cabin and saw that the door was closed. He could go down and wake her up, but, by the time he did that, there would be at least two men aboard with them. It had to be Wang’s men, and, if that was right, they would be armed. It might be too late to fight them off by then.

      But now? The first man was distracted, his back to Danny, his attention fixed on helping his partner to climb the rope and board.

      Maybe he had a chance.

      Danny looked out of the hatch again and saw that one of his canvas chairs had been left out. It hadn’t been there when they’d turned in; he guessed that Beatrix must have put it there. Perhaps she had been unable to sleep? He stared at the chair and saw the old police revolver resting on the fabric seat.

      He ascended the rest of the way and lifted his foot over the lip of the hatch. The only sound as he emerged was a quiet squeak from the soles of his counterfeit Top-Siders as they rubbed up against the polished teak deck. There were only a few yards between him and the chair, but it felt like miles. Danny took the revolver, held it in a double-handed grip and slipped his finger through the guard. He aimed it high and pulled back on the trigger.

      The gun boomed.

      The intruder swivelled, lost his balance, and, with the weight of the man on the other end of the rope pulling him down, he pitched backward and toppled over the rail. Danny heard the splash as he hit the water. There came a thud next to the hull down by the waterline, followed by a grunt of pain and cursing in Cantonese. It must have been the man at the other end of the rope; he had been halfway up the side, and now he had been deposited back in his own boat again.

      Danny hurried forward and aimed the gun over the side. There was a speedboat down there, with two men visible: one was struggling in the water, and the other was at the wheel of the boat.

      Danny pointed the gun down at them. “And don’t come back!” he said, more bravely than he felt.

      He fired again, the bullet throwing up a plume of spray as it struck the water. The man in the water struggled onto the speedboat and, a moment later, the engine fired up. The speedboat curved away from the junk, churning up water behind it. Danny watched them retreat and saw them more clearly as they passed through the running lights of the next junk over: two guys, both young.

      The boat sped toward the far shore.

      Danny took a breath.

      Wang had found out where he was and had sent two of his maa jais after him.

      Danny rested his hands on the rail and watched the speedboat race away.

      Beatrix.

      Where is she?

      He went down to the spare berth and knocked.

      Nothing.

      He opened the door.

      The bed was empty.
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      Beatrix had quit opium several times in the twelve months since she had first tried it. It had usually been just a temporary respite while she took care of business; she had some professional pride left, after all, and her death wish was not yet so complete that she would undertake dangerous work while under the influence, no matter what Michael Yeung might have said. Her growing need was much more difficult to ignore during those fallow weeks where Yeung had no work for her. It was then that her ghosts took over. Sometimes she had been strong enough to last a day or two. On one occasion, she had managed to stay away for a week. Most times, though, she made it only until sunset, when the tourists retreated to their hotels and the night dwellers reclaimed the streets and the voices in her head told her that Lucas was dead and that she would never see Isabella again.

      The driver flicked the indicator and pulled over to the side of the road. They were in Lo Lung Hang, near the park. Beatrix paid him, told him to keep the change, and got out. It was already warming quickly, the promise of another stiflingly hot day.

      She had only ever smoked pot before she had arrived in Hong Kong, and that had been when she was much younger. She had been tempted back to it by the need to put her troubles out of her mind; it had worked for a while, but, in the end, she had needed something stronger to smother her memories. Her first time had been on the train from Tianjin after she had delivered a young girl to safety away from the triads; the dealer who supplied her dope had given her a sample of opium, and she had smoked it in her cabin. She had returned to the man for more, and he had taken her to a fetid alley behind the warehouses that abounded around Kowloon Harbour. She had been back many times since then. She knew the twists and turns of the alleys and the worn steps that led down to the flower-smoke room. She no longer needed to think about the route now; she just followed the same path, putting one foot in front of the other until she arrived at her destination.

      She stood at the top of the steps. A dim yellow bulb flickered above the door below her. She sat with her back against the side of the building, tracing the toe of her boot over the smooth depressions that had been worn into the concrete steps by thousands of footsteps, some of them her own.

      She tried to reason with herself.

      The doubts came.

      She didn’t want to do this.

      She should get up, turn around, and walk away.

      It didn’t work.

      Who was she kidding?

      She knew what she would see behind the door: men and women stretched out on the floor or reclining against the walls. The Indian would be hunched in front of his brazier, tending to the fire and preparing their pipes. Beatrix had no friends here, but she knew she might recognise others: the two young black guys who sat in the middle of the floor, their muscles contorted and their eyes glassy, holding hands even as the stupor took them into dark sleep; the blonde woman slumped against the far wall near the Indian, still wearing her business suit, mumbling some broken conversation about her day in the city.

      She would find the sweet, brown opium smoke that made her life bearable.

      All she had to do was go down the steps and knock.
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      Danny stood out on deck and watched as the sun rose over the spectacular skyline that bristled the island around Central and Wan Chai. The neon from the floating restaurants that coloured the water at night was gone, replaced by a vivid orange as the sun reached over the horizon and chased the gloom away. The sky was clear; indigo at the top of the vault, lightening through pearl-grey and then fading to a pale blue framing the skyscrapers. It was going to be another hot day.

      He looked down at the message that Beatrix had left for him. It was scrawled in her barely legible hand on the back of the receipt that the kid had brought with the groceries.

      Fix it with Michael. Pride will get you killed.

      If only life were as simple as that. He balled up the paper and tossed it overboard, took out his phone and called a water taxi. He went down into his cabin, grabbed his duffel and packed it with the few things that he’d need. He took his laptop and cellphone and stowed them on top of the only two pairs of jeans he owned. The T-shirt, socks and hoodie that he was wearing had come out of his dirty laundry, but they would have to do.

      The water taxi arrived alongside within ten minutes. Danny handed his duffel to the pilot, then climbed down the ladder and dropped aboard. He resisted the urge to look back at his boat one last time. He doubted that he would ever sleep aboard her again; there had been an offer to sell it, and he would look to see whether it was still open.

      They bounced across the gentle waves to the dock. Danny paid the pilot and climbed ashore, then made his way to Aberdeen Praya Road and flagged down the first taxi that he saw.

      “Hoi Sham Park,” he said, settling back in the cheaply upholstered seat as the driver pulled out.

      He knew where Beatrix had gone, and he knew that he had to follow. Part of it was selfishness. He needed her. But there was more to it than that. She needed him, too, and he wasn’t ready to give up on her yet.
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      Danny sat back as the taxi delivered him through the throng of traffic that choked the streets of Kowloon. He had been here many times before. Michael had business interests in the area and, lately, he had been here to collect Beatrix several times. He looked out of the windows as they passed through the chequerboard of ruined warehouses and high-end housing developments. He had seen old photos of when this part of Kowloon was home to some of the largest dockyards in Asia. It had once been a prosperous, industrious part of the city until the Japanese had practically wiped it off the map during the war. It had become something of a slum ever since, but now that money was finally flowing into it again, its reinvention was underway. There were still dark nooks that had resisted the tide of gentrification, and it was to one of those that Danny had directed the driver.

      The car pulled up behind a derelict loading dock.

      “Thank you,” Danny said, paying the man and stepping out into the soupy morning heat.
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        * * *

      

      Danny made his way to the far end of the building. A slender figure was sitting on the dock with her back against the wall. It was Beatrix; she was sitting with her knees drawn up under her chin and her arms enfolding her legs. Ahead of her was a flight of stairs descending into the basement next to the dock. At the bottom was the entrance to the den; at least she hadn’t gone inside yet.

      She heard him approach and turned her head to look at him. He heard her groan.

      “Beatrix,” he said.

      “You couldn’t leave me alone?”

      He climbed the steps up onto the dock and sat down next to her. They were within an oblong of sunlight that fell between the buildings on the other side of the road. It was pleasantly warm.

      “What is it?” she said.

      “They came,” he replied matter-of-factly.

      She looked up. “Who? Wang?”

      He nodded. “Two of his men. Just after dawn.”

      “Shit,” she said. “Sorry. I stayed as long as I could.”

      “It’s fine,” he said. “I’m fine.”

      “What happened?”

      “A speedboat. One of them was up on deck before I even knew they were there. I scared them off.”

      “How’d you do that?”

      “You left the gun on deck. I fired a warning shot.” He grinned. “He fell over the side.”

      Beatrix looked down again. “Good for you.”

      They sat side by side on the concrete and, for a moment, neither spoke.

      “Look,” Danny said at last. “I know I can’t drag you away. I can’t make you do something that you don’t want to do. If you want to go down in there and smoke, there’s nothing I can do about it.”

      “But you’re still here.”

      “Because I need you.”

      “So you said.”

      “And I think you need me.”

      She snorted and looked away. “I don’t need anybody.”

      Danny pointed at the locket that was hanging outside of Beatrix’s shirt. “You might not. But she does.”

      Beatrix winced, and Danny could see what she was thinking; she had often said that she could never look at the photograph without also seeing the look of terror on her daughter’s face as she was taken.

      “That’s low.”

      “Doesn’t stop it from being true.”

      “I’m tired. I’m not getting anywhere. It’s always one step forward, two steps back.”

      He gestured down to the stairs. “I know it’s frustrating. But we are trying. And, if you love her, you need to get a grip on yourself. For her, if not for you. You keep going down there, eventually you won’t come back up again. And if we do find her, it won’t make any difference—she’ll be an orphan. Is that what you want? To die?”

      “I don’t know,” she said. “Maybe. Lucas is dead. I lost Isabella. Michael won’t work with me and I’ve got no options left. The whole thing is hopeless.”

      “You’re not listening to me. It doesn’t have to be like that.”

      “Why’s that? You going to tell me you know where she is?”

      “Not yet. But I can give you something.”

      She brought her head up. “What?”

      He gestured to the basement. “Dragging you out of there reminded me to follow up on an angle that I’ve been working on. I sent an email when I had you settled on the boat, and they got back to me last night.”

      She started to speak, then stopped, then started again. “What angle?”

      “Can we go somewhere else? I’d rather not do it here.”

      Beatrix stared off into space for so long that Danny was suddenly afraid that—even when offered news about her daughter—she was still going to decline. She bit down on her lip so hard he thought she would draw blood.

      “Come and listen to what I have to say. You can come back here afterwards if that’s what you want. I’ll call the taxi myself. But just come.”

      “Fine,” she said at last.

      He stood and offered her his hand. She took it and let him help her up.

      “Where do you want to go?”

      “Somewhere safe,” she said.
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      Beatrix told the taxi driver to take them to Tsim Sha Tsui. Their destination took up the better part of a block on Nathan Road in the area at the tip of the peninsula, across the water from the central city. She told the driver to pull over outside the main entrance, beneath the crazed collection of neon signs and vast LCD screens that advertised the businesses within. There was City Chain Jewellery, a candy store beneath a glittering pink sign that read BONJOUR, and, amid the tackiness, the incongruously sober awning with the name of the building spelled out in protruding golden letters.

      CHUNGKING MANSIONS.

      The wide sidewalk was thronged with people: tourists drawn here by the promise of cheap goods and an experience that would be hard to forget, and locals attracted by the prospect of making money from their gullibility. Beatrix led the way through the knot of young children who had been sent down by their parents to drum up trade for the family businesses on the floors above, and continued into the din of the interior.

      “Here?” Danny said, raising his voice above the clamour. “You’ve been hiding out here?”

      “Can you think of a better place?”

      Jackie Chau had brought her here to recuperate after she had been stabbed. It had been as utterly confounding then as it was now; its insane layout offered no logic or pattern that could assist the thousands of visitors as they navigated their way around it. Each of the five seventeen-storey blocks was identified by a letter. Each block had two elevators, one serving the even-numbered floors and the other serving the odd numbers. It was a maze of narrow corridors, confusing signage and barricades of trash. The air was perfumed with the spices of a hundred cuisines, overlaid with the stench of sweat and rot.

      “You hungry?” she asked him.

      “I could eat.”

      “Good. I know a place.”
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        * * *

      

      The elevator wasn’t working, so Beatrix negotiated the trash and addicts in the stairwell up to the seventh floor. She picked a path between the flops and stores until she saw the sign for Syed Bukhara. By the standards of the outside world, the lemon-yellow banner of the cramped restaurant was food-court ordinary, but here it was an oasis with clean tables and a mopped floor. The food was a sort of Malaysian-Indian fusion. The ingredients came from the same warehouses that supplied the chain’s upscale restaurants elsewhere in the Far East.

      “Table for two,” she told the man in the turban who staffed the counter.

      The man beckoned them to follow and took them to the only empty seats.

      “What’s good?” Danny asked.

      “It’s all good. Want me to order for you?”

      He said that he did. Beatrix did not need to look at the brightly lit menu set in the lime-green wall above the counter. She already knew what she wanted.

      The lunch rush had not even started, yet the miniature restaurant was already crowded. Their upholstered chairs were at one end of a group table near the entrance. Beatrix would not usually have chosen to sit that close to a door, but she felt safe here. They sipped their chai teas.

      “So?” she said.

      Danny reached into his duffel bag and took out his battered old laptop.

      “So,” he began, “I’ve been handling the search on Michael’s behalf. Most of the people looking for Isabella speak English, not Cantonese; plus Michael knows you want it kept private. It made sense for me to be the main point of contact.”

      “You didn’t tell me.”

      “He wants the credit when she’s found.”

      Beatrix could well believe that. Yeung never missed the opportunity to remind her that it was his money and influence that were responsible for the work that was being done.

      Beatrix had initially paid two private investigators to mount the search, and both had found precisely nothing in exchange for the significant amounts of money that she had sent their way. She hadn’t been overly surprised by their lack of success; Isabella was Control’s insurance policy, the one reason that stopped her from flying to London to take him out. Control would change Isabella’s name, bury her so deep in the bureaucracy of the state that there would be practically no chance of finding her by legitimate means. Yeung, though, was not constrained by legitimacy. He had levers to pull that were not available to private investigators. He had money and influence. It was the only reason that Beatrix had agreed to work for him.

      Danny opened the laptop and fired it up. “Michael has developed a contact in the body that oversees adoptions in London. There’s a woman there, gambles in Chinatown, owes more than she can afford to pay back—Michael bought her debt from the 14K and told her he’d shave the interest if she helped. She’s been looking through national records for girls of Isabella’s age with blonde hair and blue eyes who might have gone to foster care or been put into a children’s home during the last eighteen months.”

      “And?”

      He tapped out something on his laptop and then turned the screen around.

      Beatrix’s mouth dropped open. There was a scanned document on the screen: two columns of text that flowed around a picture of a little girl with blonde ringlets and blue eyes.

      “Is that her?”

      Beatrix felt a stabbing pain in her heart. She tried to speak, but her mouth was too dry.

      “Beatrix?”

      She looked at the screen. The girl’s name was listed as Clara Foster. It said that her parents were drug addicts, and that she had been removed under a Care Order by social services.

      “Is that her?”

      Beatrix managed to nod.

      The waiter brought their food: small bowls of coconut rice accompanied by spicy squid in chilli-saturated sambal sauce, served with garlic and lime. It smelled delicious, but, despite her ravenous hunger, Beatrix hardly noticed it. She couldn’t take her eyes off the photograph.

      She waited until the waiter had gone back to the counter, and laid her fingers on the screen. “Where is she?”

      “We don’t know,” Danny said carefully.

      “What do you mean?”

      “We thought that the girl—Isabella—was going to be placed with a couple in Edinburgh, but it doesn’t look as if that happened. Michael checked. The couple listed didn’t have any children with them.”

      “So where is she?”

      “At the moment, I don’t—”

      She slapped her palm against the table so hard that the cutlery rattled. The waiter looked over at them, concerned.

      “That’s not good enough, Danny,” she hissed.

      “I know it isn’t. And we’re looking.”

      She stared at him. “Look harder.”

      “I am,” he said. “I promise.”

      “What about Michael? He doesn’t trust me now—you said. And the two of you aren’t talking. So what does that mean for this—he’ll just let it drop?”

      “He won’t,” Danny said. “I know him. He likes to have leverage over people. He knows you’ll do anything for him if he can find her. And he might not trust you now, but things change.” He paused and reached his hand across the table, his fingers resting over hers. “I know it’s frustrating. It’s hard. I know—”

      “No, you don’t,” she snapped, pulling her hand back. “You have no idea. You know where your daughter is. All you need is for me to go and get you a passport, and then you can get on a plane and go see her. I can’t do that. Isabella could be anywhere. I might never see her again.”

      Beatrix looked down at her food. She picked up her chopsticks, split them apart, and started to eat. Danny ate too, and, for a moment, they were quiet.

      She laid the chopsticks in the bowl. Her appetite was gone.

      “Fuck,” she said. “Fuck.”

      “I’m sorry I don’t have more,” he said. “But it’s something—right? It’s progress. We know we’re on the right track.”

      “Maybe,” she allowed.

      “That’s why I came to get you. It isn’t hopeless. There’s a reason to keep going. If this is Isabella, she’s going to need you clean and ready to go get her.”
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      They finished their meals and Beatrix led the way down one of the large staircases that offered access to the various levels. The floors had been divided and then subdivided into apartments, studios and flops. There were hundreds of hostels and guesthouses. There were single rooms offering beds to backpackers or migrant workers and more efficient operations that offered clean and modern rooms at a reasonable price.

      The Golden Lotus Guesthouse was on the fourth floor. It had plenty going for it: Beatrix rented it by the week, off the books, and, as long as she met the rent, nobody paid her any attention. She could come and go as she pleased. The old woman who ran the guesthouse was watching something on her phone and didn’t look up as Beatrix and Danny crossed the cluttered lobby. They picked their way along a corridor, stepping over a man who was asleep against the wall and then around a pile of black plastic bags that had been dumped next to an already overflowing trash can.

      The door to her room was still locked. She opened it carefully and the scrap of tissue paper that she had wedged between the door and frame fell to the floor. No one had been inside while she had been away.

      “This is your place?” Danny said.

      “That’s right.”

      The sun was up fully now, showing just a little light in the street outside the narrow window. In a few hours, the room would be a sauna. Beatrix fiddled with the air-conditioning unit above the bed. It dribbled a trail of brown water and, despite the wheeze of air, the temperature stayed the same.

      “It’s lovely,” Danny said sarcastically, looking around.

      “It’s safe,” Beatrix retorted.

      “It smells.”

      “It’s safe,” she repeated. “That’s all you need to worry about.”

      “What’s the plan?” he asked as he sat down on the bed.

      She flipped on the old Skyworth colour television that sat on top of her dresser. The tube was on its last legs: the image appeared to bow from the bottom and the colour was variable at best. She tinkered with the aerial, but the picture improved only a little. She managed to tune into ViuTVSix, the local English-language channel. They were showing reruns of Fawlty Towers dubbed into Cantonese.

      Beatrix indicated the set. “It’s all yours.”

      “So—what?” he said. “You want me to stay here?”

      “There’s a store on the corridor outside where you can get food and drink, but don’t go any further than that. Do you have your gun?”

      He took out the Smith & Wesson and held it out.

      Beatrix took it and opened the cylinder to count the load. Four rounds left. She handed it back to him. “Keep it with you.”

      “But no one knows I’m here.”

      “We don’t think they do,” she said. “We can’t say that for sure. Better safe than sorry. Keep the door shut and locked when you’re in here, and don’t open it to anyone but me.”

      She picked up her go-bag, a canvas rucksack that contained money in various currencies, three fake passports, a first aid kit, a burner phone, and a Ruger SR9 9mm with three spare magazines. There was also a small vial that contained the remainder of the powdered ricin she had used in the abortive assassination of Jimmy Wang.

      “What are you going to do?”

      “I’m going to see about getting you that passport. But there’s one thing I need first.”

      Danny looked up at her. “What?”

      “I’m going to need your photo.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            16

          

        

      

    

    
      Beatrix took a taxi to Carnarvon Plaza. There were a number of stores inside, including Lily’s Wigs, which featured a sign declaring that the store had been proudly trading since 1978. Beatrix had used the business during her last operational visit to Hong Kong and then again when she had gone to the Agency for information on Wang. She went inside and was relieved to find that they still had a line of wigs similar to the ones she had used before. She selected two: one was a short black bob and the other was a spiked crop. She asked for the wigs to be bagged up, paid for them and made her way to the thrift store that was deeper inside the mall.

      The place had all manner of clothes, and Beatrix bought a new outfit: second-hand Doc Martens with nine eyes and red laces; a pair of tight black jeans, the fabric distressed and torn on the knees; a leather jacket with a Tool patch on the back; and a black T-shirt that bore a picture of Malcolm X. There was a tray at the front of the store next to the cash register with cheap jewellery, and she added a collection of rings and a necklace. She paid for the items and then went back outside, picking up a pair of shades from Sunglass Hut and some make-up from a concession in the aisle.

      She took her things into the restroom and locked the door, then undressed and changed. She took out the cropped wig and settled it onto her head, fixing it into place with a series of clips. She applied kohl to her eyes and darkened her lashes. She smudged the make-up a little before stacking the rings on her index and ring fingers and putting on the necklace. She looked at her reflection when she was done and recognised a face from another time, years ago, when she was still executing files for Control. The woman who stared back at her was Caprice, a woman who looked perhaps just a little older and more shopworn than she had back then. The effect was still good: she was submerged beneath the disguise, practically unrecognisable as herself.

      She hid her eyes behind the shades and stashed her old clothes into the bag with the second wig and the make-up. She unlocked the door and stepped out of the bathroom and into the noise and business of the mall.
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      It was midday when Navarro drove into the parking lot outside Cheung Sha Wan Wholesale Food Market on Yen Chow Street West. Cheung Sha Wan was an industrial district, and this particular area was used to park the trucks that delivered produce around the city. Jimmy Wang had a business here and it had served as a rendezvous between the two men before. Wang was keen to maintain his anonymity, and Navarro had no wish to be observed in conversation with a local triad underboss; the privacy offered in the gaps between the trucks was of benefit to both of them.

      Navarro saw Wang approaching the car. He opened the door and got into the passenger seat.

      “Well?” Navarro said.

      “We found him,” he replied in broken and heavily accented English.

      “So where is he?”

      Wang grimaced and looked away.

      “Wang? Where is he?”

      “Did not go well.”

      “Please tell me you didn’t let him get away.”

      “Wu had gun. Men were surprised. Boarding boat not easy when he has gun.”

      Navarro put his hands together, tapping the tips of his fingers. Nakamura was known to the Hong Kong underworld as Danny Wu. “Where is he now, Wang?”

      “We do not know. Not on boat. We ask on dock, and they say he boarded walla walla this morning.”

      “What?”

      “Water taxi. Then, after he get off, he got normal taxi. We found driver. He went to Kowloon.”

      “I told you no mistakes, Wang,” Navarro said, struggling with his temper. “He is a seventy-year-old man. How hard can it be?”

      “I am sorry,” Wang said.

      Navarro tried to damp it down, if only for the moment. “What was he doing in Kowloon?”

      “Wu told driver to stay. He said he spoke with woman. Driver took them both to Tsim Sha Tsui. To Chungking Mansions.”

      “A good place to hide.”

      “Very good. But not impossible to find him. I have many friends there. Many people who look for him now. If he is there, we find him.”

      Navarro exhaled. “You’d better,” he said. “I saved your life, Jimmy. Have you forgotten that?”

      “I have not.”

      “And all I asked in return was that you find Danny Wu and bring him to me.”

      “I understand.”

      “Let me put it another way in case you’re having trouble understanding how this relationship is going to work. I’m a very good friend to have. I pay well, and I have influence. You want Yeung out of the way? I can make that happen for you. But, on the other hand, I’m the last person in the world that you’d want to disappoint. And I’ll be honest, Jimmy—right now, I’m very, very disappointed.”

      “We find him.”

      “See that you do. Now—get out of my car.”

      Wang looked as if he might have been about to say something, but he thought better of it and got out of the car. Navarro watched him speculatively as he went back in the direction from which he had arrived. Jimmy Wang was a clown. Navarro had hoped that he could rely upon him for something that should have been simple enough to accomplish, but perhaps he had been wrong.

      He made up his mind.

      It was time to bring in some more reliable help.
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      Beatrix left the mall, walked to Temple Street and went into the GlobalLink cybercafé. She bought an hour’s time and eased a plastic chair up to a terminal that was sitting on a folding table in the far corner, angling her screen to make it harder for anyone else to see what she was working on. She took a sheet of paper from the printer and a pen from a cup on the desk and started to work.

      She navigated to Google and searched for information on Vietnam deserters. It didn’t take her long to confirm that Danny’s fears had been well founded. There had been a time in the eighties and nineties when deserters would have been treated leniently, but then 9/11 had happened and the climate had changed. A new chief warrant officer had taken over the Marine Corps Absentee Collection Centre and had seen to it that cold cases were reopened and investigated, with deserters court-martialled and, if found guilty, imprisoned. The policy was clearly intended to serve as a deterrent for soldiers being sent to Iraq and Afghanistan.

      Danny had been right. He couldn’t apply for a passport himself; she would have to help. She surfed to an old Usenet forum dedicated to collectors of rare wristwatches and posted a comment. She cleared the browser history, logged off, and went outside.

      A street vendor outside was selling curried fish balls. Beatrix bought a cone and ate them as she wove her way through the crowd. She ambled north, following Nathan Road until she reached Ocean City Cyber on Sai Yeung Choi Street. She went inside, bought another hour, and sat down at an empty terminal. She navigated to the forum and saw that there was a reply to her comment. She closed the window, cleared the cache, and went back outside.

      She checked her watch.

      She had an hour before the ferry left.
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        * * *

      

      Beatrix arrived at the ferry terminal early enough to conduct careful surveillance. A small group of tourists was already boarding the Shining Star, a modern replica of the vessels that had crisscrossed Victoria Harbour before World War Two. She bought a token at the vending machine and crossed the gangplank ahead of them. She climbed to the upper deck and, as the tourists claimed tables in the air-conditioned lounge and jockeyed for seats next to the big windows, she made her way forward.

      A set of glass doors opened out onto the bow. Beatrix saw a woman standing alone, looking out over the water. There was no one else with her on the open deck.

      The woman saw her. “Caprice.”

      Beatrix took a space next to her on the rail. “Hathaway.”

      The American tossed the cigarette she was smoking overboard. “How are you?”

      “Very well. Thank you for coming out. Sorry for the short notice.”

      Hathaway shook her head. “Not a problem.”

      Beatrix had first met Kimberly Hathaway while she was working for the Group. There had been a leak inside the CIA’s Hong Kong Station, and MI6 had been asked to attend to the guilty party. The traitor was the old deputy chief of Station, a wily and experienced operator who took special care over his personal security. He rarely left the consulate or the staff compound up on Victoria Peak, and, when he did, it was with a paranoia and expertise that made it almost impossible to follow him. On the other hand, the man had a series of unfortunate predilections that occasioned regular visits to a BDSM establishment in Kowloon. Beatrix had arranged for his usual girl to succumb to an unpleasant stomach bug and had taken her place. The DCoS had been found dead in the brothel, the ligature that he favoured during his visits there tightened just a little bit too snugly.

      Beatrix knew that Hathaway had profited from her expeditious handling of that case; she had been promoted soon after, and she had continued on her upward trajectory ever since. She was DCoS now, with designs on the top job. Beatrix knew that she had credit in the bank with her. She had spent part of that credit purchasing the information that had helped to plan the unsuccessful hit on Wang. Now she was going to have to ask to cash in the balance.

      “I heard you were unfortunate with Jimmy Wang.”

      “What did you hear?”

      “That he knew you were coming.”

      “He did. He was warned. Do you know how that might have been?”

      “There is something,” she said, looking meaningfully at Beatrix. “But it needs to stay between us.”

      “Of course.”

      “I heard that he might have been recruited as an Agency CI. The scuttlebutt is that this was a recent thing—as in within the last month.”

      “And how would his handler have known that he was in danger?”

      Hathaway shrugged. “That much I can’t say. All I can tell you is that it didn’t come from me. I had to get sign-off, but, even then, it was kept on the down-low. I ran it past the CoS, but, beyond that, I’m at a loss. I’m sorry, though. I hope it didn’t mess with your plans too much.”

      The ferry chugged out across the harbour, gently rising and falling as it crested the waves.

      Hathaway was looking at her. “I’m not going to count that information as repayment for the favour owed.”

      “That’s good—because I have something else I need your help with.”

      “I’m listening.”

      “It’s a smaller ask. I have a friend in Hong Kong. An American. He wants to go home.”

      “So take him to the airport.”

      “He’s a Vietnam deserter.”

      “And he’s worried about the reception he’ll get when he gets home?”

      “Yes.”

      “He’s right to be. That could be a problem.”

      “How much of a problem?”

      “The sort that might get you locked up. We had a guy try the same thing six weeks ago. USMC found out; we locked him up until they sent someone out to bring him back.” The ferry passed a sister craft, the passengers waving at them from the upper deck. “You could try to sneak him over the border. Mexico or Canada?”

      “Wouldn’t work with him,” she said.

      “So you want a new passport?”

      “That would be very helpful.”

      “What’s his name?”

      “Daniel Nakamura,” she said. “Born in Los Angeles.”

      “How long was he in Vietnam?”

      “Served for a couple of years. Deserted in sixty-eight.”

      “You got a photograph of him?”

      Beatrix reached into her pocket and took out the strip of photos that Danny had given her. He had visited a photo booth prior to his visit to the consulate, and he had been storing the strip in his wallet in the hope that they still might come to good use. Hathaway looked at the pictures and then put them into her pocket.

      “Could you pull his OMPF for me, as well?”

      “What for?”

      “I want to see if there’s anything in it that he needs to be worried about.”

      “Should be easy enough. When do you need it?”

      Danny was going to be under her feet until she could get this sorted out. “As soon as you can.”

      The ferry sounded its horn, the boom rolling out across the waves.

      Hathaway looked out to the approaching dock. “Nearly there,” she said. “Leave it with me. I’ll be in touch.”
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      Beatrix took a cab back to Chungking Mansions, changing out of her wig in the back of the car and stowing it in the bag with the rest of her purchases and her clothes. She met Danny in Syed Bukhara again and ordered another two plates of food and two bottles of water.

      “Well?” he asked her as they sat down at a spare table.

      “Seemed to go okay.”

      “The passport?”

      “In hand.”

      He beamed. “No questions?”

      “I was owed a favour,” Beatrix said, draining the bottle. “They’ll get it done.”

      “Thank you.”

      The waiter brought over their food: Nasi Lemak for him and Mee Goreng for her. Danny broke apart his chopsticks and set about the meal.

      “What now?” he asked.

      “What about your boat?”

      “I’ve sold it,” he said. “There’s a guy at the harbour. He’s been interested in it for months. He told me I could come by any time in the next few weeks to pick up my stuff.”

      “How’d you do that?”

      “Do what?”

      “Sell it, Danny.”

      “I had coffee with him.”

      “What? When?”

      “While you were out.”

      “I told you to stay in the room.”

      “There’s a place downstairs—”

      “Did you go anywhere else?”

      “They were busy,” he said. “We couldn’t get a table. There’s a Starbucks just outside. I… I…”

      “Jesus,” she said. “You went outside?”

      His brow crinkled with concern and, she thought, confusion.

      “It didn’t take long… I’m sorry.”

      She was about to chide him when she remembered what he had told her about the dementia. She should have thought about that.

      He was about to apologise again, but she shut him down with a flick of her fingers.

      “Never mind,” she said. “We won’t be here long. You’ll have your passport by tomorrow. We should probably be thinking about getting you a ticket.”
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        * * *

      

      They finished their meals and went back to the room, taking the stairs to the grubby door of the guesthouse. Beatrix led the way inside. The old woman on the desk was still engrossed in her phone and took no notice as they passed through the lobby. The corridor that led to her room was empty.

      Beatrix was about to reached for her keys when she noticed the door was ajar.

      She tensed.

      “You okay?” Danny asked her, right behind her.

      She put her right hand to her lips and her other hand on Danny’s chest, gently impelling him back down the hall toward the lobby. They made it back at the exact time that a man emerged from the corridor. He was wearing an olive-coloured vest that exposed sleeves of tattoos that ran down both arms to his hands, together with additional markings on his chest and neck.

      The man stopped as he saw Beatrix and Danny. He reached for his pocket, withdrew his hand and flicked his wrist; the blade of a balisong snapped out with a hungry snick.

      “I don’t suppose you have your revolver?” Beatrix asked Danny.

      “It’s in my bag,” he said.

      “In the room?”

      “Sorry.”

      “Pity.”

      The man passed the knife from hand to hand and started forward, narrowing the distance between them.

      “Stay behind me,” Beatrix said.

      “Hey!” the woman behind the desk protested, but her voice was timorous, and when it failed to have any effect on the advancing maa jai, she retreated to the office and shut the door.

      The man closed in, passed the knife from his left to his right hand, and then stabbed out with it. Beatrix brought up her left hand in a circular motion, the outside of her wrist clashing against the inside of the man’s wrist, diverting his thrust harmlessly to the side. He drew back his hand and stabbed again; Beatrix stepped to the left, using her right hand to slap the man’s thrust aside. The rhythm and motion of combat came back easily, natural cadences and patterns she had practised so many times that they had become automatic. The man was outmatched, that knowledge gradually dawning on him as she parried him effortlessly; there was confusion on his face, and Beatrix encouraged more with a relaxed half smile.

      He stabbed at her again, and, this time, Beatrix caught his wrist in both hands, turned, twisted the arm and then dragged up against the joint. The motion was sudden and powerful; she felt the point of resistance and pulled harder, popping the elbow joint and tearing the tendons, waiting for the knife to loosen in his grip. She reached for it, disarmed him and then, with the same easy economy of movement, turned back around and slashed him across the throat.

      The man took a single step back, and then another, put his hand to his neck and gasped at the blood that pumped between his fingers. He dropped to his knees, teetered there for a moment and then toppled over onto his side.

      “Jesus,” Danny exclaimed. “That didn’t take long.”

      “Stay here.”

      Beatrix went to the end of the corridor, put her head outside and looked left and right. There was no one else there. She assessed. The fight had been brief and quiet; the building was busy, and any sound that they might have made would have been hidden amid the constant drone in the background. Beatrix was confident that the fight would not have attracted undue attention.

      But, even so, she knew that they didn’t have long. The owner of the guesthouse would call the police and they would be here soon enough. The authorities didn’t pay much attention to what went on in the building, but dead gangsters were bad for business.

      How had they known where they were?

      Danny’s trip to the coffee shop.

      They must have been watching.

      She thought of the door left ajar. Had the man she had just taken out been inside her room, or were there others? Her go-bag was still inside and she couldn’t leave without it.

      She had to check.
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      Beatrix was halfway down the corridor to her room when the door opened. Two men emerged. One was short and the other was tall. They were relaxed, talking in Cantonese, oblivious to what had just happened to their colleague in the lobby.

      That ignorance did not last long; the men saw Beatrix and Danny and, behind them, the body on the floor.

      The shorter one stepped up. He took a knife from his pocket. The taller one held a cleaver.

      Beatrix held the balisong that she had confiscated from the first attacker in a loose grip and teased it around her fingers. The blade moved in a silvered blur, but her evident dexterity with the weapon didn’t dissuade either man.

      Never mind.

      The shorter man grinned and made his move. He was better than she had expected, but not nearly as good as he needed to be. His choreography was sloppy, his movements too broad. He was focusing on his knife instead of what she was doing.

      Big mistake.

      Fatal.

      She feinted toward his knife hand, knowing that he would move to block her. He did, his other arm flung backward to counterbalance. He left himself wide open as she kicked him in the chest, sending him stumbling back, and then flicked her wrist to send the balisong in a straight arc that landed, blade first, in his throat.

      She watched his eyes widen as he realised what had just happened, but by then it was too late. It had taken no longer than a few seconds. Beatrix didn’t pause to admire her handiwork, and, using the man’s body as a means of blocking the corridor, she stepped up and disarmed him, taking his knife and then pushing him against the wall to the side. He bounced off the wall and slid to the floor.

      The big man with the cleaver took a step back.

      “I’ll give you one chance,” Beatrix said. “Put it down and you can walk.”

      The man sneered at her and held up the cleaver, perhaps comparing it to the size of her knife.

      “Tell him in Cantonese,” Beatrix said to Danny.

      The man didn’t wait for the translation. He came forward and waved the cleaver, a few exploratory swishes to keep her at arm’s length. It was a frightening weapon, but that was based on what it looked like it might be capable of doing, rather than how easy it might be to use. It was not a precision instrument. The man would have to get in closer, and, if he did that, he would render himself vulnerable.

      His face was blank as he advanced. She could see that he wasn’t going to fall for her tricks. His strategy was clear: get as close as possible so she would be unable to throw the knife. He wanted her to use it hand-to-hand.

      The man swung the cleaver in a vicious backhand swipe, straight at her head. She twisted out of the way, the edge whistling past her nose. It was a wild swing, reckless, an urge to end her with a single stroke. But it was too wild, and now the man was unable to control his body. The force of the swipe unbalanced him and he took a half step to his right to compensate.

      Beatrix hopped up close and stabbed him three times: left breast, gut, and—as he turned away in an attempt to protect himself—right kidney. None of the blows landed deep, but, in fast combination, their effect was immediate. He staggered away from her until he was up against the wall; Beatrix followed and drove the blade into his undefended stomach.

      The cleaver fell from his fingers and clattered against the floor. He slid down the wall, his face still registering surprise that Beatrix could move so fast.

      “Time to go,” Beatrix said.
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      Beatrix went into her room and grabbed her go-bag. She had stowed it inside her pillowcase and it didn’t look as if the triads had found it. She collected Danny’s things, too, and came back outside. There was a door at the end of the corridor that led to a fire escape. Beatrix pushed the kick plate and held it open for Danny. He went through and she followed, shutting the door behind her.

      “You’ve been hurt,” he said as they started down the steep flight of stairs together.

      She looked down and saw that she had been nicked somewhere on the left-hand side of her body. It was a surface wound, but there was still quite a lot of blood. She took a hoodie from her bag and put it on. She would deal with the wound when she had Danny safely out of the way.

      They emerged from the building into the alley that separated it from the Holiday Inn to the north and made their way east until they reached Minden Row, where they entered the throng of slow-moving pedestrians. Beatrix led the way to the south; they passed the Hong Kong Space Museum and Salisbury Garden and then reached the luxury hotels that overlooked the harbour. The street level was given over to high-end boutiques and restaurants. Beatrix stopped in a branch of Gap and bought a new T-shirt, then bought a bottle of antiseptic cream, a bag of disposable razors, a can of shaving foam and a box of dressings from the pharmacy next door. She led Danny to a coffee shop. There was a table at the back, and they took it.

      “Get me a coffee and something to eat,” she said. “Then get a table and face away from the door.”

      The ladies’ room was at the back of the coffee shop. She stepped in, locked the door, took off her hoodie and looked down at her shirt; it had been liberally soaked with blood. She opened the bin, took off the shirt and dropped it inside, covering it from view with a handful of paper towels. She angled herself so that she could check the damage; the knife or the cleaver had carved a shallow horizontal stripe just below her ribcage. It was nothing, just a nick. Beatrix took a paper towel, soaked it in warm water and used it to clean the wound. She squeezed out a liberal measure of antiseptic cream and slathered it across the cut, then covered it over with a dressing.

      She had been lucky. She never used to have to rely on luck. She had to be more careful. She could’ve been killed without ever seeing Isabella again, without Isabella ever knowing how hard her mother had tried to find her, without ever knowing how much she was loved.

      She pulled on the clean T-shirt and then the hoodie and made her way back to the table.
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        * * *

      

      Danny had bought two strong coffees and a selection of pastries. Her adrenaline rush was beginning to ebb, and she knew that she was headed for a crash.

      “Are you okay?” he asked her.

      “I’m fine.” She buttered a toasted teacake loaded with sultanas and currants.

      “Sorry. I—”

      She spoke over him. “When I told you to stay in the building, I meant for you to stay in the building.”

      “I’m sorry—”

      She regretted her tone at once and lowered her voice. “Wang will have people everywhere. You know that. You can’t act as if nothing has happened. He wants you dead. That’s twice he’s tried now.”

      “I know,” he said. “You’re right.”

      Beatrix looked at him. Her parents had always been fit and well and had maintained their acuity until the end, but her paternal grandfather had become confused toward the end of his life. Dementia wasn’t so readily diagnosed in those days; forgetfulness was often seen as the simple by-product of age. There had been lapses of memory, particularly when it came to remembering names and choosing words. Appointments would be missed, and, eventually, the crosswords that she remembered him doing every day at the kitchen table went unfinished. There had been one occasion when he had gone missing for several hours; he was eventually picked up by the police outside the first house that he had bought with his wife years earlier, long since sold.

      She tapped her head. “Have you been to the doctor?”

      “What’s the point? What are they going to do?”

      “I don’t know. Maybe they could help?”

      “There’s no treatment,” he said. “You just have to deal with it until…” He let the sentence drift.

      “This from someone who tells me that I need to look after myself,” she said as she ate the teacake.

      “I just forget things,” he protested. “That’s all it is. My thoughts drift away onto something else, and then the thing that I was trying to remember slips away.”

      She didn’t want to upset him, but she knew that his frailty was something that she was going to have to keep in mind. She took the other half of the teacake and buttered it, letting the subject drop.

      “What do we do now?” he said. “We can’t go back there.”

      “No,” she said. “We can’t.”

      “The boat?”

      “Definitely not. They’ll be watching it.” She finished the teacake and wiped the crumbs from her fingers. “I know you aren’t going to like this, but I don’t think you have any other options. You need to speak to Michael.”

      “I told you—I can’t.”

      “We’re at a disadvantage. He’s the only one who can help.”

      Danny shook his head. “I can’t,” he repeated. “Me and him—we’re finished. He made it clear as day that he never wants to speak to me again.”

      “In that case, we need to find somewhere to lie low while we wait for your passport. If you can’t go to him, we’re going to have to find somewhere else. A hotel. Somewhere away from the city.”

      Danny paused and scratched his head. “Maybe not. I have a better idea.”
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      Danny took out his phone. He explained that the man to whom he wanted to speak was George Soto, an old acquaintance from the Walled City who had gone on to forge an impressive career in finance. He looked to Beatrix as if for her approval that calling Soto was a good idea; Beatrix shrugged. They needed somewhere to go, and Danny said that Soto would be able to help.

      Danny dialled and put the call on speaker so Beatrix could hear what was being said. It was obvious that the two men had not spoken for some time, but they evidently had much in common and a lot to catch up on. They chatted happily for a few minutes about their time in the Walled City and caught each other up on what had happened in their lives over the past few years, but it was evident that Soto was wondering why Danny had called him out of the blue.

      “So,” Soto finally ventured, “this is nice, but…”

      “It’s not just a social call?”

      “Well…”

      “Am I that obvious?” Danny said.

      “What can I do for you?”

      “The last time we met—you said your place had a cottage for vacations?”

      “It does.”

      “I was wondering if I could borrow it for a few days. I’ve got a friend over to visit from England. She was staying on my junk, but I just found out that the electrics are fried. It’s not safe until I get it fixed. It’d just be for a few days. A week at the outside.”

      Soto answered enthusiastically. “Of course—it would be a pleasure. You remember where I am? Repulse Bay?”

      “I do. We’ll pay, obviously.”

      “No, you won’t. It’ll be good to have you. We can catch up properly.”

      Danny ended the call, and, before he could object, Beatrix picked the phone up from the table.

      “What are you doing?”

      She held the button to power down the phone. She waited until the screen winked out and then gave it back to him. “You can’t use this anymore. We’ll get you a burner.”

      She told him to go into the bathroom and shave off his beard and whiskers. They didn’t have the time to dye his hair, so she popped out to one of the stallholders in the street and bought a New York Mets cap. There was a hole-in-the-wall store selling phones. Beatrix used some of the funds that she had received from Michael to buy two, together with unlimited SIMs.

      She went back to the bathroom and knocked on the door. Danny opened it. He was holding a wad of toilet paper against his cheek as he tried to staunch the flow of blood from a nick.

      “I hate shaving,” he said.

      “Stop moaning,” she said. “Besides, it takes years off.”

      He put on the glasses and the cap.

      “Well?”

      “You look like a new man,” she said.
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      “Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to Hong Kong’s Chek Lap Kok airport. The local time is half past six in the evening, and the temperature is a balmy eighty-five degrees. On behalf of the crew, I’d like to thank you for flying United, and we hope to see you again soon.”

      William Logan had managed to grab a little bit of sleep on the flight between Chicago and Hong Kong, and, as the air bridge was pushed up to the 777, he was pleased to find that he didn’t feel as fatigued as he had worried that he might. He had taken an Ambien with a whiskey and it had helped usher him to sleep. He grabbed his carry-on from the overhead bin and made his way to the cabin door. He smiled his thanks to the hostess and disembarked, the humidity washing over him as soon as he left the cool of the cabin.

