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			Sixty miles south of Long Island Sound, late.

			“Would you like one?” Trenton Sidney asked, his hand hovering over the cigar box. “They’re Cuban. Picked them up myself last week.”

			“Tempting, but I’ll pass,” Stone Barrington said.

			Trenton pulled out a cigar, cut the end, and lit it.

			The two men were on the upper deck outside the dining room of Trenton’s new yacht, the Amanda Jae. He’d commissioned its construction two years ago and had finally taken possession of the boat a week earlier.

			Trenton had not been born to a wealthy family but had earned his fortune through hard work and keen instincts. The company he’d started had specialized in cloud storage, before cloud storage had become the norm. His focus on superior technology had translated into quick success, and it wasn’t long before the company had become an acquisition target for several of the big players. When all was said and done, Trenton had walked away with just under a billion dollars.

			He had since more than doubled that amount by becoming an angel investor in several successful start-ups.

			Stone was a partner at the prestigious law firm Woodman & Weld and had assisted Trenton with several legal matters, both business and personal. Through their dealings, they had developed a friendship. Which was why Trenton had invited Stone on the Amanda Jae’s maiden voyage. This was the second of two planned nights at sea, and they would be heading back to port in the morning.

			One of the crew members stepped onto the deck, carrying two glasses of cognac.

			“Ah, perfect timing,” Trenton said. “Is that the De Luze?”

			“Yes, sir,” the steward said and set the drinks on the table between the two men. “Will there be anything else?”

			“That’ll be all for now, thank you.” After the crew member left, Trenton said, “I don’t think I’ve told you this, but when I was a kid, my dream was to own a yacht like this.”

			Stone lifted his glass. “To a dream achieved.”

			They took a drink.

			As Stone set his cognac down, he was hit with a momentary spell of lightheadedness.

			“Are you okay?” Trenton asked.

			“Just a little tired, I think,” Stone said, then stood. “If you don’t mind, I’m going to call it a night.”

			“Not at all. I’ll see you at breakfast.”

			“Sounds good.”

			Stone headed inside to the lounge. He was halfway across the room when the dizziness returned with a vengeance. He pressed a hand against the wall and squeezed his eyes shut, hoping the spell would pass.

			“Do you need assistance, Mr. Barrington?”

			It took a moment for the question to register. He blinked and turned to the voice.

			The steward was hurrying toward him, looking concerned.

			“I’m not feeling too well,” Stone said, his voice suddenly weak.

			“Here,” the man said as he slipped an arm around Stone’s back. “Let me help you to your room.”

			Before Stone could even say thank you, everything went black.

			

			

			Stone opened his eyes, then immediately closed them again as a wave of pain rushed through his head.

			As it subsided, he became aware that he was lying on what seemed to be a bed.

			He felt like he’d had too much to drink but couldn’t remember having done so. Even if he had been drinking, it had been years since he’d had enough to black out. It just wasn’t something he did.

			Before he could guess what might have happened, his eyes shot open as the bed lurched, sending him tumbling to the floor.

			“What the hell?” he said.

			Gravity was trying to roll him toward the wall opposite his bed.

			His eyes whipped around the room in confusion.

			This wasn’t his bedroom in Turtle Bay, nor was it one in any of his other homes.

			It looked more like a room on—

			A boat.

			That’s right. He was on the Amanda Jae. But the Amanda Jae was not a sailboat, which would have explained the tilt.

			Stone struggled to his feet, then staggered to the door and out into the corridor. Water sloshed across the floor as more poured in from somewhere unseen.

			He stumbled to the stairs, then hurried up them and out onto the deck.

			The Amanda Jae was already listing so far to starboard that the edge of the deck was only a few hand lengths from the ocean’s surface.

			Stone looked around for Trenton and the crew, but the deck was deserted.

			His eyes alighted on a bench seat, below which was a sign that read: Life Vests.

			He wrenched the seat upward, grabbed one of the vests, and pulled it over his head. Once it was secured, he headed back to the stairwell, intending to alert anyone he could find.

			He was but a few steps away when the yacht lurched again. His hand ripped free from the railing, and he somersaulted through the air and into the ocean.

			For several seconds, he had no idea which way was up. When his head finally broke the surface, the yacht was at least a dozen yards away and drifting farther from him.

			His immediate instinct was to try to get back to it, but he stopped himself. The starboard edge of the main deck was now below water, and it wouldn’t be long before the entire boat was consumed. If he was anywhere near it when that happened, he might get pulled under with it.

			So instead of returning to the yacht, he swam in the other direction, until he felt he was far enough away.

			From there, a short time later, he watched the Amanda Jae disappear into the deep, dark sea.
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			Not long after four a.m., Andre Parker guided the small Zodiac boat down the Long Island coast, checking his phone every few minutes. On its screen was a map, upon which a red dot flashed, marking his destination.

			He moved closer to shore and grinned when the private pier came into view.

			The summer house to which the pier belonged was owned by a wealthy, elderly couple who hadn’t used the place in several years, making it perfect for Andre’s needs.

			The couple also owned an Ocean Sport 30 motorboat that they had used in their more active days.