      There was a line for immigration. Logan took out his phone, waited to get a signal and then downloaded his email. There was one from Phillips, the analyst he had tasked to pull anything they had on Vietnam-era soldiers named Nakamura who were wanted for desertion. She reported that she had found a record for Daniel Lee Nakamura, a United States Marine Corps Private First Class who had been transferred to a CIA unit that was operating in the Dak Son area. The unit had been involved in a bilateral operation with the Vietnamese and had run agents into areas that were controlled by the Viet Cong. One operation—dubbed LINEBACKER—was concerned with recruiting local assets from the Montagnard in the Central Highlands.

      Nakamura’s case officer was listed as Dwight Lincoln.

      “Excuse me,” a voice said from behind him.

      Logan looked up and saw that the line had shuffled forward. He apologised and moved up, then looked back down at his phone again.

      He went back to the document. He expected to see more, but there was nothing else of note. He tapped back to the email that Phillips had sent along with the documents and saw, to his surprise, that she was reporting that Nakamura’s file had been sealed. That was extremely odd. The OMPF—the Official Military Personnel File—included paperwork setting out a soldier’s duties, assignments, promotions, awards, and commendations; a breakdown of the units to which he had been assigned; discharge documents; and more besides. Nakamura’s had been restricted to prevent public access under the Freedom of Information Act, but it was still available to those with the relevant security clearances.

      “Sir?”

      Logan scrolled back and saw that there was a second email from Phillips that included everything that she could find from Nakamura’s file. There was a lot of information; he had some reading to do.

      “Sir?”

      Logan was at the front of the line, and the man behind him was impatiently tapping him on the shoulder.

      “Sorry,” he said, putting his phone away and making his way up to the counter.
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        * * *

      

      Logan called Phillips from the taxi. Washington was twelve hours behind Hong Kong, but Phillips was an early riser, and he knew that she would already be at her desk.

      She picked up right away. “Hello, sir.”

      “Thanks for the emails.”

      “Useful?”

      “Very,” Logan said. “There’s a couple of extra things I need you to do.”

      “Of course.”

      “Nakamura’s file is sealed.”

      “Yes, sir. I saw.”

      “Find out who sealed it.”

      “Yes, sir. What else?”

      “I asked you to contact the consulate. Has anyone named Nakamura tried to get a passport recently?”

      “They just replied to my email,” she said. “I was about to forward it to you. They had a Daniel Lee Nakamura come in six weeks ago. He made an appointment with American Citizen Services for passport renewal, but he never kept it. I’ve pulled the CCTV footage. I’ll go through it and see if I can pick him out.”

      “Well done.”

      “There’s something else that I just noticed,” she said. “A coincidence, maybe. Other than when it was sealed, the Nakamura file hasn’t been touched for more than forty years. But then it was—it was pulled by the Hong Kong DCoS.”

      “When?”

      “Yesterday,” she said.
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      Danny looked different in the light disguise, but Beatrix wasn’t foolish enough to think that it was particularly effective. She was cautious as they stepped out onto the street, watching for any sign that they were being watched, and then looking for anyone who might be following them as they started to the south. She didn’t see anything that tripped her attention, and, satisfied, she flagged down a passing taxi.

      They were travelling light. Danny had insisted on taking his laptop, if for no other reason than to be able to reply to Melissa if she decided to email him, and, although Beatrix would have preferred to sever all traceable ties, she could not bring herself to stop him.

      They took the cab to Tsim Sha Tsui Station and then rode the MTR to Admiralty Station. They changed onto the Island Line and rode to Causeway Bay Station, then took the number forty bus south to Repulse Bay. An hour had passed when they finally disembarked at South Bay Road and flagged down a cab for the final mile to their destination.
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      One hundred ten Repulse Bay Road was accessed via a cobbled driveway that bent sharply off the two-lane road carving its way around the steep decline that marked this part of the island. The driver edged up to a pair of ornate gates.

      “Have you been here before?” Beatrix asked Danny.

      “No,” he said. “He’d just moved in the last time I saw him.”

      They got out. Danny pressed the buzzer and stepped back as the gates slid open. They walked through them, following the drive as it descended the steep terrain. They turned a corner and the whole of the estate became visible. George Soto’s home was more of a compound. The property was spread out across a slope that overlooked the bay. The vista was breathtaking: the sea was a rich turquoise, the blue interrupted only by the emerald green of Middle Island.

      “Working in a bank?” Beatrix said. “Looks like he might own the bank.”

      The main house itself was just below the crest of the hill, a large two-storey construction built out of marble with a black slate roof. They followed the drive down the slope to where a man was waiting for them by the front door. Danny had said that he and Soto were around the same age, but, if this was their potential host, he looked years younger. His skin was smooth—perhaps a little too smooth, Beatrix noted, suggesting surgical interference—and he had a full head of rich, brown hair. His teeth looked as if they might have been whitened, and his clothes were tastefully understated.

      Soto came over to meet them. Danny clasped the man by the hand.

      “George,” he said. “Jesus. How long has it been?”

      “Five years.”

      “That long?”

      “I was married then,” Soto said.

      Danny’s face crinkled as he tried to remember. “Sarah?”

      “Anna,” Soto corrected.

      “Anna, of course. How is she?”

      “We got divorced. One of those things.” Soto smiled warmly and, before Danny could say anything else, looked over at Beatrix. “This is your friend?”

      “Caprice,” Beatrix said, offering her hand. “It’s nice to meet you.”

      “I’m George. Lovely to meet you, too.”

      “Thanks for helping out,” Danny said. “I really appreciate it.”

      Soto waved his gratitude away. “It’s nothing. The cottage is empty. You can have it for as long as you need. Shall we go inside and get a drink? It’s hot, and we have a lot to catch up on.”
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        * * *

      

      They followed Soto into the house. The place was new, but it had been furnished to look older with a style that was clearly aimed at recalling Hong Kong’s colonial past. There was a grand entrance hall that featured a floating staircase with ornate metal and wood railings, double-layered curtains, and pendulous crystal chandeliers. The hallway beyond had a false ceiling with concealed lights; it was laid with spotless marble and panelled with highly polished oak. Soto took them through to the family room, which was fronted by a scenic glass wall that overlooked an expansive terrace.

      “This place,” Danny said. “Jesus, George. It’s amazing.”

      Soto beamed, evidently pleased with the praise. “Thank you,” he said. “I’m lucky to live here.”

      “You were still at the bank when I last saw you.”

      “There was a chance to invest some money in a fund,” he said. “I went in big, and it did well.”

      “This was from your investments?”

      “We invested in tech at the right time.”

      “What was it? Google?”

      “Amazon,” he said with a smile. “We bought stock a few years before I bought this place. Ten bucks a share.”

      “Now?”

      “Over eighty.”

      “God favours those who can do the math.”

      “Amen to that.”

      He invited them to take a seat on an enormous sofa that was set around an antique coffee table. A silver platter sat on the table; there was a pot of coffee, three cups and saucers, and a china plate that held a selection of cookies. Soto poured out three coffees and gave one to Beatrix and the other to Danny.

      “You said you had a problem with your boat?”

      “The bilge pump,” Danny said.

      Beatrix had to stop herself from wincing.

      “Not the electrics? I thought you said—”

      Danny recovered well. “They’re shot, so everything else is shot, too, including the pump. I’ve booked it in for a service, but they need to get it into dry dock first, and they’re full until next week.”

      “Like I said,” Soto said, “the cottage is yours for as long as you need it.”

      He got up and walked to an occasional table on the other side of the room, from which he retrieved a key. He came back to the sofa and handed it to Danny.

      “The maids will come in every morning to clean. The fridge is stocked and there’s booze in the drinks cabinet. If you need anything else, just ask.”

      “Thanks again,” Danny said.

      “Yes,” Beatrix said. “Thank you. It’s very kind.”

      George waved the praise away. “Are you busy tonight?”

      Danny glanced at Beatrix.

      “No,” she said. “No plans.”

      “Then you must come up to the house for dinner. Eight o’clock?”

      “That would be lovely.”
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      Logan arrived at the consulate and made his way inside. He showed his passport to the receptionist and was promptly buzzed through to the guard post staffed by two brawny Marines. His passport was checked for a second time, and he was handed over to a woman who introduced herself as the DCoS’s secretary. Logan had called the consulate from the cab and said that he needed to see the DCoS immediately upon his arrival. The secretary said that the DCoS had been at home, but that she was en route and would be with him presently. She showed him through into a waiting area and told him that she would be at the end of the corridor should he need anything while he waited.

      Logan sat down, pulling up the email containing the DCoS’s file and the back-of-the-envelope analysis that Phillips had been able to do in the short time since Logan had requested it. The deputy chief’s name was Kimberly Hathaway, and, so far as he could make out, she had no connection to Lincoln, Navarro, or anyone else at the Directorate of Operations. She was fifty-two years old, married with two children, and had been stationed in Hong Kong for several years. Before that, she had served as a case worker in Beijing, then had done a short tour in Tokyo. Phillips was running a deeper search to see whether there was anything that might suggest that Hathaway’s history might have intersected with Lincoln’s, but the initial results looked negative.

      “Mr. Logan.”

      He looked up. A woman was standing at the end of the corridor. He recognised her from the personnel file: it was Hathaway.

      “Good evening,” he said.

      “Welcome to Hong Kong.”

      “Thank you. And thanks for seeing me on short notice.”

      “Not a problem,” she said, although there was a testiness to her reply that made Logan wonder what he had interrupted. “I’ll admit that I’m curious why you’re here. What’s got the OIG so interested that you had to jump on a plane?”

      “You know better than to ask that.”

      “So how can I help?”

      “I understand you pulled a USMC personnel file yesterday?”

      “That’s right.” She frowned, as though remembering the details.

      Logan helped her out. “Daniel Nakamura.”

      “That’s right. So?”

      “Why?”

      “I received a message from an old contact in British intelligence yesterday morning. She said that she was working with a man called Nakamura and that he needed a new passport. He’s a Vietnam deserter and he was concerned that he’d be picked up if he came in and applied in his own name.”

      “But that doesn’t explain why you’d pull the file.”

      “We owed her. She did some work for us that was… sensitive.”

      “And the reason for the file?”

      “She asked for anything else I could pull on him. I got the impression that she was interested in finding out how likely it would be that he’d be arrested if he went back to the States.”

      “Does she have the file yet?”

      “I emailed it an hour ago. Why—is that a problem?”

      “I’m not sure,” he said. “What about the passport?”

      “Not yet,” she said. “I was going to deliver it tomorrow afternoon.”

      “Don’t,” Logan said. “I’ll take care of it.”

      “All right,” she said. “You sure you can’t tell me what this is about?”

      He shook his head.

      “Fine,” she said. “Anything else?”

      “Have you had anyone else over from Langley recently?”

      “Anyone in particular?”

      Logan decided to take a small chance. He took out his phone, opened his photos, and thumbed to a picture of Navarro. He turned the screen around so that Hathaway could see it. “Him?”

      She looked at the screen, her brow furrowed. Logan was watching her for a reaction, but he didn’t notice anything that might make him suspect that she was lying. “Never seen him before,” she said. “Who is he—or can’t I ask that, either?”

      “You can’t.”

      She gave a little shake of her head. “Need anything else?”

      “The British agent you’ve been speaking to. I’d like you to pull everything you have on her and send it to me. And then I’ll want to debrief you tomorrow morning before the exchange.”

      “When do you need it?”

      “Tonight,” he said. “If you don’t mind.”
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      The guest cottage sat below the main house, on its own terrace a little lower down the slope. Despite only being intended for visitors, it was bigger than the terraced house in East London that Beatrix had shared with Lucas and Isabella. The front wall was all glass, offering spectacular views of Repulse Bay from the dining room, kitchen, and lounge. A staircase with an etched-glass balustrade led up to a pair of bedrooms. Danny took the one on the left and Beatrix the one on the right.

      She met Danny in the kitchen.

      “The life of the rich and famous,” he said. “I had no idea.”

      “Is Soto trustworthy?”

      “As far as I know.”

      “That’s not good enough.”

      “I’ve known him for a long time.”

      “Is he on the level?”

      “He was never involved with Michael, if that’s what you mean. He has no idea what I used to do.”

      “What does he think you do for a living?”

      “He thinks I’m a translator. He’s honest. He wouldn’t have invited us if he thought I was involved with the triads. He’s always been a straight shooter.”

      Beatrix had seen men like George Soto before and, in her experience, none of them had been averse to nefarious tactics if it meant that they could increase their profits, but that was by the by. She didn’t mention it; Danny was happy, and she preferred to keep it that way.

      “I’m just going to go over the ground rules again,” she said.

      “I know, I know—”

      “You stay here.” She spoke over him. “You do not leave the compound.”

      Danny tossed his duffel onto the sofa. “I get it.”

      Beatrix took out one of the boxed phones and put it on the table. “If you need me, use this phone. Not yours. Clear?”

      He went into the kitchen, nodding his head, and called out that he had found the beer fridge, and would Beatrix like one? She said that she would. He came back into the room with two bottles and a bottle opener and popped the tops of both bottles.

      “Cheers,” he said, touching his bottle to hers.

      She drank off half the bottle, watching him as she did so; it was amazing how quickly he had forgotten what had happened just three hours earlier.

      “Thanks,” he said. “For everything.”

      “Thank me when I’ve got you out of here in one piece. We’re not there yet.”

      He leaned back and extended his legs. “What do we do now?”

      “We can take it easy tonight. We go to dinner with George.”

      “And tomorrow?”

      “Tomorrow I get to work.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Dinner was pleasant, with expensive bottles of wine brought up from the cellar and a delicious menu prepared by a chef in the kitchen and served by a uniformed waiter. George and Danny had plenty to catch up on, and, as the alcohol flowed, their conversation covered their early years in the Walled City and George’s ascent to the riches so amply displayed by his property. Danny was much more reticent, suggesting that he had supported himself with his translation work. Beatrix nursed a glass of wine, laying her hand over it as the waiter offered a refill; she had a busy day tomorrow, and she didn’t want to tackle it with a hangover. She was also wary of lowering her guard in front of a man whom she had never met before, and she was aware that Danny might offer more than was wise as the libations took hold.

      They retired to the balcony, where the men smoked cigars and continued their reminiscences. Beatrix nudged the conversation away from sensitive areas on more than one occasion and, as Danny started to become emotional when the subject of children was raised—George’s marriage had produced three girls—she interceded and suggested that it had been a long day, and that perhaps they should call it a night. Danny had protested, but, even though he was merry, he was not so drunk as to miss her look of stern resolve.

      “That was nice,” Danny said as they made their way back down the hill to the cottage.

      Beatrix made sure that he got to his room, and, as she went to her own room and undressed, she heard the sound of his loud snoring from across the landing.

      She went onto the balcony outside her room and gazed out over Repulse Bay. The talk of family had made her wistful. She followed the long silver reflection on the water and looked up at the moon; she wondered where Isabella was, whether she was looking up at the same moon, and whether she would ever see her again.
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      Jefferson Morley slumped in the back of the cab. He was exhausted. He had received the flare from Navarro fifteen hours earlier and had busted his balls to get here as quickly as the old man had demanded. He had been in Islamabad with Farrow and Harker. They had earned a week’s downtime after spending the last month in the Hindu Kush tracking down the leadership of the Taliban. It had been a difficult assignment, dangerous and—so far, at least—fruitless. All of them had been looking forward to enjoying a little relaxation. Navarro’s call had made that impossible.

      Instead, they had made their way to the airport and booked seats on the first flights out. Morley had taken a Thai flight, nine hours in the air with a ninety-minute layover in Bangkok. Harker was flying Qatar Airways, routing through Doha. Farrow was on Etihad, laying over in Abu Dhabi. Morley was the first of the three to arrive, with the others coming in shortly afterwards. It was standard operating procedure for them to travel separately. They had no wish to draw unnecessary attention to themselves.

      The cab arrived in Central and pulled up on Des Voeux Road West. Navarro said that he had rented a safe house for them while they were in the city. Western House was a collection of large apartments, each accessible through its own private entrance. Morley paid the driver, grabbed his single piece of luggage from the trunk, and crossed the road to the entrance.

      He buzzed the intercom.

      “Who is it?”

      He stepped back so that he was visible to the camera. “Morley.”

      The door unlocked with a buzz, and Morley went inside.
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        * * *

      

      He took the elevator to the fifth floor and knocked on the door. It opened, and he found himself staring into the grizzled face of Ethan Schroder.

      “About time,” Schroder said.

      Morley stepped inside and looked around the room. Millman was already here, too, together with a man he didn’t recognise. At least he wasn’t the first or the last to arrive; the early set-up would already be underway, and he would avoid the hazing that invariably stuck to whichever one of the guys showed up last.

      “When did you get in?” he asked Schroder as he dumped his bag.

      “Couple of hours ago.”

      “Where were you?”

      Schroder pointed to Millman. “We were in Manila,” he said. “You?”

      “Pakistan. I was hoping for a little R&R. I’ve been chasing shadows across the desert for weeks.”

      Morley looked around. The room was large, with a wooden floor and a table that had been employed as a temporary armoury. There were pistols, submachine guns and ammunition laid out there, together with a stack of boxed cellphones and comms gear. There were doors off to the side that, he guessed, would lead to the kitchen, bedrooms and bathrooms. They would be bunking here for however long it would take them to do whatever it was that Navarro wanted them to do.

      “Where’s the boss?” he asked.

      “Here,” Navarro said as he stepped out of the kitchen. “Glad you could join us, Captain Morley. Where are the others?”

      “On the way. Separate flights.”

      “Good. You can catch them up when they get in. Sit down. We need to get started.”
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      Navarro went to the front of the room and waited for the men to settle down.

      “Thank you for coming,” he said. He took a printed photograph and stuck it to the wall. “We’re looking for this man,” he said, slapping his palm against it.

      Morley looked: the man appeared to be in his twenties and was wearing military fatigues. He was staring into the camera and there was a bare white wall behind him. A typed notation across the top of the photograph identified him as NAKAMURA (312229), Daniel L, and noted his date of enlistment as 28Jul67 and the date of the photograph as 4Aug67.

      “That’s forty years old,” Morley said. “We got anything more up to date?”

      “We do,” Navarro replied, adding two more pictures.

      Morley looked again. The images had been grabbed from security camera footage; one looked down from above, and the other was shot through a window over the shoulder of a woman. Both pictures showed an older man, in his late sixties or early seventies, with a tanned and wrinkled face, a well-kept goatee, and a messy head of hair.

      “This is Daniel Nakamura. Cryptonym for the purposes of this operation is PROSPERO.”

      Morley groaned. Navarro had a habit of using Shakespeare’s plays as the source of his operational crypts; Morley had always suspected that he used them because he wanted to appear erudite, but it just smacked of pretension. He wouldn’t tell him that, of course.

      “Prospero,” Millman said. “‘The Tempest.’”

      “Correct,” Navarro said. “And this will be Operation TEMPEST.”

      “So, the first picture,” Morley said. “That was from Vietnam?”

      “Correct. PROSPERO was attached to a CIA unit operating in the Highlands in the mid to late sixties. He deserted in sixty-eight; disappeared without a trace. We had no idea where he was until six weeks ago, when he visited the US Consulate in Hong Kong and asked for a new passport. He didn’t keep his appointment to get one and he disappeared again. I shipped out here two days after that, and I’ve been here ever since, so I don’t want to hear any complaints about how hot it is.”

      “Why are we looking for a deserter?” Millman asked.

      “It doesn’t matter why we want him. We just want him.”

      Navarro took another photograph and stuck it on the wall. This one was a picture of a boat.

      “I co-opted local agents to look for PROSPERO, but he’s been difficult to find. We only found out where he lived yesterday. This vessel”—he slapped the picture—“belongs to him. The Constance. It’s currently at anchor in the harbour. He was there until last night, when he disappeared again.”

      “What happened?”

      “The locals found him. I told them to go and get him, but it would appear that they are incompetent. Their failure is the reason you ladies are all in a room together this morning. We’re going to take the operation in-house. No more mistakes.” He tapped the picture of the boat again. “I want two men at the harbour, watching at all times. Rotating shifts. I don’t care who goes first, but we start now, as soon as we’re done here.”

      “I’ll take first shift,” Millman said.

      Schroder raised a hand. “And me.”

      Morley was relieved; perhaps he might be able to grab a couple of hours of shut-eye.

      Navarro turned to the man whom Morley had not seen before. “This is Mazzetti. He’s seconded to us from the NSA. Say hello, Mazzetti.”

      “Hello,” Mazzetti said, and nodded a greeting to the others. He looked like an analyst: late twenties, pasty, skinny as a rake, a fanciful attempt at a beard, complete with a pair of heavy black glasses.

      “Tell them what you’ve got,” Navarro told him.

      “I got here a week ago,” he said. “Made some progress. I looked for family and found a daughter in the States. Her name’s Melissa—”

      “Her crypt for this is MIRANDA,” Navarro said.

      “Lives in Miami,” Mazzetti continued. “Mid forties, teaches public school, single. She was born while PROSPERO was in Vietnam—they’ve never met. SIGINT suggests PROSPERO’s been in touch with her for the last few months. Seems like that’s the reason he’s shown up after all this time—he wants to go home and see her. He’s made suggestions that his health isn’t great, said he wants to get to know her while he still can.”

      Morley raised a hand. “If he’s emailing her—”

      “I wish he was,” Mazzetti said, anticipating the question. “There were emails at the start, but not recently.”

      “Why? Does he have any reason to think we’re onto him?”

      “No reason to think that,” Mazzetti said. “Not through our surveillance, anyway. We’ve been discreet.”

      “We think PROSPERO is involved with the local triad clan,” Navarro added. “There was an internal disagreement earlier this month—the man we’re using, Wang, was targeted by Michael Yeung.”

      “And he is…?” Morley asked.

      “The local chieftain. I learned that Yeung ordered a hit on Wang, but I got to Wang before it happened. PROSPERO and Yeung are close. PROSPERO will think that the activity at his boat was because of that—Wang going after him because he wants to score a point against Yeung. It’s been a mess, but there’s no reason to think that PROSPERO has any suspicion that we’re involved.”

      Mazzetti took over again. “PROSPERO and MIRANDA have been talking on the phone. It would’ve been easier if they had stayed online—I can hack her emails without needing anyone else, but we’d need a warrant to get her cell carrier on board, and it’s been made clear to me that anything official is off the table.” He looked over at Navarro.

      “This is off book,” Navarro clarified. “We can’t go and get a warrant. No paper.”

      “But it’d still be worth the effort to get into her email,” Mazzetti said. “I’m concentrating on getting into the school’s servers. Should be done this morning. And then, once I’m in, I can spoof an email from her to him with a Trojan attached. If he opens that, I’ll have his location, and… well, you can do your thing.”

      “We’ve got MIRANDA under surveillance,” Navarro said.

      “Who does?” Millman asked.

      “Hook and Ramalhete. They’ve staked her out for the last week. If PROSPERO goes to her, we’ll be there. If she goes to him, we’ll follow.”

      “She’s the bait?”

      “The fallback,” Navarro corrected. “We know PROSPERO’s in Hong Kong. I’d very much like to find him without having to involve her at all.”

      “Sounds good to me,” Schroder said. “Anything else?”

      “Yes. PROSPERO stole government property before he left. Two tape recordings. We don’t know where they are, or even if he still has them, but we would very much like to get them back if he does.”

      “Understood,” Schroder said.

      “Get out to the harbour,” Navarro said. “Start the surveillance. I want him found.”
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      Beatrix got up early, just as dawn was breaking over the ocean, the light slowly brightening the room. She went into the bathroom and showered, then checked the wound on her side. The cut was healing; it had only been shallow, and her prompt treatment of it had prevented any chance of an infection developing. She peeled off the dressing, applied the cream again, and re-dressed it. She stretched out, then windmilled her arm; she had a full range of movement with only mild irritation. She doubted that it would impede her at all.

      She went outside and put her head through the door into Danny’s room. He was still in bed, snoring loudly. She wrote him a quick note, reminding him to stay on the property, and left it on the kitchen table where he would see it.

      George had asked them how they had arrived at the house since they didn’t have a car. Danny had answered that he didn’t own a car, and that they had relied upon public transport and taxis. Soto had said that they were welcome to use one of his vehicles while they were staying with him, and that he would have one waiting in the morning. She opened the door and saw that he had been true to his word: a vintage Mercedes 190SL was parked in the turning circle. It was a beautiful two-door roadster painted in pastel yellow with a chocolate-coloured soft top. It looked as if it had been lovingly restored, with evidence of repainting to the exterior coachwork, and, as she opened the door, she saw that the leather had been refreshed.

      She dumped her go-bag in the trunk, lowered herself into the driver’s seat and saw that the keys had been left in the ignition. She started the engine, enjoying the throaty rumble as it warmed up and then settled down, and lowered the handbrake. She dabbed the gas, rolling the car around and turning it to face the driveway that led back up the slope to the main house and then the gate to the road beyond.

      She pulled away, passing Soto’s house and slowing for the gates to open. She nudged the nose ahead, checked that the road was clear, and then accelerated away. The road was narrow here, hewn into the face of the cliff, and, given the hour, it was empty. She punched down on the gas, felt the car race eagerly ahead, and allowed a smile to crack her face.
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        * * *

      

      Beatrix followed Repulse Bay Road to Kimberly Road and then took Route 1 into Central. She parked the car in a car park in Robinson Heights and then walked down the hill to the first internet café she found. She booked a terminal and ordered a glass of bubble tea. She took the tea to an empty table near the back, stirred the tea with her straw and watched the tapioca pearls swirl inside the clouds of sweet cream.

      She navigated to the Usenet group that she had used to contact Hathaway and logged in again. There was a new private message waiting for her.

      Passport arranged. 7 p.m., same place. Some light reading until then.

      The message came with a collection of PDF and .jpg files.

      She bought a thumb drive from the man at the counter and copied the files across. She glanced around to be sure that no one could see what was on her screen, opened the first document and started to read.
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        * * *

      

      She stayed in the café for two hours, working her way through the documents one by one and noting down the most pertinent information in a separate file. Each new document revealed a little more information and made it increasingly clear that Danny had not told her everything.

      Not even close.

      She started to see the bigger picture.

      Jimmy Wang wanted Danny. That much was true. But Wang wasn’t looking for Danny to settle some grievance between him and Michael.

      Beatrix doubted that had anything to do with it at all.

      The truth—if she was right—was far more dangerous.

      She ejected the thumb drive, slipped it into her pocket again, and left the café.

      She needed to talk to Danny.
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      Jimmy Wang had been cooped up in his house in Stanley for two weeks. He knew that Michael Yeung had sanctioned the attempt on his life, and that Yeung would not allow the failure of the first attempt to prevent him from trying again.

      Before he had been excommunicated, Wang had held the post of Red Pole within the Wo Shun Wo. He was the enforcer responsible for ensuring that the clan’s rules were followed, that internal dissent was quashed, and external threats dissuaded. But he had been disenchanted with Yeung for months. The Dragon Head represented everything that was wrong about the Wo Shun Wo: the rigid hierarchy, the patriarchal attitude, the reliance on tradition that had rendered them hidebound and unable to adapt to the changes that were sweeping through the region. The imposition of Chinese rule had seemingly daunted the old guard like Yeung, and, instead of taking advantage of the new opportunities that had been created as the Politburo opened up China to the world, they had settled into a routine of lowered expectations, dutifully following a path that would lead them to obsolescence.

      Wang was ambitious and willing to take risks. The old sources of income—fraud, extortion, prostitution—held no interest for him. He wanted the outsized profits that could be made by going hard into large-scale drug running and people smuggling.

      He had developed a contact in a chemical plant in Shenzhen and was confident that he could acquire large quantities of the precursors that were combined to make methamphetamine. There were two ways that the opportunity could be exploited: they could ship the base chemicals to North America, or they could cook the meth here and export the completed product. Both options offered vast profits. Wang had taken the opportunity to Yeung, expecting praise and recognition for his ingenuity. Instead, he had received neither; Yeung had said that it held no interest for the Wo Shun Wo. He had chastised him for his presumptiveness, forbidding him from pursuing the opportunity.

      That would have been galling enough, but the humiliation of having his idea dismissed in front of Yeung’s lieutenants—the Deputy Mountain Master, the Incense Master, the White Paper Fan, the Straw Sandal—was the final insult. He had determined then that he would develop the opportunity himself. Yeung had somehow discovered his disobedience and had issued the diktat that he was to be killed.

      It was only the intervention of the American that had prevented that order from being executed. He didn’t know his name, but his sources within the Wo Shun Wo leadership had verified the man’s suggestion that an attempt on his life had been authorised. The American had made it plain that Wang’s gratitude would not be sufficient recompense for saving his life, and that he would now be expected to provide favours when they were asked of him. Delivering Danny Wu—Yeung’s White Paper Fan, his administrator and sounding board—was the first request.

      The American had made it clear that there would be a bonus for finding Wu; the CIA would provide assistance in his plan to usurp Yeung as the head of the clan.

      That prospect was what had made the two failures—on the boat, and then in Chungking Mansions—so frustrating.

      Wang put on his dressing gown, retrieved his phone, and went out into his pleasant garden. It was just coming around to eight, and the air was already warm.

      He looked to see if there had been any news overnight, but Kwan had not sent anything. He called him instead.

      “Anything?”

      “No,” Kwan said. “Wu has not returned.”

      “The boat?”

      “Still there. No one has been out to it.”

      There was a packet of cigarettes on the outside table. Wang took one and searched in the pockets of his gown for a lighter.

      “What should we do?” Kwan asked him.

      Wang lit the cigarette and inhaled. “Stay there,” he said. “We wait. His things are on the boat. He will have to come back.”

      “And then?”

      “You know what to do.”
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      Beatrix parked the Mercedes next to the cottage. She lit a cigarette, blowing the smoke out of the open window, and waited for the nicotine hit. She was annoyed with Danny, but she knew that nothing would be achieved by a frustrated confrontation. She wasn’t sure whether she wanted to continue to offer him her help, but she owed him enough to give him the chance to explain.

      There were a lot of questions that he was going to have to answer.

      She finished her cigarette and went inside.
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        * * *

      

      “Danny?”

      No reply. She went inside and looked around.

      He wasn’t there.

      “Danny?”

      She suspected the worst, that he had ignored her and headed into the city, and she was about to curse herself for leaving him unattended when she heard the sound of a splash from the direction of the terrace. She went into the kitchen and saw that the French doors were parted. She went outside and followed the noise down a secluded path to a pool area that she hadn’t noticed before. It was set on the side of the slope below the cottage and featured an infinity pool set against the backdrop of the beautiful bayside vista. Danny was floating in the water, his forearms braced on the edge of the pool, staring absently at the view.

      “Danny,” she said, startling him.

      As he swung around to face her, his arms slipped off the side, and he slid under the surface. He kicked up, spluttering as he reached for the side again.

      “Jesus, Beatrix!” He wiped the water from his eyes.

      “Having fun?”

      “If I’m going to be cooped up here, I might as well enjoy myself.”

      She walked around to the edge of the pool nearest Danny, sat, and dangled her legs over the side. Behind them, the slope dropped away sharply, with an almost vertical decline of twenty feet before it became a little less vertiginous.

      “Where have you been?” he asked.

      She didn’t answer. “I think we need to have a conversation,” she said instead. “You haven’t told me everything.”

      He frowned. “About?”

      “Go get your laptop,” she said.

      “What for?”

      “Just do it.”

      He got out of the pool, put on a dressing gown and went into the house. Beatrix followed him and waited in the kitchen. Danny came back with his laptop, set it up on the breakfast counter and stepped aside to give her access. She pushed the thumb drive into the port, opened the files that she wanted, and then turned the laptop around so that Danny could see the screen.

      She tapped her finger against it. “This is your USMC personnel file.”

      He looked at the screen and paused, his mouth falling open. “How…” He stopped. “How did you get this?”

      “I was owed a favour. I called it in.”

      “I don’t understand. Why would you want it?”

      “Because I’m thorough. And because I wanted to see if there was anything on your file that would give us an idea how you’d be treated when you went back, if they found you.”

      “Was there?” he asked nervously.

      “It wasn’t what I expected. Look at it. Read.”

      Danny started to scroll. His mouth fell open again and the colour drained from his face.

      She got up and went to stand next to him. The first collection of documents comprised Danny’s personnel reports for 1968. They were all signed by a Dwight Lincoln, and the cover page bore a stamp that marked it as CLASSIFIED. The date below the stamp was just six weeks earlier. Danny scrolled through the pages, from his fitness reports to an Article 15 and then his report for desertion.

      “Lincoln was your CO?” she asked him as he read.

      “I was a Marine,” he said distractedly.

      “So what was he?”

      “CIA. Junior operations officer. I was assigned to him as his translator.”

      “He’s a big fish now.”

      “I wouldn’t know—he is?”

      She opened a browser window and typed LINCOLN and CIA into the search bar. Google fired back its results. She opened the press release that she had found earlier; it set out a list of new federal appointments.

      “Lincoln is senior Agency management,” she said. “And he’s in line to be made deputy director.”

      “I didn’t know,” Danny said. “I haven’t thought about him for years.”

      She tapped her finger on the screen. “Let me tell you what I think is going on here. Stop me if I get anything wrong.”

      He bit his lip.

      “Your last personnel report is dated six months before you deserted. It’s excellent. You were well regarded. A solid soldier. Then you get an Article 15—you have a disciplinary hearing coming. Lincoln says you were insubordinate. You desert before the hearing, though, and you get another Article 15—this time for stealing government property. Lincoln immediately marks your file as confidential. Time passes. The war ends. You stay in hiding. Lincoln, on the other hand—he’s doing well. He rises through the ranks. He makes chief of Station in Beijing. In 1989, he’s promoted again. Head of Operations. He gets made deputy director of Ops, and now, this year, he’s in the running for deputy director of the CIA. You go to the consulate six weeks ago to ask for a new passport. Two days later, your file is pulled for the first time in forty years and is made secret.”

      Beatrix opened the fitness report again and dragged it to the left of the screen. She reduced the size of the desertion report and dragged it so that it was on the right of the screen.

      “Something happened between this”—she tapped her finger on the fitness report—“and this.” She tapped the desertion report. “You need to tell me what it was.”

      He got up and went out to stand at the rail that marked the edge of the terrace. “It’s been forty years,” he said. “Forty years.”

      “Danny—what has been?”

      He looked away. “It’s Dak Son,” he said. He shook his head, chuckling bitterly. “I can’t believe it. Dak Son.”

      Beatrix stood and went out to stand next to him. “This is how it is, Danny: you are going to tell me everything I don’t know. I don’t care if you say you’ve forgotten about it, or you were holding it back. It doesn’t matter. Everything. If you don’t, I’m not going to help you any longer. Are we clear?”

      He swallowed.

      “We’re clear,” he said quietly. “You’d better sit down.”
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      “You have to remember how it was back then,” Danny said. “It was bad in sixty-eight. I mean—it was really bad. The Tet Offensive was in January and everybody was hinky. We were trying anything and everything to make progress, but nothing was sticking. Our SF guys were up in the hills trying to recruit the Montagnard—you know who they are?”

      “No,” she said.

      “‘People of the mountain.’ They called themselves the Degar. They were tough as nails. I knew Green Berets who fought with them, said they were the best fighters they’d ever seen. We all called them the Yards. It was funny—we had them working as spies, reporting back on the VC around the Ho Chi Minh trail. They got paid in bags of rice at the start, and when that didn’t motivate them any longer, they switched to stuff they could get from the catalogues that were getting sent out through the APO. I knew agents who were paying for grade A intel with kids’ clothes from Sears.” He looked over at Beatrix. “You got a smoke?”

      She went to her bag, took out the packet and tapped out two cigarettes. She gave him one, put hers into her mouth, and then lit both.

      “Back in sixty-eight, the VC massacred a whole Montagnard village, including women and children, and the Yards were looking for payback. Lincoln was given the job of recruiting them. He sent one of his men—this badass, Eddie Navarro—to go up into the Highlands to speak to them. There was a hamlet near Dak Son where they agreed to have a sit-down. Navarro and two other men trekked up there, but the VC had been tipped off. There was an ambush.”

      He blew smoke.

      “Go on,” she said.

      “There are two versions of what happened that night. The official version, the one that meant Lincoln got to burnish his record, and the truth. Lincoln’s version is that he got an urgent radio call from Navarro that he was trapped behind enemy lines and that the VC were waiting for sundown to make their move. That story has Lincoln leading a platoon to get the men back, only there was a heavy storm and he became separated from the rest of the men. He said he arrived at the village alone just before the VC attacked. There was a firefight. Lincoln was hit in the leg but fought on and was able to get Navarro and the others out.” Danny shook his head derisively. “They got back to base, and Navarro wrote up his account of what happened: Lincoln showed valour, took selfless risks to get the others out. Yada yada yada. It’s a work of fiction from top to bottom, and he got the Intelligence Star and the Purple Heart for it. That’s the most ridiculous thing out of the whole sorry mess. He actually got decorated for that bullshit. Lincoln didn’t know one end of his rifle from the other. I was never anything special as a soldier, but I could’ve taken him out with one arm tied behind my back.”

      He finished his cigarette and flicked it over the edge of the terrace. Beatrix gave him another.

      “And the truth?”

      “Two of the Yards came in a week later. They said the VC came back with reinforcements the next night and murdered everyone—the elderly, kids, everyone. I remember them well—two brothers. One of them had a broken arm. Lincoln had been signed off because he’d been shot, and Navarro was back out in the field. The brothers didn’t speak a word of English, so they asked me to see what they wanted. So I sat them down and interviewed them.”

      He inhaled deeply; Beatrix could see that his hand was shaking.

      “And?” she said.

      “And what they told me doesn’t match up with what Navarro put in his report—it’s not even close. The thing about getting split up from the platoon was right. The brothers said he turned up in the village, soaking wet, practically shitting himself with fear. The VC were on his tail. Turned out that they didn’t know exactly where Navarro was hiding out, so they just followed him. Lincoln got lost because he couldn’t read his map, and then he gave away the location of the men he had gone in to rescue. There was a firefight. They said Navarro fought back, but not Lincoln. He panicked. He was the last one to try to get off a shot. He told them after that his rifle had jammed. They didn’t believe it. They said they found it afterwards, and it was fine. They said that he just hit the floor and hid until the smoke cleared.”

      “So how did they get out?”

      “Because of the Yards. The VC bugged out when they realised there was going to be serious resistance. Lincoln and Navarro called in a Huey for an evac, didn’t look back.”

      “But Lincoln was shot?”

      “Not before he left the village.”

      “What? He did it to himself?”

      Danny shrugged. “You tell me. Him or Navarro. Made him look better. And it would’ve made it a lot easier to give him a medal.”

      Beatrix sat back in her chair, thinking about it. “And Navarro didn’t say a word?”

      “Navarro was a snake,” Danny said. “He was in-country and Lincoln was his boss. He knew which side his bread was buttered on. Lincoln gets a commendation, and Navarro, who backs up the story, figures that he should stick with him and pick up the benefits when he climbs the ladder. Happy ending for both of them, and nobody the wiser.”

      “Except you.”

      “That’s right,” Danny said. “Except me.”
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      Beatrix brought the laptop out to the terrace and scrolled through the document again.

      “It’s stolen valour,” Danny said. “If it ever comes out what really went down, Lincoln will be ruined.”

      Beatrix kept scrolling. “Did he know you spoke to the Degar?”

      “Yeah. He knew. He’d just come back from the infirmary, and he was mad as hell. He said I shouldn’t have spoken to them without him. I hadn’t filed the report yet and he told me that it had to go through him first.”

      “And what did you do?”

      “Collette had broken up with me the week before. I didn’t care about anything then, and I’d been drinking. I told him he was a liar and a coward. We went at it—I got a punch off, hit him upside the head and put him on his ass, but then Navarro came into the room and cold-cocked me. I woke up in a storeroom tied to a chair. They were both there. Navarro put a gun in my mouth while Lincoln told me what I was going to do. They wanted to make sure I was a team player. They wanted me to write up a report of the interviews with the Yards, but the report had to match what Lincoln and Navarro had been saying.”

      “And you did.”

      “Didn’t have a choice.”

      “You could’ve reported him.”

      He laughed bitterly. “To whom? Lincoln was my superior. I wore the uniform, but I was working for the Agency, not the Army. There was a lot of shit going on. It wasn’t just Lincoln. Everybody was getting what they could get, looking out for number one, making sure they stayed out of danger and feathering their nests.” He took a deep breath. “I didn’t know who I could trust. There were no whistle-blowers. I knew snitches who got fragged.”

      “And he would’ve done that to you?”

      He nodded. “In a heartbeat. He showed me a report that Navarro had just written up. The two Yards I’d spoken to had been found in the bush, shot in the head. The suggestion was that it was the VC, but Navarro told me he did it.”

      He inhaled deeply.

      “What happened in the village—or, at least, what he said happened—he knew that was his golden ticket. He’d already killed for it, and he wasn’t going to let someone like me take that away from him. He would’ve killed for it again. Would’ve been easy, too. He could’ve made it look like I did myself in. I was miserable all the time. I had nothing left back home. Maybe I would’ve blown my brains out. No one would have doubted it. ”

      He took a breath and stared out to sea.

      “There was no one to corroborate my story, and what happened to those poor bastards could just as easily have happened to me. What was I supposed to do? Either way, I was done. I said I’d play ball. Lincoln took me to his office and stayed with me while I typed up the reports. I bugged out first thing the next day. Got on that flight and never looked back.”

      “Until now,” she said.

      He shook his head. “You want to know the funny thing? I hadn’t thought about it for years.” He got up and paced the terrace. “Probably didn’t want to think about it. All I want is to go home and see my daughter.”
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      It was midday by the time Danny had finished telling her the full story. Beatrix went into the kitchen to prepare lunch. In truth, she needed a moment alone so that she could clear her head. Her initial reaction had been one of annoyance that Danny had not been completely open with her, but, as she chopped tomatoes and cucumber for a salad, she came to the conclusion that she would likely have done exactly the same thing. Years had passed since the episode that had led to his desertion, and it was not unreasonable for him to have put it to the back of his mind. He was worried about his forgetfulness, too; perhaps those memories were harder to retrieve than they had once been.

      Beatrix used the blade of the knife to sweep the chopped vegetables into a bowl and took it, together with two plates and a bottle of dressing, back out to the terrace. Danny was working on his fourth cigarette.

      She put the bowl and plates on the table. “When you went to the consulate, did you give them your name?”

      “They asked me at the desk, and I told them. Don’t look at me like that—what was I supposed to do? I couldn’t just make one up. I was there to get a passport. I’m not like you. I can’t pretend to be someone I’m not.”

      “I’m not criticising,” Beatrix said as she used a serving spoon to scoop salad onto her plate. “I’m just trying to put together what might have happened.”

      The cigarette trembled in Danny’s hand. “You think Lincoln knows?”

      “Definitely.” She spoke carefully. “He’s on the CIA’s top table. Deputy director of Ops. You don’t have a career like he’s had without being careful about the secrets you’d like to stay secret. I think he might have had an alert out for your name. As soon as you surfaced, he would have wanted to know about it.”

      “And now he does?”

      “Your personnel file was classified just after you went to the consulate. That must have been him—he saw you’d appeared and made sure it couldn’t be accessed. He knows, Danny. And now he’s making sure that the story never comes to light. Suppressing your file is easy enough. But you’re a different matter.”

      “But the guys on the boat—that was Wang.”

      “I think we might have been wrong about that.”

      “What does that mean?”

      “It means it might have been Wang’s men, but that it had nothing to do with Michael Yeung. I’m going to have to dig a little more. I don’t think we have the full picture yet.”

      “There’s one other thing,” he said.

      He took the laptop and scrolled down until he found the second Article 15 notice. Danny had been charged with larceny under Article 80 of the Uniform Military Code of Justice.

      “You were accused of stealing government property,” she said.

      “We always recorded the interviews we did. It’s good practice, for a start—to keep a record. And although my Vietnamese is good, the Yards didn’t always speak it. I would have referred to the tapes when I was writing up the interviews. But when Lincoln came back and went crazy at me, I knew I might need proof to back up what I’d said. I went into the office and took them.”

      “Do you still have them now?”

      “I don’t know. Maybe. There’s a box of stuff I kept from ’Nam. If I have them, they’ll be in there.”

      “And where’s that?”

      “In my cabin on the boat. There’s a drawer under the bed.”

      “I’ll go over to the boat tonight and have a look,” Beatrix said.
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      Beatrix reminded Danny to stay at the cottage, to call her only if it was absolutely necessary, and told him that she would be back later.

      She drove back to Wan Chai, left the Mercedes and took the Tsuen Wan Line to Mong Kok. She climbed to the surface and walked to the Ladies’ Market. It was in full swing. A sea of shoppers, many of them locals, swarmed the stores that were wedged in along the edges of the tight streets. This part of Kowloon was even more crowded than the rest of Hong Kong. Men and women edged shoulder to shoulder between the stalls filled with purses, T-shirts, cosmetics, cheap household goods and tourist junk. Beatrix swung her go-bag loose and mounted it on one shoulder, anchoring it down under her arm with her elbow. A street like this would be heaven for even a halfway decent pickpocket, and practically everything she owned was inside the bag.