			Normally, it was kept in an onshore boathouse, next to the dock. But a week prior, the company that provided a caretaking service for the property had been notified that a guest of the owners would be staying at the house for a few weeks. The company had been instructed to put the vessel into the water, so that the guest could use it whenever they wanted.

			Which was why the Ocean Sport was currently floating beside the dock.

			Andre guided the smaller Zodiac to the pier and tied it to the larger boat. After he moved onto the Ocean Sport, he released its mooring lines and motored back to sea with the Zodiac in tow.

			Once he determined he was far enough from shore, and the radar showed no other vessels nearby, he released the ropes connecting the two boats, pressed the remote in his pocket, and watched the Zodiac sink into the Atlantic Ocean.

			He returned to the dock and resecured the Ocean Sport in the exact spot it had been in when he’d arrived. Then, even though he’d been wearing gloves, he wiped down every surface he had touched.

			People in his profession could never be too careful.

			Tomorrow, the caretakers would receive an email informing them that the guest’s plans had changed, and no one would be using the house after all. The company would be asked to return the Ocean Sport to the boathouse, and not a soul would know that Andre had been there.

			Andre made his way to the property’s stand-alone garage, behind which was the stolen sedan he’d left there a few days ago. He’d equipped the vehicle with motion activated cameras, so he already knew that no one had stumbled upon it.

			Two hours later, he used a stolen badge to let himself into the airline employee parking lot at JFK. He parked the sedan in an empty spot, knowing it would probably be days before anyone noticed the unauthorized vehicle.

			Next came the part of his plan he’d been looking forward to the least: the long walk to the AirTrain, which he would take to Jamaica Station, and from there the subway home.

			As he started to make his way, he retrieved a throwaway phone from his bag and called the number he’d memorized.

			“Yes?” a voice answered.

			“It’s done,” Andre said, then hung up.

			He popped out the SIM card and broke it in two, then he broke the phone apart and disposed of the pieces one by one.
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			Stone grabbed a padded seat from one of the yacht’s lounge chairs as it floated by. It wasn’t sturdy enough to use as a raft, but it helped him keep his head above water.

			Sometime after, he thought he heard distant voices. He scanned around but saw nothing in the dim starlight. Then the voices stopped, and he wondered if they’d been the result of wishful thinking.

			He had no idea how long he’d been clinging to his makeshift float when a rhythmic whooshing sound began echoing off the water. It was low at first, and he wondered if the noise was another delusion. Instead of going away, however, the sound only grew louder and louder.

			A light in the sky flared to life and began sweeping across the surface until it landed on Stone.

			Something splashed into the water nearby, and the next thing he knew, a pair of men in diving suits appeared beside him.

			“You’re going to be okay, sir,” one of them said. “We’re here to help.”

			“Are you hurt?” the other asked.

			“W-w-what?” Stone said, teeth chattering and mind teetering on the edge of delirium.

			One of the men reached into the sky and suddenly had hold of a rope and harness.

			“Are you hurt?” the other man asked again, slower and louder this time.

			“I-I-I don’t know.”

			The one with the rope said, “That’s okay. We’re going to get you out of here.”

			“Out of here?” Stone asked. He was having a hard time grasping what the man meant.

			The two men maneuvered Stone into the harness.

			“You might feel a little jerk, but don’t panic,” one of them said. “Everything is going to be fine.”

			The next thing Stone knew, he was yanked into the air and pulled into a helicopter.

			A man and a woman, both wearing military-type jumpsuits, helped him out of his life jacket and onto a stretcher. The moment he lay down, exhaustion swept over him, and he could barely keep his eyelids open.

			“Sir, can you tell me your name?” the woman asked.

			“S-S-Stone B-B-Barrington.”

			“Thank you, Mr. Barrington. Are you hurting anywhere?”

			“I-I-I don’t know. I can’t f-f-feel anything.”

			“Not a problem. We’ll check you out.”

			As she draped a blanket over him, her companion strapped something around Stone’s bicep, and then whatever it was squeezed Stone’s arm.

			Numbers were shared between the two, and hands probed his limbs and torso. Words were spoken, but Stone didn’t understand what was said.

			He tried to focus, but his eyelids felt like they weighed a thousand pounds each.

			“You can rest, Mr. Barrington,” the woman said. “We’ll take care of you.”

			He wanted to stay awake and ask what was going on, but as if her words were the permission he’d been waiting for, his lids shut, and the world around him faded away.

			

			

			Stone woke to the sound of rhythmic beeping.

			He blinked several times, letting his eyes adjust to the bright ceiling light.

			“Well, look who’s decided to return to the land of the living.”

			Stone turned toward the voice.

			Dino Bacchetti stood by Stone’s bed, smirking. Dino was Stone’s best friend and the police commissioner of New York City.

			Stone tried to say something, but his throat was dry and it came out as an unintelligible croak.

			Dino held out a cup. “Here. Have some water.”

			Stone drank until it was all gone, then asked, “What are you doing here?”

			“I think the better question is: What are you doing here?”

			Stone looked around. “I don’t even know where here is.”

			“NYU Langone Hospital.”

			“What am I doing here?”

			“You don’t remember taking a swim in the middle of the ocean?”

			“A swim…” Stone’s voice trailed off as the memory of the Amanda Jae going down hit him.

			“Oh, shit.”

			“You do remember!”

			“I thought I was going to die.”

			“I’m told you have your life vest to thank for that not happening.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“It was equipped with an emergency beacon that activated when you went into the water. The Coast Guard picked it up when they neared the accident site.”

			The door opened and Mike Freeman entered, carrying two cups of coffee. He ran Strategic Services, which was one of the top security companies in the world, and he was also partners with Stone at both the Arrington Hotels Group and Triangle Investments.

			“He’s awake,” Mike said.

			“How long have you two been here?” Stone asked.

			Mike handed one of the coffees to Dino. “A couple hours for me. Dino’s been here since this morning, I think.”

			“And last night,” Dino said. “I want to make sure I get all the credit I can.”

			Stone’s face scrunched up. “How long have I been here?”

			Dino looked at his watch. “It’s almost four p.m., so about twenty-seven hours.”

			“Twenty-seven?”

			“Unless you meant since you were pulled out of the water. Then we’re talking more like thirty-six hours. The Coast Guard took you to NYU’s Long Island hospital before you were transferred here.”

			Stone had lost a day and a half.

			“There’s an investigator here from the Coast Guard who’s been waiting to talk to you,” Mike said. “Do you feel up to it? Or would you like me to tell her to come back tomorrow?”

			Stone shrugged. “Sure, I’ll talk to her.”

			“Be right back.”

			Mike stepped out and returned moments later with a woman probably in her late thirties, wearing a Coast Guard uniform. She had short black hair and did not look like someone on whose bad side you’d want to be.

			“Stone, this is Commander Julie Choi.”

			“Mr. Barrington, I’m glad to see you’re awake. How are you feeling?”

			“Like I spent a month in a washing machine,” Stone said honestly.

			“That doesn’t surprise me. You survived quite an ordeal.”

			“And not one I’m anxious to repeat.”

			“I’d feel the same,” she said. “I don’t know what Mr. Freeman might have mentioned, but I’m in charge of the investigation into why the Amanda Jae went down. Do you mind if I ask a few questions?”

			“Not at all. Though I’m not sure how much help I can be.”

			“You’d be surprised. Sometimes even the smallest details can prove crucial. May I record our conversation?”

			“Of course.”

			She pulled out her phone and started her voice recording app. “This is Commander Choi, interviewing Stone Barrington, concerning the sinking of the Amanda Jae. Mr. Barrington, what do you remember from the accident?”

			“Not much, I’m afraid.” He told her about waking up in his cabin to find the boat listing. “I went up to the deck but didn’t see anyone else. I was going to search for the others to make sure they got off, but the next thing I knew, I was in the water. After that everything is mostly a blur. I remember being pulled into the helicopter, but I have no idea how long I was in the ocean.”

			“I’m told you were floating there for approximately two hours.”

			“Please tell me I’m not the only one who made it off.”

			“Three members of the crew were able to get into a lifeboat,” she said. “And we recovered one body. Seven are missing and likely went down with the yacht.”

			“What about Trenton?”

			“I’m sorry, Mr. Barrington. The body that was found belonged to Mr. Sidney. He had a life jacket on, so it’s presumed he knew something was wrong before he died. How long were you on the yacht?”

			“It was our second night. Trenton had just taken possession of it, and this was its maiden voyage.”

			Choi cocked her head. “Maiden voyage?”

			“Well, maiden for Trenton. He did say the shipping company had taken it on a shakedown cruise a month earlier.”

			“And the company found no problems?”

			“You’d have to ask them, but I imagine Trenton wouldn’t have taken delivery if there were any issues.”

			“Were there any indications of trouble while you were on board?”

			“Other than when it sank, no.”

			“What about before you went to sleep that night? Did anything strike you as odd?”

			Stone frowned. “Honestly, Commander, I don’t remember what happened before I went to bed. I have the sense that Trenton and I may have overindulged.”

			“Is that so? Do you think it’s possible Mr. Sidney did something in that state that could have caused the accident?”

			“Even if he had wanted to, I’m sure the crew would have stopped him. But he loved the Amanda Jae too much to do anything that might harm it.”

			“What’s the last thing you remember?”

			Stone thought for a moment. “Trenton and I were on the bridge talking to the captain about the plans for the next day.”

			“What time was that?”

			“Four or five in the afternoon.”

			“Nothing after that?”

			Stone scoured his mind again, then shook his head. “Nothing. Do you have a theory as to what happened?”

			“Not yet. But if you have one, I’d love to hear it.”

			“I assume it was some kind of mechanical failure, but specifically what, I have no idea.”

			She nodded. “I have a feeling that’s where we’ll land in the end.”

			“What about sending someone down to investigate the wreck?”

			“If it had occurred closer to shore, maybe. But given where it is, doing so won’t be cheap. Unless we suspect it wasn’t just an accident, I doubt my superiors would allot the budget for that.” She stopped the recording. “I think that’s all I have for now. If I have more questions, may I contact you?”