      She walked on, glancing up at Langham Place, the upscale mall that loomed over the clutter of the older buildings that surrounded it. She headed south, following her nose as she came across the stalls on either side of the road where street food vendors hawked their fish balls, tofu and meat skewers, and deep-fried vegetables.

      The Eight-Ball was a new club just off Jordan Road. It was themed around pool, and, as she stepped into the coolness of the air-conditioning, she glanced around and saw a dozen tables covered with green and blue baize, lit by lights that were suspended overhead. Some of the tables were occupied, and the click and thunk of balls was audible over the AC/DC track that was playing over the PA.

      There was a club on the floor above that could be accessed by a staircase on the other side of the room. Beatrix made her way between the tables until she reached the staircase; it was blocked by a velvet rope, and, as she approached, a man with tattoos down both arms stepped out of an office and intercepted her.

      “Closed,” he said.

      “Not for me,” she said.

      “You come back tonight.”

      “I’m here to see Mr. Yeung.”

      “He is not—”

      “Tell him Beatrix is here to see him.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The large room upstairs was divided into a bar and a dance floor, with a series of booths spread around the periphery. There were no windows and the lights were on, revealing the peeling paint and tacky patches across the floor that would all be hidden within the strobes and neon once the night began. Beatrix went behind the bar and helped herself to a bottle of the local Pawn Craft Ale from the fridge. She opened it and made her way across the floor to the nearest booth. She leaned against the table and took out her cigarettes as Michael Yeung emerged from the door to the office.

      He crossed the floor until he was alongside her.

      “Hello, Michael.”

      “Beatrix,” he said. He gestured to the booth. “Please. Sit.”

      “Thank you.”

      “How are you?”

      “I’m fine,” she said.

      A woman came through the door and made her way to the bar. She assembled a decanter of water, a bowl of ice, a crystal glass and a ramekin with several neat slices of lemon. She added a bottle of sake and two glasses and brought it all over on a tray.

      “You’re sure I can’t tempt you with sake?”

      Beatrix raised the bottle of beer. “I’m good. This is fine.”

      He took the sake, poured himself a glass and held the glass aloft. “You should have called first.”

      “So you could say that you didn’t want to see me?”

      “What do you expect? You failed me.”

      “Perhaps,” she said.

      “Wang is still alive. He is still causing me trouble. You failed.”

      “I have a better idea what happened now,” she said. “I’m not making excuses—it’s my responsibility, and I accept that. But the intelligence I received was compromised. I’ll know for sure later, but I believe Wang has made some powerful friends.” Beatrix looked into Yeung’s eyes and saw only disinterest. “It doesn’t matter. You asked me to deal with Wang, and I didn’t. I intend to put that right.”

      He drank, then put the glass down on the table. “So why are you here? You don’t need my blessing to do something you already agreed to do.”

      “I’m here because of Danny. He needs your help.”

      “You have seen him?”

      “I’ve been with him the last few days.”

      “He has spoken to you about what happened between us?”

      “He said you argued.”

      “He was defending you,” he said. He stared at her with cold, hard eyes. “I told him that you didn’t deserve to be defended.”

      “And then?”

      “And then we both said some things that we should not have said.”

      “So he’s hurt your feelings?”

      Yeung frowned, as if trying to translate what she had just said and, once he had done that, weighing up whether she would be so brazen as to poke fun at him.

      He collected his sake and drained it, then refilled the glass from the bottle. “Did he tell you everything?”

      “He said that he told you he wanted to leave, and that you said no. I’ll be honest, Michael—it’s all very childish. It’s the kind of nonsense I’d expect from toddlers.”

      He stared at her, and, just when she thought she had overplayed it, he started to chuckle.

      “You are brave to take that tone with me, Beatrix. Very brave.” He poured a second glass of sake and pushed it across the table to her. “Drink.”

      She did, taking a sip, holding it in her mouth and then swallowing it.

      She put the glass down again. “The two of you are going to need to sort this out like big boys. Danny is in trouble and he needs your help. He’s not asking. He doesn’t even know I’m here. He’s as stubborn as you are.”

      He folded his arms. “I am listening.”

      “Wang has been trying to find Danny. I thought it was because of what you asked me to do—that Wang is going after him because of that—but I don’t think I was right.”

      “So?”

      “How much has he told you about Vietnam?”

      “A little,” Yeung said.

      “About why he deserted?”

      “He said he had had enough. I can understand that—many soldiers like him came here to get away from the war.”

      “Danny had evidence that his commanding officer fabricated a story that he used to boost his career. His name is Lincoln, and now he’s a senior CIA official. Danny made the mistake of letting Lincoln know that he was still alive, and that he was looking to come home. Lincoln has already murdered at least two men to prevent the truth coming out.”

      Yeung listened intently. “And what does this have to do with Wang?”

      “He had men on the docks looking for Danny. Two of them boarded his boat yesterday. And then three of Wang’s men found us at Chungking Mansions. I think Wang has been recruited by Lincoln to provide local help in finding Danny. I suspect this arrangement has been in place for at least the last month, and that Lincoln or his representative in Hong Kong became aware that I had requested the CIA’s assistance in locating Wang. They warned him. They were protecting their asset.”

      “How extraordinary,” Yeung said.

      “I couldn’t agree more. The whole thing has the potential to be a very big mess. All Danny wants is to go home.”

      Yeung shook his head. “His home is here.”

      “He doesn’t agree. He’s old. He wants to see his daughter before he dies.”

      Yeung shook his head again.

      Beatrix had considered whether she should mention Danny’s fears about his health, and whether it would have been more appropriate to leave it to him to say. She didn’t want to interfere or to abuse his trust, but, by the same token, Danny needed Yeung’s help. She told him what Danny had said to her.

      Yeung’s face changed from a frown to concern.

      “I did not know,” he said. “He has said nothing of this to me.”

      “And perhaps I shouldn’t have, either. It’s private. But he needs you.”

      Yeung exhaled. “I have wondered about him for the last few months. He has grown forgetful. He repeats himself. He never used to be that way—his mind was sharp. Not so much anymore.”

      “That’s why he wants to go. He’s worried that if he doesn’t go now, he won’t be able to go at all. And he wants to meet his daughter before he dies. Put yourself in his shoes. You’d do the same.”

      Yeung poured himself another sake. “Perhaps.”

      “You’ve been friends for years. He’s helped you go from nothing to this”—she gestured at the club—“and everything else that you’ve achieved. And now he needs you to help him.”

      It was the best card that she had to play. She had appealed to his sympathy; now she would appeal to his pride. Danny might not apologise for their estrangement, but he still needed Yeung. He needed his power, his wealth, his influence. Beatrix knew the way Yeung thought. He fostered the role of an inscrutable, almost mystical leader, but, at base level, he was the same as most men: he wanted his status to be acknowledged. He wanted to be in a position to dispense assistance to those who were prepared to prostrate themselves for it.

      Danny might not be ready to play the role of supplicant, but Beatrix would do it on his behalf.

      Yeung gave a nod. “He has been a good friend to me for many years. Our argument has been unfortunate, and I am not so vain that I cannot see my own part in it. I would like to restore things to how they were before, if I can. How can I help?”

      “He’s going to need to fly out of the country, but he can’t use a commercial flight or go through Chek Lap Kok. He needs to be discreet.”

      “Of course. Something private. That can be arranged. I will just need a little notice.”

      Beatrix slid across the seat and stood. “Thank you.”

      Yeung stood, too. “I want to see him,” he said, “before he goes.”

      “I think he’ll want to see you, too.”

      Yeung extended his hand and Beatrix took it.

      “I’ll deal with Wang,” she said. “I’ll let you know when it’s done.”

      He nodded.

      “There’s one other thing.”

      He smiled a thin smile. “Please.”

      “Danny doesn’t listen to me. I’m worried that he’ll do something stupid, and I can’t be there to babysit him all the time. I have things to do.”

      Yeung nodded sagaciously. “He can be his own worst enemy. His impetuousness has always been a problem. But, yes, we can keep him safe. Please—just tell me where he is.”
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      Beatrix changed back into Caprice’s disguise in a McDonald’s outside the club and then walked from Wan Chai to the terminal at Man Kwong Street. She bought a ticket and climbed aboard the seven o’clock ferry. It was busy, mostly with tourists; she stepped around a couple who were clutching their kids to them as someone else took a shot of them with a phone, and made her way to the prow, where it was a little quieter. The captain sounded the horn as he started the engines, the water frothing around the stern as the boat started out on the crossing.

      Beatrix looked for Hathaway but couldn’t see her. There was another couple at the rail, the man holding out a phone with an outstretched arm as he took a selfie of them both with the island’s skyline in the background. An older man stood next to them with his arms crossed. Beatrix moved to a quieter space and turned back so that she could look down the boat in the event that Hathaway had been late to board.

      There was no sign of her.

      The older man straightened up and walked over to her. “You must be Caprice.”

      Beatrix frowned. “Do I know you?”

      “I work with Hathaway.”

      “That’s nice, but I only deal with her.”

      “She sends her apologies.”

      Beatrix looked at him more carefully. He was tall, a good six inches taller than she was, and heavyset. He had a scruffy thatch of blond hair and was unshaven, his cheeks and chin covered in unkempt yellow and white whiskers. He wore thick-rimmed black glasses and an ill-fitting suit. She guessed that he was in his late forties or early fifties.

      “Who are you?” she said.

      “My name is William Logan.”

      “And you are?”

      “I work for the Agency.”

      “Of course you do. In which capacity?”

      “The Office of the Inspector General.”

      “Internal Affairs?”

      “That’s not a million miles from it,” he said.

      “And it has nothing to do with me.”

      “You had some business with Hathaway.”

      “And what business would that be of yours? Is she under investigation?”

      “No,” he said. “But the nature of the business has some interest to me. In particular, for the work I’m here to do. I’d like to talk to you about it.”

      “I told you—I deal with her. I have no idea who you are.”

      His tone hardened a little. “I’m afraid things have changed. Mr. Nakamura is of interest to the Agency—you can speak to me, or not at all. I think you’ll find our interests align.”

      She crossed her arms. “You have as long as it takes for us to get to the other side.”

      Logan nodded. “Thank you,” he said. “First of all, I’m sorry about the trouble you’ve been having.”

      “What trouble might that be?”

      “With Mr. Wang.”

      Beatrix tried to keep an impassive expression.

      “I’m going to be completely frank with you—”

      “Really?” she cut in. “Frankness isn’t a quality that I associate with the Agency.”

      “Nor MI6,” Logan added with a smile.

      “We’re halfway across,” she said, gesturing to the approaching island. “I’m not going to be surprised or impressed about something I’ve already concluded for myself, so let me save you a little time: Wang is working for someone at the Agency who wants to find Nakamura.”

      Logan lit up a cigarette. “Indeed. All true. I don’t know the precise terms of the offer that was made to him, but Wang is working as a local CI for someone senior at Langley.”

      “Dwight Lincoln.”

      He regarded her shrewdly. “You’ve read Nakamura’s files?”

      “They’re very interesting. He filled in the rest for me.”

      “So you know that he went to the consulate and told them that he wanted a new passport? He gave them his name. Lincoln has had an alert on it for years. The alert was triggered, and Lincoln found out. Mr. Nakamura was on camera, of course, and his image was sent back to Langley together with fingerprints that were taken from the magazine that he was reading in the waiting area and those from the counter when he spoke to the clerk.”

      “I’d already come to that conclusion.”

      “Do you know why Lincoln is looking for him?”

      “Lincoln thinks that Nakamura has information that could end his career.”

      Logan’s face remained impassive. “Does he? I don’t suppose you happen to know what that information might be?”

      Beatrix wondered whether she should share the information for fear of repercussions for Danny, but, in the end, she decided that they had nothing to lose. The truth needed to be told, and perhaps, if she could point the finger of suspicion at Lincoln—and rightly so—it would help Danny.

      “There was an incident in sixty-eight,” she said, “while Nakamura was serving in Vietnam. Nakamura’s version of the incident is rather different from the version Lincoln gave. Nakamura deserted because of it.”

      “Dak Son?”

      Beatrix let go of the breath that she had been holding. It had been a gamble, but if Logan knew the name, the Agency must already have had some suspicions regarding Lincoln’s conduct. She nodded.

      “I know Lincoln’s story,” Logan said. “It made his career.”

      “He built it on a lie.”

      “I heard the rumours,” Logan said. “It’s stolen valour if they’re true, and that’ll be the end of him. No wonder he’s anxious about what Nakamura might say. So anxious, in fact, that he dispatched a man to Hong Kong to find him.” Logan took out his phone and opened his images. “Here.”

      Beatrix looked down at the screen and saw an old man. He had a full head of hair, heavily wrinkled skin and a flattened nose.

      “Navarro?”

      Logan nodded. “That’s right. Have you seen him before?”

      Beatrix recognised him immediately, and the pieces began to fit together. “Yes. At a restaurant. With Wang.”

      Logan took the phone back. “Lincoln is director of the Special Activities Division. You know it?”

      “I do,” she said. “CIA Spec Ops.”

      “The tip of the spear,” Logan said. “At least that’s how they’d describe themselves. Not a million miles away from DEVGRU. Serious players.”

      “And Navarro?”

      “Lincoln and Navarro have been as thick as thieves ever since Vietnam, but they’re very different men. Lincoln has always been focused on his career. He was a terrible field agent, and, to his credit, he realised that early on. Navarro was different. He’s a skilled paramilitary officer and not in the least bit political. He saw that Lincoln was going places and hitched himself to his wagon. They’ve been working together ever since. Lincoln climbs the ladder and brings Navarro with him; if Lincoln has a problem, Navarro is dispatched to deal with it.”

      “And what does Navarro get for doing that?”

      “It’s not money,” Logan said. “Not status. He’s not into either. Navarro is a psychopath. Always has been. He likes killing people. His job gives him the opportunity and he’s become very good at it. He has a small group of specialised skills officers under his command. Paramilitaries. They’ve been all over the world. They were the first CIA team to go into Afghanistan after 9/11. They’re all very dangerous and completely loyal to him.”

      Beatrix took the packet of cigarettes and lit one for herself. “Why do you care?”

      “We’re investigating the SAD. Lincoln and Navarro specifically. People like them are becoming a problem for those of us who would prefer that American foreign policy came with more accountability. Things are changing at Langley; there’s a new attitude. The Agency can’t afford for people like them to hold positions of power. Their time has come and gone.”

      “Very noble,” she said.

      He looked down at her. “What about you? What does MI6 want with an elderly American deserter?”

      “Can’t tell you that.”

      He kept his eyes on her. “I only ask because we have a good relationship with Hong Kong Station, and no one has mentioned running an asset like Nakamura here. Are you freelancing?”

      Beatrix felt her stomach turn. That was a shot across the bows. Beatrix had worked for MI6 when she’d met Hathaway for the first time. There was no reason for her to have doubted that things might have changed in the years between their meetings, and Beatrix had not detected anything in their recent meeting to make her think otherwise. But Logan was different; he didn’t know her, and she felt certain that he had seen through her lies. She had little doubt that he would be able to confirm that there was no active British agent with her description working out of MI6’s Hong Kong Station and, if he realised that, he would be able to cause her no end of trouble.

      “You don’t need to concern yourself with what MI6 is or is not doing,” she said stiffly. “If you have something to offer, now’s the time.”

      “I agree. And I would like to help. I think it’s time that what happened in Vietnam receives the exposure it deserves.”

      The ferry was closing in on the dock.

      “You saw the Article 15 charges that were laid against him?” Logan said.

      “I did.”

      “The second notice.”

      “They said he stole property on the way out,” Beatrix said.

      “Specifically, audio recordings.”

      “They contain the interviews he conducted with the Dak Son witnesses.”

      Logan smiled, his eyes alight with interest. “Nakamura mentioned them to you?”

      “He says he took them as insurance,” she said. “He’s not sure if he still has them.”

      “It would be good if he does. They’re all we need. Lincoln only needs to know we have them—he’s a vain man, and the idea of his reputation being blackened will be too much for him to stand. We don’t want to take this to trial—it would make the scandal over rendition look like a walk in the park. Lincoln doesn’t want to go to jail, either. He’ll retire. I wouldn’t anticipate any need for Nakamura to do anything else beyond giving those tapes to me.”

      “And what does he get for that?”

      “What does he want?”

      “A new life. A new identity. Passport, papers—the works.”

      Logan nodded. “None of that would be a problem.”

      “So let me ask him.”

      The boat bumped up against the dock, and the crew shouted out instructions as they tossed down the mooring lines.

      “Be persuasive,” Logan advised. “He won’t get a better offer. And he won’t get an offer at all if Navarro finds him first.”

      “How do I contact you?”

      Logan took a business card and a pen out of his pocket, turned the card over to the blank side and wrote down a telephone number. “This will get through to me,” he said, handing it to her.

      She examined the card. The name was Henry Mackay, and he was listed as a senior VP of Reilly Oyster Sauce.

      “I know,” Logan said. “Best legend I could get on short notice. We had to move fast. The one benefit is that I’m now something of an authority on oyster sauce, which will not please my wife.”

      A siren sounded, warning the passengers that it was time to disembark.

      “I’ll be in touch,” Beatrix said, flicking the cigarette into the water and making her way to the gangplank.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            37

          

        

      

    

    
      Navarro called Lincoln to update him, went for a long walk to clear his mind, and then returned to the safe house in the mid-afternoon. Mazzetti had set up two laptops on the kitchen table and was busy working on both of them, typing on one and then swivelling around to tap out a command on the other. He was wearing a pair of headphones and Navarro could hear the sound of music coming from them. He ran himself a glass of water and called Millman at the harbour for an update. He reported that the Constance was still at anchor out in the channel, and that there had been no sign that anyone was interested in boarding her.

      Navarro told them to maintain their position until they were relieved by Morley and Farrow, who were on their way and would take over for the late shift. Navarro knew that they might have to be patient. Wang had obviously given PROSPERO a fright and had scared him away. But, as far as Navarro had been able to ascertain, the old man had lived aboard the boat for years, and he wouldn’t have had time to collect all his things when he had fled. He would surely go back, and they would be waiting for him when he did.

      “I’m in!”

      Navarro turned. Mazzetti had taken off his headphones and was leaning back in his chair, his fingers laced behind his head.

      “What? Where?”

      “The school,” he said. “I made it look like a security notification from Google. One of the secretaries changed her password. I got access to her account and now I’m into MIRANDA’s.”

      Navarro walked across the room so that he could look over Mazzetti’s shoulder. He had several windows open on the screen, and most of the contents made no sense to him; one, however, showed the logo of the school in Miami where PROSPERO’s daughter worked.

      “What’s next?” Navarro asked.

      “I go after him,” he said. He opened an email client and showed Navarro the message that he had prepared. “I’ve researched them both—he doesn’t have social media, but she does, and I know enough to put together an email from her to him with authentic details that won’t lower his defences so much as it’ll make him think that there was no need to be suspicious at all.”

      “And then?”

      “I grabbed a picture from her profile,” he said, pointing to a .jpg file on the screen. “He clicks that because she encourages him to open it, and a little Trojan script that I’ve brewed up deploys on his computer. I’ll have access to everything then, including the IP address he’s using. As soon as we have that, you can tell the others to go and get him.” He moused over to the send button. “Ready for me to send it?”

      “Do it,” Navarro said.
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      Jimmy Wang was in the sitting room of his villa in Stanley. He was focused on the twin disasters of the last thirty-six hours: the botched abduction on the boat and then the loss of three of his men to a woman—a woman—in Chungking Mansions. He had not told the American of the second mistake for fear of compounding the first; better to keep that one to himself for as long as he could.

      He had been watching a recording of the Manchester derby between City and United, trying to put the ongoing frustration of the Wu situation out of his mind. He had been drinking, too, and when that hadn’t been enough to settle his nerves, he had smoked a cigarette that he had laced with the opium that he sold in the dens around the docks in Kowloon. That, thankfully, had had the desired effect, and he was as chilled as he had been all week when he noticed that his phone was vibrating on the sitting room table.

      He picked it up and saw that it was Raymond Chong.

      He accepted the call, putting it on speaker. “Anything?”

      “Still nothing, boss.”

      “The boat?”

      “No one has been out to it all day. It’s just… sitting out there.”

      Wang was distracted by the game on the TV. Rooney was one-on-one with the keeper and missed, rolling the ball the wrong side of the post. Shit. He had a thousand dollars on United to win, and they were losing with ten minutes left to play.

      “Boss?” Chong pressed. “What do you want us to do?”

      Wang looked away from the screen and took a long drag on his cigarette. He thought about what move he should make. More than a day had passed since Wu had been flushed from the boat, and there had been no sign that he was coming back. He was acutely aware of Navarro’s impatience, and, despite his own reputation for ruthlessness, there was something about his employer’s character that made it plain that it would be unwise to irritate him. The man hadn’t explicitly told him not to go out to the boat; perhaps they would find something there that would be useful, something that might direct them to where Wu was hiding, or something of value that Wang could offer in return for the consideration that he had already received.

      “Boss?” Chong repeated.

      “Search the boat,” Wang said. “If you find anything, bring it back to me.”
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      Beatrix knew that there was a very good chance that Logan would try to run surveillance on her in an attempt to find Danny, so she took her time making sure that she was clean. She took a long walk, following the harbour to the Maritime Museum and then strolling to the Zoological Gardens.

      She collected the car and called Danny. He picked up quickly, anxious to ask her how the meeting had gone. She told him about Logan and about how Lincoln was under investigation by the OIG. She confirmed that what they had suspected was true: that Danny surfacing after forty years had caused consternation and that Lincoln and Navarro were scrambling to get to him. She said that Logan had confirmed that the situation with Wang wasn’t what it looked like. The problem was with Lincoln; Wang was just his stooge.

      “Jesus,” Danny said when she was done.

      “Logan has made you an offer. You’ll get a new identity. Something clean.”

      “In exchange for?”

      “You helping to bring Lincoln down.”

      “What? He wants me to give evidence?”

      “No—easier than that. He just wants the tapes.”

      “But I’m not sure I still have them.”

      Beatrix stood. “You’d better hope you do. I’m going to the boat now.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Beatrix drove the fifteen minutes to the harbour, around Mount Cameron and Deep Water Bay and over the Ap Lei Chau bridge. She parked the Mercedes a quarter of a mile from the dock, got out of the car and walked down to the waterside. She passed a truck with a pile of sand in its bed, cut through an open construction site and then clambered down a slope to the promenade.

      She took a moment to acclimatise herself. The channel here was narrow, with the high-rise apartment blocks and office buildings opposite in Tin Wan and Aberdeen twinkling in the darkness. The Jumbo Floating Restaurant was on the other side of the water, loud bass drifting over to her from the party that was evidently taking place on board. She looked out over the water and saw the boats bobbing at anchor. There were cargo ships and trawlers, with smaller water taxis and sampans darting between them. The Constance was still out in the middle of the channel, visible in the light that spilled across the water from a neighbouring vessel.

      Beatrix was idling at the barrier when two younger men came towards her from the opposite direction. They had swagger and bounce, and their tattoos marked them out as members of one of the triad organisations that ran the Hong Kong underworld. Beatrix had been given quite an education on the triads these last few months, on the fraternities and organisations that all coalesced into the Wo Shun Wo. Yeung held them together, but, even with his influence and the fear of his name, she had seen that the larger body struggled to contain the rivalries and resentments that swirled between the constituent parts.

      The two men descended the stone steps that were cut into the wall, making their way across the narrow lip that was just above the water to a line of small tenders that had been roped to barnacle-encrusted mooring rings. The tenders had outboard motors, and she guessed that they would have been used to take people out to the larger vessels. The men reached one at the end of the line and hopped down into it. The boat bobbed and the men put out their arms until they found their balance.

      Beatrix turned away from them and took a moment to look around the promenade. There were restaurants and cafés, and ornate pagodas that led through to a narrow strip of parkland. Signs pointed back to the Ap Lei Chau Sports Centre and a public library; there were a handful of pedestrians making their way along the waterside, and many more enjoying drinks and evening meals. No one stood out.

      One of the restaurants had two rows of outside tables set out beneath a wide canvas awning. Beatrix took one of the empty tables and ordered a drink and a bowl of noodles from the waiter. She was able to see the junk from here and, as she gazed over at it, she saw the tender that had just been commandeered apparently heading straight for it. She squinted out into the gloom as the boat passed through the chequered lattice of light that fell from the window of the boat before Danny’s. The tender rose and fell on the swell as the man in the prow swung a weighted rope around his head and released it, sending an anchor over to the larger vessel. The anchor snagged on the deck and the man used it to drag the speedboat alongside.

      So, she wasn’t the only one waiting for darkness to go over to the boat.

      But was she too late?
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      Morley had the second watch. Farrow had arrived three hours after him, and the two of them had grabbed a little sleep until the afternoon, when they had driven out to Aberdeen Pier, close to the jetty that offered access to the Jumbo Floating Restaurant. Schroder and Millman had been on the other side of the channel, but, conscious of the risk of standing out, Morley had decided that they would select a different vantage point. They were away from the hubbub here, although people still wandered along the promenade and idled by the stalls offering street food, music playing loudly from cheap speakers. The path had been planted with tall palm trees; the air was soupy and hot despite the late hour, and the fronds drooped limply, as battered by the heat as the people who passed beneath them. The high-rises of Ap Lei Chau sparkled before them, their reflections cast across the dark body of water.

      He went up to the metal railing that marked the boundary of the path. There were dozens of boats. He took his binoculars from his pack and trained them on PROSPERO’s junk. The boat was illuminated in the glow from another boat that was moored close to it.

      Farrow joined him. “Anything?”

      “No.”

      Morley handed Farrow the glasses and then reached inside his jacket and adjusted his shoulder rig; it was brand new, and it had been chafing under his arm. He checked his watch.

      “Look,” Farrow said. “You see that?”

      A tender that Morley had noticed earlier had drifted right up to the side of the junk. Morley took the binoculars back and, as he watched, a man secured the two vessels with a mooring line. The man shinned up the side of the larger boat and hauled himself over the gunwale, opened a door and disappeared inside the vessel.

      “Two men,” Morley reported. “They look young. Can’t see much more than that—too far out.”

      “What are they doing?”

      “One of them went inside.”

      “Shit,” Farrow said. “Better call the boss.”

      “I’ll do it,” Morley said, handing the binoculars back to Farrow.

      He took out his burner phone and dialled Navarro’s number.

      “What is it?”

      “We have a problem. A speedboat’s just tied up next to the junk.”

      “Who?”

      “Two young guys. Might be triads.”

      Navarro cursed. “Fucking Wang.”

      “You think he’s playing us?”

      “I don’t know, Morley. I specifically told him to stay away from the boat, so you tell me.”

      “What do you want us to do?”

      “Can you get out there?”

      “Not without being seen. There are people here.”

      “Watch them,” he said. “Follow when they leave. Find out where they go.”

      The call went dead. Morley put the phone back into his pocket. Navarro was a legendary hard-ass and not the kind of man you wanted to get on the wrong side of. Everyone working TEMPEST had been with him for years, most of them all the way back to OTHELLO and the insertion into Tora Bora after 9/11, and they all knew about his temper. They also knew how loyal he was, and how, once you were on his team, he made sure you got everything you needed. Morley had been shot in Afghanistan, a stray round from an al-Qaeda rifle that had drilled him in the gut. The mission parameters did not allow for the possibility of a medevac, but Navarro had ignored the SOP and sent a Super Stallion to go and get him out. Morley knew that Navarro had saved his life that day: he would have bled out on the sand without him.

      They all had stories like that. It was why they were so loyal to him despite his temper.

      “What does he want us to do?” Farrow said.

      “Follow.”

      “We’re on the wrong side of the channel. They came from the other side.”

      “So we get over there.”

      The rented Toyota Prius was parked nearby, and it took them two minutes to run back to it.

      Farrow took out the map of Hong Kong that they had been given. “Back the way we came and then south on the bridge. It’s ten minutes. We’re going to need to punch it.”

      Morley started the engine, swung the car through a hard one-eighty and then hit the gas, racing along Aberdeen Praya Road at fifty before swinging through the roundabout and heading for the bridge.
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      Danny took another swim, drifting in the warm water and watching the sun sink down into the horizon, the sky darkening from pastel blue to mauve and then indigo. The pool wasn’t heated, but it didn’t need to be; the sun warmed it throughout the day and the temperature never dropped far enough for the water to cool. He rested with his forearms on the rail and looked out into the darkness of the bay, watching the lights of the boats that followed the line of the coast, a handful of them heading back to the yacht club on Middle Island. He found himself thinking about Beatrix and wondering whether she had been able to get over to the Constance.

      A jet carved a path across the dark sky, its lights winking on and off. Did he trust Beatrix? She was opaque and closed off, and the opium made her unreliable, but he realised—slightly to his surprise—that he did. He knew, too, that he had no other choice. She was still his best way to get a new passport and get away from Hong Kong. She was his best chance to meet Melissa, the only way for him to start the new life he had been dreaming of ever since he had found his daughter.

      The thought of Melissa lingered, and he kicked over to the shallow end and got out. He towelled himself dry and then pulled on the dressing gown that he had found in his wardrobe. It was monogrammed with GS; he remembered that George had always been a little flashy. He had a half-finished gin and tonic that he had made earlier, and he collected that now and took it over to the table where he had left his laptop.

      Danny opened his email and saw, with a skip of his heart, that he had a message from his daughter. The header was SEE YOU SOON. He moused over and clicked to open it. The message was brief, just the suggestion that she was looking forward to finally meeting him and that—picking up a thread from a series of previous messages—she had included a picture of her walking in the Vista Hermosa Natural Park during her California vacation last month. Danny dragged the cursor down and double-clicked. Something happened—the cursor changed into the rotating ball that indicated that the computer was working—but then the cursor resumed its usual appearance and the picture opened. He had seen the picture before from Melissa’s Facebook. She was smiling into the camera, her happiness evident.

      He couldn’t wait to see her.

      “Hello?”

      Danny turned away from the screen.

      “Danny? You in here?”

      It was George Soto. Danny left the laptop and went back into the cottage.

      “In here,” he said.

      Soto came inside, closing the door after him. He had a bottle in his hand.

      “Busy?” he asked.

      “Not at all,” Danny said.

      “Where’s your friend?”

      “She’s in the city,” he said.

      “You didn’t fancy it?”

      “She’s gone to a bar,” he said, ad-libbing. “Not my thing.”

      “Really? It used to be your thing.”

      “Long time ago.”

      “What? You’re too old for a drink now?”

      “I didn’t say that,” Danny said.

      “Good.” Soto held up the bottle. “You still like whisky?”

      “Of course.”

      Soto handed him the bottle. Danny looked down at the label: it was a Balvenie single malt.

      “Fifteen years old,” Soto said. “Been saving it. I thought we could have a couple of glasses and catch up properly.”

      “I wouldn’t say no,” Danny said.
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      Beatrix could just see out to the Constance. The man had been inside the boat for twenty minutes. He was making a thorough search. The driver of the speedboat had kept the engine idling; she could hear it turning over, despite the sound of the lapping water and the chug of a barge that was hauling garbage to the municipal dump.

      “Madam,” the waiter said, setting down a bowl of soba noodles and a bottle of beer.

      “Thank you.”

      “Can I get you anything else?”

      Beatrix saw motion aboard the Constance.

      “No,” she said. “This all looks perfect. Thank you.”

      The waiter gave a little bow and moved over to clear the plates from the table that had just been vacated to Beatrix’s right. She ignored him, her attention focused on the junk and the speedboat. The man who had boarded the Constance had reappeared. He carried a bag to the edge of the boat and lowered it carefully to the man below. The first man unhooked the grapple and slid down the hull of the junk. He landed in the tender just as the driver gunned the motor, the boat curving away from the junk and heading back to the promenade.

      Beatrix busied herself with the bowl of noodles as the tender reached the moorings just twenty feet away. The passenger secured it to a ring beneath a streetlamp, and then both men disembarked and made their way up the steps. The two of them approached the restaurant, seemingly unconcerned that they were observed, the man at the back carrying a large bag over his shoulder.

      They went right by her table, climbed up the slope and headed in the direction of the construction site near to where Beatrix had left the Mercedes. She left enough money on the table to cover her bill, abandoned the bowl of noodles and followed them.
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      Morley looked at the map as Farrow drove the Prius onto the island. The guys on the speedboat had started out opposite the floating restaurant, taking their tender from the promenade opposite the position that they had chosen for their surveillance. It was just bad luck that they had been on the Aberdeen side of the channel and not Ap Lei Chau, where the previous team had been; their job would have been a lot easier without having to find them again over here. Still, as Morley looked down at the map, he saw that there really was only one way to go if they were going to get off the island: they would have to take the bridge.

      They turned right, following the signs to the promenade, then left, then followed the road around to the right.

      “There,” Farrow said. “You see?”

      Morley saw two men walking across an open space that had been earmarked as a construction zone, heading for a parked Lexus RX. They were both young and tattooed, and one of them was carrying a large rucksack.

      Morley and Farrow had been lucky.

      “What’s he carrying?”

      “Looks like a rucksack. They’ve probably searched the boat,” he suggested.

      Farrow continued on, passing the Lexus, and then, when they were around the corner, turning them around and sliding them up against the kerb. He let the engine run as Morley looked left and right: there was a bus shelter with two people sitting on the bench and the Bridal Tea House Restaurant with a customer smoking a cigarette outside it.

      “Too many witnesses here to take them,” Morley said.

      “So we follow them.”

      Morley heard the sound of an engine starting up and just caught sight of the Lexus as it moved away.

      He touched the gas and set off.
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      Navarro was frustrated. He stared at the phone on the table, fighting the urge to call Morley back so that he could update him on what was happening at the harbour.

      It was obvious that Wang had sent his goons to the boat. He was going way beyond the limits of what they had agreed; his role had been to find PROSPERO and deliver him. He had found him, but that was as much as he had been able to manage. He had become a liability.

      Navarro had already decided that Wang was selfish and venal, and that he would sell anything if he thought he could turn a profit. He couldn’t be trusted, and he already knew too much. He wouldn’t be able to name Navarro—Wang had no idea who he was—but he would be able to provide just enough information to an interested third party that the dots could be joined. That was a prospect that Navarro could not abide, and he had already decided that he would clean house as soon as TEMPEST was concluded and PROSPERO was in his custody. And if that meant that Wang had to disappear?

      So be it.

      Navarro snapped around as Mazzetti clapped his hands together and whooped.

      “What is it?” Harker said.

      “Got him!”

      Navarro got up. “What?”

      “PROSPERO,” he said. “He’s opened the email. The Trojan is installing.”

      Navarro came up behind Mazzetti and watched as his fingers flashed across the keyboard. “What are you doing?”

      “Taking control of his computer.” Mazzetti’s fingers danced over the keys. “Want to see him?”

      Navarro leaned in closer as Mazzetti hit return and a new window opened on his screen. It was a video feed and there, frowning as he looked down at something just below the camera, was Danny Nakamura.

      “That’s from his webcam,” Mazzetti said.

      Navarro stared at his prey. PROSPERO was wearing what looked like a dressing gown, and the background of the image suggested that he was outside.

      The computer’s microphone was switched on, too, and they heard a muffled voice.

      “Danny? You in here?”

      PROSPERO stood up and moved out of the frame.

      “Where is he?” Navarro said.

      “Hold on,” Mazzetti said.

      He typed in another set of commands, hit return and then turned the screen so that he could see the map that opened in a fresh window. The map was of Hong Kong and, more specifically, Hong Kong Island. A blue dot was overlaid on Repulse Bay. Mazzetti zoomed in and identified the precise location of the dot.

      “One hundred ten Repulse Bay Road,” he said.

      “How long to get there?”

      Mazzetti had already processed that. “Twenty minutes. South on Wong Nai Chung Gap Road. Minimal traffic. I’ll send you the route.”

      Harker must have heard Mazzetti’s exclamation; he had come out of the bedroom.

      Navarro turned to him. “Get the others,” he said. “We’ve found him.”

      “What about Morley and Farrow?”

      “Wang’s men went to the boat,” he explained. “Could be they took something off it. It could be the tapes. Morley and Farrow are following.” He gestured to the door. “Move. I want to be out of here in five minutes.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      Harker hurried out of the room. The others were downstairs in the rec room.

      Navarro clapped his hands together. He felt the usual buzz of anticipation.

      “Get me satellite images,” he told Mazzetti.

      “I’ll send them while you’re on the road. I’ll mirror his hard drive, too. I’ll let you know if I get anything.”

      Navarro grabbed his shoulder rig and slipped it on, unclipping the hammer strap that secured his pistol in the holster. He put his light jacket over the top of it. He knew the team didn’t need him, but he wanted to be there when they nailed PROSPERO.

      He would call Lincoln as soon as it was done.
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      The Lexus followed Route 1, heading directly east. The driver cut inland and passed through Wong Chuk Hang and then Shouson Hill before turning onto Island Road and following that into Repulse Bay.

      Farrow called Navarro.

      “Where are you now?”

      “Following. Heading southeast. Assume we have permission to take them out?”

      “You do. Wang, too, if they go to him. Out.”

      Morley saw that the Lexus had pulled away a little. He pressed down on the accelerator until the distance had closed again. There were three cars between them and the Lexus; he wasn’t particularly concerned that they would be made, but he didn’t want to take any unnecessary chances.

      The Lexus turned to the south and took Repulse Bay Road, eventually turning inland and crossing the peninsula in the direction of Stanley. They followed to Hoi Fung Path. The road was a dead end, and, rather than give themselves away, Morley pulled in at the side of the road in a position where he could still see the car. The brake lights glowed red out of the gloom, and they heard the sound of a gate opening through the open window. The Lexus moved forward again, then swung around and disappeared into the property on the right.

      They sat in the car for a moment, waiting to see if there was any movement from the house. The gates closed, grinding against the surface of the road. They heard the sound of two doors opening and closing, and then nothing more.

      Morley looked over at Farrow. “Ready?”

      “Let’s do it.”

      They both pulled on nitrile gloves, rolled their balaclavas over their faces and stepped out of the car. Morley took out his key fob and blipped the trunk; the lid popped open, and Morley pushed it up all the way so that they could get at the contents. There were two large canvas flight bags that had been brought into the country as sealed diplomatic pouches, part of a consignment that contained equipment for each member of the team; they had been delivered to the safe house once they were in situ. Morley unzipped his bag. Inside was everything that he could possibly have needed during his stay. The armaments included an M4 that was fitted with a PentagonLight and a SOPMOD fore-grip; six 5.56 magazines; an M9 pistol with holster; and a Mossberg shotgun with twelve-gauge double-aught buckshot rounds. There were grenades—smoke, flash and frag—flex-cuffs, a penflare gun and flares, a pistol belt with a knife, a blood chit, a compass, an IR chemstick spinner, a red-light LED, and a survival tin. There was a medical pouch with tourniquets and dressings and a MilTech carrier vest already fitted with soft plates in the front and back.

      Morley put on the vest, put two flash bangs into the pouches and clipped the M9 onto his belt. He took out the M4 and pressed in a magazine. He pulled back on the cocking handle and then held on as he allowed it to go forward, just fast enough for the bolt to strip a round out of the magazine and load it into the chamber. He held the bolt assist on the right side of the upper, pushing forward three times to make sure that the bolt was locked in place and the round was seated in the chamber. He clicked the selector to safe.

      Farrow put on his own vest and selected the shotgun to go with his sidearm.

      The two men shared a quick look. This was a standard operation: breach and clear. They had done it many times, mostly in the Killing House that the SAD used for training back at Fort Bragg. They had performed the operation in real life, too. This would likely be easier than usual; on this occasion, the bad guys didn’t know that they were coming.

      Morley pushed down on the trunk until it clicked and locked. The two of them made their way to the side of the road, using the wall as cover as they approached the gate.
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      Navarro sat in the front of the SUV, his eyes fixed to the road ahead. Harker was driving. Millman and Schroder were in the back.

      “Five minutes out,” Harker announced.

      Navarro rested his fingers on the stippled butt of his Browning. He had his phone in his left hand and was scrolling through the images that Mazzetti had sent through. One hundred ten Repulse Bay Road was owned by a corporation that was in itself owned by a Mr. George Soto, a banker and venture capitalist who had had the means to meet its ten-million-dollar purchase price in cash five years earlier. Mazzetti had found pictures of Soto from his fund’s website: he was older, the same age as PROSPERO, and obviously not a threat, although his money had probably bought significant security. Mazzetti had pulled images from the most recent overpass of the National Reconnaissance Office’s Misty satellite and had forwarded those, too: they showed a large estate that was built on the slope of the terrain as it descended to the bay, with a large main property and a smaller cottage nearer to the edge of the cliff.

      “What do you think?” Schroder said from the back. “We going to be done with this tonight?”

      “Please, God,” Millman replied.

      “We get PROSPERO. Then we can bug out.”

      “My boy’s quarterbacking the championship match on Saturday,” Millman said. “My wife was ready to kill me when I said I wouldn’t be able to go. Maybe we’ll get back in time after all.”

      “Focus,” Navarro snapped. “I want to get out of this shithole as much as you do, but we are going to do our jobs with absolute professionalism. We are not going to mess this up. Anyone who drops the ball answers to me personally. Are we clear?”

      They replied that they were. Navarro wasn’t worried; they were experienced and thorough. Collecting a seventy-year-old man who didn’t know they were coming would be a walk in the park.

      Harker slowed down as they curved around a sharp bend. He glanced at the satnav and then out to the left.

      “In there,” he said. “Behind the gates.”

      He drove on and then pulled into a space at the side of the road. A large building was under construction, and there was enough room for the SUV to pull in next to the Porta-John and the building material.

      The men didn’t need any encouragement to start work. They disembarked, collected their equipment and made their way back up the steeply sloping road to the driveway that led to number 110.
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      Morley and Farrow waited and watched.

      The road that led down to the house was unlit save for two illuminated globes that sat on either side of the gate into which the Lexus had just disappeared. The property was set back from the road and encircled by a whitewashed wall. The wall was around eight feet tall, with a flat top that had been made more secure by the addition of broken glass that was set into the concrete. There was a set of iron double gates topped with decorative bronze finials. Morley glanced through the metal latticework at the large house that stood beyond them. The property was two storeys tall, with a grey slate roof and whitewashed walls. There was a large porte cochere with a brand-new Mercedes and the Lexus that they had been following parked beneath it. A further set of gates behind the Mercedes looked as if they opened out onto the garden; the house sat in an elevated position, and Morley could tell that it would come with an impressive view of Tai Tam Bay beyond.

      Expensive, he thought. Is this Wang’s place?

      Morley scoped out the house itself. The windows on the first floor were obscured by blinds, but light leaked out around the edges. The ground-floor windows were not covered, and he could see silhouettes moving behind the glass.

      He led the way along the road to the end. Cars had been parked on both sides, with barely enough room between them for the vehicles at the back to make their way out. The dead end was hemmed in by lush vegetation. Morley made his way to the trees and looked around the corner of the wall to see if there was another way into the property. There was: the vegetation had been hacked back to clear a path, leading to a door that was set into the wall. The door was less secure than the main gate, observed by a camera set on a bracket above it, but not—at first glance, at least—as substantial.

      Farrow was behind him. Morley pointed to the door, Farrow nodded his understanding, and they made their way down the narrow track in single file.

      Morley reached down to his belt, took out a can of black spray paint and aimed the aerosol at the camera. He pressed down on the activator, covering the lens with a film of paint. He put the can back into its pouch, took out his lock picks and knelt down to examine the lock. It was a simple pin tumbler device. He slid the tension wrench into the bottom of the keyhole and applied just the right level of torque in a clockwise direction. He used a Bogota rake as his pick, using the three ridges to scrub against the pins. He pulled the pick back and lifted it up to apply pressure, setting each of the pins so that he was able to turn the wrench and unlock the door.

      The door opened; he held the edge with his fingers and listened intently. He heard the sound of muffled music and the hint of voices coming from the inside of the house, but nothing to suggest that there was anyone on the outside.

      Morley clicked the M4’s selector twice to put it into full auto, and, gripping the carbine, he opened the door a little more and slid through.
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      Danny stood on the balcony of the guest cottage and looked out to Repulse Bay. He had been in Hong Kong a long time, but all good things had to come to an end. He wanted—needed—to leave. He wanted to see his daughter. He wanted to go home.

      “You want another?” George said.

      They had already finished a quarter of the bottle, and Danny was starting to feel a little light-headed. But it had been a pleasant evening, and, as the Scotch had flowed, so too had their conversation. There had been a lot to catch up on, and Danny found that he regretted that they had not seen each other for so many years.

      “Your friend,” George said. “Caprice?”

      “What about her?”

      George looked at him over the rim of his glass. “What did you say that she did again?”

      “I didn’t,” he said. He sipped his drink, wondering what Beatrix would want him to say.

      “She’s… interesting,” George offered.

      “And you’re old enough to be her father,” Danny retorted, seeing where the conversation was headed.

      George laughed. “I’m also very rich.”

      “Trust me. She’s not your type.”

      “Really?”

      “Trust me.”

      Danny walked to the edge of the balcony and, from there, looked back up the slope. There were lights set on either side of the path that led down to the cottage, but, beyond them, the vegetation was dark and thick, and nothing could be seen. The main house shone brightly, though, and Danny thought he could see movement up on the terrace.

      “There’s someone up there,” he said.

      George stretched out his legs and sipped at his drink. “It’s probably Li.”

      “Who’s that?”

      “My housekeeper. He’s closing the house down for the night.”

      Danny took a sip of his drink. George was a lucky man to have all of this. He had always been smart, but how much of it had been luck? Being in the right place at the right time and armed with the right kind of knowledge to make a life-changing call? It would have been easy to be jealous of the life that he had built, but Danny was not materialistic, and jealousy had never been in his nature. He was grateful that his friend had loaned them the cottage; things would have been much more difficult without it.

      He turned his face to the water. Standing on the balcony, looking out over the bay at the lights of a boat as it hugged the shoreline, he thought about his life since he had fled Vietnam. He had had no expectations before he came here. He remembered it well: he had lived minute-to-minute, making choices on the fly. Going to ground in the Walled City was an accident, his decision based on a chance conversation with two strangers with whom he’d shared a table in an egg waffle shop near the airbase after he had landed. Finding a boat and living in the floating village had been the same. He had bought the Constance from the cousin of a neighbour in the Walled City who was selling the vessel for next to nothing because he was emigrating to Canada. It was a wreck. He had rebuilt it. The thought of never seeing it again was hard, but perhaps that was for the best. The thought of having a family—finally—was suitable compensation.

      He put the glass to his lips and sipped at it again. Twists of fate, all of it.

      “You all right?” George asked him.

      “I’m fine,” he said.

      “You look like you’re a million miles away.”

      “Just thinking about life.”

      Things were going to change. He wanted his life to be deliberate from now on, not dictated by whim or chance. Maybe it was too late to build a relationship with Melissa, but, then again, maybe it wasn’t. It didn’t matter; he was still going to try.

      Below him, further down the slope, he saw the turquoise square of the pool. It was lit from beneath, and the glow undulated against the trees that fringed it as the water was caressed by the gentle sea breeze. It was hypnotic, and he had almost allowed himself to be lulled by it when he saw the silhouette of a person.

      “Who’s that?”

      “Who’s who?”

      “Someone’s down by the pool. Would it be Li?”

      “No,” George said. “Not at this time.”

      Danny heard the sound of footsteps on the terrace behind him.

      Beatrix?

      He turned.

      It wasn’t Beatrix.

      It was a man. He was white. Old. He was tanned, and his skin was weathered from being out in the sun for too long. His hair was thick, despite his age, and worn long, falling down beyond the collar of the leather jacket that he was wearing. He had a pistol in his right hand and it was aimed straight at Danny’s gut.

      Danny knew exactly who he was. Time had not been kind to him, but he had the same cruel upturn to his mouth.

      Eddie Navarro.

      “You’re a hard man to find,” Navarro said. His lip curled the same way as Danny remembered when he spoke.

      Soto gaped at the pistol.

      “I didn’t want to be found,” Danny said.

      “I’m afraid that all ends tonight.”

      “What’s going on?” Soto said. “Who are you?”

      “You must be Mr. Soto?”

      “That’s right. And you are?”

      “An old friend—isn’t that right, Danny? Friends from a long time ago.”
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      Farrow closed the door as soon as he was inside the house, and Morley waited for his eyes to adjust to the darkness. There was a thin sliver of light beneath the bottom edge of a door on the other side of the space where he found himself; he waited for a moment as the details of the room resolved themselves. They were in a garage; he saw a motorbike parked nearby and, beyond that, the shape of a large family sedan. There were workbenches set alongside the walls and a large roller door to the right.

      Morley held the M4 in a loose, comfortable grip and crossed the garage. He reached the door on the other side of the space and waited, listening intently. He could hear the sound of the television in one of the rooms beyond the door and the sound of conversation and raucous laughter. The conversation was muffled but, he thought, in Cantonese.

      He turned to Farrow and was about to signal that they should get ready to go inside when he heard the sound of approaching footsteps. He held up his closed fist to indicate that they should stop, and then pointed to his ear. Farrow gave the signal that he understood—his thumb and forefinger held together—and backed away, sliding down into the gap between one of the workbenches and a large freestanding fridge freezer. Morley pressed himself into the space between the door and the wall and concentrated on keeping his breath even, conscious that his pulse was beginning to tick up a little.

      The door opened and the lights were switched on; Morley’s view was obstructed by the door, and he waited quietly until it swung closed to reveal a man. The man moved a little awkwardly, and Morley saw that he was carrying a large bag. It looked like the bag that had been taken from Danny’s boat.

      The man went to an empty workbench on the other side of the garage and put the bag down.

      Farrow crept out of cover, his silenced M9 clasped in a steady two-handed grip.

      The man opened the bag and started to empty out the contents.

      Farrow took another step, then another.

      He pulled the trigger. The suppressor masked the pop of the subsonic bullet as he put a round into the back of the man’s head. He fell forward, slumping onto the workbench.

      Morley turned to face the door, the M4 aimed dead centre. He listened: the TV, voices, laughter. Nothing else.

      He backed away from the door, still facing it, still aiming the M4.

      Farrow was looking at the bag and the things that had been unpacked onto the bench. Morley gave it a quick glance: he saw a sheaf of papers, some hardback books, and two old cassette cases.

      Farrow took the cassettes and held them up. “You think these are what the boss was after?” he hissed.

      “Could be,” Morley said. “We’ll take all of it.”

      Farrow gestured toward the rest of the house. “How many more do you think?”

      “I heard two voices. Might be more.”

      “We could just take the bag and go,” he said.

      “The boss wants Wang gone. We won’t get a better chance than this.”
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      Danny looked over Navarro’s shoulder, through the open French doors and into the cottage. There were other men there; Danny saw three of them spread out around the room, opening drawers and cupboard doors, looking for something. They were all dressed in black and they moved with brutal efficiency, yanking out drawers and upending them with no concern as to the mess that they were making.

      George saw them, too. “What are they doing?”

      Navarro took a step closer. “You want to tell him, Danny?”

      Danny didn’t know what to say.

      “Danny?” George said. “What’s happening?”

      “Let me,” Navarro offered. “Danny has information about a mutual friend. He would have been better to stay here, out of the way, but it seems that he wants to go back home. We’re worried that he might use that information when he gets there. Our friend isn’t happy about that, not happy at all; hence, I’ve been sent here to find him.”

      “I’d forgotten all about it,” Danny protested. “I just want…” He was about to say that he just wanted a passport so he could go and meet his daughter, but he realised that he had no idea what Navarro did and did not know.

      Navarro picked up George’s tumbler, put it to his lips and tasted it. “This is good.”

      George stood up. “I want you to leave.”

      Danny’s throat was dry; he couldn’t help but look down at the gun in Navarro’s hand.

      George took a step toward Navarro. His expression was sour with the indignation of a man who, used to having his way, now finds that he is being ignored. “Didn’t you hear me? I told you I didn’t want—”

      Navarro languidly changed his aim, pointing the gun at George. Then, without even a moment of hesitation—much less consideration—he pulled the trigger. Danny’s protest died on his lips, too late and pointless. The gun barked out; at this close range, it was impossible that the bullet might miss. It punched into George’s gut, its impact marked by an immediate burgeoning of blood that spread across his white shirt. He clutched his stomach, the anger on his face turning to shock and then pain. He looked down to his hands, saw them covered in his own slick blood, and then looked up to Danny as if confused about what had just happened to him. He fell to his knees and then slumped against the wicker sofa.

      Navarro looked back to Danny as if oblivious to the man dying at his feet. He gave a thin, predatory little smile. He turned his head and called out, “Harker—give me a hand here.”

      The men were still ransacking the cottage; they had turned out the drawers, tipping the contents onto the floor. One of them stepped through the French doors and made his way onto the balcony. “Yes, sir?”

      Navarro nodded to Danny. “Let’s get him out of here.”

      The new man—Harker—reached into his pocket with his left hand and took out a cable tie.

      “You don’t need to do this,” Danny said. “Please. None of this is necessary. I’m not a threat. I just want to go home.”

      Harker stepped up closer to him. “Turn around, please. Hold your wrists together.”

      “Come on,” Danny said, the panic bubbling up. “Navarro—please.”

      “Turn around, sir. Now.”

      “You’re not listening to me. I—”

      Harker stepped forward and, before Danny could do anything to stop him, punched him straight in the face. The hard edges of his knuckles thudded into his nose; Danny felt a stinging pain, followed by a warm moisture on his lip. He dabbed out his tongue and tasted it: blood. Harker took advantage of his disorientation to grab him, spinning him around and then shoving his right hand and then his left through the loops of the flex-cuffs. He yanked up, closing the cuffs, the plastic biting into Danny’s skin.

      Dazed, Danny looked down at the gobbets of blood that had fallen onto the marble tiles.

      “Get him in the van,” Navarro said.
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      Morley froze; he had heard the sound of a man’s voice. He was close. He indicated the door, moved away from the body, readied his silenced M4 and took aim.

      A second man came inside the garage, looking to the right and then to the left. He saw the body on the floor. His mouth dropped open in shock, and then he saw Morley.

      Morley pulled the trigger. The bullet struck the man on the left-hand side of his head and knocked him into the workbench on the right. He toppled over, landing on his side. Morley grabbed him by the arms and dragged him out of sight, depositing him next to the first victim.

      He turned to Farrow. “Let’s clear it,” he whispered.

      Morley made his way out of the garage and into the office that was alongside it. There was a desk with a computer and a printer, together with a metal filing cabinet set over to the side. The room was empty. Morley hurried across it, pressing himself up against the wall next to the door that led into the hallway beyond. He could still hear the television and, over that, the sound of conversation. He thought he could distinguish two voices, but he couldn’t be sure; he laid two fingers on his forearm to indicate two bad guys.

      He waited for another moment and then risked a look around the door into the corridor beyond. It appeared to be empty, leading to a closed door on the left and an open door and a staircase to his right. He kept low and ducked around the doorframe, scurrying ahead. He gave the staircase a quick sideways glance—it went down, presumably to a cellar—and paused beside the open door; he waited a moment before allowing himself a quick look, the carbine held ready.

      Morley scanned the kitchen, a large room with expensive fixtures and fittings and a vast granite work surface. The room appeared to be empty.

      The noise of the television changed from conversation to the roar of a crowd at an event; someone had changed the channel.

      Morley knelt down low and used the central island as cover as he moved carefully into the kitchen. He looked around the edge of the island and into the room beyond. The lounge was set a little lower than the kitchen, accessed by a short flight of three steps. There were several sofas placed around the room, a large and ostentatious fireplace fitted with a modern, artificial fire, and a sixty-inch television. Morley could see two people inside the room: one man was speaking on a telephone that was clamped to his ear while the other was smoking a cigarette on the sofa that faced the television.

      Morley and Farrow took aim, one man each.

      “Wang,” Morley said.

      Both men turned in their direction. They saw Morley and Farrow and then the weapons that were aimed at them. Wang was the man on the sofa; Morley recognised him from the picture that Navarro had shown them after the briefing.

      Wang looked at the M4 and then up at Morley. “Who are you?”

      Farrow pulled the trigger, sending a round at the man who had been speaking on the telephone. He jerked to the side and toppled onto the floor, the telephone sliding away from his body.

      Wang scrabbled back on the sofa, fruitlessly trying to put something between him and his fate.

      Farrow gestured with the muzzle of his pistol and shook his head. “Stay where you are.”

      His eyes went wide. “Who are you?” he repeated.

      “You know who we are,” Morley said. “You disappointed the wrong people, Jimmy.”

      Morley fired a round into his torso. “The CIA sends its regards.”

      He fired another round. “That’s from Navarro.”

      Wang slid off the sofa, leaving a trail of blood against the bright white upholstery.

      “And this is for all the trouble you’ve caused us,” he said as he fired a third and final round straight through his forehead.

      His brains looked like chunks of dog food sprayed across the white leather.

      Morley turned back to Farrow. “Let’s go.”
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      Morley led the way back to the garage.

      “The boss is going to be pleased,” he said.

      “A good night’s work,” Farrow agreed.

      “Not as good as you might have hoped.”

      Morley froze. It was a woman’s voice, coming from his left. He turned. She was cloaked in the shadows at the edge of the garage.

      “Nice and still,” she warned.

      He looked at her: slender and slightly above average height. She stepped into the light that was shining from the door and he could see more of her: she had short black hair and she was wearing heavy black make-up. She held a Ruger pistol in her right hand. It was aimed at him with a steady and certain grip.

      “Easy,” Morley said.

      “I’d say the same to you. Nothing silly, boys. Put the artillery down.”

      Morley knelt down slowly and laid the M4 on the concrete floor. Farrow did the same with his shotgun.

      Morley straightened up. “Who are you?”

      “You don’t need to worry about that.” She nodded to the bodies on the floor. “Any more inside?”

      “Two more.”

      “Dead?”

      Morley nodded.

      “Jimmy Wang?”

      “One of them.”

      “Very helpful,” she said. “You’ve saved me a job.”

      Morley saw Farrow out of the corner of his eye. He had his attention fixed on the woman’s Ruger, still pointing at his head, but he was aware that Farrow still had his holstered M9 and that he was slowly creeping his hand up to it.

      “I see it, too,” the woman said, as if she had just read his mind. She didn’t take her eyes off Morley, but addressed Farrow. “Hey, chuckles, if I see your hand move another millimetre towards that weapon, I’m going to put a bullet in your chest, and then I’m going to shoot your friend.” She paused. “Actually, now I come to think about it, I should probably just do that now.”

      “No need for that,” Morley said, raising his hands high above his head. “Just tell us what you want.”

      “Take out the handguns and put them on the floor.”

      Morley watched the woman as she spoke: she was confident and composed. He resolved not to call her bluff. Farrow muttered a curse, but they both did as she had ordered.

      “Kick them over here.”

      The guns clattered as they slid across the concrete to stop at her feet.

      “There’s a walk-in storeroom over there,” she said, nodding. “Both of you inside, please.”

      Morley turned in the direction that she had just indicated. He had seen the door earlier, but now it was standing ajar.

      “Who are you working for?” he said.

      “That doesn’t matter.”

      “Going up against us isn’t going to end well for you.”

      “Says the man with the gun pointed at his head.”

      “I’m just saying,” he said, smiling at her. “You don’t know what you’re dealing with.”

      “The Special Activities Division,” she said, unfazed. “I know who you are. And I know you don’t last as long as you have by being stupid when someone is pointing a gun at you. So—inside, please.”

      Morley backed away from her, her gun following him. He reached the door and opened it all the way. It was a storeroom with shelving on the walls and metal gas cylinders stacked up beneath them. The woman levelled the gun and then flicked the muzzle for them to go inside. Farrow went first and Morley followed.

      “This is a mistake,” he said.

      “I’m doing you a favour,” she said. “But, if I were you, I’d hope that I didn’t see me again. I might not be so generous next time.”

      She closed the door and the storeroom was plunged into thick darkness. Morley heard the sound of a key turning in the lock, and then an angry scraping as something heavy—one of the workbenches, perhaps—was dragged across to block the door.

      Morley took out his phone and activated the torch.

      “Who was that?” Farrow asked him, shielding his eyes from the light.

      “I don’t know,” Morley said. He found the number for Navarro’s burner and called it. “But I’m not looking forward to telling the boss.”
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      Navarro led the way back into the cottage. Harker seized PROSPERO’s collar and dragged him behind.

      “Anything?”

      “Nothing,” Schroder said. “This is a vacation place. They didn’t bring much with them.”

      “Fine. Finish up. We need to get out.”

      Harker shoved PROSPERO, sending him sprawling onto the floor. He was unable to break his fall with his hands behind his back, and his shoulder took the impact; he grunted with pain.

      Navarro nodded down at the old man. “Put him under.”

      Harker grabbed PROSPERO’s armpits and muscled him up and onto his feet. Schroder grabbed him and held him steady. Millman took a flask from his pack and, as PROSPERO watched with growing alarm, he opened it and upended it over a cloth. PROSPERO tried to struggle, but the men were too strong. Millman held the cloth over his mouth and nose. PROSPERO’s strength quickly left him. He tried to speak, but the words were nothing more than a mumble into the cloth that was impossible to interpret.

      He blinked his eyes, once and then a second time, and then slumped back against Harker.

      Navarro’s phone buzzed. He took it out of his pocket and took the call.

      “It’s Morley.”

      “What is it?”

      “We have a problem.”

      Navarro listened with a mixture of irritation and incredulity as Morley recounted what had happened to him and Farrow. They had followed the triads back to a house in Stanley where they had, he said, located the cassettes that Navarro had noted in the briefing. They had cleared the property, shooting Wang and the men that they’d found with him, and then made their way out. Morley explained, with obvious chagrin, that they had been jumped before they had been able to leave.

      “By who?” Navarro snapped.

      “A woman,” Morley said, his discomfiture increasing. “She was waiting for us. She was a pro, boss. She knew what she was doing.”

      Navarro bit down on the insult that he was about to deliver. It could wait. “Get back to the safe house.”

      “That’s the problem. She locked us in a storeroom. We can’t get out.”

      Now Navarro couldn’t restrain himself. “You let her lock you in a storeroom?” He took a breath. “Send me your location. I’ll send someone.”

      He ended the call and turned to Schroder. “You hear that?”

      “Yes,” he said.

      “Get over to Stanley. There’s a car parked near the main house. Take that. Get them out.”

      Schroder nodded and jogged outside, heading up the slope to the bigger of the two houses.

      Navarro was left with Harker and Millman. “Let’s hurry it up,” he said.

      The two men grabbed the unconscious PROSPERO and hauled him outside.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Navarro led the way back up the sloping driveway to the gate. It was open, and the car that Schroder had stolen had just passed through it, the engine rumbling as it accelerated away. Harker and Navarro waited with PROSPERO while Millman went ahead to collect the SUV. He returned with it, parking the vehicle just outside. Harker grabbed PROSPERO’s shoulders and Navarro took his ankles and, shielded from the road by the SUV, they waited for Millman to slide back the door before they maneuvered the old man inside. They arranged him so that he was sitting with his weight against the side of the door, clicked into place with a safety belt.

      “Go,” Navarro said.

      Millman put the SUV into drive and set off, turning onto Repulse Bay Road and heading north.

      Navarro leaned back in his seat and allowed himself a moment of congratulation. It had been a well-organised operation, and, as soon as they returned to the safe house, he would be able to report success to Lincoln. It seemed possible that the whole sorry affair could be brought to an end this evening.

      Navarro glanced up into the rear-view mirror and looked back at PROSPERO’s recumbent form. He had already decided that he was going to put an end to him. It would be a simple enough matter to achieve. They would suffocate him, take him out into the harbour and toss his body overboard. He had been drinking tonight, and it would not take much conjecture to reach the conclusion that he had been on his junk, had got drunk and then fallen overboard. The two dead bodies at the house could be explained by way of a violent robbery gone wrong. Millman had already located the security cameras and had wiped the most recent recordings from the hard drives. The local police were competent, but that, at least, would slow them up. There was nothing to connect Navarro or his team to those deaths, and there would be nothing to connect them to PROSPERO’s, either.

      “Shit!”

      It was Millman. Navarro was turning away from the mirror to look back at the road ahead when he saw the vehicle approaching from a turning to the right. It was moving too fast for him to identify it other than it was a small van and that it was headed directly for them.

      Millman tried to swerve in order to avoid it, but there was not enough time and nowhere to go. The van slammed into the SUV between the front wheel and the driver’s door, shoving them hard to the left and spinning them all the way around.

      Navarro was blasted forward. The airbag deployed, his head sinking into it before his momentum was reversed and he was yanked back hard against the seat.

      They spun around again, crashing through an island in the road and eventually coming to rest against the metal barrier that marked the side of a bridge over a creek.

      Navarro sat still, dazed. He could smell the propellant from the airbag, could taste the dryness of the talcum powder lubricant in his mouth, could hear the sound of fluid dripping to the ground. He opened his eyes. He felt woozy. He tried to move his arm, but it caught against the belt. He wriggled it loose, touched his forehead, probed it, and felt the slickness of fresh blood.

      He felt as if he was going to be sick, fought it down and managed to turn his head. Millman was slumped forward, held in place by his rigid belt as his own airbag slowly deflated. His eyes were closed, and there was blood on his face. His door had crumpled into him, and the window was gone.

      “Sir?”

      It was Harker.

      “I’m okay,” Navarro said. He raised his head. Two cars had just screeched to a stop. The doors opened and four men got out, two from each vehicle. They were all carrying firearms: two had shotguns and two had pistols. The two with shotguns took positions at the front and back of the SUV, aiming into the cabin, while the other two went to the door next to PROSPERO and opened it.

      Navarro grimaced with pain as he turned his head to see them better. They were Chinese; both had buzz cuts, and both had tattoos across the exposed skin of their arms. One had a dragon design across his face, the tail disappearing down into the collar of his T-shirt. He shoved his pistol into the cabin while the other reached over and unclipped PROSPERO’s belt. They grabbed the old man, dragging him out of the vehicle and across the road to the nearest car.

      Navarro fumbled for the belt release, his bloody fingers sliding over the button, unclipping himself just as the first car screeched away. He reached up for his pistol, pulled it out of the holster and took a dizzied aim through the windshield. The second car fishtailed as the driver punched the gas. Navarro fired once, and then again, both rounds blasting into the side of the car, both failing to prevent it from racing away.

      He heard the approach of another car. He looked up and saw a Toyota Prius emerging from around the bend in the road. The driver saw the wrecked vehicles before him and flicked on the hazard lights as he slowed to a halt.

      “We need that car,” Navarro mumbled.

      Harker opened the rear door and got out. He waved his arm above his head, signalling to the driver of the Prius, and then limped over toward him. The driver had his phone to his ear, most likely contacting the emergency services. He opened his door and got out just as Harker reached around to his holster, pulled his pistol and shot the man at point-blank range.

      Millman exhaled and pushed himself away from the deflating airbag. Navarro glanced over at him; his nose was streaming blood and his right eye was inflamed, a purpled bruise already closing it up. Harker ran back to the car and opened Navarro’s door. He reached in to help him, but Navarro brushed his attention away.

      “I’m all right.” He gestured over at Millman. “Get him.”

      Navarro pulled himself out of the wreck as Harker ran around to the other side and helped Millman to exit. He thought he heard the up and down wail of a siren somewhere down the road, and, calling out that Harker should hurry, he hobbled over to the Prius.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            54

          

        

      

    

    
      Beatrix drove back to Repulse Bay. It took her ten minutes to reach Soto’s property; she used the remote to open the gates and drove inside, bypassing the main house and pulling up outside the cottage.

      She had the bag that she had taken from Wang’s property on the seat beside her. She opened it up and took out the contents. There were two old tape cassettes. She glanced at the labels, still legible despite the passage of time: each had been inscribed with the name of the interviewee—the first was Eñuol and the second was Ksor—the date, and then Danny’s initials, DLN. There was more: an old military ID card, Army ID papers, a pair of dog tags on a chain necklace, and a decent amount of money. She put the tapes into her go-bag, zipped it up, and went into the cottage.

      “Danny?” she called.

      There was no reply.

      She lowered the bag to the floor, opened it and took out the Ruger.

      She had a bad feeling.

      “Danny?”

      She stayed where she was for another minute, straining her ears.

      “I’m back.”

      She couldn’t hear anything save the buzz of the insects in the trees outside. She held the pistol in a loose grip and cleared the rooms one by one. She checked Danny’s room and noticed that his duffel bag was still there.

      But there was no sign of him.

      She saw that one of the French doors that opened out onto the terrace was slightly ajar. She pushed it back and eased herself outside.

      George Soto was slumped against one of the wicker chairs, his arms hanging loosely at his sides. His shirt was sodden with blood, and more had pooled around his legs.

      Gut shot.

      Dead.

      She went back into the house. She grabbed her go-bag and Danny’s duffel and hurried outside. She got back into the car, turned it around and started back up the slope to the road.
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      Danny slowly came around. He opened his eyes and could see nothing; he blinked, checking that his eyes were, in fact, open and, after confirming that they were, he started to panic. Still nothing. He held his breath and listened; he heard the sound of an engine, the sound of tyres running across asphalt. He felt motion and was jostled to the right and the left. His knees were pressed up to his chest, and his shoulders were bunched together. He tried to stretch out his legs, but he could not; his feet pressed up against something solid almost at once. He had been put into a particularly confined space.

      It was then that he realised: he was in the trunk of a car.

      He remembered what had happened—Navarro, George’s shooting, the cloth pressed to his mouth, the darkness that had overwhelmed him—and the panic grew stronger.

      Navarro had drugged him and put him in the trunk.

      Where was he taking him?
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        * * *

      

      The car slowed down, swung sharply to the left, and then drew to a stop. Danny was cramping from being curled in the trunk, bumped and bruised after being thrown this way and that with every corner that they had negotiated during the journey. He had no idea how long he had been like this. Time was difficult to judge in the darkness.

      He heard the doors open and the sound of footsteps coming around both sides of the vehicle. The lid of the trunk opened, and a little artificial light was admitted. He saw two men, their features hidden in the gloom, and felt their hands on his shoulders, fingers knotting into his jacket, and, without a word being spoken, he was half-dragged and half-lifted out of the trunk. His feet found the ground, but, as he tried to bear his weight, his muscles cramped painfully. He slumped down, strong hands holding him up on either side. He felt fingers at his wrists, heard a slicing sound, and then the cuffs were gone. His arms were raised and then draped across shoulders on his left and his right.

      He looked around. He saw a loading bay, dumpsters, a set of steps up to a concrete dock and then a solid metal door. He was brought up the steps and taken through the door into the building, where he was dragged along a plain corridor to an elevator. The doors slid open and he was taken inside. The elevator began to climb. There was a ping as the car came to a halt, and then the doors opened.

      He looked around.

      He was in the back room of the Eight-Ball. Michael Yeung was standing before him.

      “For fuck’s sake,” Danny said, indignation overwhelming his sense of relief. “You prick.”

      “Danny.”

      “Come on.”

      “No ‘thank you’?”

      “Was all that necessary?”

      “Did you think I would send you a limousine?”

      “No, but I didn’t think you’d put me in the trunk of a car.”

      “I wish I could say I was surprised by your lack of gratitude, but I’m not. You would have been floating in the harbour if it wasn’t for Huang and the others.”

      Michael gestured behind Danny. He turned: Jack Huang, the head of Yeung’s security detail, was standing at the side of the room with his arms folded.

      “You’re not going to thank him?”

      “Thank you,” Danny said awkwardly.

      Huang showed no reaction to his words; he stared at him impassively.

      Danny turned back to Michael. “What happened?”

      Michael nodded to Jack. “Tell him.”

      “You were taken from your friend’s house. They had drugged you. We stopped the car that they used to drive you away.”

      “How did you know where I was?”

      “Beatrix,” Michael answered.

      “She’s been to see you?”

      “She was concerned about you. With good reason, it would seem.”

      “What about the Americans?”

      Huang shrugged. “The police were coming. We had to leave.”

      Yeung unbuttoned his jacket and took it off, hanging it over a nearby chair. “Is there anything you would like to say?”

      “Are you going to make this harder than it needs to be?”

      Yeung gave a half smile and moved over to a table. He pulled out a chair and sat down. Danny followed, still stumbling slightly, and did the same. Yeung clicked his fingers and one of the girls who worked the bar downstairs came over to them.

      “Sake,” he said. “Two glasses.” He turned to Danny, his eyes impossible to read. “We have a lot to discuss.”
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      Danny fidgeted. He hated confrontation, and he knew that there were things that Yeung would want to discuss that he would expect him to apologise for. Yeung said nothing; he sat with his hands folded on the table in front of him, waiting for Danny to make the first move. Danny bit down on his lip, tried to think of the best way to start—he couldn’t—and then gave up and just decided to put it out there as best he could.

      “Look—I’m sorry, okay? I said some things that I didn’t mean. But can’t we forget it and move on?”

      “As simple as that?”

      “I said I was sorry. What more do you want?”

      Yeung sighed. “Frankly, I am disappointed—”

      Danny held up his hand to interrupt him. “Jesus, Michael, you can be a sanctimonious gau sometimes. I’m disappointed. You said some things, too. I worked with you for forty years. I thought that might mean I got a little more respect.”

      Huang was listening, an eyebrow cocked in surprise. Danny knew that not many people would have had the brass balls to disagree with Yeung like that, but he was past caring. Someone had boarded his boat, the potential deputy director of the CIA was keen to find him, and he had just watched an old friend get shot. How could it get any worse?

      Yeung paused and then looked up at Huang. “Go,” he said. “I want to speak to him alone.”

      Huang nodded and left the room, the bartender following behind.

      When Yeung finally spoke, it was without the brusqueness. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

      “Tell you what?”

      “Beatrix says you are worried about your health. Your…” He paused, then laid his fingertips against his forehead. “Your memory.”

      Danny sighed. “She told you that?”

      “Why didn’t you tell me?”

      “I didn’t really want to talk about it,” he said. “I still don’t.”

      “It explains a lot. It was your judgement that was concerning me.”

      “What about it?”

      “Persuading me to use a foreigner to do sensitive work for us.”

      “‘A foreigner?’ You mean Beatrix? Are you serious? You’re still questioning her?”

      “I am not judging her—she is impressive, in many ways—but she is not Chinese. She does not understand the way that things are done here.”

      “You never complained about how she did things before,” Danny said heatedly. “You do know that Wang was tipped off, right? That what happened wasn’t her fault?”

      “Yes, because she went to the CIA to ask for their help. How foolish! Or will you defend her for that, too?”

      Danny shook his head. He knew that he should take a breath and calm down, but Yeung could be insufferable, and someone had to tell him. “I knew you were ungrateful, but this is something else.”

      “Ungrateful? Really? Yet you are here, after I rescued you from a mess of your own making, and you still don’t see my point of view. After everything, you are still defending a dope-addicted gweilo we hardly know.”

      “Charming.”

      Yeung stopped. They both turned.

      Beatrix was in the doorway.

      “Really, Michael. That’s very hurtful.”

      “Beatrix, I—”

      “I’ve been called some things before, but that’s a new one. ‘Dope-addicted gweilo.’ You shouldn’t mince your words. Say what you mean.”

      She came inside, went across to the bar and grabbed the bottle of sake that had been left there. She unscrewed it, put it to her lips and took a long slug.

      “Fuck,” she said. “I needed that. What a day.”

      There were two ceramic cups—sakazuki—on the bar, and Beatrix brought them over. She put one cup next to Yeung and one next to Danny and poured generous measures into both.

      “Be good boys,” she said. “Have a drink and make up.”

      She held the bottle over the table, encouraging them to drink with her. Danny relented first; he reached for his sakazuki and held it up. He looked across the table at Yeung and, for a moment, worried that Beatrix had offended him. His face was stern, but, like clouds moving across the sun, his expression cleared; he smiled and gave a low, throaty chuckle. He took the second sakazuki. They both touched the cups to Beatrix’s bottle.

      “That’s better,” she said. “Now, then—we have a lot to talk about. Shall we get started?”
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      Beatrix put the bottle down and dropped into an empty chair. She was exhausted. The day had been testing, and she felt like she had been on edge for hours. The adrenaline was gone now, and she was beginning to crash.

      “Where have you been?” Yeung asked her.

      “You asked me to take care of your Jimmy Wang problem.”

      Yeung gave a shallow nod. “And?”

      “I took care of it.”

      “He’s dead?”

      “Deader than disco.”

      Beatrix took out her phone, selected the picture that she had taken of the body in the lounge of the house in Stanley, and slid it across the table.

      “I was right about the CIA,” she said. “Wang was working for Lincoln and Navarro. He sent two of his men to Danny’s boat. They took these.”

      She took her go-bag from her back, unzipped it and removed two plastic cassette cases. She put them on the table.

      “I did have them,” Danny exclaimed.

      Yeung picked up one of the cases. He opened it and took out the tape that was stored inside.

      “This is the evidence you mentioned?” Yeung said.

      Danny looked at her. “Does he know?”

      She nodded. “Enough.”

      “It’s from when I was in Vietnam,” Danny explained. “Dwight Lincoln was my CO.”

      “And now he is a senior CIA man?”

      “Yes,” Danny said. “He told lies that he’s used to bolster his career. I know he’s lying. These tapes will prove it.”

      Beatrix took the other cassette. “The men who took Danny tonight work for Lincoln. They’re trying to make sure that he can’t use what he knows to prevent him from being arrested if he goes home.” She held up the tape. “They need these, too. Either Wang sent his men onto the boat to search it on Lincoln’s orders, or he decided to see if there was anything there that he could sell—I don’t know which, but it doesn’t make any difference. I saw them and followed them. They went straight to Wang’s hideout. I don’t make mistakes often, Michael. And I never make them twice.”

      Yeung passed her phone back to her. “Thank you.”

      She decided not to mention that Navarro’s men had followed the two triads back to Wang, too, and that it was they who had killed Wang and not her; she would leave the precise details of her target’s demise opaque for now, and, if Michael chose to believe that it was her doing, then she would happily take the credit. Wang was dead, either way. Yeung had what he wanted.

      Danny pointed to one of the cassettes. “What do we do now?”

      “I’ll go back to Logan and arrange an exchange.”

      “Where?”

      “Not Hong Kong,” she said. “Navarro is here. He’s not going to be happy about what happened tonight, and we don’t know how much he knows.”

      “About?”

      “He found you tonight, didn’t he? We need a reset. Can’t do that here.”

      “So? The States?”

      “You can’t go back. Not now, and probably not for some time, at least not until Lincoln and Navarro are out of play.”

      Danny slumped. “Where, then?”

      She paused for a moment. “Cuba.”

      “What?”

      “It’s perfect.”

      “It’s Cuba, Beatrix. Cuba. Are you nuts?”

      “I know it well,” she said. “I’ve worked there before. And, better, the CIA can’t operate there without serious risk. All their advantages are gone. It levels the playing field for us.”

      He was quiet. “You really think the States are too dangerous?”

      “Yes,” she said, knowing where he was going with his line of thinking. “And, yes, it’s dangerous for Melissa, too. We need to get her out for a week or two. How about if she came to Cuba as well?”

      “I don’t know,” he said. “How would we do that?”

      “Logan could help,” she said. “We could make the deal contingent on her being taken there to be with you.”

      “How would I explain that to her?”

      “I don’t know,” she said. “She’s your daughter.”

      Danny started to speak, but he stopped himself. Beatrix looked over at him; he was lost in thought.

      “We don’t have to do this,” she said. “You could stay here. I’m sure Michael could keep you safe.”

      Yeung nodded. “Of course.”

      “But I don’t have time to hide,” Danny protested. “I’ve been hiding all my life, one way or another. I’m done with that. I don’t know how many years I have left before…” He tapped his forehead. “I can’t waste them.”

      “So you have to decide. What are you going to do? Stay or go?”

      He sighed. “I don’t have a choice. I want to get to know my girl while I still can.”

      Beatrix turned to Yeung. “Can you still help?”

      “Of course. You just need to say where you want to go.”

      “Cuba,” she said.

      He bowed his head. “Then you will be able to leave tonight.”

      “Thank you.” She stood. “Can I leave Danny here for now?”

      “You may.”

      “Where are you going?” Danny asked her.

      “To see Logan.”

      “This man,” Michael said. “Do you trust him?”

      “Of course not.”

      “So why take anything he says seriously?”

      “What would we do if we didn’t? He was Danny’s best chance of going home before, and I don’t see how anything has changed. He wants to bring Lincoln down, and Danny can help him to do that now.” She reached for the tapes and held them in the air. “I’m sure he’ll be keen to help.”
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      Beatrix stood at the rail of the Shining Star ferry and watched as the big ships and little sampans threaded their way around the crowded harbour. She had left the club and made her way to the dock, where she had caught the last boat across to Hong Kong Island.

      Logan was waiting at the same spot on the rail as the last time they had met.

      “Evening,” she said.

      He turned. “Caprice.”

      “He’ll do it,” she said.

      “That’s good news. Where is he now?”

      “Safe and sound.”

      “The tapes?”

      “He has them. He’s willing to hand them over.”

      “Good. Where do you want to make the exchange?”

      “Out of the country.”

      “Really?”

      “Navarro got a little too close for comfort tonight. There’s too much heat here.”

      “Not so much that we couldn’t manage.”

      “It has to be somewhere neither of us has an advantage. You have an advantage here.”

      “So?”

      “Cuba.”

      Logan shook his head. “I don’t think so.”

      “It’s neutral ground.”

      “It’s not friendly ground.”

      “That’s why I want to do it there. It’s awkward for both of us.”

      “You don’t trust me?”

      “Are you crazy?” She stared him out.

      He chuckled. “I don’t blame you. I wouldn’t, either.”

      “So?”

      “Havana?”

      Beatrix nodded. “That’s what I was thinking.”

      He mused. “Maybe. Lincoln has no coverage there, either—his background is the Far East.” He glanced at her. “I’m guessing you’ve worked there before?”

      “I’m familiar with it.”

      “So, let’s assume I say yes,” Logan said. “How are you going to get Nakamura out? I can tell you now that you can’t use the airport. Navarro will be all over it.”

      “Don’t worry about that. That’s my responsibility.”

      The boat slowed down and the skipper started to guide it to the dock.

      “Fine,” Logan said. “If you can get him to Havana and he gives us the evidence he has on Lincoln, I’ll make sure he gets onward passage. Anywhere he likes.”

      “And you’ll take care of Lincoln?”

      “He won’t have enough juice left to lick a postage stamp. But, just in case, we’ll bury Nakamura so deep it’ll be like he never existed at all.”

      The ferry sounded its horn.

      “There’s one other thing,” she said. “Nakamura has a daughter. A teacher in Miami. He wants her there, too.”

      “So tell him to get her a charter ticket.”

      “Can’t do that,” she said. “She’s never been outside the country before. Doesn’t even have a passport.”

      “You think she needs a chaperone?”

      “I do. It’s not impossible that Navarro has men watching her. I’m sure a covert removal isn’t beyond the wit of the OIG, especially if it means you get the evidence you want. I’ll send you her details.”

      He looked at her and sighed. “I’ll ask.”

      “Be persuasive,” she said. “You won’t get a better offer.”

      Logan grimaced as his words were repeated back at him.

      “Pack up,” Beatrix said to him. “Get his daughter out. I’ll call you when we’re there.”

      Logan reached into his inside pocket and took out a thick envelope. He handed it to Beatrix.

      “What’s this?”

      “Passport and papers.”

      He extended his hand. Beatrix took it.

      “See you in Havana.”
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        * * *

      

      Beatrix disembarked and then caught the next ferry back to Kowloon. It was the last crossing of the evening. The night air was still and the water was glassy, the harbour reflecting the glowing city in its black mirror. There were few passengers on the boat, with tourists already back at their hotels or out looking for one last party. A few weary businessmen clutched their briefcases and tried not to fall asleep as the ferry gently rocked them. Beatrix made her way to the stern.

      A quick look around told her that the crew was busy elsewhere, stowing lines or undertaking other routine tasks. She was alone. She glanced up at the observation deck above her. The upper rail was empty.

      She opened the envelope that Logan had given her to find a treasure trove within: a passport, travel documents, a birth certificate, a driver’s licence, a voter registration card, and a typed biography. All of the documents identified an individual—Daniel Arakawa—who lived in Colorado. The name on the documents might have been unfamiliar, but they all bore Danny’s photograph.

      She took out her phone and called Yeung, recounting what had just happened and explaining what she needed to happen next. He said that he could do what she needed and told her to wait at the ferry terminal to be picked up. Beatrix thanked him and hung up. She knew that what she had asked was significant, and, although it was for Danny’s benefit, that Yeung would still consider it a favour for her, too. A favour that he would no doubt expect to be repaid when she returned to Hong Kong.

      She crossed her arms, leaned on the rail and watched the froth churn as the ferry cut through the water. She was tired. It had been a long few days, and she was ready to rest. But that would have to come later.

      There was still work to do tonight.
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      Beatrix disembarked and made her way through the quiet terminal building. She walked to the cab rank on Salisbury Road and waited. The clock on the tower that overlooked the harbour ticked around for five minutes, finally nudging one thirty in the morning when a delivery van for a local fish merchant pulled up. Beatrix recognised the name on the side of the van; Michael Yeung had bought the company as a front and used its vehicles for transporting illicit merchandise around the city.

      Beatrix jogged across the pavement, went around to the back of the van and opened the doors.

      Danny was sitting in the back, leaning against the side. She climbed in, slammed the doors behind her and then slapped her hand on the interior panel that separated the load area from the driver’s cabin.

      “Evening,” she said as she sat down next to Danny.

      “He’s making another point, isn’t he?” he groused.

      “What does that mean?”

      “First he puts me in the trunk of a car. Now it’s the back of a van that stinks of fish.”

      “Would you rather Navarro found you before you got to the airport?”

      “No.”

      “So stop moaning.”

      The engine revved and the vehicle pulled away. Beatrix sat down with her knees bent, her back pressed up against the side. She could hear male voices talking and laughing. The language sounded like the Cantonese slang favoured by the triads, but it was too fast and too muffled for her to catch the words.

      “I spoke to Michael,” he said. “I think he’s ready to apologise to you. He knows he’s been unfair. He doesn’t want to lose you.”

      “We’ll see,” she said.

      Danny cleared his throat. “He told me something. About Isabella.”

      She stared into the dark. “What?”

      She heard him take a deep breath. “What was the last thing I told you?”

      “She was in Scotland; then she wasn’t.”

      “She never went to Scotland. The couple pulled out. They wanted a boy.”

      “I don’t care what they wanted,” she snapped. “Get to the point, Danny.”

      “The girl we found was called Clara Foster. Michael’s contact has confirmed that she was removed from the list of children who were looking for homes. According to her file, she was sent to live with her aunt and uncle in Paraparaumu in New Zealand. It’s a small town on the North Island, thirty miles north of Wellington.”

      Beatrix found that she had clasped her hands into tight fists. “That’s for certain?”

      “That’s what the file says.”

      “What are their names?”

      “Karl and Susan Coles.”

      She found that her breath was coming faster and faster. She unclenched her fists and rested her palms against her legs, concentrating on the fabric against her skin, trying to breathe more slowly.

      “Are you okay?” he asked her.

      “Yes,” she said. “I’m fine. I’m fine.”

      “I didn’t want to wait to tell you,” he said. “I know you might decide to go straight there. That’s fine; I’d understand if you did. I wouldn’t blame you at all.”

      She closed her eyes. He was right: that was what she wanted most of all. She wanted to go to the airport, buy a ticket to New Zealand and leave at once. The thought of Isabella with another family was too much for her to bear. Yet, aware that Danny was silent next to her, waiting for her to speak, she knew that she couldn’t leave him. He needed her. He couldn’t go to Cuba on his own. He couldn’t negotiate with Logan. He would be out of his depth.

      “No,” she said. “I’m coming.”

      “You don’t have to.”

      “I do, Danny. I promised that I would help you, and I will. Doing this in Cuba is my idea. I’m not going to abandon you now.”

      I won’t let you down like I did her.

      And as soon as it’s done, once you have your daughter with you, I’ll find mine.

      I’ll come for you, Bella. I promise.
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      Beatrix took off the wig and put it into the go-bag with the rest of her gear. Caprice had served her well, and she knew that she was going to need her again as soon as they reached their destination. For now, though, she was done; Beatrix would remove the make-up and change when she could get to a bathroom.

      Beatrix felt the van accelerate up a ramp, picking up speed as it levelled out. They were on an expressway, but she couldn’t tell in what direction they were travelling. They had been driving for thirty minutes when they finally lurched around a corner, rolling her against the wheel arch to her right. The van slowed down to take a ramp, made a left turn and then two quick rights.

      Beatrix listened: the sound outside was different, like they were moving through open space instead of the city. They slowed and then came to a full stop. A stop sign, or maybe a traffic light, Beatrix figured; she could hear the turn signal clicking on and off in the cabin. They made another left and stopped again.

      The doors opened and Beatrix looked out. The van was outside a large building with a sign on the wall that read ‘Hong Kong Business Aviation Centre.’

      She took her Ruger from her bag, went to the front of the van and handed it through the open window to the driver, telling him to give it to Michael for safekeeping until she came back. She was not willing to risk taking a weapon across international lines; she would re-equip herself when they landed in Cuba.