			“Please do. I’d give you a business card, but I don’t seem to have one on me.”

			“I assume I can reach you through your firm?”

			Stone nodded. “Woodman & Weld.”

			“Thank you for your time, Mr. Barrington.” She nodded to Dino and Mike. “Gentlemen.”

			As soon as she was gone, Dino said, “It’s not like you to drink enough that you forget a whole evening.”

			“That bothers me, too,” Stone admitted.

			“Trauma-induced amnesia, most likely,” Mike said. “It will probably come back to you in a few days.”

			The door opened and Tamlyn Thompson hurried in. She was Strategic Services’ chief technological officer, and she and Stone had been seeing each other for the last few months.

			She took his hand. “I’m so glad you’re awake.”

			“Hello to you, too,” he said.

			“Sorry, hi. How are you feeling?”

			“Exhausted and sore all over.”

			She leaned down and kissed him. “Did that hurt?”

			“Unsure. You may need to try again. For science, of course.”

			“Of course,” she said and gave him another peck. “I’m sorry I couldn’t get here until now. I just got back into town an hour ago. But I’m here to take care of you now.”

			Stone raised an eyebrow. “Take care of me how, exactly?”

			“I think that’s our cue to leave,” Dino said to Mike.

			“Agreed,” Mike said.

			“Hurry up and get better,” Dino said to Stone. “I’m tired of going to dinner alone.”

			“What about your lovely wife?” Stone said.

			Dino pointed a thumb at Mike. “Ask him.”

			Dino’s wife, Viv, was Mike’s number two at Strategic Services.

			“I don’t plan her travel,” Mike said. “She does. But if you’re looking for someone to have dinner with tonight, I would be happy to join you.”

			“I guess you’ll do,” Dino said.

			They said their goodbyes and left.

			Tamlyn sat on the edge of Stone’s bed. “I really am sorry I wasn’t here sooner.”

			“I would have been asleep and not even known.”

			“It doesn’t matter if you were asleep.”

			He squeezed her hand. “It’s okay. You’re here now. That’s all that’s important.”

			She nodded but looked unconvinced. “Work has been very busy.”

			“Would you like me to have a conversation with Mike?”

			She frowned at him playfully. “I can talk to him myself, if needed, thank you very much.”

			“Previous suggestion retracted.”

			“Good. Besides, there’s no reason to talk to him. The job is exactly what I signed up for.”

			“And you’re still enjoying it?”

			“Immensely.”

			The door opened, and a doctor and two nurses entered.

			“Mr. Barrington, I’m Dr. Wright.”

			“I would hate it if you weren’t,” Stone said.

			“Believe me when I tell you, that’s not the first time I’ve heard that one.”

			One of the nurses checked Stone’s IV, while the other studied one of the machines to which he was attached.

			“Are you Mrs. Barrington?” the doctor asked Tamlyn.

			“Tamlyn Thompson,” she said, offering her hand. “I’m…a friend.”

			“My apologies,” he said as they shook. He turned to Stone. “How are you feeling, Mr. Barrington?”

			“Like I could sleep for a week. And please call me Stone.”

			“That doesn’t surprise me in the least. You were well on your way to hypothermia. Lucky for you it’s summer. If this had occurred in the winter, you wouldn’t have lasted a fraction of the time that you did.”

			“You say that as if I planned it. If that were the case, I would have been on shore when the boat went down.”

			The doctor spent a few minutes shining a light in Stone’s eyes and pressing the business end of his stethoscope against Stone’s chest.

			When he finished, he said, “You’re doing quite well, given the circumstances.”

			“Thanks, I think.”

			“You’re welcome.”

			“Does that mean I can go home now?”

			The doctor chuckled. “Oh, no. You’ll be with us a few more days, at least. Your body experienced quite a shock, and it would be best if we keep an eye on you.”

			“Is that really necessary?”

			Before the doctor could respond, Tamlyn squeezed Stone’s hand and said, “If I was the one in this bed, what would you tell me to do?”

			Stone grimaced. “Listen to your doctor.”

			“Exactly.” To the doctor, she said, “He’ll stay.”

			Dr. Wright glanced at Stone, an eyebrow raised.

			“I’ll stay,” Stone said.

			“If only more of my patients were so cooperative. Get some rest. I’ll check on you later.”

			He and the nurses left.

			Tamlyn’s phone buzzed. She checked the screen, sighed, and put the device away. She then leaned down and gave Stone a kiss. “I need to go.”

			“Work?” he asked.

			“Work.”

			“Maybe you’re the one who needs a few days of rest.”

			“Don’t tempt me.” She smiled. “I’ll come back as soon as I can.”

			She kissed him again, then hurried out, her phone already in her hand.
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			On Wednesday, a week later, Stone headed downstairs to his townhouse’s ground floor office. Today was his first day back at work since the accident.

			“You look almost normal again,” Joan said as he walked in. She was his longtime assistant.

			“I feel almost normal again.”

			“I suppose you want a coffee.”

			“If it’s not too much trouble.”

			Ash Williamson entered, carrying two cups of coffee. He’d recently joined Stone’s team as an associate attorney.

			“Now that’s what I call service,” Stone said.

			Ash stopped short at the sight of him. “You’re back.”

			“I’m glad to see your observation skills have not suffered in my absence.” Stone held out his hand for one of the cups.

			“Umm…”

			Instead of handing a coffee to Stone, Ash awkwardly scooted past him and placed a cup on Joan’s desk. “Did you want me to get you one, too?” he asked Stone.

			“Ash, don’t you dare!” Joan admonished. “That’s not part of your job description.”

			“He brought you a coffee,” Stone said.

			“That’s different.”

			“How?”

			“If you can’t figure that out, I’m not going to tell you.”

			Ten minutes later, Stone was ensconced at this desk, the coffee he had retrieved himself half empty.

			Though Joan had been monitoring his email while he’d been out, there were still a few dozen messages that needed his attention. He was slowly making his way through them when his phone rang.

			“Tamlyn on one,” Joan said.

			“Thanks.” He switched lines. “Good morning.”

			“Morning,” she said. “How’s the first day back at work?”

			“Too early to tell. Are you back?”

			She’d left on a business trip the day before he was released from the hospital and had been gone since.

			“Landed at six a.m.,” she said.

			“Welcome home. When can I see you?”

			“Are you free for dinner?”

			“I’m having dinner with Dino at P. J. Clarke’s. I could cancel.”

			“How about I join you?”

			“Even better. We’ll be there at seven.”

			“Perfect.”

			“See you then.”

			As soon as he hung up, Joan called again. “Dino on two.”

			Stone selected line two. “You’re not calling to cancel dinner, are you?”

			“I would never cancel a free meal.”

			“Free?”

			“You promised to pay, remember?”

			“When was this?”

			“I think your third day in the hospital, right before you fell asleep. You said something like, ‘When I get out of this, I’ll buy you dinner.’ ”

			“I think you’re making that up.”

			“When have I ever lied to you? Wait, don’t answer that. Are you going to buy me dinner or not?”

			“Fine. I’ll buy. Also, Tamlyn will be joining us.”

			“If you’d led with that, I might have offered to split the bill.”

			“Was there a reason you called beyond just trying to annoy me?”

			“Isn’t that reason enough?”

			“Goodbye, Dino.”

			“Wait. There was something.”

			“What?”

			After a pause, Dino said, “I can’t remember.”

			“See you at dinner.” Stone hung up.

			The phone rang again.

			“It’s Dino,” Joan said.

			Stone picked up the call. “Yes?”

			“I remembered,” Dino said. “Felicity called me while you were in the hospital. She heard about the accident and wanted to know how you were doing.”

			Dame Felicity Devonshire was the head of MI6 in the U.K.

			“She could have called me directly.”

			“Your phone is at the bottom of the ocean.”

			“Oh, right.” Stone hadn’t obtained a replacement until he left the hospital.

			“She was glad to hear you were okay. Said she owed you an explanation.”

			It took Stone a moment to realize what she’d meant by that. “She does, indeed.”

			“About her announcement?” Dino asked.

			“That would be it.”

			A few months earlier, Felicity had invited several people to a party at her countryside estate. At the affair, she dropped the surprising news that she would be retiring at the end of the year. She had promised to tell Stone the reason behind her decision but had yet to do so.

			“Did she happen to mention when we might be having that conversation?”

			“Who am I? Your appointment secretary?”

			“I’ll take that as a no.”

			Dino hesitated a moment before continuing, “She did say she might be in the area soon.”

			“So you are my appointment secretary.”

			“I’ll see you at dinner.” Dino hung up.

			

			

			At ten-fifteen, Joan knocked on the door to Stone’s office and stepped inside.

			“It’s time,” she said.

			“Time?”

			“Trenton Sidney’s funeral.”

			Stone looked at his watch, then pushed out of his chair. “Have Fred bring—”

			“He’s waiting out front.”

			Stone made his way through the office and out to the street, where his factotum, Fred Flicker, waited by Stone’s green Bentley Flying Spur.

			The car was only a few months old but looked identical to Stone’s previous vehicle, which had met an unfortunate end courtesy of an aggressive trash truck. The new Bentley had undergone the same security retrofit as the old one, thanks to Strategic Services, including the installation of bulletproof glass and armor throughout.

			“Good morning, Mr. Barrington,” Fred said as he opened the back passenger door. “How are you feeling?”

			“Fine, Fred. Thank you for asking.”

			After Stone ducked inside, Fred closed the door, walked around, and climbed in behind the wheel.

			Thirty minutes later, they pulled up in front of St. Paul the Apostle Church, on the edge of the Upper West Side, where several dozen people were slowly making their way in. Stone exited the car and joined the procession.

			When he finally entered the church, he heard someone call his name.

			Stone turned to find Charley Fox walking toward him. Charley was a former Goldman Sachs wunderkind who had partnered with Stone and Mike Freeman to form Triangle Investments, a company that had already more than doubled Stone’s fortune.

			They shook hands.

			“I didn’t realize you knew Trenton,” Stone said.

			“We did a summer internship together at Lehman Brothers, long before the company filed for bankruptcy. We became friends and stayed in touch since then.”