      “Come on,” she said to Danny as she shuffled to the door and slipped down to the ground. “Don’t forget your gear.”

      Danny grabbed the duffel he had at his feet.

      “You got the tapes?”

      Danny tapped his hand against the bag. “Inside.”

      Beatrix grabbed her go-bag and led the way inside the building. A young Chinese woman in a trim business suit approached them as soon as they entered the lobby.

      “Please follow me.” The woman turned on her heel and led the way to a small passenger lounge.

      “When are we leaving?” Beatrix asked.

      “The captain is just finishing the preflight checks,” she said. “You’ll be boarding in a few minutes. Please make yourselves comfortable. I’ll just need your passports.”

      “Here,” Beatrix said, taking out one of the fake passports that she kept in her go-bag—one of a set that Group Fifteen knew nothing about and could not trace—and the passport that Logan had provided for Danny.

      “Wait here,” she told Danny, and went in search of the bathroom. Inside, she removed her make-up and changed out of Caprice’s gothy black into her own clothes. She repacked her bag, checking that everything was as it should be, and then went back to the waiting room.

      There were leather seats and a selection of cold cuts, bottles of alcoholic and soft drinks, and a coffee machine. Beatrix went over to the machine and made them two coffees.

      “Where did you get the passport?” Danny said.

      “From Logan. You’re Danny Arakawa now.” She handed him the other documents that Logan had provided. “You’ll need to study these on the flight and remember the details. It’s what we’d call a legend—a cover story. It all needs to be second nature.”

      Danny took the package. “Don’t we need to clear immigration first?”

      Beatrix gestured to the terminal. “This will be a full-service operator. They’ll have on-site clearance facilities. It’ll all be taken care of.”

      She took out her phone and navigated to the camera app. She selected video and held up the phone so that Danny was in frame.

      “What are you doing?” he asked her.

      “Logan is going to send someone to get Melissa,” she said. “The idea of going to Cuba might worry her. She won’t recognise the person who speaks to her, either. You need to record a message explaining what’s going on. Whoever picks her up will play it for her.”

      “What do I say?”

      “Tell her that everything is okay. Tell her that you’re waiting for her, and tell her that she can trust the person who shows her the message. Keep it brief. Keep it light. Smile a lot.”

      “Feels weird,” he complained.

      “Just do it, Danny.”

      He shrugged. “All right.”

      He cleared his throat, scratched his cheek and, at a nod from Beatrix, started to speak. His initial halting nervousness didn’t last long, and, by the time he was at the end of the short message, he managed to end with a wide and welcoming smile. Beatrix watched, and, although she tried to keep an encouraging expression on her face, she felt her throat constrict.

      “Was it all right?” he asked, noting her expression.

      “Yes,” she said as she stopped the recording.

      “You’re sure?”

      “It was fine. Well done.” Her words caught in her throat.

      “Oh,” Danny said, suddenly crestfallen. “Shit. I’m sorry. Isabella.”

      “It’s okay,” she said. “Forget it.”

      He was right. It was Isabella. Danny could send his daughter a message. More than that, if everything turned out the way they wanted it to, he would be able to see her tomorrow or the day after that. He could hold her, tell her that he loved her, think about spending time together.

      She couldn’t conceive of what that must feel like. The news that Danny had just delivered was difficult to get out of her head.

      She tapped on the video, added it to a text message and sent it to Logan.
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      They ditched the Prius and picked up another car to bring them back to the safe house in Central. Navarro called ahead and told Mazzetti to make sure everyone was there. Schroder, Morley and Farrow were waiting for them by the time they arrived.

      “What happened?” Navarro asked them.

      “We got jumped,” Morley said.

      Morley was defensive; he knew that Navarro would be angry. “We cleared the house, took out Wang and his men, picked up the stuff they took from the boat. A woman was waiting for us in the garage on the way out. Put a gun on us and locked us in a storeroom. By the time Schroder got us out, she was long gone.”

      “Describe her.”

      “Mid-thirties. Short black hair. Dark make-up around the eyes. She knew exactly what she was doing.”

      Navarro was sorely tempted to rip them all a new one, but he knew that would be indulgent and would serve no useful purpose. He was beyond frustrated—his expectation had been that he would have contacted Lincoln by now to tell him that the matter had been put to bed—but, when he addressed it rationally, he knew that Nakamura must still be close at hand. They just needed to locate him again.

      Mazzetti was busy at the kitchen table, switching between his two laptops with an expression of intense concentration on his face. He must have sensed that Navarro was looking at him; he took off his headphones and looked up.

      “I think I have something,” he said.

      Navarro aimed one final glare at Morley and then went over to the table. “What?”

      “You asked me to keep an eye on passenger manifests out of HK. I’ve been pulling the passenger name records from all the airlines and running it against what we know about PROSPERO. I struck out. I got nothing.”

      “So?”

      “So I widened my scope a little. I ran a script to pull the same information from all airports within a twelve-hour drive of the city. Shenzhen. Macau. Shek Kong. There’s also a private airfield near Chep Lak Kok. A private jet was chartered on short notice from there with a flight plan to Cuba via Tokyo and then Toronto. The manifest has two passengers: Danny Arakawa and Lillian Black.”

      “Arakawa?”

      “A new passport was issued to a Danny Arakawa from the consulate general this afternoon. Here—I have his picture.”

      Navarro looked at the screen. It showed the photograph page from a passport. The photograph was unmistakably that of PROSPERO.

      Navarro swore. “Where’s the airport?”

      “Lantau, next to Chek Lap Kok. It’s twenty-five minutes from here.”

      “When does the flight leave?”

      “Thirty minutes.”
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      They hadn’t the time to finish their coffees before a uniformed steward came to fetch them. He introduced himself as Lin, offered them Michael Yeung’s compliments and then told them to follow him. They went through a sliding door onto the apron. A Gulfstream was parked away from the terminal building, and Lin escorted them over to it. A beach towel–sized red carpet had been unrolled at the foot of the ramp that had been swung down out of the gleaming fuselage.

      Beatrix and Danny followed Lin on board and found that they were to be the only passengers. Beatrix glanced around: there was a bulkhead panelled in beautiful burled maple, and set into it was an open door through which they could see the brightly lit instruments of the cockpit. There was a gleaming galley opposite the ramp door, and Beatrix could smell a custom coffee blend already brewing in the pot. The roof and walls of the main cabin were covered in soft beige suede, and the furnishings were upholstered in fine leather of the same colour. Two soft leather couches flanked the front half of the cabin, while, in the rear, four captain’s chairs were grouped around a small table. She noticed Ethernet and USB ports every few feet along the knee-high air-conditioning panel on either side of the cabin. A serving station and small bar were inset into the rear bulkhead, also panelled in rich maple. An open door between them revealed a bathroom with gold fixtures and a full shower.

      “What can I get you to drink?” Lin asked Danny.

      “Do you have whisky?”

      “I have a twenty-two-year-old Macallan or a fourteen-year-old Glenmorangie,” Lin said.

      “The Macallan, please.”

      “Ma’am?”

      “A beer will be fine.”

      Lin was preparing their drinks when the crew boarded the jet. They were to be flown by a young Asian man and a middle-aged white woman, both of them wearing smart uniforms.

      The woman took the drinks from Lin and delivered them herself. “I’m Captain Wilson,” she said, her accent betraying her Australian heritage. “This is First Officer Suzuka. Welcome aboard.”

      Suzuka nodded his own greeting before stepping onto the flight deck.

      Wilson pointed to the dual clocks on the forward bulkhead. “It’s two in the morning Hong Kong time,” she said, pointing to the clock on the left. “It’ll take just over twenty-seven hours to reach Varadero, with stops for fuel at Haneda in Tokyo and then Toronto. The time change can be a bit disorienting, I’m afraid. Don’t hesitate to ask Lin to make up your beds whenever you’d like; getting a little shut-eye will help. Wheels up in five minutes.”

      She shook hands with both of them, then stepped onto the flight deck and closed the door. Lin busied himself with raising the steps.

      “I could get used to this,” Danny whispered.

      “Better than a van that smells of fish?”

      He smiled.

      Lin sealed the door and then popped the cork on a bottle of vintage champagne. He poured two flutes and brought them over to Beatrix and Danny.

      “With the compliments of Mr. Yeung,” he said. “He wishes you all the best, Mr. Arakawa.”

      Danny sat back in his chair and put the flute to his lips. Beatrix thought he looked wistful as he gazed out of the window. He had been here a long time. More than half his life had been spent in the city, and now he was exchanging all of that history and security for the chance of something else. The risk of danger, too. It was no surprise that he was nervous.

      The engines picked up and the jet started to taxi out to the runway.

      Beatrix started to think about Cuba. There was no point in trying to fool herself otherwise: the lack of intelligence was a serious concern. She thought of Logan. Their relationship, such as it was, was based upon a tissue of lies: she was not who she said she was, and the same, almost certainly, was true for him. She believed that they had a common purpose in helping Danny, but their motives were not aligned.

      The jet’s engines cycled up and it streaked down the runway. The front wheel tipped up and then they were in the air, curling away from the island with its glitz and glamour and its seven million people, racing into the pitch-black night.

      Beatrix looked at her reflection in the dark glass of the porthole window. She was not approaching whatever they might face from a position of strength. She had been treating herself badly for weeks. She hadn’t trained, she was drinking too much, and she had been smoking opium for days on end. Her reflexes were slow and her body was weak, but, those weaknesses aside, she knew that her training held. She had disposed of the men who had come to the flop, and then dismissed Navarro’s men with the same dispassion as she had demonstrated for all her years working under Control for the Group. The old responses and reactions that she had driven into her body through hours and hours of repetition would reassert themselves, just as they always had.

      That might be enough.

      It would have to be enough.
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      Navarro, Morley and Harker had a clear run to the airport with no traffic to hold them up. Harker was driving, and he pushed the car as fast as he dared, balancing the need to get to their destination before the scheduled departure of the jet with the requirement that they not arouse the attention of the police on the way. They followed Route 3 and then Route 8, speeding over the bridge onto Park Island, passing by Hong Kong Disneyland and eventually running along the boundary of Chek Lap Kok.

      The private airstrip was to the south of the main terminal, and they had two minutes to spare as Harker brought them to an abrupt stop outside the entrance. The two younger men got out and hurried inside; Navarro opened his door and went to the chain-link fence that offered a view of the apron. He saw a jet on the taxiway, watched it turn to face down the strip, and strained his eyes until he thought he could discern the registration that was stencilled onto the side of the engine: N765GS. He heard the aircraft roar as it slowly picked up pace. The nose lifted up, and, a moment later, the jet was aloft.

      Navarro called Mazzetti.

      “What’s the registration of the jet they’re on?”

      “Stand by… N765GS.”

      Navarro grimaced. “They just took off.”

      “Shit.”

      Navarro didn’t dwell on the disappointment; his would be a deferred satisfaction. Instead he said, “How long for them to get to Cuba?”

      “Twenty-seven hours from here.”

      He saw an opening. “How long from Raleigh to Havana?”

      “About six hours.”

      “Call Fort Bragg,” he said. “We need a team on the ground in Havana. Tell them we need eyes at the airport and circulate the pictures on those passports.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “And book tickets for all of us on the next flight to Cuba.”

      Navarro ended the call and, as he watched the lights of the jet as it banked to port and raced into the night, he scrolled through his contacts until he found Lincoln’s secure line. His finger hovered over it, wondering whether he should call him. He decided against it. Lincoln hated bad news, and Navarro hated delivering it. Besides, this was just an annoyance. In a day or two, he would have Nakamura in his sights again. He just needed to be patient.

      Morley and Harker came out of the lounge.

      “Too late,” Morley said. “They just took off.”

      “I saw. Doesn’t matter,” Navarro said. “We know where they’re going. We can get a team from Fort Bragg to Havana twelve hours before they land. We’ll pick them up again there.”
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      Melissa Nakamura looked out of the window at the clouds that were gathering on the horizon. The weatherman on the news last night had suggested that Miami was going to see stormy weather today, and it looked as if he was going to be proven right. That was annoying. Melissa had hoped to go for a run on the beach today. It was the start of the school vacation, and she had promised herself that she was going to use the time off to work on her fitness. The beach would have been ideal, but she had a membership at the LA Fitness on South Miami Avenue, and she would just have to work out there today instead; the beach could wait until the weather was better.

      She grabbed her running shoes and gym bag and was looking for her car keys when she heard a knocking at the front door. She frowned; she wasn’t expecting a delivery and, anyway, the Amazon drivers just left the parcels on the front porch these days. She put her bag down and went to the door.

      There was a man waiting outside.

      “Hello,” she said.

      “Melissa?”

      “Who’s asking?”

      The man took out a small wallet and opened it, showing a badge. “My name is Carlos de Gea,” he said. “I’m a criminal investigator with the Office of the Inspector General.”

      “I’m sorry,” she said, unable to hide the confusion. “I don’t know what that is.”

      “We investigate allegations of wrongdoing involving the CIA,” he said. “Please—there’s no need to be concerned. You’ve done nothing wrong, but it would be helpful if I could have a few words with you.”

      “I don’t see how I could possibly be helpful,” she said.

      “It’s about your father.” He paused, watching her face. “Please—do you think I could come inside?”
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        * * *

      

      Melissa went to the kitchen. The man—what had he said his name was again?—was in her front room, looking at the pictures on the sideboard. She guessed that he was in his early fifties. He was tanned, his skin contrasting with a pristine white shirt; he was well built and, all in all, he certainly wasn’t hard to look at. She made two Nespressos, putting the mugs on a tray and adding a plate of cookies.

      She went back into the sitting room and put the drinks and the plate of cookies down on the table. He took his mug and thanked her.

      “You said this was about my father?” she said.

      “That’s right. I’m sorry to surprise you like this.”

      “Is he all right?”

      “I have a message from him.”

      He took out his phone, woke the screen and handed it to her. Melissa looked down and saw that he had selected a video. Her father was in the frame. She pressed play.

      “Hello, Melissa. I’m sorry that this is probably going to come as a surprise. I would’ve much preferred to have spoken to you, but things are moving quickly here and I didn’t get the chance. Anyway—I just wanted to say that you can trust whoever it is who plays you this video.” She glanced over at Carlos, who smiled back at her. “I’ve been working with the CIA in an investigation that they’re undertaking against a man I used to know in Vietnam. I’m giving evidence against him that’ll show that he’s been lying about what he said happened. It doesn’t really matter what that is, but I’ll be able to tell you properly when we speak. And it kind of brings me to the point of this video.”

      He moved the camera to reveal more of the background. “I’m in an airport and I’m about to get onto a plane that’s going to take me to Cuba. I have to sit down and discuss the situation with the CIA, and we decided that it’s best to do it there. I know that sounds crazy and I promise I’ll be able to explain. You said that you always wanted to go to Havana, and it struck me that this could be the perfect opportunity to do that. I asked the man I’m speaking to whether it’d be possible for you to come out to Cuba while I’m there. You don’t have to say yes. If you don’t want to go, that’s fine—we’ll figure something else out when I’m done. But, if you’re able to come for a day or two—or even longer—that would be great. Just talk to the man or woman with the video. They’ll be able to make the arrangements and answer the questions that I’m sure you have.” He brought up his hand and smiled into the camera. “Bye.”

      “You’ll have questions,” Carlos said.

      She handed the phone back to him. “I don’t know where to start.”

      “Let me just say that he’s not in trouble. I think he’s told you about his legal situation?”

      “From when he deserted? Yes. And I don’t blame him for what he did.”

      “No one blames him. He had a good reason to leave, and we’re going to expunge it from his record. Your father is a brave man. A patriot. We want his record to show that, and it will.”

      “So why is he going to Cuba?”

      “Your father is giving evidence against a senior CIA official. The man is dangerous, and we think that he has agents in Hong Kong looking for him. We have decided—at your father’s suggestion, actually—that he will be debriefed in a neutral location where he won’t be at risk. We—the OIG, I mean—might not have picked Cuba, but that was what he wanted. And, speaking honestly, I can see the sense in going to a place like that.”

      “Why not here?”

      “We don’t think it would be safe for him until the case he is helping us with has reached a conclusion.”

      “And when would that be?”

      “Several months,” he said. “And that’s probably optimistic. Again, speaking frankly, I think that’s another reason why he chose Havana. It’s close to you—it takes just over an hour to fly to Havana from here. This might be the best chance for the two of you to meet for some time.”

      “Goodness,” Melissa said.

      She felt dazed by it all. Her father had told her how much he was looking forward to meeting her, and she had felt the same way. It had been a shock to have been contacted by him after so long, but, as they had corresponded, she had been charmed by him. They had moved their conversations to the telephone and, to her surprise, she had found that the prospect of finally knowing him had reminded her of how much she had missed his presence in her life. Her mother had always blamed him for the failure of their marriage, but, as Melissa grew older, she had realised that the fault lay with her mother and not him. She had found another man while he had been in Vietnam, and had ended their relationship in the most callous way possible. Her father had explained that he hadn’t even known that a baby had been conceived, and that he had only become aware that he had a daughter when he looked into her mother’s history after her passing. Melissa had told him that he didn’t need to justify himself, that she was thrilled that he had contacted her, and that she would love to get to know him.

      And now this.

      “What are you thinking?” Carlos asked her. “Can I help with anything?”

      “When is he going to be in Cuba?”

      “He’s in the air now,” Carlos said. He looked at his watch. “He’s due to land tomorrow morning at six, our time.”

      “And I could be there to meet him?”

      “I don’t think we can get there in time for that,” he said. “But you’d definitely be able to see him in the next day or so.”

      She went to the sideboard and picked up the photograph that her father had sent her. She had put it in a nice frame and it gave her pleasure to look at it and to think that she would be able to meet him soon. She had no one else in her life: no husband, no boyfriend, and her mother was dead.

      “This shouldn’t make any difference to your decision at all, but let me just say that, if you decide to go, everything will be paid for by the government. We’ll fly you out and put you up in a nice hotel for as long as you like.”

      “I’d like that,” she said.

      “You want to come?”

      “Yes. Will you be going, too? I’ve never been out of the country before.”

      “I will,” he said. “I’m working on the investigation your father is helping with, and I’d like to speak to him. I might be helpful for you, too. Havana can be a confusing place. It might be good to have someone with you.”

      “A chaperone, you mean?”

      He corrected her with a warm smile. “A friendly face.”

      “I don’t have a passport,” she said.

      “You can leave that with me.”

      “You don’t need a photograph?”

      “I’ll use the one on your driver’s licence.”

      “You’ve thought of everything.”

      “We like to be prepared,” he said. “How soon can you be ready?”

      “Tomorrow morning?”

      “Perfect.” He stood. “I’ll come and pick you up. I believe there’s a nine-forty flight with American. If I come and get you at seven?”

      “I’ll see you then.”

      “Thanks for the coffee,” he said, putting the mug down and making his way to the door.

      She opened it for him. He stood on the threshold for a moment and looked up and down the street, as if looking for something. He said goodbye again and made his way down the path to the BMW that he had parked up against the kerb. He gave her a final wave and she watched as he drove away. The clouds had moved on and the afternoon was bright; she decided that she would go for that run on the beach after all, and, with a bounce in her step, she went back inside to get changed.
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      Thomas Hook put the viewfinder to his eyes and watched through it as the man left MIRANDA’s property and made his way down the path to his car. He fired off another round of photographs as the man got into the car and pulled away. MIRANDA stayed in the doorway for a moment, looking up into the sky, then returned inside and shut the door behind her.

      “That’s de Gea,” José Ramalhete reported.

      “You know him?”

      “Carlos de Gea. Joined the Agency in ninety-three, worked as an analyst for Russia, Europe and Africa, then joined the OIG as an investigator. The boss asked me to run surveillance on the OIG a while back. I’ve seen him before.”

      “So the IG is investigating Lincoln?”

      “I can’t think of another reason why he’d be here.”

      “Does Navarro know?”

      “I’m not sure.”

      “He’s not going to be happy.”

      Hook put the camera down and turned away from the window. They had been in the bungalow for three weeks and, in that time, had recorded hundreds of hours of audio and video of MIRANDA. One of the first tasks that they had undertaken was to let themselves into the property across the street so that they could install the equipment that they would rely upon. They had waited until she had left for school one morning, had picked the lock of the door at the back of the house, and then had spent six hours setting up an array of pinhole cameras and covert listening devices, all of which communicated wirelessly with the receivers in the bungalow.

      “We need to wrap this up and send it to Navarro,” Hook said.

      “I’m already on it,” Ramalhete said, looking at the progress bar to see how much longer it would take to upload the feed of the meeting that had just taken place to the secure server.

      “You remember what flight he said they were going to get?”

      “Nine forty?” Ramalhete said. “United.”

      “American. I’ll book seats for us.”

      “I got another idea,” Ramalhete said. He held up a small GPS tracker. “If she’s going on a trip, we might want to add a redundancy. How many suitcases did you see in the bedroom?”

      “Only one.”

      Ramalhete held up the device. “What do you think?”

      Hook nodded. “Easy enough to fit it.”

      “That’s what I thought.”

      The motion sensor that they had fitted to the front door buzzed. Hook looked at the monitor as MIRANDA ran down the path and turned toward downtown and the beach.

      “Now might be the only chance we get,” Hook said. “Keep an eye out. I’ll go and do it now.” He held out his hand and Ramalhete tossed the tracker over to him. Hook clipped the radio receiver to his belt and pressed the earpiece into his ear, then let himself out onto the street.

      “Comms check,” he said into the mic.

      “Loud and clear,” Ramalhete reported. “Get a move on. And then you can go and get lunch when you’re done.”
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      Beatrix opened her eyes to see daylight streaming in through the porthole windows. She could not say for certain how long she had been asleep. Her dreams had been of a darkened room lit by a dozen points of light, a dozen opium pipes serving a dozen addicts. Her dreams were full of the scent of the hua-yan jian, the ache that she felt in her bones, and the release she would feel if she just inhaled.

      Lin saw that she was awake and came to stand next to her bed.

      “Good morning, ma’am.”

      “Where are we?”

      “An hour out.”

      “Have I been asleep the whole time?”

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      “We were on the ground in Toronto for an hour,” Danny said from the other side of the aisle. “You slept through that, too.”

      She closed her eyes. She had been even more tired than she had suspected.

      “What would you like me to prepare for breakfast?” Lin asked.

      She sat up and looked over at Danny. His chair was upright, and he was sitting behind his tray table. He laid his knife and fork on an empty china plate and sighed contentedly.

      “I can recommend the eggs,” he said.
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        * * *

      

      Beatrix looked out of the window as the pilot lined them up for the descent. The ocean was a vivid, electric blue and, as they passed over the minor archipelagos and islands that lay underneath the approach, she saw scads of lime-green vegetation, crescents of bright yellow sand, and tan swathes of volcanic rock.

      José Martí International was the main airport that served Havana, and it was for that reason that Beatrix had decided not to use it. She had requested that they land at Varadero instead. Juan Gualberto Gómez Airport was a medium-sized facility that served the nearby resorts of Varadero and Jibacoa and was the island’s second main airport, but much less busy than José Martí. Beatrix was still anxious about Logan and how much he could be trusted. As far as she was concerned, anything that made their movements more difficult to predict was to be encouraged.

      The aircraft descended and the sea rushed up to meet them, replaced, seemingly at the last minute, by the grey stripe of the runway. The rear tyres squealed as the rubber hit the asphalt, the front wheel touched down and the pilot hit the thrust reversers to start to peel off their speed.

      “Welcome to Cuba,” Captain Wilson said.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The first officer went into the terminal to process them through customs. He returned with the necessary documents, gave them to Lin and then went to take care of the rest of the arrival requirements. Lin sat down in the seat opposite them with the papers and a small travel bag.

      “Mr. Yeung has arranged for a car to meet you outside,” he said. “It is under the name Watson. It will take you into the city.”

      “Thank you,” Beatrix said.

      Lin bowed his head ever so slightly. “There will be a man in the car,” he went on. “A friend of Mr. Yeung. He will be able to supply you with anything you need while you are here. If you have need of any other assistance, please do not hesitate to contact me.” He took out a cellphone and handed it to her. “My number is saved to the memory.”

      She pocketed the phone.

      “The aircraft and crew will wait for you here in Varadero. They will be able to leave on short notice if the need arises. Now—is there anything else that I can help you with?”

      “No. You’ve been very helpful. Thank you.”

      “Thanks,” Danny added. “Please pass on my thanks to Michael, too.”

      “Of course.” He smiled. “He already knows that we have arrived. I’ll be sure to pass your message to him.”

      Beatrix got up and turned to look down at Danny. “Ready?”

      “As I’ll ever be,” he said.
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        * * *

      

      It was still early, just after seven in the morning, but it was hot. The heat washed over them as they descended the steps from the aircraft to the apron, and, by the time they were inside the air-conditioned immigration hall, they were both sweating. There was a separate booth catering for the immigration requirements of visiting VIPs, and they were able to pass through and into the arrival hall without incident.

      They went outside again; a black Mercedes was waiting at the kerb, and a notice propped against the window read WATSON. There were two men in the car: the driver and a passenger.

      Beatrix crossed to the kerb, opened the door and slid into the icy cool of the town car. Danny slid in after her.

      “Hello,” Beatrix said.

      The man in the passenger seat pulled down the sun visor and adjusted it so that he could use the vanity mirror to look back into the cabin. Beatrix could only see the top of his face; his eyes were steady, giving nothing away. The angle allowed Beatrix to see the driver a little better, but his attention was on the road and he didn’t look back.

      “My name is Alfredo,” the man in the passenger seat said to them. “It is an honour to meet you.”
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      The car pulled out into an empty lane that led away from the airport.

      “Thank you for your hospitality,” Beatrix said. “We appreciate it.”

      Alfredo looked into the mirror. “Mr. Yeung said you had need of assistance in Havana. It is my pleasure to provide it.”

      Yeung had explained that he would be able to offer assistance when they arrived in the city. It had taken Beatrix five minutes on Google to realise that he would have influence on the island.

      Thousands of Chinese migrants had settled in Cuba during the last century, and, as was the case anywhere else around the world, they had established organisations and associations to help them to make their way in their new environment. The main organisation—Casino Chung Wah—had become involved in a wide range of charitable and cultural efforts and had spawned multiple offshoots. Clan associations had sprung up, with migrants met on the docks by kin from their hometowns and taken to the Barrio Chino, where they were helped to settle in. It hadn’t taken long for the triads to plant seeds in this fertile new ground, and, within just a few years, they had set up money-lending and credit associations. Beatrix guessed that Yeung, as Dragon Head of the Wo Shun Wo, had asked for assistance from his counterpart in Cuba, and that Alfredo had been dispatched in response. The triads here were gathered under the banner of the Tian Dao Man; for all Beatrix knew, Alfredo might have been Yeung’s direct equivalent.

      Alfredo folded his hands in his lap. “We have provided accommodation for you for the duration of your stay. A house near the cathedral. Very central.”

      “That will be perfect. Thank you.”

      “And I received the list of items that you requested. You will find a bag in the wardrobe of your room. Everything is there. Please—check that it is sufficient for your needs, and, if it is not, please let me know. We can provide you with everything you want.”

      “And transport?”

      “A motorcycle has been left there for you. The helmet and the clothes you asked for are in your room. Without wishing to interfere, I arranged new clothes for you both. I thought you might appreciate a change after your long journey.”

      “That’s kind,” Beatrix said. “And if we need to contact you?”

      “Here,” he said, reaching back with a cellphone.

      “It’s clean?”

      “A brand-new SIM,” he said. “My number is in the memory.”

      Beatrix switched the phone on and slipped it into her pocket beside the handset that Lin had given her.

      “Did you get my message about the airport?”

      “I did,” he said. “We have people there. I will let you know when the lady and the gentleman arrive.”

      Beatrix had sent on a picture of Melissa that Danny had provided and had described Logan. She wanted to know when all the players were in place; she intended to be well prepared before she considered the parameters of any meeting.

      Danny turned to look at Beatrix. “When do you think Melissa will get here?”

      He had asked her the same question several times already. “I don’t know,” she said. “We flew straight out—we’ll be first here. It’ll take Logan a day or two to make the preparations. Melissa will need a passport, and she might not be able to leave straight away. It’s not as simple as picking her up and taking her to the airport.”

      “I know,” he said. He gazed forward. “I’m just worried.”

      “You should be,” she said. “I’d be worried if you weren’t.”

      “That doesn’t help.”

      “I know. Think of it this way—we have a lot of advantages here. Advantages we didn’t have in Hong Kong. The plan is good. We’ll be equipped and we have backup that Logan doesn’t have. And we shouldn’t have Lincoln and Navarro to worry about.”

      “‘Shouldn’t’?”

      “Won’t,” she corrected. “Try to relax. Logan will call when he arrives.”

      He nodded, but, as had been the case when they had discussed the situation on the flight, he looked uncertain. He turned to look out of the window as the sun-baked landscape rushed by.

      Beatrix looked out of the other window at the white clouds and deep blue sea and took a breath. She was worried, too, and she had underplayed just how much. It had been a long time since she had been on the island and, although a hostile secret police would make it more difficult for Logan to operate—or Lincoln, come to that, if his men entered the equation—it posed a significant threat to her and Danny, too.

      The Dirección General de Inteligencia were not their friends. The state’s snoops and thugs would brook them no quarter because they were opposed by the CIA. And, if the DGI found Beatrix, it would take no time for her details to find their way back to the musty building by the Thames where Control ran his brutal little fiefdom. She would be trapped and helpless, and incarceration would offer no protection against the assassin who would be dispatched to put an end to her and the threat she posed to his corrupt way of doing things.
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        * * *

      

      Alfredo dropped them on a side street close to Avenida Paseo.

      “It is this house,” he said, indicating the property at the side of the road. It was a large colonial building, three storeys high and painted white. It looked grand, and it was close to the centre of the city.

      He reached back with a large iron key. Beatrix took it. “Thank you again,” she said.

      Alfredo bowed his head. “Anything you need, please call.”

      Beatrix grabbed her go-bag, opened the door and got out. Danny stood outside with her, his rucksack over his back.

      “You have well-connected friends,” Beatrix observed.

      The car pulled away from the kerb, took the first right and then disappeared around the corner. A narrow path, paved in red and beige tile, led between the house and its neighbour and offered access to a door at the rear. Beatrix led the way, grateful for the shadow and anticipating the air-conditioning inside. She reached the door, unlocked it, and went inside.
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      “Welcome to Havana, ladies and gentlemen,” the purser said. “The temperature outside is a hot ninety-three degrees. Thank you for flying with us, and we hope to see you again soon.”

      The flight had been delayed by an hour, and, instead of landing at eleven, it was just after midday. Carlos was in the window seat next to Melissa, and she gazed past him and out of the porthole as the 777 lumbered up to the gate. Miami to Havana was a short flight, and they had passed the time in amiable conversation. Melissa had found his company enjoyable. He had explained his role at the Agency, and a little—a very little—about the particular investigation that her father was assisting. Carlos explained that it was anticipated that her father’s involvement would extend to the provision of evidence and perhaps a debriefing, with nothing additional foreseen beyond that. Once that was done, his file would be cleaned and they would take him anywhere he wanted to go. They had offered to resettle him in the States. Miami, perhaps, Carlos suggested; they could buy him a house in Melissa’s neighbourhood so that they could see each other more often.

      After that, he had encouraged her to talk about herself. Melissa rarely had that opportunity, and, given that it was something that she enjoyed, she quickly settled into it. She told him about the school and about how she enjoyed teaching but how the administrative side of things was becoming such a drag that she was thinking about going part-time when the term began after the vacation. She rambled on about the state of her social life, her lack of real friends, and, at his gentle prompting, admitted that she had no romantic interest, nor any immediate prospect of one. He flattered her shamelessly, remarking that he found that hard to believe and shining one of the frequent smiles that she had to admit were very attractive indeed. He was, she decided, kind of like an Hispanic George Clooney. She enjoyed his company very much.

      The purser came back on the PA and announced that there would be a short delay as they waited for their gate to become available.

      “Are you ready?” Carlos asked her.

      “I think so,” she said.

      “Check your passport again,” he said.

      Melissa opened her passport. It bore the picture from her driver’s licence; the name next to the photograph was Nicole Roberts. Carlos took out his passport, opened it to the photograph page and showed her. His stated name was Richard Roberts.

      “Husband and wife,” he said.

      His confidence was reassuring. “What do I say if they stop me?”

      “We’re here on vacation for a week. We’re staying at the Saratoga.”

      “The Saratoga,” she repeated. “Okay.”

      He handed her a Cuban tourist card. “You’ll need to show this with your passport. I’ve already filled it out for you.”

      She looked down at it. The pink document—headed Republica De Cuba Visa: Tarjeta Del Turista—held her name, passport number and citizenship.

      The 777 rumbled ahead to the gate, and the captain switched off the seatbelt sign. She unclipped herself, got to her feet, opened the overhead bin and took down the carry-on suitcase that she had brought with her.

      Carlos got up and took down his own case.

      “You’ll be fine,” he said quietly.

      She nodded, a little nervous.

      The line started to move as passengers shuffled to the door.

      “Ready, Mrs. Roberts?” he said, smiling. “Let’s go.”
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        * * *

      

      Melissa wheeled her suitcase down the aisle, slotted the handle back inside when she reached the end and picked up the bag so that she could carry it down the steps. She made her way down to the sweltering tarmac below and Carlos led the way to the doors that opened into the terminal.

      Melissa looked around. José Martí International Airport was filled with foreigners; not surprising, she reminded herself, since Cubans were forbidden to use it. The international terminal looked like any other major airport: polished white tile floors, a suspended ceiling inset with bright squares of fluorescent light, banks of red upholstered seats, and mazes of queuing travellers funnelling between black stanchions that were themselves linked with long stretches of canvas strips. Incoming passengers swarmed out of the gates. Melissa made her way to the luggage carousels and collected her checked-in case.

      They continued on, joining the line for immigration. Melissa saw the uniformed police officers and officials watching from the edges of the room, and guessed that there would be others in plainclothes who would be impossible to spot. There were cameras everywhere, too. Cuba was still a police state, she reminded herself.

      The confidence that she could carry this off felt a million miles away now as the official behind the smeared Plexiglas screen called her forward.

      “Passport.”

      Melissa handed it through the slot and smiled nervously as the woman examined the photograph and other details.

      “Your name?”

      “Nicole Roberts.”

      “And you’ve arrived from where?”

      “Miami.”

      “Your purpose in Cuba?”

      “Pleasure,” she said. “I’m with my husband. We’ve wanted to visit for a long time.”

      The woman looked back down at the passport, ignoring Melissa’s attempt at polite conversation.

      “Where are you staying?”

      “The Saratoga,” she said.

      The official checked the Cuban tourist card that Carlos had given her and, seemingly satisfied, she slipped it back into the passport, turned to a clean page and added a stamp.

      She handed the documents back. “Welcome to Havana.”
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      Carlos led the way outside to the cab rank. It was chaos: a scrum of tourists queued for the taxis that were parked nose-to-tail against the kerb, with a dour captain dispatching the next people in line to the frontmost taxi and then whistling for the next vehicle to come forward.

      “This is crazy,” she said to Carlos.

      “Nearly there,” he said. “We can relax once we get to the hotel.”

      There was evidently a method to the madness, because they shuffled forward and reached the front of the line much more quickly than Melissa had anticipated. The captain held up his hand for them to wait, took his whistle and blew it to summon the next car. The driver put their luggage in the trunk while Melissa and Carlos got into the back.

      “Let’s go,” Carlos told the driver.

      The cab was not in the best of shape. It must have been thirty years old, and it hadn’t been cleaned properly for months. A crucifix had been hung around the stem of the rear-view mirror, and a religious effigy had been stuck onto the dash, the rosary that was draped around it swinging to and fro with the motion of the car. The driver was a younger man, dressed in a tank top, shorts and flip-flops and, after confirming their destination, he jerked out into the traffic. He didn’t speak again, turning on the stereo and selecting a radio station that played reggaeton. He turned up the volume and nodded his head to the beat.

      Carlos had told the dispatcher that they wanted to go to the downtown area, and a fare of thirty pesos had been agreed. There was a meter in the cab, but the driver had made no effort to turn it on. Melissa settled back against the beaten-up leather upholstery and was grateful that she had Carlos with her. She would have been worrying about being extorted otherwise.

      “What hotel you want?” the driver asked.

      “The Saratoga,” Carlos replied.

      Melissa looked out of the window as the road brought them to the outskirts of the city. They passed the first of the art deco buildings that she had been expecting, and saw, to her disappointment, that they were crumbling and badly maintained. The people on the street looked poor and the cars that chugged along were old and haggard. She saw vehicles that must have been from the sixties together with Soviet-era Ladas, all of them dinged and throwing out clouds of thick black smoke that gathered in the air around the stoplights and junctions.

      “Is this the rough part of town?” she asked.

      The driver laughed. “This is Havana, lady,” he said. “It all looks like this.”

      They continued. Melissa saw more and more classic cars, the luxury sedans that had been imported by wealthy Americans in the fifties, many of them with the chrome-tipped tailfins that were so popular at the time. They were of every colour, too: incarnadine reds, electric blues, and canary yellows that gleamed in the sun.

      She saw a sign for the Parque de la Fraternidad, and then she saw El Capitolio, the enormous building that had once housed the government. She knew from what Carlos had told her that her hotel was nearby and, on cue, he pointed out of the window at a glorious neoclassical building that had been constructed on the junction of two main streets. It was six storeys tall with a façade painted in pastel blue and green. The guidebook that Melissa had purchased at the airport in Miami suggested that the hotel had been built atop a portion of the wall that had once defended the old city.

      “This is us,” Carlos said.

      The driver swung the car around and pulled up next to an awning that reached out over the entrance to the hotel. A uniformed bellhop appeared, opening the door for Melissa and then going around to the back to take out her luggage.

      Carlos got out, too.

      “Enjoy your visit,” the driver said.

      Carlos closed the door, thanked the cabbie, and paid him.

      The cab pulled away. Melissa watched as it muscled into a gap in the traffic and then disappeared around the corner. She looked around her and, not for the first time, questioned whether she was making a mistake.

      Carlos must have sensed her trepidation. He reached out and took her hand, giving it a gentle squeeze.

      “This way, please,” the bellhop said to them. “I’m sure you’ll want to get to your room.”
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      Beatrix spent the morning checking the house out, clearing each room one by one. It was luxurious, including five bedrooms with en suite bathrooms, a large living space, a generous kitchen and, on the roof, a secluded terrace that was equipped with canvases to provide shelter from the blazing sun.

      She went back down to the largest bedroom and opened the wardrobe. A set of motorcycle leathers had been left on two hangers, and a black-visored helmet sat on the shelf. There were new clothes on the rail; Beatrix took down a sundress and a blouse and saw that they were in her size. She put them back, knelt down, and took out the black leather rucksack that had been left next to a new pair of biker boots. She took the bag to the bed, unzipped it, and removed the contents.

      There was a Makarov PM, the handgun that had served as the standard Soviet pistol for forty years. She pulled the slide back a little from the muzzle end of the weapon so that she could expose the chamber and saw that it was empty. She ejected the magazine, noted that it was full, and then looked in the bag to find another three full magazines. She turned the gun over and saw that the registration had been filed off. She guessed that the weapon had originally been used by the Cuban Revolutionary Army before falling into the black market. Alfredo had provided her with a shoulder holster, too. Both would serve her purposes well enough.

      She put the pistol and ammunition on the bed and took out the other items that she had asked for. There was a hunting knife, a GPS receiver and a hard-copy map of Havana. She took out a further cellphone, still boxed, with a SIM attached to it with a piece of tape. She pulled the cheap phone out of its blister pack and examined it. It had a rudimentary camera and allowed for text and limited internet, but not much else. She peeled the SIM away from the tape, inserted it, fired up the phone and waited for it to wake. She checked that it was charged before going out to the corridor where Danny was inspecting the other rooms.

      “This place is amazing,” he said.

      “Here,” she said, tossing him the phone. “Only use this.”

      She went back to the bag and took out two wads of banknotes, each fastened with elastic bands. There were Cuban convertible pesos and Cuban pesos, five thousand dollars’ worth of each. There were two small plastic envelopes; she tipped out new passports, visas and travel documents for both of them.

      Alfredo had been thorough. He had provided everything that she had asked for.
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      Melissa went to the balcony and looked out across the rooftops of the city. The sun had set and dusk was quickly darkening into night. The lights of Havana shone brightly below, and she could hear the sound of voices as they drifted up to her. She rested her elbows on the rail, then stood and went back into the room.

      “I need to get out of here,” she said.

      Carlos was lying on the bed reading a magazine. “It would be best if we stayed.”

      “We’ve been in here for eight hours. Can’t we go out?”

      He sat up. “What do you want to do?”

      “I looked in the guidebook. Isn’t the bar Hemingway used to visit near here?”

      “You want to go for a drink?”

      “Can’t we?”

      “It’d be safer—”

      “Why would it be safer?” she interrupted. “You said we weren’t followed.”

      “I don’t think we were.”

      “So, what’s the risk?”

      “Well—”

      “What about the secret police?” she said. “You said they keep an eye on tourists. What if they’re watching us? Aren’t they going to think it’s weird that we arrived and then just stayed in here all day?”

      He gave a rueful smile and chuckled. “I suppose a drink won’t hurt.”

      She picked the guidebook up and flipped through the pages to the one that she had marked.

      “Bar Floridita,” she said. “It’s half a mile to the north.”

      “On Avenida Bélgica. Don’t worry, I know where it is—I’ve been there before.” He swung his legs off the bed and stood up. “Come on, then. I’ll buy you a mojito.”
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        * * *

      

      Carlos led the way, taking Avenida Bélgica to the north, turning right on San José and carrying on until they saw the illuminated neon sign for Bar Floridita. It was at the corner of the street, a single-storey building painted pink with white and green signage that ran all the way around it. The sign noted that the restaurant and bar had been founded in 1837. One panel was decorated with a signature; Melissa looked more closely and saw that it belonged to Ernest Hemingway. The guidebook had said that he had lived in Cuba for a time, and that this had been one of his favourite haunts.

      The sidewalk outside was busy with tourists, and a classic Cadillac—its chrome in better condition than that of many she had seen since she had arrived—rolled slowly past. They waited for the road to clear and crossed over. Melissa smiled at the burly man on the door as he stepped aside to allow her inside.

      The bar was busy, but they were able to find a table in the corner furthest away from the door. She sat down and started to look through the menu, trying to appear as normal as possible. Carlos had told her that it was important to be inconspicuous, but it was easy for him to say that and quite something else for her to put those words into practice now that they were here in Havana.

      “So,” she said, “how is all this going to happen?”

      “With your father?”

      She nodded.

      “I’m not sure yet.”

      “Is he here?”

      “I believe so.”

      “You’ll be meeting him?”

      “Not me,” he said. “My boss. He’ll want to discuss things with him.”

      “And then we get to meet?”

      Carlos nodded.

      “Sounds like that’s contingent on him doing what you want him to do.”

      “No,” Carlos said, shaking his head. “We don’t work like that. I’m just waiting for a call. As soon as I get that, and I know where we need to go, I’ll take you immediately.”

      “And then?”

      “Once the debrief is out of the way, you’ll both be free to do whatever you like. You could stay here with him, or we could arrange for you to go somewhere else.”

      “But not America?”

      “You can go back,” he said. “It’ll be safer for him to wait a while. Once his information has been put to use, things will be different. He’ll be able to return. And he’ll be looked after in the meantime.”

      “Yes?”

      She turned. A waitress was standing at the table, holding her notepad in one hand and tapping it with her pen.

      “Sorry?”

      “What you want? You can’t just sit.”

      “We’ll have two mojitos,” Carlos said.

      “No,” Melissa said. “I’ll have a daiquiri. Make it the classic way, please. Nothing fancy.”

      The woman noted down their orders, gave an indifferent shrug, and disappeared in the direction of the bar.

      “Our first disagreement as husband and wife,” Melissa said.

      Carlos winked at her.

      She looked out across the rest of the bar, wondering to herself which of the patrons worked for the Cuban secret police. There was no way of knowing, and, anyway, how would she have been able to tell? She was a mile outside her comfort zone already. Carlos was glancing around regularly, discreetly observing the comings and goings.

      The waitress returned with their drinks. She put them down on the table together with a faux-leather wallet, muttered a gruff, “Enjoy,” and then disappeared into the crowd once more. Melissa opened the wallet and took out the printed check that had been left inside. Each cocktail cost twenty dollars.

      “Don’t worry,” Carlos said. “Uncle Sam’s paying.”
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      Navarro waited in the car at the side of Obrapía, one block to the south of the bar where Melissa Nakamura and Carlos de Gea were enjoying a pleasant evening drink. He had a radio earpiece pressed into his ear and a small pair of binoculars on his lap. He thumbed the button to speak.

      “Morley,” he said.