			“I’m sorry for your loss.”

			“Thanks. I heard you almost went down with the boat, too.”

			“We have the good people at the Coast Guard to thank for my continued existence.”

			“I’ll send them a basket of fruit.”

			“I’m sure they’d appreciate it.”

			“I don’t know if you know this…but Trenton had also invited me to come along on your voyage.”

			“I had no idea. Why didn’t you accept?”

			“I prefer to be on a plane at forty thousand feet when the ocean is below me, not on a boat.”

			“Fear of water?”

			“Water’s fine, it’s more what might be in the unknown depths below the surface that creeps me out.”

			“Probably good that you didn’t join us, then.”

			“I’d have to agree.”

			They made their way into the nave. Since they’d both arrived solo, they sat together during the service.

			The eulogy was given by Aaron Sidney, Trenton’s oldest son. While he listed off many of his father’s very impressive accomplishments, Stone sensed Aaron was not particularly moved by his father’s passing.

			As the service ended, Stone asked Charley, “Do you know Trenton’s sons?”

			“Aaron and Ryan? I’ve met them a couple of times, but we’ve never had any meaningful conversations.”

			“Would you mind introducing me?”

			“Not at all.”

			Stone shot Fred a text, telling him to pick him up in ten minutes, then followed Charley outside, where they found the Sidney brothers greeting the departing mourners.

			“Mr. Fox, good to see you again,” Aaron said, as Stone and Charley approached. “Well, I mean, not good, of course.”

			“My condolences,” Charley said. “To you, too, Ryan.”

			“Thanks, Mr. Fox,” Ryan said.

			Though younger than Aaron, he was the larger brother. And from his red-rimmed eyes and somber expression, he was clearly much more affected by their father’s death than his brother was.

			“This is my friend, Stone Barrington,” Charley said. “He was also a friend of your father’s.”

			“Trenton will be greatly missed,” Stone said.

			Aaron cocked his head at the mention of Stone’s name. “You were on the ship with him when it went down, weren’t you?”

			“Boat.”

			“What?”

			“A yacht is a boat, not a ship. Ships are larger.”

			“Okay, whatever. But you were one of the survivors.”

			“I was.”

			Ryan asked, “Did you see Dad when it went down?”

			Stone shook his head. “I’m sorry. I didn’t see anyone before I was thrown into the water.”

			“Do you have any idea how it happened?”

			“Give it a rest, Ryan,” his brother said. “It doesn’t matter why it went down. There’s nothing we can do about it now.”

			Ryan’s jaw tensed, and he muttered under his breath, “It’s important to me.”

			“Unfortunately, I have no idea,” Stone said. “The boat was already listing when I woke up.”

			“But it wasn’t when you went to sleep?”

			Aaron rolled his eyes but said nothing.

			“As far as I know,” Stone said, not feeling it was necessary to mention he didn’t remember going to sleep that night.

			Ryan was clearly disappointed, but he gave Stone a nod and said, “I’m sorry you had to go through all that, and I’m glad you survived.”

			“Thank you,” Stone said. “I know you both have a lot on your minds right now, but I wanted to let you know my assistant, Joan, will be contacting you about setting up a time for the reading of your father’s will.” He handed each man a business card. “If you have any questions, feel free to call me.”

			Aaron’s brow creased. “What are you talking about? I have our father’s will.”

			“Dated when?”

			“What do you mean?”

			“When was the will created?”

			“A few years ago, I think.”

			“I see the problem. Your father had me write a new will for him last month.”

			Aaron’s eyes narrowed. “Is that right? I want to see it.”

			“And you will. At the reading.”

			“Look, I’m his executor. I have every right to—”

			Stone held up a hand. “I’m not trying to argue with you. But in his new will, he named me as executor.”

			“Why would he—”

			Ryan grabbed his brother’s arm. “Aaron, if that’s what Dad wanted, then it’s okay.”

			Aaron yanked his arm from his brother’s grip. “How do we know this is even real?” He looked at Stone. “Maybe you’re some two-bit attorney trying to get in on our inheritance.”

			“Aaron,” Charley said, “before you put your foot any further into your mouth, you should know Stone is one of the most prominent lawyers in the country.”

			“Also, I am not a beneficiary of Trenton’s will,” Stone said.

			“That may be,” Aaron said, “but I’m sure your fees are going to be huge.”

			“My fees were prepaid. The only extra I could potentially earn would be from any issues that might drag out the settling of the estate. And those would likely be paid by whoever did the dragging.”

			Aaron scowled. “That shouldn’t be an issue, since everything will be split between me and my brother.”

			“You two are not the only beneficiaries.”

			“Oh, right. His alma mater, too.”

			“Not just the college.”

			“You’re saying there are others? Who?”

			“I’m afraid I can’t tell you that as divulging other beneficiaries prior to the reading would be an ethical violation.”

			“I don’t give a damn about your ethics!”

			“Good thing I do.”

			Before Aaron could say anything else, Ryan stepped in front of him. “Thank you for coming, Mr. Barrington. We’ll be at the reading.”

			“Again, sorry for your loss.” Stone nodded.