      “Morley here.”

      “What’s going on?”

      “They’re still inside.”

      “What are they doing?”

      “The same. Sitting at a table near the back, having a drink. MIRANDA looks nervous.”

      “And de Gea?”

      “Observant. He’s a pro.”

      Not that professional, Navarro thought. Otherwise, he would have noticed the surveillance, identified the beacon that had been inserted into MIRANDA’s luggage, and seen that there were agents on the flight with them. The fact that de Gea was responsible for MIRANDA made it self-evident that this was an OIG operation, and that meant—most likely—it was being run by William Logan. Logan was the IG’s bloodhound, and he had been digging into Lincoln’s business for months. It made perfect sense that it would be him who was behind the attempt to find PROSPERO.

      Navarro was exhausted; he wasn’t as young as he had once been, and he had spent most of the last day in the air. The Ops team had arranged seats for them on the first commercial flights out of Hong Kong. They had flown Air Canada to Toronto, where they had picked up their legends as American representatives of the Red Cross, visiting Cuba to see the detainees at Guantanamo Bay. They had taken their seats on the three-hour hop to Havana and finally arrived at José Martí International twenty-one hours after they had set off.

      That had been at just after midnight this morning; there had been no time to sleep since then, with the team setting up in the capital so that they were ready to pick up Melissa Nakamura. Their weapons were ready for them in the safe house. An old hand who worked down at Gitmo had made the twelve-hour drive to deliver a selection of equipment from the armoury. They had everything that they needed.

      Ramalhete and Hook had acquitted themselves well. They had travelled to Havana on the same American flight and had been able to observe MIRANDA as she and de Gea made their way through immigration. They had been unable to follow the taxi that they had taken, but it did not matter. The beacon that they had hidden inside the lining of MIRANDA’s suitcase had operated flawlessly, and Mazzetti had been able to follow it as the taxi had made its way to the Saratoga. Navarro had the benefit of the full team on the ground; de Gea might have been a professional, but so were they, and it was almost impossible to pick up a tail when there were seven agents who could swap in and out to keep things fresh, and especially so when those agents were able to rely on a GPS signal when they needed to fall back.

      Navarro was impatient. His instinct was to go in and take MIRANDA now, but he knew, when he played it out, that they stood to gain more by waiting. She was the reason PROSPERO had fled his hideout in Hong Kong.

      He was here, somewhere in the city, and his daughter would lead them right to him.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            73

          

        

      

    

    
      Beatrix and Danny spent the rest of the day at the house. Beatrix remembered Havana as a beautiful city, and it would have been easy to while away the hours visiting the sights, but they were not here for their enjoyment. This was business. She had no interest in risking the attention of the secret police; far better that they remained where they were, hidden and secure.

      Alfredo called just after nine to say that he had information, and that—if it was convenient—he would visit them to discuss it in person. Beatrix said that he would be very welcome, and ten minutes later, they heard a knock at the door.

      Alfredo went into the sitting room and sat down.

      “Mr. Logan landed in Havana this morning,” he said. “He is staying at the Meliá Cohiba.”

      “Where is that?”

      “Near the American embassy. He has a suite there.”

      “Was he on his own?”

      “He was. He arrived on a charter flight and was met at the airport by a car registered to the United States government. You will find a selection of pictures in the envelope.”

      Alfredo had dropped a manila envelope onto the table. She picked it up, slid her finger into the open end and took out a selection of prints. There were a number of photos of Logan, some looking as though they had been taken with phone cameras, but there was a series that had clearly been shot with a telephoto lens. He looked just the same as he had when Beatrix had last seen him in Hong Kong: unkempt, a little harried, impatient.

      She put those photos down and reached into the envelope again for a second set.

      Alfredo noticed. “The woman,” he said. “She arrived early this afternoon.”

      Danny sat up a little straighter. “You got photos?”

      “Of course,” Alfredo said.

      Beatrix flicked through the shots. Melissa was in her early to mid forties, with a head of dark hair and a warm smile. She sorted through them quickly, kept one and then handed the rest to Danny. He spread them on his lap, selected one where Melissa was almost looking into the camera, and picked it up.

      “She is your daughter?” Alfredo said.

      “Yes,” Danny replied. “That’s right. How was she? Did she look okay?”

      “Perhaps a little confused,” Alfredo said. “Havana is like that, though, especially if one is visiting for the first time.”

      Beatrix put the photograph down. The same man was pictured in most of them: fiftyish, tanned, handsome. “Who is this?”

      “It appears that they were travelling together,” Alfredo said.

      Beatrix regarded him more carefully.

      An agent, she thought. She knew the look.

      “What happened?” Danny asked.

      “They got into a taxi and were taken into the city.”

      “Where?” Beatrix asked.

      “The Saratoga on Paseo del Prado, in Esquina.”

      Beatrix collected the photographs together, slid them back into the envelope and gave them to Danny.

      “Thank you, Alfredo,” she said. “You’ve been very thorough.”

      He nodded his head. “And the equipment?”

      “It’s perfect.”

      “I am pleased. If you need anything else, please call.”

      Alfredo said goodbye and made his way out of the house.

      Danny waited until the door was closed and then laid his finger on the picture of the man who was with his daughter.

      “Who’s that?”

      “It’s most likely that he works with Logan. He’s the chaperone; he would’ve got her out of the States, and now he’s making sure that she’s looked after now she’s here.”

      “So he’s on our side?”

      “As much as Logan is on our side.”

      “When are we going to meet them?”

      “Let’s find out,” she said, taking out her phone.
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        * * *

      

      Beatrix went up to the roof to make the call. She took out the card that Logan had given her on the ferry and dialled the number. The phone rang three times before the call was picked up.

      “It’s me,” she said.

      “Are you in Havana?”

      “Yes.”

      “Where?”

      “Don’t ask silly questions.”

      “What about Nakamura?”

      “He’s here.”

      “No problems?”

      “None at all.”

      “Where do you want to meet?”

      Beatrix had already decided upon that. “The cathedral.”

      “When?”

      “Tomorrow morning. There’s a café—El Patio—on Calle San Ignacio. Seven o’clock.”

      “I’ll be there. Bring Nak—”

      “No,” she said. “You don’t get to see him yet. We need to work out how this is going to play out; then maybe you get to see him. I’ll see you at seven. You can buy me breakfast.”
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      Beatrix woke at four the next morning and made her preparations. She changed into a pair of black jeans and a plain black tee, both of which had been left by Alfredo, put the Makarov into her go-bag and zipped it up. She took out the wig that she used for Caprice and fixed it securely onto her head with the pins. She added the dark make-up and took a moment to look at her reflection in the mirror. She was satisfied with how she looked.

      Danny had agreed to stay in the house while she was away and, as Beatrix left her room, she could hear the sound of his heavy snoring coming from across the corridor. She went down the stairs to the door, opened it and stepped out onto the street.

      She checked her watch: it was five in the morning. She was ready to work.
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        * * *

      

      The house that Alfredo had provided for them was in Vedado, and the Plaza de la Catedral was three miles to the east. Beatrix was happy to walk; it would give her the opportunity to get a better sense of the locale and to acclimatise to its rhythms and cadences. Just as important, she could follow a circuitous and illogical route that would allow her the opportunity to flush out anyone who might be following her.

      As far as she knew, only Alfredo knew where they were staying, but that did not mean that she was prepared to relax. She had never met him before yesterday and couldn’t possibly trust him. She couldn’t assume that their arrival had gone unnoticed, either, even given the fact that they had arrived at Varadero instead of José Martí International. The Cuban secret police were a serious operation, well-funded and numerous, and she knew that the arrival of a private jet would have been noted by agents who were emplaced at the airport; she couldn’t predict whether they would have been able to get a team on them fast enough to follow them into the city—and she hadn’t seen anything suspicious, despite looking carefully—but, again, that wasn’t something that she was prepared to risk. Beatrix had survived as a Group Fifteen agent because of her natural suspicion, and, even though she had been excommunicated, that quality was not something that she would allow to atrophy.

      The most sensible route would have been to walk north to the US embassy and then follow the Malecón to the cathedral, but Beatrix did not want to be predictable. She headed east, following a zigzagging route as she navigated the numbered roads that ran east to west and the lettered roads that went north to south. She broke onto Avenida de los Presidentes and, seeing an approaching bus, flagged it down and climbed aboard. She watched carefully for any sign of activity on the sidewalk behind her, or anyone hurrying to embark, but saw nothing.

      She rode the bus for three stops, pressed the button and then disembarked near the Monumento a José Miguel Gómez. She crossed the busy lanes of traffic, passed a hospital and then skirted the northern perimeter of a public park. She cut through the campus of the Universidad de la Habana and paused at the Museo Napoleónico, always looking for repeats: men or women that she might have seen before, people wearing the same clothes, the same shoes, anyone who might have shown an unusual interest in her. Her skill had been developed in the crucibles of some of the world’s most inhospitable cities, and, despite her thoroughness, she didn’t see anything that gave her cause for concern.

      She took another bus on San Miguel and rode it the rest of the way, disembarking on the main drag behind the plaza. She made her way into the square.
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      Beatrix proceeded through a wide alley between two buildings and emerged into the plaza beyond. An old Spanish cathedral anchored the cobbled square. The buildings surrounding it were from different periods in Havana’s history, but their concrete-coloured coral block construction and turquoise doors and balcony rails unified them. It reminded Beatrix of the medieval squares in Spain and Portugal.

      It was seven in the morning and quiet, although the buskers and clowns who would entertain the crowds later were arriving to begin their preparations. The white umbrellas of the patio tables dotted around the perimeter gave the plaza a festival air.

      Beatrix looked up at the cathedral. If the plaza was a theatre, then the building—flanked by tall masonry bell towers at the far end—was its grand proscenium. A pair of tourists, starting their sightseeing early, held their cameras high as they backed up to get a wide enough angle to capture the three sets of massive double doors.

      Beatrix walked the final hundred yards to San Ignacio. The restaurant—El Patio—was quiet. She had used it before for a rendezvous with a Cuban agent who worked in the Ministry of Agriculture, and it had served well. The place had outside tables that spilled out onto the sidewalk, and feral street cats stalked between them, looking for scraps. There was more seating inside. Beatrix knew that Logan would be more careful than to sit in a place where it would be easy for them to be observed; she went in and saw him at a table at the back of the room.

      He stood, stepping out from behind the table so that he could greet her. “Hello,” he said, extending a hand.

      Beatrix took it. Logan looked even more dishevelled than he had done in Hong Kong; his hair was messy, with errant strands plastered to his forehead by sweat that was drying in the cool of the restaurant’s air-con. His cheeks were red and blotchy, and he was breathing a little heavily. Beatrix could see that he was almost constitutionally ill-suited to warm climates, which made his recent activity in Hong Kong and now Havana almost amusing.

      “I wouldn’t recommend eating here,” she said. “The food is diabolical.”

      A waitress came to the table. Logan ordered a coffee and Beatrix said that she would have the same. The waitress scribbled down the order, and, without saying a word, slouched away again.

      “This is a government place?” he asked.

      “It is. They get the staff straight from prison. Still—we won’t be disturbed.”

      He took off his linen jacket, revealing patches of sweat beneath his arms and a stripe running all the way down his back.

      “How long have you been in the country?” he asked.

      “A little while,” she said.

      “You’ve been careful?”

      “This isn’t the first time I’ve done this. Yes—I’ve been careful. No—they don’t know where we are. No—they didn’t follow me here. Yes—I can vouch for my own operational security. And, no—I can’t comment on yours.”

      Logan ignored that. “Where’s Danny?”

      “He’s here.”

      “Can I see him?”

      “Not yet,” Beatrix said. “You need to bring me Melissa first.”

      “We didn’t agree to that.”

      “We didn’t agree to anything,” Beatrix clarified. “I’m telling you what we’re prepared to do.”

      Logan sighed in exasperation. “You tell me, then. How do we play it?”

      “We do the exchange tonight,” she said. “You bring her. I’ll bring one of the tapes.”

      “And the other one?”

      “You get that one after.”

      Logan stared at her and, for a moment, Beatrix wondered if he was going to prevaricate.

      “What about Nakamura? Do I get to meet him?”

      “You said you wouldn’t need to.”

      “I’d like to talk to him.”

      “You can meet him when he’s on the way to the States after you’ve used his evidence to get rid of Lincoln.”

      He stared at her again, chewing the inside of his lip. “Fine,” he said at last. “Melissa for the first tape, the second tape tomorrow. Where and when do you want to meet?”

      She had already decided upon a suitable location. “There’s a town on the coast twenty-five miles to the west of the city,” she said. “Mariel—it’s on the southeast side of Mariel Bay. We can meet outside the church.”

      “When?”

      “Midnight.”

      Logan nodded his agreement. “Very good.”

      Beatrix stood.

      “Don’t you want your coffee?” Logan asked her.

      “You have it.”

      “Bring the tape,” he said.

      “Bring Melissa.”

      She left the café just as the waitress was returning with their drinks. She walked past her and into the bright sunlight outside. It was hot and getting hotter, and the wig on her head was uncomfortable. She was looking forward to getting back to the house and taking it off. There was a taxi rank at the other side of the street; she jogged across and slipped into the car at the front of the line.

      The driver looked up into the rear-view mirror. “Where you want to go?”

      Beatrix would have preferred to go straight home, but that wasn’t possible. She had been sure that she was black on her way to the meet, but she knew that there was a good chance that Logan would have a team ready to follow her; if not him, she knew that the DGI would have a presence here. She was going to have to go through another dry-cleaning route again, just longer and more careful than before.

      “The Necrópolis, por favor,” she said.

      She sighed as the driver pulled away. The cemetery was supposed to be something; at least she’d get the chance to have a look around while she made sure that she was still black.
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      It was midday when Beatrix finally returned to the house. Danny was relaxing. There was a bookshelf in one of the two sitting rooms, and he had found a paperback copy of a Jack Reacher novel in its original English; he was reading through it with his feet up on the table when Beatrix returned.

      “How was it?” he asked her.

      “Fine,” Beatrix said.

      “And? What’s next?”

      Beatrix told him what she had agreed with Logan: she would meet him again later, away from the city, to swap one of the tapes for Melissa.

      “He’ll do it?”

      “It’s what he said he’d do. He’s not reneging. We’ll give him the other tape tomorrow, when we know he’s playing straight. He’ll get you out of the country if you want.”

      Danny folded the corner of the page he was reading and laid the book down on the table. “I’m not going to be able to stop thinking about it,” he said. “What do I do for the rest of the day?”

      “Entertain yourself,” Beatrix suggested. “Finish your book. I don’t know—whatever.”

      “I’m not very good with waiting,” he admitted.

      “You’re going to get a lot of practice.”

      “What about you?”

      “I’m going to bed,” she said.
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        * * *

      

      Beatrix didn’t take chances. She was meticulous about her planning and had never been afraid to call off an operation if she was even the slightest bit wary of the circumstances surrounding it. Tonight had the potential to be tricky, and she wanted to make sure that she was ready for it.

      She took the motorcycle leathers and helmet from the wardrobe and laid them out on the bed. They were all in black and perfectly anonymous. She paid special attention to the helmet: the visor was smoked and it was impossible to see through it from the outside; that was good, and just as she had requested.

      She went into the bathroom and took off the disguise, returning the wig to her bag. She would rely upon the helmet for her secrecy this evening. She undressed and showered, standing under the cold water for ten minutes until her skin tingled. She closed her eyes and let her thoughts drift. She found, to her surprise, that she was almost enjoying herself. It wasn’t as if she had been out of the game—she had been working for Yeung for months, after all—but this was different. She was doing something because it was the right thing to do. Beatrix found that she could almost take pleasure from that.

      Almost.

      She dried herself off, wrapped the towel around her and went back into her bedroom. She took the Makarov out of the holster and checked it over once again. She had no reason to think that she would need it, but, then again, she had no reason to think that she would not. It appeared that Logan had played straight with them so far, but that didn’t mean that she trusted him. Far from it. He had an agenda to follow, and she wasn’t naïve enough to think that he wouldn’t run right over her and Danny if that was what he thought he had to do.

      She opened the wide French doors to let a little air circulate through the room and slipped into bed. She felt the locket against her hot skin and thought about Isabella again. That was why she was careful. She had a responsibility to her daughter. She had to look after herself until she had Isabella at her side again.

      She drifted into a deep and dreamless sleep.
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      It was nine when Beatrix finally awoke. She had slept for eight hours and felt fresher than she had felt for days.

      She got up, showered again, and got dressed. She put on the shoulder holster, securing the pistol inside, and then pulled on the leathers, zipping the jacket up to her throat. It all fit snugly, even with the bulk of the shoulder rig and the holster beneath her left armpit. She zipped up the boots and found a pair of leather gauntlets in the wardrobe. She shoved the gloves into the pockets of the jacket and went down to the first floor.

      Danny was waiting.

      “You’re going?”

      “Yes,” she said.

      “Is there anything I can do?”

      “Just stay here,” she said. “I’ll be back as soon as it’s done.”

      “What if something happens?”

      “Nothing’s going to happen, Danny.”

      “But if it does?”

      She paused. She didn’t really know what to offer him; if something happened to her, that most likely meant that Logan was playing them, and it certainly meant that Danny would be out of his depth.

      “Beatrix?”

      “Nothing’s going to happen,” she said again, raising her hand as he started to protest. “But, if it does, then you need to contact Michael. Call Alfredo. I’ll leave his number on the kitchen table. He’ll make sure you can get back to Hong Kong. Michael will be able to look after you there.”

      “And Melissa?”

      She had no answer for that. “Stop worrying,” she said instead. “It’ll be fine. Now—I need one of the tapes.”

      Danny went to his bedroom and returned with his bag. He reached inside and took out one of the tapes that Beatrix had recovered from Wang’s house. She took it and slipped it into the inside pocket of the jacket. There was a bunch of keys on an occasional table next to the front door. She took them and went to the door.

      “Do you want to talk to Melissa tonight?”

      “Yes,” he said, brightening. “Of course. Is that possible?”

      “I’ll call you when I’m with her. I’ve never met her before. I’ll need you to confirm she is who they say she is.”

      “When are you meeting?”

      “Midnight. Don’t fall asleep.”

      “I’ll be too nervous for that.”

      She nodded.

      “Good luck,” Danny said.

      She put on the helmet and went out to the street. A motorcycle had been left in a parking area to the right of the house: a Harley-Davidson V-Rod, the low-slung muscle bike that could push out one hundred and twenty-five brake horsepower. There was a top box on the back of the bike with a second helmet. She straddled the bike, inserted the key into the ignition and switched it on. The engine rumbled to life, responding as Beatrix twisted the throttle.

      She rolled the bike off the stand, fed in some revs and rode away.
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      Melissa looked at the clock that showed on the TV screen.

      Ten.

      “Ready?” Carlos asked her.

      “I think so,” she said.

      “Come on.”

      Carlos led the way down to the hotel lobby and asked the concierge to get them a cab. The man took them to the front door and handed them over to one of the uniformed bellhops, who, in turn, put a whistle to his lips and gave it a sharp blast. There were three cabs waiting for fares, and the car at the front of the line pulled away and stopped outside the entrance.

      “Where to?” the bellhop asked.

      “The statue of Atatürk,” Carlos said.

      “On the Malecón?” the man said. “Yes, of course.”

      He opened the door for them to get in and told the driver where they wanted to go.

      “Have a pleasant evening,” he said as he closed the door.

      The cab pulled away.

      “What’s going to happen?” she asked Carlos.

      “We’ll be picked up in another car when we get to the Malecón.”

      “Why?”

      “We’re making sure that we’re not being followed.”

      “You think we might be?”

      “No. But you can’t be too careful.”
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        * * *

      

      “MIRANDA is on the move. Her and de Gea. Cab registration Hotel Golf Foxtrot four five zero.”

      Navarro heard Morley’s report through his earpiece, put his car into gear and waited with his foot on the clutch.

      “They’re going north,” Morley added.

      “Millman,” Navarro radioed the fourth agent. “Head north, please.”

      “On it.”

      “Mazzetti?”

      “The beacon is still in the hotel. It won’t be any help.”

      Navarro watched through the windshield as a taxi with the same registration plate pulled out of the Saratoga’s entryway, raking its headlights across his car so that he had to look away. The cab turned onto the main road and drove away.

      “I see them,” he said into the radio. “The cab is heading north on Avenida Bélgica. Harker—it’ll be on you.”

      “Copy that,” Harker responded. “I’ll pick up when they get up here.”

      Navarro had placed four agents around the hotel: Harker was at the Museo de la Revolution to the north, and Millman was south on Maximo Gómez. Morley had started at a table in the lobby bar, but he would be able to get to his car within minutes and would already be on his way. The others—Mazzetti, Schroder, Hook and Ramalhete—were nearby, and would roll in to refresh the coverage as and when necessary.

      Navarro had to be flexible. There was no way of predicting how Logan might handle the meeting, but he was an experienced field agent and that meant that he was likely to proceed with caution, especially when the stakes were as high as this. Having agents in their own vehicles meant that Navarro could run a ‘floating box.’ The strategy would allow him to change the tail car frequently, reducing the chance that their surveillance might be detected.

      “MIRANDA approaching the museum,” Navarro reported. “I’m turning off.”

      “Copy that,” Harker replied.

      Navarro turned right onto Emperor Gerardo and waited for Harker to confirm that he had taken his place.

      “I’ve got them,” Harker reported. “Turning onto Peña Pobre.”

      Navarro had memorised the grid of streets in this part of town and could already predict where they were going to end up.

      “It’s the Malecón,” he radioed. “They’re headed there.”
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      The taxi drew alongside Bar Cabana. Carlos paid the driver and stepped outside, reaching down to help Melissa as she followed him. It was late but still hot; the air was humid, with a warm dampness that made it thick and heavy. Melissa wiped a bead of sweat from her forehead and looked around: the street was typically down-at-heel, with buildings in need of repair and fresh paint to rejuvenate the greens, pinks and blues that had been blasted by the sun and the salty air. The restaurant and bar were busy, with diners sitting out at tables that spilled across the sidewalk.

      Carlos waited for a truck to roll past and, checking both ways carefully, led the way across the road. They were headed toward the Malecón, the broad esplanade that followed the coast for five miles from the mouth of the harbour until it came to an end in the Vedado district. There were plenty of locals gathered beneath the trees on the other side, the scene lit by the glow of an ornate lamp. Melissa felt self-conscious as they walked, aware that some of them were watching.

      The Atatürk monument was nothing special: a bust of the Turkish leader sat atop a marble plinth with wreaths deposited around it. Carlos walked up to it, looking left and right.

      “Who are we waiting for?”

      “Logan,” Carlos said.

      Melissa couldn’t see anyone and was starting to feel the first stirrings of disquiet when she heard a car approaching from behind. She stopped, turned, and saw an old green Soviet-era Lada roll up alongside.

      The driver reached over and opened the passenger door. He was in his early to mid-fifties, with a messy thatch of blond hair that was plastered to his forehead with sweat.

      “Get in,” he said.

      Carlos held the door for her as she slid inside. He got in next to her.

      The driver pulled away again, turning the car in a sharp circle and heading back toward the main road.

      “All clear?” the driver asked Carlos.

      “We’re black,” he replied.

      The driver adjusted the mirror so that he could look back at Melissa. “Good evening,” the man said. “My name is Logan. Thank you for your patience today.”

      “Where are we going?”

      “Outside the city,” he said. “We’ll be driving for an hour.”

      “And then?”

      “Well,” he said, “if your father’s friend is as good as her word, you’ll be with him in the next two or three hours.”
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        * * *

      

      “They’ve been picked up,” Harker radioed. “Heading south on Carlos Manuel Céspedes.”

      Navarro adjusted the mirror so that he could see the Lada as it approached him and drove by. “Did you see who picked her up?”

      Harker went by, too. “William Logan,” he responded. “Definite ID.”

      Fucking Logan. Navarro nodded in satisfaction. He had known it.

      Navarro indicated and pulled out, allowing a sensible distance between his car and the Lada. They were heading due south, following the curve of the coast. They approached the ferry terminal and he found himself wondering if that was where they would conduct the meet with PROSPERO tonight—on board a boat on the way to Regla—but they kept driving.

      “Millman,” he said, “where are you?”

      “Just coming up to the train station,” Millman responded. “I’ll take them from here.”

      Navarro could have been nervous—he didn’t know where they were going, and he knew that he couldn’t afford to screw this up—but he wasn’t. He had been doing this for forty years, with hundreds of jobs just like this under his belt, and he had eight veteran agents who each had the scent of the quarry. He just had to be patient. Logan would lead him to PROSPERO, and then Navarro would take them both out. Lincoln had made it plain that Nakamura was not to make it out of Cuba alive and had given him the green light to move on Logan, too.

      The night was about to get interesting.
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      Beatrix raced along the Autopista and arrived in Mariel at eleven, an hour before the time of the rendezvous. She had no idea how many agents Logan had at his disposal, but she had to assume that he would have people in place to provide coverage of the meet. They would surely have recording equipment set up and would be taking video and photographs. Logan was not their ally, and she was not prepared to let him get a clear look at her face. She had been operating on the edge as Caprice—she knew that an expert would see through the distractions of the disguise that she wore when she was in character—and she was not about to take unnecessary chances now. She would leave the helmet on and the visor down.

      Beatrix followed the road through the town until she spotted the red-tiled spire of the church. She slowed as she turned onto the road that ran alongside it, checking left and right for any sign of surveillance. She couldn’t see anything, but there were plenty of neighbouring buildings in which it was possible for an observer to hide.

      She took her time assessing the surrounding streets, gauging possible vantage points, bottlenecks, and potential kill boxes.

      This felt dangerous, and she didn’t feel as if she was well prepared.

      She was anxious.

      She checked the time: eleven twenty.

      She opened the throttle a little and pulled away, turning sharp left and descending the hill toward the town’s port. She would make another pass in twenty minutes before returning again at midnight.
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        * * *

      

      There was a car waiting outside the church when Beatrix returned at a minute after midnight. She slowed as she approached, her hand ready on the throttle in the event that she might need to get away quickly. It was an old Soviet-era Lada and it was empty, but, as she rolled ahead, she saw that there were three people waiting beneath the tall archway at the foot of the steps that led up to the church.

      She recognised Logan. A man and a woman stood next to him.

      Beatrix turned the bike around and came to a stop next to the kerb. She left the engine running and dismounted. She took off her gloves, left them on the seat and unzipped the jacket enough so that she could get to the Makarov should she need it.

      The men and the woman stayed where they were. Beatrix walked toward them.

      Logan stepped out of the shadows.

      “Caprice,” he said.

      Logan gestured for the woman to step up, and she did. She was in her forties, with a lot of hair, and very nervous.

      “Hello, Melissa,” Beatrix said. “I’ve been working with your father.”

      “How is he?”

      “He’s fine,” Beatrix said. “Looking forward to meeting you.”

      “I’m looking forward to meeting him, too,” she said.

      “Who’s this?” Beatrix said, nodding at the second man.

      “He works with me,” Logan said. “He brought Melissa here.”

      Beatrix nodded.

      “Ready?” Logan asked.

      “Shall we make sure that we’re all on the same page first?” She reached into her pocket and took out the phone that she had been given. “Your father would like to talk to you. I’ve never met you before. He needs to tell me that you are who Mr. Logan says you are.”

      “Come on,” Logan said, but, when Beatrix left her hand outstretched, the phone ready, he nodded.

      Beatrix selected the number of Danny’s burner phone and pressed the button to connect the call.

      She put the phone on speaker. Danny picked up at once. “Hello?”

      “It’s me,” she said. “I’ve got Melissa here. Say hello to her.”

      She handed the phone to Melissa and watched as the woman’s face broke into a wide, happy smile.
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        * * *

      

      Navarro could only just see the meeting. There had been no time to source equipment—he would have given a lot for night-vision goggles—so they would have to make do as best they could. He could see four people: he recognised Logan, de Gea and MIRANDA. He couldn’t identify the fourth person; he could see that she was female from the shape of her tight-fitting leathers, but she was wearing a motorcycle helmet and her face was hidden.

      It had to have been the woman who had jumped Morley and Farrow in Jimmy Wang’s house.

      Who is she?

      He felt the familiar buzz: adrenaline and nervous energy.

      He reached down for the microphone and adjusted it. “Where’s PROSPERO?”

      “No sign,” Harker responded.

      “Same,” said Millman.

      “Nothing from here,” said Morley.

      “They haven’t brought him,” Navarro said.

      Dammit.

      “What do you want us to do?” Millman said.

      What are they doing?

      “Hold your positions,” he said.

      Navarro watched as the four gathered closer and conversed. The woman in the leathers handed a phone to MIRANDA.

      “She’s calling someone,” Morley said.

      “The woman on the bike,” Navarro said. “Does anyone have an angle on her?”

      “Partial,” Morley said.

      “Is it her? From Hong Kong?”

      “Could be.”

      “We need to know who she is.”

      “She’s got her helmet on.”

      “Can you get closer?”

      “Maybe,” he said.

      “Do it.”

      “Copy that.”

      MIRANDA’s face broke into a smile. Navarro could guess what was happening: she was calling her father, who would then confirm her identity. It was infuriating; PROSPERO was so close.
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      Melissa finished the call and gave the phone back to Beatrix.

      The phone was still on speaker. “Danny?” Beatrix said.

      “It’s her,” he replied. She could hear the happiness in his voice.

      “Thank you,” she said, ending the call before he could say anything else. She slid the phone back into her pocket.

      “All good?” Logan said.

      “Yes,” Beatrix replied, then frowned. She thought she saw movement out of the corner of her eye. She turned her head and squinted into the darkness at the edge of the street. The gloom was deep, with only a little light from the moon to ameliorate it. Beatrix couldn’t see anything.

      “Happy?” Logan asked her.

      “I am.”

      “Do you have the tape?”

      Keeping one eye on the street, Beatrix reached her hand into the inside pocket of the jacket, took out the cassette and held it up. Then she leaned over and took the second helmet from the bike’s top box. “Melissa,” she said, “I’m going to take you back to Havana now. You’re going to ride on the back of the bike with me. Is that going to be okay?”

      “I’ve never ridden on a bike before,” she said.

      Beatrix handed her the helmet. “Just put that on, get onto the back and grab on to me,” Beatrix said. “Piece of cake.”
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        * * *

      

      Navarro watched through the windshield as the woman on the bike reached into her pocket and took something else out.

      “What’s going on?”

      She then took a second helmet from the top box on the back of her bike and handed it to MIRANDA.

      “Looks like an exchange,” Morley said.

      Navarro clenched his fists. It was a swap. Logan had brought MIRANDA to Cuba and now he was going to exchange her for the tapes. He knew that he was going to have to act. PROSPERO’s evidence would be enough to hole Lincoln’s career below the waterline, and if Lincoln went down, Navarro and the rest of the squad would go down with him.

      Navarro clutched the receiver, his index finger resting on the transmit button, trying to make the call. He knew this was the pivotal moment: the whole operation, from tracking PROSPERO down in Hong Kong, to losing him in Repulse Bay, to following MIRANDA here… it all came down to the call he would have to make in the next few seconds.

      “What do you want us to do?”

      Logan had forced his hand.

      “All units,” he barked, “take them.”
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      Melissa saw the man come out from the junction and start toward them. Her attention was drawn to him; he was jogging, coming straight down the street, and it looked as if his arm was pointed at them.

      The woman on the motorbike swore. She was looking in the opposite direction and, as Melissa turned to follow her gaze, she saw a second man coming toward them.

      Carlos reached into his jacket and pulled out a pistol. He didn’t have a chance to use it. She saw a puff of smoke, heard the crack of a gunshot and felt a warm spray across her face. Carlos fell. She touched her face; it was slicked with a mist of his blood.

      She screamed.

      The woman on the bike pulled a gun from her jacket. She aimed and fired; the noise was deafening so close to her.

      Melissa panicked.

      She started to run.

      “No!” Logan called.

      Melissa ignored him. The sound of the gunshots echoed off the church, seeming to follow her as she tried to get away from what she had just seen. She gasped for breath, looking desperately for somewhere she might be able to take shelter. She saw a house with a light on in the porch. Maybe she could shelter there. Maybe she would be able to get inside, and whoever lived there could lock the door until the police arrived.

      Maybe…

      A car screeched out of a nearby street and aimed right for her. She stopped and lost her balance, her feet sliding out from beneath her as she fell back. The car swerved at the last minute, coming to a stop just a few feet in front of her. The rear door opened and a man got out; he hurried over to her, grabbed her roughly under the arms, and dragged her to the car. He lifted her up, shoved her into the back and then slid in next to her, shoving her over so that there was space for both of them to fit. He slammed the door shut and shouted to the driver; Melissa was too confused by what had happened to hear what he said, but the engine revved, the tyres squealed, and the car jerked away.
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      Beatrix watched as Logan’s man went down.

      Headshot. He was done.

      Melissa ran.

      “No!” Logan yelled.

      A black Mercedes careened out of the side street and raced toward Melissa. She stumbled, and Beatrix thought that the Mercedes was going to mow her down until the driver swerved aside and hit the brakes, drawing to a stop just ahead of where she had fallen. The rear door opened, a man got out and, with brutal efficiency, collected Melissa and shoved her inside. The door slammed shut, and the Mercedes sped away, laying rubber across the road as the driver spun the wheel and raced off in the direction from which he had appeared.

      Logan fired, two shots in quick succession. Beatrix looked back; the shooter who had taken out Logan’s man was in cover.

      They had to move. She ran to the bike, shoving the cassette back into her pocket as she straddled the seat and cranked the throttle.

      “Get on,” she called.

      Logan froze.

      There came the sound of another gunshot, the round whistling through the space between them and cracking into the side of the church.

      Your funeral.

      Beatrix pulled the clutch and put the bike into first. She was ready to pull away when Logan—who must have concluded that he was a dead man if he stayed—straddled the bike behind her. Beatrix twisted the throttle and the Harley jerked ahead, the back wheel sliding in and out until she got it under control.

      She roared ahead, running perpendicular to the side street into which the Mercedes had disappeared. She raced through a sharp right-hand turn and ran parallel to the car, observing it on the next road across through gaps in the buildings that separated them.

      The two roads bent toward one another and merged. The Mercedes was ahead, but not by much, and Beatrix opened up the throttle all the way. Logan had both arms around her waist and was holding on as tightly as he could.

      They approached a junction. The Mercedes braked and then swerved right, the driver spinning the wheel and sliding around the corner. Smoke billowed from the wheel arches as the rubber bit against the asphalt; the car found its grip and jerked forward once again. Beatrix raced after it, narrowly missing a slow-moving truck that approached from the right and a taxi that was coming from the left; she sliced between the two of them and, with both drivers sounding their horns, she opened the throttle again and started to close.

      “Shoot it!” Beatrix yelled.

      The noise of the engine was loud, and she didn’t think that Logan had heard her. Surely, he would realise that he would need to do something, that all she could do was keep pace?

      Beatrix closed on the Mercedes until they were level with the front of the car. The driver swerved at them; Beatrix avoided contact by turning across a patch of rough ground to the left of the road. She squeezed the brakes, turned the handlebars back to the right, and left the rough ground to regain the asphalt once again.

      “Shoot it!”

      Logan must have heard her this time. She felt his right hand disengage from around her waist and then felt something against her back as, she guessed, he reached for a shoulder holster. He didn’t get the opportunity to fire. Beatrix closed in once more, but, before Logan was able to take aim, the rear window on the opposite side of the car slid open and a man emerged from it.

      He turned so that he was sitting on the sill and looking over the roof at them.

      He aimed a pistol in their direction.

      He fired.

      Bang, bang, bang.

      Beatrix squeezed the back brake, locking the wheel. The rear end jerked left and right and then left again, and then the front wheel caught. The back end bucked and Beatrix was thrown off, flipping through one hundred and eighty degrees before she crashed down again on her back, hard. The breath was knocked out of her and the helmet cracked against the road, the visor shattering. She tumbled over again and again, sliding across the asphalt and eventually bouncing off a parked car.

      She lay still for a moment. She heard a single high-pitched note, but, as she blinked her eyes, the note widened and became more: she heard the sound of her own breathing, the shrill blare of a car alarm, glass falling to shatter on the ground, and then something that might have been a voice.

      She felt something tight around her head, something removed, then the humidity of the torpid night air.

      And then the voice again.

      “Get up.”

      She groaned.

      “Get up.”

      She opened her eyes and looked up into Logan’s face. He was bleeding from a scratch that started up around his scalp and ran down his cheek to the top of his neck. He was leaning over her, her helmet in both hands.

      “We need to get out of here,” he said.

      He set the helmet down on the ground and helped her to her feet. She looked down at her body to see that the leather jacket was scuffed and the trousers were torn, a gash in the right leg through which she could see her bleeding skin.

      Beatrix looked for the Harley, only to find that the impact from the crash had caused damage to the front forks. It wasn’t going anywhere.

      Logan found a stone at the side of the road and used it to smash the window of the car that Beatrix had crashed into. He reached through, opened the door and got into the cabin.

      Beatrix felt her strength return. Logan had opened the passenger door and she got in, slumping back against the seat. The car was an old Fiat, and Logan prised off the plastic cover that contained the wiring.

      Beatrix heard the sound of police sirens.

      “Fuck,” Logan muttered as he struggled with the wiring.

      Beatrix reached up to the sun visor, pulled it down and caught the keys that had been hidden there.

      “Here,” she said.

      Logan started the engine, slammed his door, and pulled away just as Beatrix saw the strobe of blue lights behind them.
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      Logan drove them out of town, following the coast road north. Beatrix closed her eyes and assessed herself for damage, deciding that she was winded and scratched but otherwise unhurt. She had been fortunate.

      “You okay?” he asked her.

      “I’ll live. You?”

      “Same.”

      Beatrix reached for her head before remembering that the helmet was gone. Logan could see her without a disguise; there was nothing that she could do about that now. She wound down the window to let the air in and smelled the salt on the breeze. The coast lay ahead. Lights marked a handful of ships out at sea; large transporters and tankers at anchor a mile out, with smaller craft moving slowly across the black.

      Logan was staring down the road. The scratch on his face was still weeping blood, and she saw that his shirt was ripped.

      He turned to glance over at her. “You want to tell me who you really are?”

      “Not really,” she said.

      “I know you’re not MI6.”

      “Think whatever you like.”

      “I asked,” he said. “They don’t have anyone who looks like you—like the way you looked before—in HK.”

      “They also don’t have anyone who can deliver Danny Nakamura’s evidence to you.”

      “Think you can still do that?”

      She stared dead ahead. “I don’t know.”

      They raced on in silence for another minute.

      Logan exhaled. “What happened?”

      “I was hoping you might be able to tell me.”

      “Were you followed?”

      “No,” she said.

      “Well, they were on someone.”

      “They were on you,” she said. “How have you been running this?”

      “I had her in the Saratoga,” he said. “Her and Carlos. Shit.” He paused. “Carlos. He got shot.”

      “In the head,” Beatrix added. “You can forget about him.”

      “Fuck.” Logan slapped his palm against the wheel. “Fuck.”

      Beatrix looked down to her ripped leathers and saw that her leg was bleeding. She ignored it. “How did Navarro know she was coming to Cuba?”

      “I don’t know,” he admitted.

      She turned to look at him. “How good is your OpSec?”

      “Good,” he protested.

      “You’re sure? Are you absolutely sure you haven’t been compromised?”

      Logan paused, and, in that moment, Beatrix knew that she had to be more careful.

      “I don’t know. Carlos picked her up in Miami. He was careful. No sign of anyone there.”

      “What did she bring with her?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Luggage, Logan. What did she bring?”

      “I don’t know. Carlos was with her.”

      “If she has a suitcase, I’d take it to bits. I bet you find a beacon. If you ask me, they were sitting on her house. You missed it, they followed them here, and now you’ve lost her.”

      Logan tightened his grip on the wheel. Beatrix waited a moment, thinking about what she was going to do next. She didn’t trust anyone—distrust had been a useful insurance policy for years—and she most certainly did not trust him, now even less than before.

      “Look, Logan,” she said. “Danny’s not doing this unless you get his daughter back.”

      He slowed the car and pulled in at the side of the road. He cranked the window down and warm air blew into the cabin, heavy with salt from the sea.

      “There might be a way,” he said.

      “To do what?”

      “To get her back. The tapes—they can help. There are people at the Agency who’ve got a lot to lose if we can bring a successful case against Lincoln. Some of Lincoln’s old SAD operators, for a start.”

      “Go on.”

      “Think about it. Maybe we let them know what we’ve got on Lincoln. We play them the tapes. We tell them that Lincoln is done, and that we’re going to go after everyone else who’s ever worked for him when we roll the whole thing up. Some of them have skeletons in their closets that we know about—we show them what we’ve got on Lincoln, what we’ve got on them, and maybe they start to wonder whether the stink on Lincoln might spread to them. Some of them would be looking at jail time. If we offer them immunity, maybe we can persuade them to cooperate. But I’ll need to show them what we have, or else it’s all hot air.”

      “You’re not having the tape.”

      “But—”

      Beatrix was resolute. “That wasn’t the deal.”

      “I brought his daughter.”

      “And then you lost her. No. There’s not nearly enough of a reason for you to cooperate if you have the evidence you want.”

      “Half the evidence.”

      “My point stands. We’ll never see Melissa again.”

      Logan drummed his fingers on the wheel and clenched his jaw; Beatrix saw a tic jerking in his cheek.

      “So, what do we do?” he asked.

      “You made this mess, Logan; you clean it up. Speak to Langley. Tell them you can deliver evidence against Lincoln. Persuade them. Do whatever you have to, but do it quickly. And then you call me when you know how to fix it.”
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      Melissa shifted her weight in an attempt to make herself a little more comfortable. It was a waste of time. The trunk was too small and her legs and shoulders were cramping badly.

      She had been in the back seat of the car for the first few miles. The man who had taken her from the street had a gun. He had told her that she would be fine if she just did what she was told. He saw how scared she was and told her to relax, that everything was going to be fine, that she would be released just as soon as they had what they wanted.

      They had driven out of the town and stopped at the side of the road. The driver had got out of the car and hurried around to pop the trunk; Melissa had been hustled outside and around to the back. The man with the gun had wrapped his arms around her torso, and the driver had taken her legs, and, between them, they had hoisted her up and deposited her in the compartment. The driver had put his finger to his lips and then, before she had been able to say anything, to ask them to reconsider, to let her go, they had closed the lid and plunged her into darkness.

      How long ago was that? She had no idea. She was wearing her watch, but she couldn’t see it in the darkness. She had no other means to judge the passing of time.

      Carlos had been shot. She put her fingers to her head and felt a stickiness there, the hair plastered together, his blood adhering it to her scalp. The thought of it made her feel nauseated, and, for a moment, she thought that she was going to vomit. She closed her mouth and breathed through her nose, waiting for the moment to pass, but it didn’t; the bile rose up her throat and filled her mouth. She spat it out, spitting out more of it until she was heaving up acrid phlegm. The trunk reeked of it.

      She didn’t know where they were taking her, nor even in which direction they were travelling. She listened for anything that might give her a clue, but all she could hear was the sound of the engine, the squeak of the suspension and the rumble of the wheels on asphalt.
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      Beatrix had Logan drop her off five blocks from the house. She took out her phone and called the number for Alfredo. It was very early in the morning—just after three—but the call was answered promptly and politely. Beatrix explained that she needed urgent assistance. The man on the other end of the line—it was someone other than Alfredo—listened to her request, said that they would be able to assist, told her to call if she needed anything else in the meantime, and ended the call.

      Beatrix conducted a quick dry-cleaning run to make sure that she wasn’t being followed. She walked in the opposite direction and then turned back, looking all the while for any signs of pursuit. She was tired and her body ached, yet she was as diligent as ever, taking another illogical turn to flush out any unwanted attention. But it was early and this part of the city was quiet, and, as far as she could tell, there was no one with her.

      She arrived back on the street, checked for one final time that she was black, and let herself into the house. She leaned against the wall, waiting for her heart to slow down. She unzipped the scuffed jacket and dropped it onto the floor, then removed the holster and pistol. She took them with her as she climbed up to the first floor. She wanted to shower and then check herself more carefully for damage, but, before she could get into her room, she heard footsteps. Danny’s room was opposite her own, and he opened his door. He started to say something, saw her—the torn clothes and the blood on her face—and stopped.

      “I’m okay,” she said. “Looks worse than it is.”

      “What happened?”

      “Didn’t go as planned.”
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      They went down to the kitchen. There was a first aid kit beneath the sink, and Danny fetched it as she told him what had happened. She recounted the rendezvous and brought him up to the point where he had been able to talk to Melissa on the phone. She explained that the meeting had been compromised shortly thereafter, that they had been attacked and, in the mêlée that followed, that Melissa had been taken. She told him how she had tried to follow, but that she had been fired upon and had had no choice but to abandon the pursuit.