			He and Charley headed toward the street.

			“I’m guessing that didn’t go the way you thought it would,” Charley said.

			“Not exactly,” Stone said. “Is Aaron always like that?”

			“Like I said, I’ve barely talked to either of them before. All I know is what Trenton has told me. Aaron apparently has a bit of a temper. It’s the reason Trenton made him take a job with a friend of his, who he hoped would help Aaron learn how to control his anger. Trenton didn’t want to bring him into the family business until that happened.”

			“What about Ryan?”

			“Smart kid. Just finished law school. I believe he was supposed to start working for Trenton in the fall. I have the impression he gets overshadowed by his brother a lot.” Charley frowned. “Aaron sure didn’t seem happy to find out there are others in the will he wasn’t expecting.”

			“Only one other. And it’ll be interesting to see how he reacts when he finds out who.”

			“I don’t suppose your ethics would allow you to share that information with me.”

			“You suppose correctly.”

			They reached the curb, where Stone’s Bentley was waiting. Fred had already hopped out and had the rear door open.

			“Can we give you a ride to your office?” Stone asked Charley.

			“That would be great.”

			They climbed in, and as the vehicle pulled onto the street, Stone glanced out the window and saw Aaron staring daggers at him.

		

	
		
			Chapter 5
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			“How was the service?” Joan asked Stone when he returned to the office.

			“Solemn and respectful.”

			“Were you able to speak to the sons?”

			“I was. Apparently, Trenton hadn’t made time to tell them he’d written a new will.”

			“I take it they were surprised.”

			“You could say that. In the previous will, Aaron was the executor and there was one less beneficiary. To say he was not happy to find out neither held true now would be an understatement.”

			“Drama! I’ll make sure to have popcorn ready when you do the reading.”

			“Please don’t.”

			“It’s not for you. It’s for me.”

			“Before you get too giddy, I told Aaron and his brother you’d be calling to set up a time for our meeting.”

			“Gee, thanks. Now they’ll think I’m the bad guy.”

			“I’m not the bad guy, either! And to be fair, Ryan did not have the same reaction as his brother did.”

			“Fine. I’ll be the bearer of bad news. Have you talked to the others named yet?”

			“Next on my to-do list,” Stone said.

			He went into his office and placed a call to Oliver Humphrey V.

			“Oliver Humphrey College, office of the president,” a woman’s voice answered.

			“Good afternoon. My name is Stone Barrington. I’m a lawyer at Woodman & Weld. May I speak to Mr. Humphrey, please?”

			“I’m sorry, Mr. Barrington, but Mr. Humphrey isn’t in the office this afternoon. May I take a message?”

			“Please have him call me at his earliest convenience. It’s in regard to Trenton Sidney, one of your alumni.” He gave her his contact information.

			“I’ll let him know.”

			Stone hung up.

			The fourth and final beneficiary of Trenton’s estate was a special case, and not someone Stone should notify over the phone. The problem was that she lived in Portland, Maine, so it wasn’t like he could just drop in on her on his way to dinner.

			He was contemplating how best to handle the situation when Joan buzzed him.

			“Oliver Humphrey on one,” she said.

			“Thanks.” Stone pushed line one. “Mr. Humphrey? This is Stone Barrington. Thank you for returning my call.”

			“Of course,” Humphrey said.

			From the noise in the background, Stone could tell the man was traveling in a vehicle.

			“Are you familiar with Trenton Sidney?” Stone asked.

			“I’m heading home from his funeral right now.”

			“Really? If I’d realized you were there, we could have had this conversation in person.”

			“You also attended?”

			“I did.”

			“It was a beautiful service, wasn’t it?”

			“It was.”

			“I’m still trying to wrap my head around his death,” Humphrey said. “He had so many good years ahead of him. What a tragedy.”

			“I take it you and Trenton were friends.”

			“I’d like to think so. We’ve had him as a guest lecturer at the college at least once every semester for the last several years. He was very popular with the students. And he and I would always have dinner together anytime he was on campus.”

			“Then perhaps you’re already aware that Trenton named the college in his will.”

			“Really?” Humphrey said, sounding surprised. “He dropped hints here and there, but never said it outright.” He sighed. “While I’m most thankful for every donation that we receive, coming at the cost of a friend’s life is not the way I would have wanted to receive it.”

			“Completely understandable,” Stone said.

			“I assume you will need some information from us?”

			“Trenton requested that everyone named in his will be present when it’s read. That will likely happen sometime in the next two weeks. My assistant, Joan, will be figuring out a date and time that works for all.”

			“Don’t worry about us. Whenever it is, I’ll make sure that a representative of the college is there. We are honored that Trenton even thought to mention us in his will. He exemplified the type of businessman that the college’s founder, my great-great-grandfather, envisioned we would produce.”

			“I’m sure he would have appreciated hearing that.”

			“Oh, he did, Mr. Barrington. I told him that many times.”

			“I won’t keep you any longer. Joan will be in touch.”

			Moments after Stone hung up, Joan entered his office, followed by Stone’s Labrador retriever, Bob. The dog loped over to Stone.