      Danny was ashen-faced when she finished. “So who has her?” he asked.

      “Navarro and Lincoln,” she said.

      “Logan is okay?”

      “I think so,” she said.

      She hadn’t discounted the possibility that Logan was double-dealing, but that seemed the least credible of the reasons for what had happened.

      “How did he find her?”

      “We can’t say for sure. Either he’s got a leak inside his camp, or he’s not been careful enough with how he runs his operations.”

      “Where is she?”

      “I don’t know,” Beatrix said. “But we’ll find out soon enough. It isn’t Melissa that Lincoln wants. It’s you.”

      Danny stood a little straighter. “He can have me.”

      “Let’s not get too far ahead of ourselves.”

      “It’s my fault Melissa is here. All of it—it’s all because of me. I should’ve been happy in Hong Kong. I should’ve left her to get on with her life.”

      “Stop,” Beatrix said. “Just stop. There’s no point in blaming yourself.”

      “It’s true, though, isn’t it?”

      She bit her lip.

      “We might as well face up to it. None of this would have happened without me.”

      “We don’t have time for self-pity,” she said sharply. “Feeling sorry for yourself isn’t going to help. It’s not your fault—it’s Logan’s. He’s the one who messed up. He needs to fix it.”

      “Why would you think that he can?”

      “Maybe he can; maybe he can’t. We spoke about it on the way back. We could think about giving him one of the tapes. He thinks he could use it at Langley.”

      “But that’s our leverage,” he protested.

      “It’s part of it,” she agreed. “We’d have the other tape, plus your testimony. But if Logan can build a case against Lincoln, he might be able to use that to persuade others who are close to him to switch sides. He seems to think that might be possible.”

      “And what do you think?”

      “I don’t know. Maybe. If the right people decide that Lincoln is about to become toxic, they might decide that it’s in their best interests to disassociate themselves from him. Maybe.”

      “Lots of maybes.”

      “That’s all I’ve got.”

      “It feels like a gamble,” he said.

      “It is a gamble. But we don’t have anything else.” She rubbed her forehead. “We don’t have to decide anything now. It’s late.”

      Danny was distracted and didn’t hear her. “We can’t just sit here and wait.”

      “No, Danny,” she said firmly. “That’s exactly what we do.”

      “He wants me. Lincoln wants me dead.” Danny looked away, gazing out of the window at the dark street beyond. “If that’s what it takes.”

      Beatrix exhaled, too tired for patience. “Don’t be a martyr,” she said. “I’m tired and sore. I need to get some sleep. Things will look different in the morning.”

      Danny turned away from the window and looked down at his shoes. He sighed. “Sure.”

      She got up, her whole body aching. “I’m not giving up. We’ve come all this way. Please, Danny—trust me. Go and get some sleep. We can talk about this again in the morning.”

      “All right. Tomorrow.”

      She waited for him to disappear back to his room and then took out her phone and called again.

      Alfredo answered this time. “Hello.”

      “Did you get the message?”

      “I did. And it is in hand. I will report when there is something to say.”
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      The car bounced up and down and slowed, the brakes wheezing as it finally came to a stop. Her legs were aching from being pressed up against her body for so long; she turned over so that she could try to arrange herself in a different way, but there wasn’t enough space to do anything other than keep her knees held up against her chest. She had slithered around so that she was lying diagonally, but, even then, it had only bought her a few extra inches. Not enough to stop the cramp. And she couldn’t avoid lying in the pool of slowly drying vomit.

      She heard the doors opening, then footsteps, then the sound of a key being pushed into the lock of the trunk. The lid opened, and she looked out into the darkness of the early morning. She saw two men outside; their hands slithered beneath her shoulders and grasped her ankles, and she was hauled out and turned around so that her feet were on the ground. The hands withdrew and, without their support, her legs buckled; she slumped forward, but was caught again before she could hit the ground. They moved her around so that she could rest against the side of the car.

      She looked around. They had stopped at the end of what looked like a harbour. There was a concrete apron that ran over to a wall and, beyond that, she saw a wide body of water. To the left, a tall bridge crossed the water where it narrowed. The terrain rose sharply at the mouth of a bay, and the moon washed down over all of it.

      One of the men from the car took her elbow and walked her to a row of warehouses that faced the water.

      “Where are we?” she asked him.

      “That doesn’t matter,” the man said.

      “What are we doing here?”

      “You’re going to be staying here for a little while,” he said. He handed her a bottle of water. “Drink.”

      She took the bottle and put it to her lips.

      The man spoke with an American accent. He had short hair and a muscular neck that was almost too wide for his head.

      “Why is this happening? I haven’t done anything wrong.”

      “You’ve been tangled up in your father’s business,” he said, taking the bottle away and screwing the cap back on it. “You could make this a lot easier if you told us where we could find him.”

      “I don’t know,” she said. “I came to Cuba to meet him.”

      “We’ll try to make sure you can still meet,” he said. “But you’re going to have to wait here with us while we arrange it.”

      The man opened the door and indicated that Melissa should go inside. The warehouse was large, two storeys with a main room and two additional rooms that were accessed from the rear on the ground floor. The main room had seating, a television and some very basic kitchen appliances; the man ushered Melissa through it to the two doors at the back.

      “You’ll be in here,” he said.

      He opened the door on the right so that she could look inside. There was a bed, a chair and a wooden set of drawers. There were no windows, and the room was lit by a single naked bulb.

      “The bathroom is here,” the man said, indicating the second door. “I’d go now. We’re going to have to lock the door while you’re in the bedroom.”

      Melissa went into the bathroom. It was in poor condition, with a stained toilet, a sink and a cracked and dusty mirror. There was no window here, either.

      “Hurry up,” the man said.

      Melissa looked at her reflection in the mirror. Her skin was pale and her lips were bloodless.

      She looked just as she felt.

      Terrified.
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      Logan had been in bed for an hour. He had taken a warm bath, necked two shots of gin from the minibar and then put on the white noise that usually helped him to drift off, but none of it was helping. His face was sore, for a start, with an ugly scrape from where his skin had been abraded by the road as he had slid across it. But he could have ignored that. His mind was racing and, save taking a Xanax, he knew himself well enough to realise that it wasn’t going to quiet down.

      In the end he gave up. He opened his eyes, reached for his phone, checked the time—four in the morning… Jesus—and then swung his legs out of bed. He went over to the window and pulled the cord to open the blinds. Havana was laid out before him, the crumbling grandeur of a city that had been starved of proper investment for so long. The government could only do so much, and they were making a virtue out of the sense of history that still hung over the city and, beyond that, the country itself.

      Logan’s family had a long history with Cuba. His grandfather had been involved in the gambling industry and had invested heavily in a number of casinos that had catered to the flow of American tourists who came for the climate, the cigars and the prostitutes. His fortune had been wiped out by the revolution, sending the Logans into a tailspin from which they had never really recovered. The old man, chased by banks for loans that he would never be able to pay back, had put a noose around his neck and hanged himself in the garage of the mansion that had just been foreclosed.

      His father had been involved in the abortive Bay of Pigs invasion; he had been responsible for the recruitment of Cuban exiles and then had helped to oversee their training on Useppa Island, the territory off the Florida coast that had been leased for that purpose. The failure of the counter-revolution had put an end to what had once been a promising career in intelligence; William Senior had often joked that he would one day have plush offices at Langley from where he would be able to reach out and shape events around the world. He had delivered the prediction with a nod and a wink, but Logan had known that his father was serious in his ambition. His aspirations had been strangled, however, in the ignominy of the operation’s failure, and he had never mentioned them again. His career had come to a halt and, rather than suffer the disgrace of a sideways move into a division where he would just see out the rest of his career, he had quit and gone freelance. That business had failed, and, as he wrote in his suicide letter, failure was something that he simply could not tolerate. He had gone out into the woods behind their house and eaten his service weapon.

      Logan had promised himself that he would take up the same career and that he would do better: he would leave a legacy of which his own sons could be proud.

      And then last night had happened…

      The irony of the situation was not lost on him: his career, like his father’s, and like his grandfather’s before him, might come to an end on this godforsaken island.

      No. That is not going to happen.

      He got dressed and went out for a walk. He needed to think, and he always thought best when he was exercising. The Meliá Cohiba was on the Malecón, and he followed it toward the embassy at 55 Calzada. He walked toward the thicket of flagpoles that separated the embassy from the esplanade and passed through them, lost in contemplation. He found his thoughts running back to his father’s failures, and he kept walking.

      He tried to think of a way in which he could repair the damage, but he could not. Caprice—whoever she really was—had said that Danny Nakamura was on the island. The inspector general had made it very plain: they needed Nakamura’s testimony. He had been there, with Lincoln, in Vietnam. He had spoken to the Degar who had witnessed Lincoln’s cowardice, and their posthumous accounts would shine a bright light upon his subsequent mendacity.

      But that was going to be difficult now. Nakamura was hidden, and, without his daughter, Logan doubted that he would cooperate. Why would he? Logan could offer him everything else—a new identity, a new life wherever he wanted—but he knew that the only reason Nakamura wanted those things was in order to spend his autumn years with her. And that was no longer something that Logan could promise.

      He had failed. The IG would blame him, and consequences would follow.

      He stopped and sat against the sea wall, scrubbing his fingers through his wispy hair.

      His choices had been circumscribed. The way he saw it, he had only one left.

      He took out his phone and dialled.
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      Logan saw a taxi and flagged it down. He got inside and asked to be driven to Miramar. The radio was playing incessant Spanish pop, and he asked the driver to turn it off. That was the last thing he wanted to listen to. He needed a clear head. He needed to be calm.

      The driver turned onto Calle 3 and drove on. Logan knew that he was taking an enormous risk, but he knew that he had no other cards to play. It was this or give up and accept the mediocrity that had always been the fate of his family.

      The failure of his grandfather.

      The failure of his father.

      Logan was not going to fail.

      The taxi arrived at the café. Casa Pilar was busy enough to offer some anonymity, but not so busy that it would be impossible to notice anyone who might be observing a meet here. Logan took a moment, his hands sweaty against the worn leather seat.

      “Sir? We are here.”

      Logan breathed in and out—one, two, three—and, summoning as much determination and certainty as he could, he paid the man, stepped outside and made his way to the café.
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      He went onto the terrace and made his way to the table at the far end, nearest to a set of steps that led down to the beach. A man was waiting there; he had chosen the chair that faced into the terrace, a position from which it would be difficult to approach without him being aware of it.

      It was Navarro.

      The older man saw him coming and stood. “Logan.”

      Logan was nervous, and the prospect of a sit-down with Navarro made it much worse. Navarro was a legend in the Agency; everyone knew that he had been close to Lincoln for years, ever since Vietnam, and that he was the man whom Lincoln used to take care of the problems that he couldn’t take care of in other, more civilised ways. Navarro was elderly now—old enough to be Logan’s father—but that had not made any difference to the utility that he offered. He selected the men who could be trusted, arranged their training, and then oversaw them in the field. Just like he had been doing for the last few weeks in Hong Kong and, now, here. Logan had known that taking down Lincoln would mean going after Navarro, too, and the prospect had frightened him. He was more than frightened now.

      Navarro put out his hand, and Logan took it.

      “I’d like to say it’s a pleasure to finally meet you,” Navarro said, “but I can’t. You’ve made my life very difficult.”

      “I’m sorry about that,” Logan said.

      Navarro released his hand and gestured to the other chair. Both men sat down. The waitress came over and asked if they were ready to order.

      “Black coffee,” Navarro said.

      Logan ordered a coffee and a preparada, a ham croquette. The waitress scribbled the order on her pad and said that she would be back with their coffees.

      Logan waited until she was out of earshot. “Thank you for seeing me.”

      “I wish you had come to me before.”

      “I didn’t need to then.”

      “Maybe. But you have less to offer me now.”

      “I don’t know about that. You have his daughter, but you don’t have him. You don’t have his evidence.”

      “Do you?”

      “Not yet. But I can get it.”

      Logan watched the older man and saw the steel in his eyes, the cunning. “Can I ask how long you’ve known?”

      “About the IG’s investigation? We’ve always known about it.”

      “It’s not personal,” Logan tried to argue.

      “‘It’s not personal,’” Navarro scoffed. “It’s always personal.”

      “Not for me,” he protested. “Butcher’s the zealot.”

      “And you just do as you’re told.”

      “She’s a hard-ass. She hates what the Agency has become. She’d much rather we just went back to collecting intelligence. Passive.”

      “Those days are gone,” Navarro said.

      “Maybe they are.”

      “What about you?” Navarro said. “You could’ve chosen to be more helpful. Lincoln would have given a lot to have someone senior in the IG’s office.”

      “What can I say? I thought he was going down. I chose the wrong side. You can tell him I’m sorry if you want.”

      “Are you sorry?”

      “I feel foolish. You said he would have given a lot to have someone in Butcher’s camp. He can still have that. I still can help him fix the problem he’s about to have with his reputation.”

      “The problem you’ve made worse?”

      “Things have changed.”

      “They have. You’ve lost your leverage.”

      The waitress came back with the coffee, and both men were silent as she put the cups on the table.

      Navarro sipped his coffee. “This is good,” he observed. “Coffee, cigars and rum. The only reasons you’d want to come to this hole.”

      Logan held up his cup to acknowledge the sentiment.

      “I have to ask,” Navarro said. “How did you find out about Nakamura in the first place? I don’t mind admitting that you’ve got us worried that we have a snake in the camp.”

      Logan thought of Donald Miller, his source in Lincoln’s operations group. Would he burn Miller if it was necessary to save his own skin? In an instant, and without thinking twice.

      “You do have a leak,” he said. “I can tell you who it is.”

      “As part of the package you’re going to offer?”

      “If you give me what I want? Sure. Lincoln gets Nakamura, his evidence, the rat in his camp and the source in the IG’s office he wants.”

      “That’s more interesting,” Navarro said. “Enough foreplay. Let’s see whether there’s any ground for an agreement. Start with Nakamura. Where is he?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “Cuba?”

      “Yes.”

      “With the woman?”

      “I believe so.”

      “And who is she?”

      “She says her name is Caprice. She did some work with us in Hong Kong years ago. We always understood that she was MI6, but that was then. They don’t have anyone with her description on the books now. I’ve checked.”

      “Do you have pictures of her?”

      Logan shrugged. “A couple from Hong Kong, but they’re worthless. She’s been in disguise the whole time. I saw her yesterday for the first time without it. She doesn’t look anything like what we thought.”

      “Can you describe her?”

      “I’ve already sent a report back to HQ. I’ll have a composite tonight. I’ll give you a copy.”

      “She’s been almost as irritating as you,” Navarro said. “I’d very much like to meet her.”

      “I think that’s possible.”

      Navarro picked up his coffee cup and put it to his lips. He sipped the thick black liquid, his eyes on Logan the whole time. There was a sharp intelligence there; Logan reminded himself, as if a reminder was even necessary, that he couldn’t make the mistake of underestimating him.

      Navarro put the cup down and smiled, showing nicotine-stained teeth.

      “What do you want?”
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      Mazzetti was waiting outside Casa Pilar to take Navarro back to the safe house in Matanzas. Navarro opened the rear door and lowered himself into the back of the car. It was just after nine in the morning, and it was hot.

      “Turn up the air,” he said.

      “Not working, boss,” Mazzetti said as he pulled away.

      “What is it with this country? Nothing works.”

      He cranked the window down instead; the humidity was already thick and soupy. He was looking forward to finishing the job and getting back home. He reached for the bottle of water that he had shoved into the cupholder and took a long slug of it. The water was tepid now, but at least it was wet.

      It seemed like he had worked in places like this all his life: Iraq, Afghanistan, Pakistan. There had been other places, too, but none of those assignments stood out in his memory the same way. There had been Vietnam, of course, but not much of any good had come out of that. He had met Lincoln, but that had been about the extent of what he would consider memorable. It had been FUBAR from start to finish, and, as far as he was concerned, it was best forgotten. This whole situation with PROSPERO had brought it back to the surface; that alone would have been enough for him to have been pissed at what Nakamura had done. Threatening Lincoln—and, by association, threatening him, too—had been the shitty icing on a particularly shitty cake.

      He took another swig of water and then dropped the bottle back into the cupholder.

      “Call the safe house,” he said to Mazzetti. “Make sure everyone’s there. We’ve got work to do.”

      Mazzetti turned to the west and they set off back toward the safe house.
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      Beatrix slept lightly until eleven. She was just out of the shower when she heard a knock on the door.

      “I’ve got it,” Danny called out.

      She heard his footsteps as he descended the stairs. She dried herself, dressed and went down to the sitting room.

      Alfredo was there.

      “Good morning,” he said.

      Beatrix found that she was tense. “How did it go?”

      “Very well,” Alfredo said. “You were right.”

      “Wait a minute,” Danny complained. “Right about what?”

      “I asked Alfredo to keep an eye on Logan,” she said.

      “You don’t trust him?”

      “He’s CIA. I’ve never trusted him. And, after what happened last night—well, he has nothing to offer us. He can’t offer you safety. He just lost your daughter.”

      “So he can’t trade with us anymore?”

      “No,” she said. “But he can trade with Lincoln and Navarro. He’s not doing any of this because he thinks it’s right. He told me himself: this isn’t about ethics or morality. It’s about the main chance. I’ve met men like him before. This is about what he can get for himself.”

      Danny blew out his cheeks.

      She turned to Alfredo. “What happened?”

      “Mr. Logan left his hotel at four o’clock this morning and went for a walk,” Alfredo reported. “I had men waiting. They are very good at staying out of sight. They were able to follow without being seen.”

      He took out an envelope and shook a collection of photographs onto the table. He took one from the top of the pile and tapped his finger against it. Logan was walking in front of the collection of flagpoles that had been installed outside the US embassy.

      “He made a telephone call and, a short while after that, he took a taxi. One of my men was driving the car. He took him to Casa Pilar in Miramar, where he met this man.”

      He took a series of photographs from the pile and handed them to Beatrix. Danny crowded around her. She shuffled the photographs: Logan was approaching a table, pulling out a chair, sitting down. The man at the table he had chosen was facing into the camera. Beatrix remembered him from the abortive hit on Jimmy Wang.

      “That’s Navarro,” Danny said. “Jesus. You expected them to meet?”

      “I thought it was possible,” she said. “I didn’t think he would be quite as quick as this, though. He’s desperate.”

      She shuffled through the photographs again. The two men were engaged in a serious conversation, both leaning forward, elbows on the table, mirroring each other.

      “What happened next?” she asked.

      Alfredo laid his finger over Logan. “He went back to his hotel.”

      “He’s under observation now?”

      “Of course. I have two people outside.”

      Beatrix leaned forward, the expectation setting her on edge. She put her finger on Navarro’s picture. “And him?”

      “He was driven to Matanzas. Eighty miles east of Havana. They went here.”

      He took out another envelope and handed it to Beatrix. She opened it and took out another set of photographs. The first few pictures showed a car at the side of the road with two people inside; the next showed Navarro getting out; the remainder were of a building. It was a warehouse in what appeared to be an industrial area.

      “What is it?” Danny asked.

      “That looks like a safe house,” Beatrix said. “Matanzas—it’s a port?”

      Alfredo nodded. “One of the largest in Cuba. The government has invested in the expansion of the docks, but trade has not been as brisk as they had hoped. Many industrial units are vacant—like this one.”

      Beatrix flipped through the photographs and saw other cars arriving, with a collection of men getting out and going inside. They all looked like military operators and, as she flipped to the last photograph, she saw two men whom she recognised: the men who had taken out Jimmy Wang and his associates in Stanley.

      She gave the photographs to Danny. He flipped through them.

      “Did you see anything inside?” she asked Alfredo.

      “No,” he said. “There are no windows. We dared not get closer—we did not want to give away the fact that we were there.”

      Danny picked out a picture of the warehouse and held it up. “This is where Melissa is?”

      “Probably,” she said. She downplayed it a little, unwilling to raise his hopes too much, but she was very confident: why would Navarro go to the trouble of finding two safe houses? This one—away from busy areas, easy to defend—would be perfect for stowing someone away.

      “What do we do?” Danny asked.

      “You don’t do anything,” she said. “But I’d like to know a little more about the comings and goings at that warehouse before I do anything else.”

      “I have a man and a woman there now,” Alfredo said. “They are very well hidden. They will not be observed. What are they looking for?”

      “My daughter,” Danny interjected.

      “Yes,” Beatrix said. “I doubt they’ll bring her anywhere where she could be seen, but they might. Other than that, it would be helpful to know how many people are inside, how they come and go, anything like that.”

      “Of course,” Alfredo said.

      “And I’m going to need something else, I’m afraid.”

      “Please,” Alfredo said. “I have promised the Wo Shun Wo that we will provide you with everything you need.”

      “I’m going to need a house. Somewhere outside Havana. Reasonably close. Cheap.”

      “That will not be a problem.”

      “And a car. I’m afraid I lost the bike.”

      Alfredo nodded. “Anything else?”

      “Equipment,” she said. “I’ll make a list.”

      “It will be provided.”

      Danny stood. “So? What’s next?”

      Beatrix picked up a photo of Navarro looking almost directly into the camera. “I’m going to set a little trap and see if I can get anyone to bite.”
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      They dealt with the house first. Alfredo suggested a property in Santa Cruz del Norte, twenty minutes to the east of Havana. He drove Beatrix out to it and invited her to look around. The house was at the corner of a block, with another empty house to the east. That was fortunate. It was a two-storey house, boxy and ugly in construction, with a wire-mesh fence that marked the boundary with the rough track that ran alongside it.

      “Who owns it?” she asked.

      “We do.”

      “And it’s used for what?”

      “Triad business,” he said, unwilling to provide further details.

      Beatrix didn’t care. “It’s vacant?”

      “It is.”

      He unlocked the door and invited Beatrix inside, then waited in the hall as she scouted the property. There were two bedrooms, a simple bathroom, a kitchen and a sitting room. The style was rustic, and the property would have benefitted from being redecorated. Beatrix didn’t care about that; she wasn’t planning to stay. She went to the windows and saw that they were fitted with wooden blinds. She opened them a little, just enough for someone to be able to see through them from the street but not enough to allow an uninterrupted view.

      There was a back door, too. Beatrix asked Alfredo to unlock it and then went outside. The door opened onto a scrubby garden that had been used as a dumping ground for obsolete household goods. She picked a path between an abandoned refrigerator and a washing machine and made her way back to a fence that had been allowed to fall into disrepair. It was a simple matter to pass between the broken panels to another dirt track that marked the beginning of a slope that led down to the beach.

      “Is it satisfactory?” Alfredo asked her.

      “Perfect.”

      “I am pleased.”

      She told him what else she was going to need to happen here, and, his mouth kinking into a smirk as he realised what she had in mind, he nodded and said that it would all be possible.

      “What now?” he said when she was finished.

      “Can you be here tonight? I’m going to need someone to give me a ride. I’m going to be leaving the car here.”

      If he was confused by her answer, he did not mention it. “And where will you be going?”

      “Matanzas,” she said.

      He nodded his understanding. “And now?”

      “I need to make a phone call,” she said.
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      Logan had been in his hotel room ever since the meeting with Navarro. He felt unusual: the fear of meeting Lincoln’s hatchet man had been alleviated and replaced by a sense of relief that he had—at least on the face of it—made a deal that would help him to get some of what he wanted. The dread was gone, but there was still a deep sense of unease, a twist in his gut that reminded him that the man with whom he had negotiated had been ambitious enough to reach the very heights of the Agency and then ruthless enough to stay there.

      Logan had not been promised everything that he had asked for. That was to be expected. For his part, he had offered to deliver Nakamura, the recordings of the interviews, and their source in Lincoln’s operation, and to be a source for him in the OIG. In return, he had asked to be made inspector general. Navarro had smirked at that, his stained teeth glittering behind his thin lips, but Logan had pressed on. He wanted to be paid, too: three hundred thousand dollars to be remitted to the Swiss account that he would set up for this specific purpose. Navarro had given a little shake of his head, as if in surprise at Logan’s gall, but Logan had held his gaze until the older man chuckled.

      “Lincoln should see it as a finder’s fee,” Logan had suggested.

      “But you haven’t found them yet,” Navarro retorted.

      Logan had no doubt that Lincoln would attempt to renege and reduce the compensation that he was prepared to give. He could try. Logan would keep copies of the interviews, and Lincoln would know that was the case, even if it was always left unsaid. Lincoln was a spiteful man, but strategic; there was no sense in him risking the damage to his career that disclosure would cause just to garner a measure of satisfaction in punishing the man who had once threatened him, and then used him to make himself rich. And three hundred thousand was small change. Lincoln had been using his position to enrich himself for years.

      Logan’s throat was dry. He went over to the minibar and took out a bottle of water. He twisted the cap off and took it out onto the balcony.

      His phone buzzed.

      He picked it up.

      “Who is it?”

      “It’s me.”

      Caprice.

      He closed the French doors and went back into the room.

      “What can I do for you?”

      “We need to meet. I’ve been thinking about what you said.”

      “About the tapes?”

      “Yes. It’s a reasonable request. We’re prepared to give you one of them.”

      “That’ll help,” he said.

      “Have you spoken to the IG?”

      “Yes. She’s on board. We’re looking into some of Lincoln’s team. We’ll find the candidates we think we have the best chance of turning and start from there. It’ll be helpful if we use the tapes to show we’re serious, and that Lincoln’s in trouble.”

      “The restaurant near the cathedral. Same as before. Tonight at ten.”

      “I’ll see you there.”

      He ended the call, staring down at the display as it flicked off. He touched it to wake it again and called Navarro’s number.

      “Are you ready?” he said. “We’re on.”
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      They had kept Melissa in the back room all morning. It was an ascetic space: a bed with a thin mattress and a dusty coverlet over the top, a wooden chair that wobbled on an uneven leg when she sat down on it, and a chest of drawers that had been locked shut. They let her visit the bathroom once in the morning and once after lunch. They brought her food and provided two large bottles of water for her to drink.

      She had spent the time thinking about the situation in which she had found herself. She hadn’t been able to think about anything else since she had been taken, but her thoughts had been scrambled with terror in the trunk of the car as they had driven to wherever this was; now that they were here, and the immediate shock had passed, she had a clearer head.

      That didn’t mean she felt any better about it.

      She knew that what had happened was connected to her father. He had explained that things had happened in his past that had meant he had had to disappear, and that anything he did now had to be conducted with care. He had apologised in his emails to her that he couldn’t be more specific. Now she found that she needed to try to paint inside the lines: who was her father? What had he done? Who were the people who had taken her, and what did they want?

      Melissa heard the sound of vehicles drawing up outside the house. She heard the door open and close and then a collection of voices from the other room.

      She hurried to the door; there was a narrow gap between the bottom and the floor that allowed her to see a tiny sliver of the room outside. She dropped down onto her belly and looked through the gap. The angle was shallow, and she could only make out the legs of the men who had gathered there, perhaps seven or eight of them in total.

      They started to talk.
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        * * *

      

      “I think we’re finally coming to the end of this mess. We might be able to wrap it up today.”

      Navarro glanced around the room. They were all there: Morley, Harker, Millman, Ramalhete, Hook, Farrow, Schroder and Mazzetti. The eight of them were all veterans of the Special Operations Group; they had all been blooded on operations that he had orchestrated, and they were all extremely dangerous.

      “The sitrep is straightforward. Last night wasn’t perfect, but it was good enough. Logan made contact with me this morning. He knows he’s lost leverage now that we have MIRANDA. He’s had a change of heart and he’s ready to flip. He knows that he can’t offer anything to PROSPERO to persuade him to cooperate now that he doesn’t have her. He wants to work with us now.”

      Hook shook his head. “And the boss is okay with that?”

      “If it means we can get to PROSPERO? Of course. He’s a pragmatist. You know that.”

      Ramalhete had doubts, too. “But Logan doesn’t have access to PROSPERO.”

      “He doesn’t. His job is going to be to persuade ARIEL that he can still get MIRANDA.”

      “ARIEL? The woman?”

      “Correct.”

      “Do we know anything about her?” Ramalhete said.

      “We know that she’s been telling Logan that she’s MI6, but he says he looked into that and they don’t have anyone in HK who answers her description.”

      “A freelancer, then?”

      “We’ll work on that basis. It doesn’t make much difference either way.”

      Ramalhete leaned back and stretched out his legs. “So what’s the plan?”

      “It’s already underway. ARIEL contacted Logan an hour ago and proposed a meet. She says that she’s prepared to give him one of the tapes so that he can use it to get support at Langley.”

      “Meeting where?”

      “There’s a restaurant near the cathedral. El Patio. Logan met her there before. She suggested tonight. We’ll be there. I want you to go now. Scout it out. Find the best places to get eyes on.”

      “We’ll need to be very careful,” Morley said. “She’s not naïve.”

      “You would say that,” Hook jeered. “She already got the jump on you and Farrow once. Locked you in a storeroom.”

      Farrow was leaning against the wall; he gave Hook the finger.

      “All I’m saying is that she knows what she’s doing. I wouldn’t take her lightly.”

      “We’re not about to,” Navarro said. “We run this very, very carefully. The meet is in a busy spot. Lots of tourists. Somewhere we won’t stand out. We know she’s good on the street, but we think she’ll be on her own. And there will be eight of us.”

      “Eight?”

      “Someone’s got to stay here with MIRANDA.” He pointed at Millman. He had taken the brunt of the crash in Hong Kong. “You stay here and keep an eye on her.”

      “Yes, boss.”

      “We follow ARIEL once they’ve finished,” Navarro said. “I’ll lay odds that PROSPERO is hiding out wherever she ends up. We confirm that, and, once we’re sure, we go in. We scoop him up and bring him back here. At least he’ll get the chance to see his daughter before we get rid of him.”

      “And ARIEL?”

      “We do her there,” Navarro said. “She’s caused enough trouble already.”
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      Danny was preparing a late lunch in the kitchen when Beatrix got back from the house. He had found a recipe book in the bookcase and had found that the larder contained everything he needed to make Pernil Relleno de Moros y Cristianos. He had removed the bone from a piece of pork shoulder and had marinated it in oil, orange juice, garlic and oregano. He had spread white rice and black beans down the middle of the meat and then folded the meat over it, tied it with string and then roasted it in the oven.

      “Know why it’s called Moros y Cristianos?”

      “I have no idea.”

      “Moors and Christians. The Moors are the black beans. The Christians are the white rice.”

      He sliced the pork and served it on two plates, taking them up to the terrace on the roof of the house. Beatrix grabbed two beers from the fridge and followed him. She saw that he had set the table for the two of them. He set the plates down and she used a bottle opener to pop the lids on the beers.

      “Cheers,” he said, and they touched the necks of the bottles together.

      They sat and ate. The food was delicious; the meat had been cooked to perfection, beautifully seasoned and succulent.

      “This is good,” she said.

      “You need to eat more. You’re wasting away.”

      She took a pull of the beer. “Danny,” she said, “I need to talk to you.”

      He drank off three fingers of the beer and put the bottle down. “What is it?”

      “I think this is all going to come to an end tonight.”

      “How?”

      “I spoke to Logan. I’m meeting him. Navarro will be there. They’ll put me under surveillance and follow me. They’ll hope that I’ll lead them back to you. That’s not going to happen. I won’t be able to come back here until this is done.”

      “And what are you going to do?”

      “I’m going to give them something else to think about and then, while they’re doing that, I’m going to go and get Melissa.”

      “And me?”

      “You stay here. Alfredo is going to send someone while I’m gone.”

      “I don’t need babysitting.”

      “I know. But it’s just in case. I’ve been careful to make sure no one knows where you are, but you can never be completely sure. I need you to pack your stuff and be ready to move. If it happens, it’ll happen fast. We’ll have to get out of Havana before Navarro can regroup.”

      “Okay,” he said a little uncertainly.

      “I’m going to get her back, Danny,” she said. “I’ll let you know when it’s done.”
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      She finished lunch, helped Danny to tidy up, and then went to her room. Her go-bag was still packed and ready. She took out Caprice’s clothes and went into the bathroom to change. She knew that she had to persevere with the disguise. Logan might have seen her without it, but, as far as she knew, he had been the only one. She had no interest in letting Navarro get her photograph.

      She put on the wig, added her sunglasses, picked up her bag, dropped her pistol inside and slung it over her shoulder. She left the bedroom and went downstairs.

      Danny was waiting for her.

      “When will I see you again?” he asked her.

      “Tonight.”

      He started to say something, then swallowed.

      “Come on,” she said. “None of that.”

      “Thank you,” he said, his voice cracking. “You didn’t have to do any of this.”

      “You’ve looked out for me. No one else did that.”

      “I know. But you’ve gone halfway around the world for me—”

      “Just make sure Michael finds Isabella,” she interrupted. “That’ll be thanks enough.”

      He cleared his throat and, before she could stop him, he wrapped his arms around her shoulders and drew her in for a hug. She stood there, uncomfortable, and, as he held her, she heard him give a little sob. She reached up for his shoulders and gently separated herself from his embrace. He sniffed, and, as she looked into his face, she saw that his eyes were wet.

      “Be careful,” he said.

      “Stay here and keep your phone on. I’ll call you when I’ve got her back.”

      She moved him to the side and, before he could say anything else, she sidestepped him, opened the door, and stepped out into the late afternoon heat.
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      Alfredo had arranged for a car to be left outside the house and had told her that the equipment she had requested was in the trunk. Beatrix checked it out. The car was a Peugeot 405. It was plain and unprepossessing, just as she had requested. The counterbalance was that the car certainly looked as if it had seen better days, and at least one hundred thousand miles. Alfredo had assured her it had been recently serviced and ran well, and she took him at his word.

      She opened the trunk and saw that there was a canvas bag and a tyre iron inside; she transferred the bag to the passenger seat.

      She started the engine and set off. She left the city, heading east toward Santa Cruz del Norte. There was a gas station on the road outside Playa Jibocoa, and she parked alongside the store and went inside. She made her way down the aisle and collected six cans of El Ebro black bean soup and a ball of string. She paid for them at the counter and went back to the car, placing both items on the passenger seat next to the canvas bag.

      She pulled out again and continued on her way.
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      Beatrix parked the car outside the house in Santa Cruz. She checked again that there was no one about. It was quiet, with just the susurration of the waves rolling up onto the deserted beach.

      She unzipped the canvas bag and opened it: there were ten Russian F1 hand grenades inside. The Russians had copied a design popularised by the French, adding a yellow-green coloration that—when combined with the distinctive shape—had led to the grenade being dubbed limonka, or lemon. The steel exterior was notched for better grip, and the striker lever extended halfway down the oval. The grenade had a three-second fuze; she would have preferred the instantaneous variety, but Alfredo had apologised that he hadn’t been able to source that in the time that he had been given. The grenades looked old, and, she guessed, must have been sourced through Alfredo’s more dubious contacts in the military.

      She put the grenade back into the bag and added the ball of string. She zipped it closed, picked it up along with the cans of soup, and walked up to the front door. It was guarded by a metal cage; she unlocked the cage, then the wooden door behind it, and went inside.
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      She checked the house again. It was perfect for her purposes, separated from its neighbours on both sides, the windows obscured so that it was impossible to look through them. There was also a rear exit that would allow her easy access to the garden and the track that led to the beach.

      She passed through the rooms again, one by one: the kitchen and sitting room on the ground floor, the two bedrooms and bathroom on the first floor. She went down the stairs and imagined what might happen later. She put herself into the shoes of a soldier who had been tasked to clear the property. She would choose stealth over an all-out assault, and, after checking the locks on the cage and the wooden front door, she concluded that it would be a simple task to pick them. She would leave them locked. The doors would be opened and then the breaching team would filter inside. If she were in charge, she would clear the ground-floor rooms, then she would make her way upstairs and clear the rooms up there. It would be quick. Thirty seconds. A minute at the outside.

      The doors would be opened, one by one; the soldier would come into the room, weapon raised, finger on the trigger, ready to fire.

      Clear.

      Clear.

      Clear.

      She was going to slow that process down a little.

      Give them something to think about.

      She went to the kitchen and took out the cans of soup. She fetched her knife, picked up a can, pressed the tip of the blade into the aluminium, and sheared off the top inch. She emptied the cans into the sink and repeated the process with each of the cans until she had six of them, all empty and open at one end. She collected two of the cans, went up to the first floor and turned right into the first bedroom. She checked that the window would open so that she could get out again once she had finished what she needed to do; the sash was stiff, but she forced it up enough so that she could slide through. There was a drop down to the garden, but the discarded fridge was directly below, and she would be able to use that on the way down.

      She took the string and tied one can to the radiator on the wall. She dragged the bed until it was adjacent to the radiator and then tied a second can to the nearest leg. She took two grenades from the canvas bag and looped a length of string around each of them, pressing it into the deep grooves that ran around the perimeters. Finally, and with exquisite care, she removed the pin of the first grenade and, holding the lever, she slid it into the open can. She would have used beer cans, but they would not have been wide enough; these cans were perfect. It was a snug fit: the striking lever sprang out a little but was prevented from opening enough to ignite the fuze. Beatrix took the second grenade to the bed, pulled the pin and placed that one in the can that was fixed to the leg. There was a little play in the string, so she made a loop and fed it around the door handle.

      She checked: the line was taut now. If the door was opened, the string would tug the grenades out of the cans. The safety levers would fly off, releasing the cocked strikers. There would be a loud pop as they initiated the igniters that set the time fuzes burning and then, somewhere between three and four seconds later, the grenades would detonate. The sixty grams of TNT in each would turn the pound of steel in the body into a hail of lethal fragments. The Viet Cong had used the same trap fifty years earlier; it seemed apt to deploy the same trap now, given the history of Danny’s antagonists.

      She clambered through the window, dropped onto the top of the fridge and then slid down into the garden.

      She went to the rear door and went back inside, then walked through the ground floor to the front door. She stepped outside and walked back to the car, opened the trunk and took out the tyre iron. She went back inside the house and into the front room, where she selected a floorboard that was lined up with the door, dead centre. She pushed the tyre iron into the join between that board and its neighbour and pushed down. The wood complained, cracking a little, and then the nails that secured it to the joist beneath popped out. Beatrix removed the board, fashioned a loop of string and slipped it around the board. She positioned it an inch from the end and tightened the noose to hold it in place. She got down on her hands and knees and looked down into the space between the joists. She took another piece of string, looped one end around a third grenade and the other around the joist, tightening the knots so that the grenade was flush up against the wood. Finally, she took the spare end of the string that she had attached to the board, fed it through the pin and then knotted it tight. She lowered the board back into place, making sure that it did not look as though it had been disturbed. The joist would act as a fulcrum; if anyone put weight on the end of the board that was nearest to the door, the other end of the board would spring up and the sudden jerk would pull the pin from the grenade.

      And then… bang.

      Beatrix stepped back to admire her handiwork. She was satisfied, but she wasn’t done.

      There was still more to do.
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      It was ten o’clock in the evening, but it was still busy in the cathedral square. It was loud and hectic, and Navarro was grateful for that. It would have been more difficult to observe ARIEL if the streets had been quiet, and following her would have been difficult by another order of magnitude altogether. But, as he looked around at the busy tables outside the restaurants, he saw enough to be confident that his men—all of them expert at surveillance—would be able to achieve their aim without compromising their presence.

      Navarro’s discreet microphone was attached to the lapel of his shirt. His earpiece was tiny and flesh-coloured, and, if it was noticed, it would have been dismissed as a hearing aid. That, he thought sourly, was one of the benefits of age. No one would suspect him for what he was.

      He dipped his chin a little, raised his hand to his mouth and spoke quietly. “Are we ready?”

      All members of the team—Morley, Farrow, Harker, Hook, Ramalhete and Schroder—reported that they were in place. They had each found spots to observe, meaning that there were six of them with their attention trained on the restaurant that ARIEL had suggested for the meet. Mazzetti was in his car, set up in the back with his laptop in the event that they needed him to supply tactical information.

      Navarro brought his hand up again, as if to scratch his nose. “Do we see Logan?”

      “I got him,” Schroder reported. “He’s just sat down.”

      “ARIEL?”

      “Not yet.”

      Navarro looked at his watch. It was just coming up to ten. He was impatient. He always had been, and experience had not cured him of his vice.
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        * * *

      

      Logan was waiting for her at a table in the rear of El Patio. Beatrix approached, nodding her head in greeting as she pulled a chair back and sat down. He made no comment on her now obvious disguise.

      “So?” Beatrix said.

      “I’ve been on the phone all day. The IG is on board. And, between us, we’ve fired a shot across the bow of one of the guys who worked for Lincoln and Navarro before.”

      “And?”

      “And it was enough to get his attention.”

      “Enough for him to help?”

      “I think they’ll see the light the moment we play them the tape.”

      “That still doesn’t get us to Melissa.”

      “He’s tight with an active member of Navarro’s crew—a man called Morley who’s been looking for an excuse to get away from Navarro for months. Morley won’t be hard to persuade. Change sides now before the charges are laid, or stay with him and go down together.”

      Beatrix sucked on her teeth.

      “Well?” Logan said. “Are we still on? I need the tape or this isn’t going to work.”

      She reached into her pocket and took out the cassette. She laid it on the table and slid it across to Logan. He reached for it; she kept her hand over it.

      “You find out where Melissa is and then you help me to get her out. Do that and you’ll get as long as you need with Danny. A full debrief, on camera if you want it. Once they’re both out of the country and safe, then you get the other tape.”

      She watched him, her eyes hidden behind the dark glasses.

      “Okay.”

      Beatrix took her hand away, and Logan pocketed the tape.

      She stood as the waitress arrived with a plate of tamales.

      “Enjoy your dinner,” she said. “Let me know when you know where she is.”

      She turned and walked away from the table, glancing around as she did. The room was busy, with most of the tables occupied, but, as she made her way outside into the heat of the evening, she saw Alfredo and, at a table on the other side of the room, the driver of the car who had brought them from Varadero. Neither man acknowledged her.

      Beatrix didn’t turn back.
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      Navarro looked at his watch for what must have been the hundredth time. Five minutes had passed since ARIEL had taken her place at Logan’s table. There was no way of knowing what they were discussing—Navarro would have loved to have had Logan wear a wire, but he would never have been able to source one in time—so he was left with no option but to rely upon the occasional reports from the observers who were ranged around the meeting in a loose perimeter. Schroder was closest, taking a table four places over from the one where Logan and the woman were sitting, but the restaurant was loud, and it had not been possible for him to hear the subject of their conversation. His proximity required even greater discretion, and Schroder had restricted himself to a single report that the meet was underway.

      Navarro had selected another restaurant in the square as his own observation post. It was aimed at the tourist market, accepting only convertible pesos and offering a better quality of fare than would have been available in a national-peso establishment. He had needed to eat something in order to keep his place and had ordered ropa vieja, shredded beef served as a stew with green peppers, tomatoes, onion and a lot of garlic. He picked at it, eating just enough to keep the waiter away. He had been chasing PROSPERO for a long time now. It was difficult not to think about a thick, juicy steak, a cut of prime American Wagyu at the Golden Steer in Vegas, the joint he had made it his habit to visit whenever he came back from an op. He had been going back there for years. A steak meal, a few hours in the casino, and some time with Eloise, the good-time girl he had been seeing since he had returned from Iraq the second time. He—

      “She’s on the move,” Morley reported.

      Navarro snapped back to attention. “Where are you?”

      “Behind her. She’s heading east.”

      “On her own?”

      “Yes. No sign of anyone else.”

      “Logan?”

      “Still at the table,” Schroder said.

      “She must have wheels. Where is she going?”

      “She’s turned north onto San Ignacio. Stand by.”

      Navarro took out enough money to cover his bill, dropped it on the table and got up. San Ignacio ran alongside the cathedral square and he was conscious that she might pass through the crowd on her way to Cuba Tacón and the Parque Luz Caballero, where it would be quieter and easier for her to identify anyone who was following. The last thing he wanted was for her to notice him on her way, and, walking briskly, he went over to a crowd of tourists who had formed a line as they waited for their coach to collect them.

      “She’s getting into a car,” Ramalhete said. “A grey Peugeot 405.”

      Navarro left the square and hurried to where Mazzetti had parked the car.

      “Registration Hotel Delta Uniform seven three zero,” Ramalhete added. “She’s on the move.”

      “I’ve got her,” Hook said. “Heading east on Via Monumental.”

      Navarro reached the junction with San Ignacio and Tejadillo just as Mazzetti pulled over. He opened the passenger-side door and got in.

      “Go,” Navarro said.

      Mazzetti pulled out and they set off to the north.
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        * * *

      

      Beatrix reached Santa Cruz del Norte, slowing the car as she turned off the main highway.

      She took out her phone and called Alfredo.

      “Ready?”

      “I am here,” he said.

      “I’ll be with you in five minutes.”

      She ended the call and put the phone back into her pocket. She looked up into the mirror; the only car that she could see was half a mile behind her. She had watched the tail switch on three separate occasions, each changeover performed with elegance. On the first occasion, she had seen the Ford Falcon she had picked out as she had left Havana take a left at a junction; its place had been taken seamlessly by the Moskvitch 2141 that had rolled out of the forecourt of the gas station she passed before she reached the next junction. The Moskvitch had followed at a discreet distance until Bacuranao, when it had turned off into the town, its place taken by a battered Chevrolet Bel Air. That car had stayed the course until Arenales de Parodi, where it had dropped back, and the Falcon had appeared again. The Ford was with her now, following her as she led it back to the house.

      She slowed down, driving carefully along the unfinished streets. She turned onto the road that led to the house and pulled in at the kerb. She glanced up at the first-floor window and saw the flicker of the television that she had left switched on. She got out, made her way across the pitted road to the front door, unlocked the metal cage, opened it and then opened the door behind it. She relocked the cage, shut the door and went inside.

      She took a breath, composed herself, and then hurried to the rear.
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      Mazzetti and Navarro were the last to arrive in Santa Cruz del Norte. Navarro gazed at the town as they rolled through the outskirts. It looked dirt poor, not much better than a shanty town. Havana was on the skids, but at least there was a faded grandeur there, everything still redolent with the glamour of its past even if those days were long gone. This place, though, this was a hole. He looked out at a crowd of young men gathered around the entrance to a bodega, and watched them eyeball their car as they cruised by.

      “I’ve got her,” Morley reported. “House at the end of a quiet street. I’m sending the location now.”

      “Keep your distance,” Navarro said. “We can’t afford to spook her.”

      “Copy that. We’re leaving the car and continuing on foot.”

      Navarro closed his eyes and started to put together the tactical assessment that he would rely upon later. ARIEL was off the street. He had two assets—Morley and Farrow—close behind her, with eyes on. The rest of the team were inbound. He felt the quiver of excitement, so familiar to him after all these years. She had to be with PROSPERO. There was no reason why she would have stashed him at a second safe house.

      PROSPERO had to be in that house.

      Had to be.

      “This is Ramalhete. Location received. ETA is six minutes.”

      Navarro took out his phone and saw that Morley had sent the location of the safe house. Santa Cruz was a small town, with a grid of streets set between the main road of Via Blanca and the sea. He switched to a satellite view and saw a series of regimented blocks, each one containing the same number of properties. Morley had identified one building with a red dot.

      Navarro zoomed in. The house was at the end of a street, separated from the emerald sea by a ribbon of yellow beach. He tried to zoom again, but he was at the maximum magnification. The property looked like it was a decent size, with a large yard surrounding it to the east and south. A road ran north–south along its western side, and another road—more of a track—bordered it to the north.

      “We’re four blocks out,” Mazzetti reported.

      Navarro looked at the map on his phone.

      “Morley,” he radioed, “what’s your position relative to the house?”

      “Six zero feet southwest.”

      “Hold there.”

      He looked at the map again, then looked up and fixed their own position. They were approaching the final lateral crossing before the block that contained the house.

      “Which way?” Mazzetti asked him.

      “Go right and then left,” Navarro said.

      That would bring them up to the track that separated the block from the beach. The whole team would converge here in the next few minutes. Navarro and Mazzetti would take up a position to the northeast of the house; Morley and Farrow were to the southwest. He would direct Ramalhete and Harker to the northeast, too, and Hook and Schroder to the west. They would have the house covered in every direction; they would scout it and, once they were satisfied that it was safe to approach, they would breach it and clear it, get PROSPERO, kill ARIEL, and get the fuck out of this pissant little town and this pissant backward country.
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        * * *

      

      Beatrix opened the rear door, checked left and right and, seeing no sign of anyone who might have been a part of Navarro’s team, stepped outside. She paused again, closing her eyes and listening, but heard nothing beyond the sound of a distant argument and, over everything, the soft rush of the waves. She crouched low and hurried ahead through the garden, dodging the discarded trash until she reached the fence. She squeezed through the opening, checked her surroundings a final time, and then crossed over the track. She made her way to the north, clambering over the shallow dunes until she was on harder, more compacted sand. She followed it to the east, quickly accelerating until she was at a flat sprint. She wasn’t running because she was scared—far from it—but because she needed to get to Melissa before Navarro made the decision to hit the house. He would quickly find that the house was empty, and, when he found that, he would realise that she had set him up. He would alert whomever he had left to watch Melissa, and things would get even more complicated. Alfredo had left a man watching the premises, but there would be nothing he could do if whoever was guarding Melissa locked the door and waited for backup. Beatrix could have asked Alfredo to hit the warehouse for her, but that was a risk she preferred not to take. She wanted to do it herself.

      Beatrix assumed that Navarro would be cautious. He would have to scout the house before he gave the order for his team to go in, but how long would they watch? Thirty minutes? More? Less? It was impossible to say.

      She climbed the beach to the raised parking lot that overlooked the water. There was a single car waiting there, its headlights on, the exhaust fumes tinted crimson by the taillights.

      The front passenger door was open. Beatrix slipped inside, slamming the door behind her.

      Alfredo was behind the wheel.

      “Go,” Beatrix said.

      Alfredo put the car into drive and pulled away, turning out of the parking lot and setting off to the east.

      “They followed me,” she said. “What did you see?”

      “There were three men we recognised at the cathedral.”

      “And at the warehouse?”

      “Eight men drove away.”

      “And now?”

      “My man has seen no one going in or coming out. The doors are closed. We cannot see inside.”

      “Fair enough.”

      She looked out at the road signs as they approached Playa El Fraile. There were forty-five miles between Santa Cruz del Norte and Matanzas. It was late, and there would be no traffic on the roads, but the fastest that they would be able to cover the distance would be fifty minutes.

      “Can you go faster?”

      “The police watch this road,” Alfredo said. “I do not think you would want to be stopped.”

      She glanced over at the dash and saw that, despite his words, Alfredo had edged their speed up to sixty. The road was empty and in decent condition for Cuba; maybe they would be able to get there a little faster than she had allowed.
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      Navarro looked at his watch. ARIEL had gone into the property at the end of the street at ten fifty. It was eleven forty-two now. She had been inside for fifty-two minutes. They had been waiting outside—watching, assessing—for fifty-two minutes.

      “Boss?”

      It was Ramalhete.

      Navarro had told Ramalhete to be ready to walk the block. ARIEL had not seen him before, and, of all the operatives at his disposal, Ramalhete was the one who was most able to pass for a native Cuban. He was tanned, of average height, and could manufacture a slouch to his gait that lent him an ability to melt into the background. There was no crowd in this neighbourhood for him to blend into, but the late hour delivered one singular benefit: it was dark, and Ramalhete was able to use the shadows to his advantage.

      “Do it,” Navarro said into his throat mic.

      Ramalhete was parked around the corner from their position, and Navarro was able to watch as he got out of the car and started to the west. He quickly passed out of sight, but, as he radioed back, Navarro was able to follow his progress on the satellite map on his phone.

      “At the end of the road. The house is on my left,” he said, his voice quiet and laden with tension. “Turning left now. Stand by.”

      Navarro found that he was holding his breath.

      “Okay,” Ramalhete reported. “I’m on the other side of the house. The blinds are drawn. I got up close to the downstairs window. There’s a light on inside and I could hear a television. The blinds are closed upstairs, too, but there’s light. I think the TV is upstairs—looks like it from the flickering, and the sound was muffled; too muffled to be from downstairs.”

      Navarro looked at his stopwatch again. Three more minutes had passed.

      “Any sign of activity?”

      Each man radioed back with the same response: there was nothing, no sign of anyone else on the street with them, and no sign of activity in any of the nearby houses.

      Eleven forty-six.

      No reason to wait any longer.

      Time to bring the matter to a head.

      “Breach and clear,” Navarro radioed. “Repeat: breach and clear.”
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        * * *

      

      “Breach and clear. Repeat: breach and clear.”

      “Here we go,” Morley said to Farrow as he unclipped the restraining strap on his shoulder holster and pulled out his Beretta.

      Farrow took out his own 9mm and flicked the safety off. “About time. Home tomorrow.”

      “Amen to that.”

      They had parked at the southwest of the property. They got out of the car and crossed the dirt track until they were shielded by the neighbouring property. They hurried along the street, staying in the shadows, making sure that there was no way that they would be visible to anyone who might be looking out of the windows of the house at the end of the block. Morley could hear the sound of the sea, the waves rolling onto the beach that he knew was over the dirt road that formed the northern boundary of the property.

      He saw the others. Harker was to the north; Hook and Schroder were approaching from the west. Ramalhete, fresh from his reconnaissance, had turned around and had joined up with them. Navarro and Mazzetti would stay in the car, as was usually the case during an operation. That still gave them five deployed operators. He was not about to discount ARIEL’s proficiency; she had got the drop on them before, but that wouldn’t be the case this time. The roles were reversed: she didn’t know that they were coming. And there was just one of her; there was PROSPERO, of course, but Morley doubted that he would pose any serious risk.

      They would go in, secure the old man, kill ARIEL and leave.

      Simple.

      “On me,” Morley said. “I’ll open the door and then we go in, quietly if we can. Harker, Schroder, take downstairs. Farrow, we go upstairs. Hook, back us up from outside.”

      Hook, Schroder, Ramalhete and Farrow radioed that they understood and agreed. Harker, ahead of them, raised his joined thumb and index finger in the okay signal.

      Morley led the way to the front door and knelt down in front of it. It was made of wood and was protected by a metal cage. He reached for the cage handle and tried it; it was locked. He reached into his pocket and took out his lock picks. He put his pistol on safe, holstered it, and busied himself with his wrench and pick. The lock was rudimentary and he aligned the teeth in seconds; this time, when he tried the handle, the cage opened.

      He took out his pistol, flicked the safety off, and opened the cage all the way. He tried the handle for the front door and found that it turned; he opened the door, pushing it until there was enough of a gap for him to see inside. There was a hallway with a door to the left and another straight ahead, and, to the right, a flight of stairs that climbed to the first floor. He listened intently and confirmed Ramalhete’s suspicion: the sound of the television was coming from upstairs.

      He raised his hand above his head and gave the signal that they should proceed. He went in first, his pistol held in a loose and comfortable two-handed grip. He crept to the staircase, stepping along the edge of the hall to minimise the possibility of putting his weight on a loose floorboard, and waited for Farrow to come up behind him.

      He turned to see that Harker and Schroder had come inside. The former had taken up his post outside the door to the left, while the latter silently made his way to the door at the end of the hall.

      Morley turned back to the stairs. The passage was narrow, and they would have to take them in single file. He went up first, staying on the outsides of the treads, moving slowly, stealthily. He reached the top of the stairs and found that he was on a short landing. There were three additional doors: he guessed two bedrooms and a bathroom. The first door was open; he looked inside and saw, in the dim glow from a skylight, that it was the bathroom. It was empty.

      “Kitchen clear,” said Schroder, his voice no more than a hiss.

      Farrow took up position by the bedroom.

      “Sitting room clear,” Harker whispered.

      Morley went to the door that was farthest away from the head of the stairs. The television was playing inside; he could hear the sound, muffled, and see its blue light flickering in the crack between the bottom of the door and the floor.

      He turned, checked that Farrow was ready, and raised three fingers of his left hand. He folded them down one by one.

      Three.

      Two.

      One.

      Now.

      Morley kicked the door and entered the room, his gun up and ready to fire. As he stepped inside, he saw a flash of movement from his left and then heard noises to both his left and his right: two clatters and then, immediately thereafter, two pops.

      He had heard the noise before and knew exactly what it was.

      He saw a can fastened to the leg of a chair, the end sheared off so that the can was open. A grenade had been tugged out of the can. The spoons had been thrown off, and the loud pops meant that the delay fuzes were already burning, counting down to detonation.

      “Grenade!”
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      Navarro was looking at the rear of the house when it happened, one immediately after the other: a flash of light that pulsed through the slats of the blind that covered the upstairs window and then, almost as one, two dull crumps. The glass in the window blew out to scatter over the yard below.

      “What was that?” he said into the radio. “What was—”

      Ramalhete’s voice was panicked. “Explosion!”

      “What?”

      “Booby trap! Shit—”

      There was a second muffled explosion from the other side of the house, and then, immediately after that, a third.

      Harker was frantic. “Multiple explosions upstairs.”

      Navarro thumbed the button to speak. “Morley? Farrow? Report.”

      He closed his eyes, the gravity of what was happening hitting him all at once.

      “Men down,” Harker radioed. “Men down.”

      “Can you see them?”

      “Affirmative. I’m at the top of the stairs. They’re both down.”

      Navarro gripped the dashboard. He knew what had happened.

      ARIEL wasn’t here.

      She had set a trap and used herself to bait it.

      And Navarro had allowed them to fall for it.

      One thought led to another; panic was layered upon panic.

      Fuck.

      Fuck!

      “Abort!” he radioed. “Abort! Get back to the warehouse. She’s going after MIRANDA.”
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      Beatrix and Alfredo rolled into Matanzas, passing a ramshackle stadium that advertised itself as the home of the Cocodrilos, passing around the green space of the Parque Liberdad, going by groups of old men who sat on the stoops of their houses and youngsters who drank beer while sprawled across the hoods of their cheap cars. The town centre was, at least, colourful, but, as they drove on, the reds, greens and yellows that decorated the exteriors of the businesses and municipal buildings faded to grey. They passed slumlike row houses, with clotheslines run across the streets and jerry-rigged junction boxes hijacking electricity from the overhead cables. She saw children running through the streets, despite the late hour, with feral dogs bounding after them.

      They continued toward the coast, following signs to the docks. Pieces of discarded paper and cardboard cartwheeled in the night-time breeze. Trash lay outside the entrances to the warehouses, rats gorging themselves on scraps of food, too lazy or full to do anything other than glance up at them as they rolled by.

      They came to the dockside. A river ran down to the sea, fifty feet across at this point and with the rusting hulks of old wrecks moored along both banks. There was a series of industrial warehouses behind them, old buildings from years ago that had been allowed to sink into decrepitude and disrepair. They formed a rough terrace three and four storeys high. The terrain was striking, with lavish vegetation foregrounding the city skyline laid out in a thin crescent around Matanzas Bay.

      Alfredo parked the car.

      “Where is she?”

      “There,” he said, pointing to a warehouse beneath the bridge that carried the Via Blanca further around the coast to Cardenas.

      Beatrix opened the door and got out. She sniffed the air: it was sweet, a cloying fragrance carried on the breeze from the rum distilleries that were down by the docks and the citrus farms deeper inland. The warehouse that Alfredo had indicated was two storeys tall and in slightly better condition than its neighbours. The windows on the upper floor were boarded, and coils of barbed wire had been positioned on the parapet that ran around the roof, perhaps to deter gulls and terns from descending and making their nests there. There was a single car parked on the quay.

      She looked back into the car and saw that Alfredo was on his phone. He finished the call, opened the door and stepped out to join her.

      “I have a man over there,” he said, pointing to one of the rusting boats a little further along the dock. “He says that there has been no one going in or coming out since the others left.”

      Beatrix nodded and bit her lip, trying to assess the best way of approaching the building. She knew that she didn’t have time to waste.

      “How will you get inside?” Alfredo asked her.

      “I can’t just go and knock on the door.”

      He paused, waiting for her to finish her thought.

      “I know I’ve already asked a lot,” she said.

      “Please,” he interjected. “What can I do?”
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      Millman had the TV on, but, since he didn’t speak Spanish, he couldn’t find anything to distract him for more than a minute or two. He left the old set tuned in to Cubavisión, the state broadcaster, and stared at a telegenic young female presenter who appeared to be commenting on the opening of a new factory by a distant relation of the Castro family.

      This country, he thought, is insane.

      He had prepared the woman’s meal, taking one of the tamales that Ramalhete had bought in bulk from the paladar at the entrance to the dock. Ramalhete had worked in Cuba before and had explained that the quality of the food was better in the privately run restaurants than in those owned and operated by the state. That made sense, Millman supposed, but that didn’t mean that the food was actually any good. He had eaten one of the other tamales after it had been explained that they were similar to their Mexican namesakes; that didn’t turn out to be absolutely correct, since in Cuba the meat was apparently mixed in with the dough and not used as a filling. It was soggy and unpleasant, and he had only eaten half, launching the remainder into the open barrel that they were using for their trash. They were all sick of Cuba, and they were all looking forward to when they would be able to go back to the States. The food, the weather, the squalor… Millman couldn’t wait to get back to base, where he intended to eat well and drink himself into a merry oblivion.

      He turned away from the TV and glared over at the locked door. The only person preventing it from being opened was the woman’s old man. Millman was not impressed with the rigmarole that they had already been put through, and that was before the vanload of Chinks had sideswiped their car in Hong Kong. Millman knew that he had been lucky to walk out of that wreck with just a concussion, that it could have been much worse, but he still found it hard to be grateful. The whole operation had been a mess from start to finish, and he would be wholeheartedly glad when they could put a fork in it and go and do something else instead.

      He found the remote and flipped aimlessly through the channels, finally finding a baseball game that would pass the time. He was settling down to watch it when he heard a knocking at the door.

      He frowned. There was no reason why anyone would be outside. He took his pistol from the table and went to the door. The knocking was repeated, louder this time. Millman transferred the pistol to his left hand and used his right to unlock the door. He put his foot in position to block it should it be forced back and, with the pistol hidden behind the door, he opened it.

      There was a man standing there. Millman’s attention passed over him quickly, drawn to the thick cloud of smoke that was billowing across the quayside behind him.

      “Perdóneme,” the man said in Spanish. “¿Este es su coche?”

      Millman didn’t understand the Spanish, but it didn’t matter. The source of the smoke was obscured by the frame of the door; he slipped his pistol into the waistband of his jeans, pulled the tail of his jacket over it and stepped outside. He looked over the man’s shoulder and saw, to his consternation, that the smoke was pouring out of his rental.

      His phone rang.

      Shit.

      He took the phone from his pocket and looked at the display.

      Navarro.

      He put it to his ear. “Millman here.”

      “Where’s MIRANDA?”

      “She’s here,” he said, frowning. Navarro sounded fraught. “Why?”

      “Lock the door. Don’t let anyone in until we get there.”

      He frowned and was about to ask Navarro to repeat himself when he felt something hard pressed up against the base of his skull.

      “Let’s not do anything silly,” said a female voice. He felt a hand on his shoulder and was turned around, back to the door, and impelled forward. “Let’s go inside, shall we?”
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      Beatrix gave the man a shove between the shoulders and sent him back into the warehouse again. She looked around, taking it all in: the wide, open space; the table and chairs; the television set showing a baseball game; an overflowing trash can. The man’s face was marked by a livid bruise that ran from his temple down to the point of his chin, with a large mottled scab in the middle of the purples and blacks. She wondered whether he might have picked that up in the accident that Michael had orchestrated in Repulse Bay. Beatrix saw the bulge in the small of the man’s back, reached beneath the tails of his jacket and took out the pistol that he had hidden there. She stepped back.

      “Turn around,” she said.

      He did as he was told. He was a good head taller than Beatrix and must have outweighed her by at least a hundred pounds.

      He still had his phone in his hand.

      “Is Navarro on the line?” Beatrix asked.

      The man glared at her and nodded.

      “End the call, please, and put it on the table.”

      The man stared at the phone, looked into the barrel of the Makarov and then into Beatrix’s face. He decided—wisely—that it was not worth the risk of calling her bluff. He tapped his finger against the screen and laid the phone on the table to his right.

      “Is she in the room at the back?”

      He nodded.

      “Go and get her, please.”

      “You know who we are, don’t you?”

      “I do,” she said.

      “And you know that going up against us is a really fucking bad idea.”

      “Yet here I am. What’s your name?”

      “Bugs Bunny.”

      She smiled. “Go and get her, Bugs. Nice and slow. Now, please.”

      He stepped back and Beatrix stepped forward, the gun never wavering. She took three steps to bring her to the table and reached down to pocket the phone. The man, his eyes on her the whole while, backed up to the door. There was a key in the lock, and he turned it.

      Beatrix took another step toward him. “Open the door and stand over there,” she said, nodding to the corner of the room.

      The man pushed down on the handle and stepped off to the side.

      “Melissa,” Beatrix said, “you can come out. I met you before, yesterday. I’m your father’s friend.”

      The door opened all the way and Beatrix saw that Melissa was standing inside.

      “I’m going to get you out,” Beatrix said.

      “Where’s my father?”

      “He’s waiting for us, but we really need to hurry.”

      Beatrix spoke calmly but firmly. She didn’t doubt that Melissa would be frightened—she had been abducted and imprisoned, and she had seen Logan’s man shot dead the evening before—yet they didn’t have the luxury of time. Navarro would be on the way back to the warehouse and, even without knowing how effective the surprises that she had left at the house in Santa Cruz had been, she knew that the balance of power would be in his favour should he arrive before they had had the chance to leave.

      Melissa stepped out of the cell and walked toward her.

      “You’re crazy,” the man in the corner said.

      Beatrix ignored him. “There’s a car waiting outside,” she said to Melissa. “Go onto the quay and turn right. The driver is a friend of your father, too.”

      She did as she had been asked.

      Beatrix didn’t take her eyes off the man for a moment.

      “You can’t run from us,” he warned.

      She ignored his threat. Instead, she flicked the gun in the direction of the room where Melissa had been kept. “In there, please.”

      He went inside and backed away from the door. “You know we’ll find you, don’t you?”

      “You’d better hope not.”

      Beatrix closed the door and locked it. She put the pistol away, hurried through the warehouse and emerged into the darkness of the quay. The car was still burning, the orange glow casting its light over the water of the bay. Alfredo had brought his car alongside; the lights were glowing and she could hear the grumble of the engine over the hungry snicker of the flames. She opened the door and slid inside next to Melissa.

      “You okay?”

      The woman nodded.

      “Let’s go,” she said.

      Alfredo hit the gas.
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      Alfredo drove them back to the safe house. Beatrix asked him to wait outside and then went around to join Melissa on the pavement.

      “Your father is inside,” she said. “This way.”

      She led the way to the door and opened it. Danny must have heard the arrival of the car. He was waiting for them in the living room.

      “Melissa?”

      “Dad!”

      The privations of Melissa’s last few hours were forgotten; her face broke into a wide grin and she rushed forward, meeting Danny in a tight embrace.

      Beatrix watched them for a moment and wondered what her own reunion with Isabella would feel like. She found a catch in her throat and tears in her eyes and, unwilling to spoil the Nakamuras’ moment with her own bitterness, she quietly backed out of the room and left them to it.
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        * * *

      

      They reconvened in the kitchen. Danny and Melissa were still smiling, seemingly unable to stop. Beatrix would have preferred to leave their happiness undisturbed for a little longer, but Alfredo was outside and she had business to attend to that could not wait.

      “You want a beer?” Danny asked her, heading to the fridge.

      “No,” she said. “I need to go.”

      “Why?”

      “There are loose ends that need tying. Don’t worry about it—it’s all in hand.”

      “What about us?” Melissa asked.

      “You stay here tonight,” she said. “It’s safe. No one knows anything about the house.”

      “And then?”

      “You’ll be leaving the country tomorrow.”

      Danny took out two beers and gave one to his daughter. “Where? The States?”

      “Not there,” Beatrix said. “It won’t be safe. I’d rather not use the airports, either. I was going to suggest you drive down to Santiago de Cuba. There’s a cruise ship that leaves from there tomorrow. It’s going to Montego Bay. It’ll be a reasonably safe way off the island—lots of other people there and it’s a long way from Havana.”

      “What about me?” Melissa asked.

      “I’d take that cruise too if you can.”

      “For how long?”

      “A couple of weeks.”

      “Can you do that?” Danny asked.

      “Yes,” she said. “I guess. It’s summer break at school.”

      “I think that would be best,” Beatrix said. “There are some things that I need to do first—you’ll be able to go home after that.”

      She nodded her agreement.

      Danny turned to Beatrix. “Are you coming with us?”

      Melissa put her hand to her head. “Damn,” she said. “My suitcase is still in the hotel. I don’t suppose I can go and get it?”

      “No,” Beatrix said. “Definitely not. Make a list of whatever you need. I’ll give it to Alfredo and he can deliver it here tomorrow before you go.”

      “Okay,” she said. “I’ll do it now.”

      There was a pad of paper and a pen on the kitchen counter, and Melissa started to note down the things that she would need. Beatrix was grateful for the distraction; she didn’t want to explain to Danny that she wouldn’t be joining them. She knew that he would be nervous at the prospect of travelling without the benefit of her protection; he would have to learn to manage. The two of them would be safe if the rest of Beatrix’s plan bore fruit and, once it did, she had matters of her own to attend to.

      Melissa finished the list of things that she thought she might need and handed it to Beatrix. She scanned it quickly: two sundresses, two pairs of shorts, two tank tops, two long-sleeve shirts, a smart casual skirt, and toiletries.

      Beatrix folded the list and stood. “You should both get some sleep. It’s late and you have a busy day tomorrow.”

      Danny and Melissa stood, too. “Where are you going?” Danny asked.

      “I’m going to start with those loose ends.”
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      Logan finished his third vodka and put the tumbler back on the bar. He had stayed in the hotel all evening. It was late now—just before two in the morning—and the fact that he hadn’t heard anything from Navarro yet worried him. Rather than watch the TV in his room, he had decided to come down to the bar.

      He caught the bartender’s attention. “Another one.”

      The woman came over and removed the glass. “I’m sorry, sir. We’re closing in five minutes.”

      He took out his wallet and held out a twenty-peso note. “One more?”

      “I’m sorry, sir. We’re closing.”

      Logan made a show of folding the note and slipped it back into his wallet. He wanted another, and he had a collection of miniatures in the minibar back in his room that would serve his purposes well enough.
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        * * *

      

      He took the elevator up to the third floor and made his way along the corridor to his room. He took his key card, pushed it into the reader, and waited for the door to unlock. He went inside.

      The room was dark save for the television that he had left on. He had been watching CNN, and the hourly news was playing, the glow from the screen flickering around the room. Logan took the key card and fumbled it into the illuminated slot that controlled the lights.

      He went into the bathroom and relieved himself, his arm braced against the wall as he leaned over the toilet. He closed his eyes. He had a nice little buzz going, but the booze couldn’t numb his trepidation about what might happen over the next few hours and then the days that would follow. He had no doubt that Navarro would be able to take care of Caprice. She was badly outnumbered and, despite her evident capability, the men who were deployed against her were experienced players who would not make the mistake of underestimating her. She would lead Navarro to Nakamura and the second tape. He doubted that he would see her again once Navarro had what he wanted.

      Fine.

      It wasn’t that which concerned him, though; it was that his own position would be weaker when that was done, and that he would have to demonstrate his value in other ways. He would deliver Miller and help seal the breach in Lincoln’s security, and then he would start work to deflect Butcher’s ongoing enquiry. He would be able to warn Lincoln about the avenues that Butcher was pursuing, help him to buttress his weaknesses and identify his blind spots. He would deliver value and make himself indispensable. It was the only way that he would get out of this mess in one piece.

      He zipped up, flushed the toilet and washed his hands. He stared into the mirror above the sink. It was lit by a harsh yellow light that cast deep shadows across his face. He looked old. Felt old, too. Cuba had treated him just as it had treated his father and grandfather. It offered nothing but disappointment and danger, and he was looking forward to leaving it behind.

      He flicked off the bathroom light and went through into the bedroom.

      “Hello, Logan.”

      She was sitting in the armchair, the light behind her cloaking her in shadow. Her face was in silhouette, her features obscured, but he knew the voice.

      “Caprice?”

      “You’ve made some bad decisions today,” she noted, raising her arm and pointing the pistol that she was holding in his direction. “Sit down on the bed, please.”

      “You…” he started.

      “Should be dead?” She shook her head. “Eventually. But not tonight. Sit down.”

      He did as she asked. “What happened?”

      “You can ask Navarro that. I’m sure he’ll want to see you.”

      She cocked her head a little; he couldn’t look away from the weapon that was still nonchalantly aimed at him, her wrist resting on her crossed leg.

      “You get a better offer?” she asked.

      He started to answer, to explain, but she stopped him.

      “You went to Navarro and cooked up a story to sell to me. That’s not a question—I know you did. I had you followed after what happened in Mariel. You went running straight to him.”

      “Because they’ve got Nakamura’s daughter.”

      “They had her,” Caprice corrected. “Past tense. They don’t have her anymore.”

      “You got her back?”

      “Of course I did.” She stood. “What was the plan? Shall I have a guess? He’d give you Melissa, you’d tell me that you got her back, then you’d engineer a situation where I’d bring Danny somewhere that Navarro was waiting. He ends up with Danny and the tapes, with me as an added bonus. You go back to Langley, you tell your boss that you struck out, that Danny was a dead end, and eventually the whole investigation into Lincoln gets closed down.”

      Logan pressed his lips together and turned to look out of the window.

      “What was your price?” she asked him.

      “The IG was going to be moved out. I’d get her job.”

      “And money?”

      “Yeah,” he said.

      “How much? What were we worth?”

      “Three hundred thousand.”

      “You can forget all about that now. That deal is off the table. I have another one for you. This one is non-negotiable, and”—she raised the pistol—“you have to accept.”

      She got up and went to the bag that she had left on the bureau. She opened it and took out the other tape from Dak Son. She tossed it over so that it landed on the bed next to Logan.

      “Now you’ve got both tapes.”

      “What am I going to do with them?”

      “Use them just like you planned to. Bring the case against Lincoln. Take him and Navarro down. I promise that this is the best offer you’ll ever get. The alternatives don’t look anywhere near as good for you. If you don’t cooperate, the recordings go to the IG anyway, together with copies to the press. Your role in all of this will be publicised.” She nodded to the table that sat between them; Logan followed her gaze and noticed the phone that had been left there. “All of this is being recorded. Actually, that reminds me. Give me yours, please.”

      He did as he was told.

      She took it from him. “What’s the code?”

      “6903.”

      Caprice tapped out the numbers and the screen unlocked. “Thank you.”

      “You think Lincoln will just lie back and let all that happen? They’ll kill me first.”

      “What do you think I’ll do?” She held up his phone. “What will I find on this? Your family? Where you live? Where your kids go to school? There’s nowhere you could go that I couldn’t find you. I own you. You are going to do everything that I tell you to do, and that starts now.” She tossed his phone over to him. “I need you to make a phone call.”
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      Danny and Melissa brought their things to the hallway. Danny had his rucksack from before. Alfredo had delivered the items that Melissa had requested earlier; they had arrived in bags marked with the logo of Clandestina, the boutique shop near Plaza del Cristo. Melissa had packed the new clothes into a second rucksack that she now carried over her shoulder.

      “Ready?” Danny said.

      “I think so,” she said.

      Danny opened the door and led the way outside. A car was parked at the kerb and Alfredo was waiting inside.

      “This man,” Melissa said as they made their way along the sidewalk. “Is he trustworthy?”

      “Alfredo? He’s a friend of a friend. He’s helped us ever since we got here.”

      Danny opened the door, waited for Melissa to get inside, and then slid in next to her.

      “Good morning,” Alfredo said.

      “This is Melissa,” Danny said. “My daughter.”

      “Hello, Melissa. It is a pleasure to meet you.”

      “Where is Beatrix?” Danny asked. “She said she would be here.”

      “She sends her best wishes,” Alfredo said. “She says she will see you aboard the boat in Santiago.”
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        * * *

      

      Alfredo drove them to Centro Habana. It was a busy, gritty district that was away from the tourist trail. There were bars and restaurants with groups of locals gathered around them. He picked his way through the narrow streets until they reached Calle Infanta. The district buzzed with life.

      “We go here,” Alfredo said, pointing to a restaurant.

      SalchiPizza was a restaurant and community bakery. There were pictures of Martin Luther King and Malcolm X at the entrance. A group of plastic-topped tables had been arranged at the side of the cobbled street. Four white plastic chairs had been placed around each table, and every chair was occupied. Diners were eating delicious-smelling pizzas, some of them enjoying raucous games of dominoes as they dined. The street echoed with the sounds of clacking tiles, laughter and arguments. The dominoes players were all men, ranging in age from late teens through to old age.

      A new game began at a table near them. The four players placed their domino tiles—their fichas—face down on the tabletop. A very fat man slid them around the table with both hands to mix them up, keeping up a constant banter that taunted his tablemates. The players pulled out their fichas and stood them up in grooves in the table like hands of cards. They each pulled a tile from the leftovers in the middle of the table and matched them to decide who went first. From there, the play moved fast. Danny found it hard to follow, but apparently they were playing in two-person teams, like bridge. They built patterns of dominoes on the table, matching tiles from their hands to somehow line up with the strings already on the table. The humour and aggression escalated as they played.

      Somebody protested volubly at one of the far tables. Danny turned and saw an elderly man slam both hands down on the table, causing all the tiles to bounce. The other three men were on their feet now, too, all yelling at the same time in Cubano Spanish. One of them was wearing a New York Mets ball cap, had a salt-and-pepper beard and a single ring in his right ear. He was in his early fifties and held an empty rum glass in his hand. Danny found it hard to be sure, but it looked as if he had just won his game.

      Alfredo led the way between the tables toward the man. They spoke in fluid Spanish that Danny was unable to follow, and then both men shook hands and turned to face them.

      “This is Ernesto,” Alfredo said. “He will drive you to Santiago de Cuba.”

      “I have excellent car,” Ernesto said in passable English. “It is old but very reliable. I drive it home to Baracoa to visit my grandchildren. Santiago? No problem.”

      “They need to leave now,” Alfredo said.

      Ernesto shrugged. “That is fine. You must follow me this way.”
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      Navarro arrived at Miramar a little after the time that Logan had suggested. He parked and made his way to Casa Pilar, crossed the terrace and took the same table as he had for their first meeting. Logan didn’t appear to have arrived yet. Navarro sat down and caught the attention of the waitress. She came over to the table. She had the usual dour expression that characterised the Cuban service industry, with a pencil behind her ear, her black bobbed hair parted around it. There was a coffee stain on her white blouse.

      “Yes?”

      “Coffee,” he said. “Black.”

      The woman noted the order on her pad and made her way to the station where they kept the coffee.

      Navarro stretched out his legs. The last two days had been difficult. He was not used to being outsmarted, but there was no way of pretending otherwise: that was exactly what had happened. ARIEL had used herself as a lure to draw the team away from MIRANDA, had drawn them into a trap and then dealt them a serious blow. Farrow, Morley and Harker had each been injured by the booby traps that she had left at the house. Morley had been lacerated by shrapnel and Harker had suffered burns. Farrow, though, was dead; he had succumbed to his wounds in the back of the car as Hook had tried to tend to him. They had found a quiet spot outside Havana and had burned the car with his body inside it. They wouldn’t be in Cuba long enough for the police to work out what had happened, if they managed to do so at all. Harker was driving Morley to Guantanamo now. The plan was for him to be treated in the infirmary there before they were flown out via the base’s airstrip. The others—Millman, Schroder, Ramalhete, Hook and Mazzetti—had taken up spots around the city. Navarro knew it was a long shot that they might be able to pick up PROSPERO now, but they had to try.

      The waitress delivered the coffee and Navarro took a sip. He thought about what he was going to say to Lincoln. He knew that he was going to be furious. Navarro had failed, and had failed miserably: Nakamura was gone, his daughter was gone, one man was dead and two more were badly hurt, and all of their frustrations had been authored by a single woman, working—as far as he could ascertain—as an independent.

      Logan had promised a composite of ARIEL, but he hadn’t delivered it yet. Navarro would chase him for it and then have Mazzetti run it through the files at Langley to see if they got a hit. The woman had made them all look foolish. He wanted to know who she was.

      He felt old. There had been too little sleep since they had arrived on the island, and he was suffering because of it. He was ready to leave. He had decided that he would go to Vegas for his steak even if he wasn’t able to satisfactorily conclude his business here. The way he saw it, he deserved it.

      Where was Logan? He had asked for this meet, but, as Navarro looked at his watch, it was increasingly evident that he had been stood up.

      Navarro idled through the messages on his phone for five minutes, then called Logan. There was no answer. Irritated, he put his phone away and finished his coffee. He left a bill on the table to pay for the drink and made his way through the terrace back toward the car.
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      Navarro got into his rental and pushed the key into the ignition.

      “Hello.”

      He looked up into the mirror and saw a woman sitting in the back of the car. It was the waitress from Casa Pilar. She was holding a pistol in her right hand, and it was pointed into his kidneys.

      “You know I know how to use this,” she said. “Right?”

      “I do,” he said. “What do I call you? Caprice?”

      “That’ll do.”

      “I’m assuming you got to Logan?”

      “Last night. He was first on my list. You were next.”

      “You made him call me? To set this up?”

      She nodded.

      “You’ve caused a lot of trouble.”

      “I would much rather it hadn’t been necessary, but you seemed intent on harming someone who was under my protection.”

      “He was threatening someone I work for.”

      “That’s the thing,” she said. “He wasn’t. He only wanted to go home to see his daughter. You backed him into a corner.”

      “What do you want?”

      “I just wanted to tell you that this is all over now.”

      “Is that right?”

      “For you, yes. You’re going to be my message to Lincoln.”

      “Is that right? And how’s that?”

      “He needs to know that Danny and his daughter are my responsibility. If anything happens to them—if they go missing, if they’re hurt, if I suspect that he is even looking for them—I’m going to take that personally. The same thing will happen to him that is about to happen to you.”

      “And that’s a threat?”

      “It’s a guarantee.”

      He shook his head at her presumptiveness. “You’re a piece of work.”

      “How was your coffee?”

      “What?”

      “You finished it, didn’t you?” He felt a shiver; she was smiling at him in the mirror. “You stopped me from finishing a job in Hong Kong. Jimmy Wang. I poisoned the wine he was drinking, and I still had some of the poison left. It seemed appropriate to give it to you.”

      He swallowed on a dry throat. “What do you mean?”

      “Ricin,” she said. “You don’t need very much for it to be effective, and you had a big dose. I’ve used it before—quite recently, as it happens. You’ll start to vomit first; then you’ll get diarrhoea. You’ll be dehydrated; then your blood pressure will drop. You might have hallucinations, and then you’ll start to have seizures. Your liver, spleen, and kidneys will stop working, and then you’ll probably die. There’s no antidote. I’d drive straight to hospital if I were you. You’ll have a chance there. Cuban healthcare is excellent.”

      He put his hand to his brow; did he feel sick now, or was he imagining it?

      “Goodbye, Navarro,” she said.

      She opened the door and slid out of the car. Navarro looked in the mirror, caught a glimpse, and turned around so that he could look back through the rear window. He couldn’t see her at all. He found that his breath was short now, and sweat was gathering beneath his knees and shoulders, droplets of it rolling down the middle of his back and his calves. He reached for the ignition with trembling fingers and started the engine. The hospitals were in central Havana, and that was twenty minutes away. He reached down for the gearstick, the plastic knob sliding through his slick grasp. He felt sick, a wave of nausea that rushed from his gut and raced up his throat. He reached for the handle to open the door, fumbled it, and, before he could do anything to stop it, he threw up into his lap.
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      Danny and Melissa Nakamura waited by the gangplank that offered access to the passengers who were returning from a tour of Santiago de Cuba. The liner that was tied up behind them was massive. The Celestyal Crystal measured more than five hundred feet from bow to stern and had more than a thousand rooms. Alfredo had provided them with tickets that entitled them to two junior balcony suites. They had already been aboard and had been impressed with what they had discovered: they had large rooms that would have been able to accommodate three passengers each, with sea views through generous portholes. Beyond their rooms, the liner had several dining lounges, a pool and a spa. If nothing else, the crossing to Montego Bay promised to be enjoyable.

      They had arrived in Santiago two hours earlier. It had been a twelve-hour drive from Havana in Ernesto’s blue 1950s Ford Fairlane hardtop. The car was beautiful and in excellent condition despite its obvious age. They had stopped to stretch their legs at Santa Clara, and Ernesto had shown them how he kept the car in such good shape: toothpaste. He first wiped the bodywork with water and a rag, then performed a second pass with a terrycloth towel before detailing it with toothpaste on the towel. The paste worked like finishing wax. Danny had been less impressed with the admission that Ernesto used Coca-Cola to prevent rust and shampoo as brake fluid.

      Ernesto had driven carefully. He kept the car between fifty and sixty, and that was only on the better roads. Many of the stretches were inhospitable and, occasionally, little better than dirt roads. Their progress had been a little slower for those parts of the trip. They had arrived at the dock tired and dusty, but grateful for his hospitality and diligence.

      The crew member at the end of the gangplank came up to them. “Time to come aboard,” she said.

      “How long do we have?” Danny said. “We were hoping to meet someone here before we left.”

      “We’ll be leaving in thirty minutes,” the woman said, “but the plank goes up in ten.”

      Danny thanked her and turned back to the open space that faced the liner.

      “I thought she was going to meet us here?” Melissa said.

      “That’s what Alfredo told me. He said she’d see us at the boat before it left.”

      “I don’t see her,” Melissa said.

      “No,” he said. “Neither do I.”
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      Beatrix had taken a ViAzul bus from Havana to Cienfuegos. The city was one hundred and sixty miles to the south of the capital, and the trip had taken four and a half hours. She had arrived at seven in the evening and had found herself a room in a house owned by a local family. It was not unusual for Cubans to make a little extra money by renting out rooms in their homes, and this couple—José and Celia, together with their two small children—were no different. They were hospitable to a fault and had refused Beatrix’s offer to pay above the pitiful amount that they had charged her. Instead, she had hidden fifty American dollars beneath a carving in her room before joining them for breakfast.

      She left them with a full belly to wander the streets. The locals proudly described their city as La Perla del Sur, and she could see why. It was beautiful and more relaxed than Havana. The centre of town was full of beautiful French architecture that was better maintained than similar buildings in the capital. She walked Cienfuegos Boulevard before buying a coffee in José Martí Square.

      She was outside the cathedral when she felt the buzz of her phone in her pocket. She took it out and saw two messages from Alfredo. First, he reported that Danny and Melissa had joined the cruise that would take them to Jamaica and Montego Bay. That was good. They would be safer there, especially given the warning that Beatrix had delivered to Dwight Lincoln. That was the subject of the second message. Edward Navarro had just been discharged from Hospital Hermanos Ameijeias with a clean bill of health. He had driven himself there and reported that he had been poisoned with ricin. Alfredo knew a nurse who worked in the intensive care ward, and she had confirmed that the American had been hooked up to an IV drip and then subjected to a battery of tests, all of which had come back negative. Beatrix had known that they would, of course. There had been no ricin. She still had a small bag of it in her pack and had considered whether her message to Lincoln would be best delivered by way of the death of his oldest associate. In the end, she had concluded that it would be more inflammatory than instructive. Instead, she had—she hoped—impressed upon Navarro that he had been spared an unpleasant end thanks to her indulgence, and that he would be well advised to enjoy his latter years peacefully rather than to try her patience for a second time. Lincoln might have come after her harder if she had murdered Navarro, and now he would serve her purpose as a messenger. He would be a demonstration of what Beatrix was capable of achieving if the wrong buttons were pressed.

      She stopped at a street vendor and bought a cone of cucurucho for lunch. She untied the string, opened the folded palm leaf, and munched on the sticky trail mix of nuts, shredded coconut, orange chunks and pineapple bound with honey while she continued around town. Danny and Melissa were safely on their way, and now she could think of herself. She found a travel agency and bought tickets for the trip she was ready to take. She would fly from Cienfuegos to Panama City and, from there, she would begin her long journey to Auckland. She had chosen a route that would avoid the need to transit in the United States; it would take longer, but the delay would buy her the peace of mind that she wouldn’t be picked up. Her itinerary occasioned stops in Bogotá and Santiago before the LATAM flight that would bring her to Auckland, twenty-six hours later.

      She shouldered her go-bag and left the shop, then hitched a ride to the beach on Playa de Reina. She gazed out over the white sand to the blue sea. She slipped off her boots, knotted the laces and hung them around her neck. It felt good to walk along this white beach and feel the fine sand between her toes. Her fingers went to the sterling silver locket at her throat. She touched the daisy design on the cover with her finger like a talisman. No need to open it; she knew Isabella’s sweet face by heart. What did her daughter look like now? It was almost two years since she had been taken from her.

      Her phone buzzed with another message. She took it out and saw that it was from Danny. He had sent her a selfie: he and Melissa were standing at the rail of a ship. They were both smiling, him with his arm around her shoulders. They would be safe now. She had contacted Michael, and he had promised to send them tickets to return to Hong Kong if that was what they chose to do. Melissa still had her life in Miami. Beatrix wondered whether Melissa might return there after enjoying the time with her father; he could join her once Logan had finished removing Lincoln from office. At least they both had options now; that was an improvement on their situation from just a few days ago.

      A second message arrived.

      THANK YOU AND GOOD LUCK.

      Beatrix allowed herself a smile, then split the phone in two and tossed both pieces into the warm waters of the Caribbean.

      She made her way back to the promenade.

      She had a flight to catch.
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