			Stone rubbed Bob’s head, as he said to Joan, “Mr. Humphrey said he’d make sure someone from the college would be available for the reading. Just coordinate with his office.”

			“Will do. Tamlyn called while you were on the phone.”

			“Oh?”

			“She said she won’t be able to make dinner tonight. Something about a last-minute business trip to Atlanta.”

			Stone tried to hide his disappointment. Their schedules really weren’t meshing lately.

			The weight of that combined with this being his first day back at the office, and having to attend Trenton’s funeral, seemed to drain away the last of his energy.

			Joan studied him through narrowed eyes. “You look tired.”

			“What gave it away?”

			“You should take the rest of the day off. Ash and I can handle anything that comes up.”

			“Excuse me, but I was under the impression that I was the boss here.”

			“Of course, you were. Now, go. We don’t need you falling asleep at your desk.”

			He had to admit that calling it a day wasn’t a bad idea. “All right, all right,” he said, standing. “I’m going. I’m just upstairs if you need anything.”

			“We won’t.”

			“Can you at least pretend like I’m needed here?”

			Joan put the back of her hand to her forehead. “Oh, Mr. Barrington. Whatever will we do in your absence?”

			“Forget I asked that.”

			She flashed him a smile and flounced out of the office.

			“And stop flouncing!”

			Stone and Bob went up to his study, where Stone poured himself a Knob Creek, retrieved a copy of Great Expectations off one of the shelves, and took a seat in his favorite chair to do a little reading.

			Seconds later, he was fast asleep. Book unopened, drink untouched, and Bob curled at his feet, snoring.

			

			

			Stone’s eyes shot open as someone shook his shoulder.

			“Dino? What are you doing?”

			“I thought if I was going to have any chance at eating tonight, I needed to roust you from your stupor.”

			Stone sat up. “What time is it?”

			“Almost eight.”

			“Sorry. I must have fallen asleep.”

			“You think?”

			“You could have eaten without me.”

			“And listen to you complain that I didn’t care enough to check on you? Not a chance.”

			Stone looked around. “Where’s Bob?”

			“He was with Fred when Fred let me in.”

			“Some watchdog he is. Give me a few minutes and we can go.”

			Stone started to stand, but Dino motioned for him to stay put.

			“We’re not going anywhere.” Dino pointed at a takeaway bag on the side table next to Stone’s chair. “Dinner has come to you. You’re welcome.”

			“How did you know?”

			“I called you this afternoon, and Joan said that Tamlyn had to go out of town, and you’d gone upstairs and hadn’t been heard from since.”

			“Have I told you lately what a good friend you are?”

			“You have not.”

			“You’re a good friend, Dino.”

			“Damn right, I am. And just so we’re on the same page, you owe me two dinners now.”

			“Two?”

			“My home delivery services do not come cheap.”

			“Next time just let me sleep.”
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			Stone was back in his office on Thursday morning, feeling considerably better than he had the previous day, when Joan entered.

			“I’ve tentatively scheduled the reading of Trenton Sidney’s will for next Wednesday at two p.m.,” she said.

			“Everyone’s good with that?”

			“Everyone but Susan Vest. Have you talked to her yet?”

			Susan was the final beneficiary.

			“I think I need to do that in person.”

			“She’s in Portland, right?”

			“She is.”

			“Why don’t you go talk to her today? If Tamlyn is back, you can take her with you, and the two of you can enjoy a long weekend on Islesboro afterward.”

			“That idea’s not half bad.”

			“It’s an excellent idea. Besides, you’re no good to me in your current condition.”

			“And here I thought you were worried about me.”

			“It’s an illusion I create for you.”

			“I am feeling much better today, thank you very much.”

			“You’ll feel even better after a few more days of rest. Shall I call Faith?”

			“Please. Tell her wheels up at noon, and that we’ll be making a stop in Portland on the way.”

			Faith Barnacle was Stone’s pilot for his Gulfstream G-500. The jet was too large to land at the Islesboro airport, but it could land at the one in Rockland, where he kept a Cessna 182 that he’d fly himself on the short hop to the island.

			Joan returned to her desk, and Stone called Tamlyn.

			“Good morning,” she answered.

			“Good morning. Where are you?”

			“Still in Atlanta.”

			“Ah, then I guess flying up to Maine with me today is out of question.”

			“I wish it wasn’t, but sadly yes. I should be able to join you on Saturday, if you’ll still be there.”

			“I will await your arrival.”

			“Wonderful. Maybe Dino can keep you company until I get there.” Stone heard a voice in the background. “Hold on.” The line fell silent for a moment. “Stone?”

			“Still here.”

			“Sorry, but I have to run. I’ll see you Saturday.”

			“Don’t work too hard.”

			“Too late for that.”

			They hung up, and Stone called Dino.

			“If you’re calling to make dinner plans that you’re going to sleep through again, I’m not going to be happy,” Dino said.

			“Actually, I’m flying up to Islesboro in a few hours and staying through Sunday. I was wondering if you’d like to join me.”

			“I should be able to move a few things around. When are you leaving?”

			“Noon from Teterboro. Will that work for you?”

			“I’ll make sure it does.”

			“Then I’ll see you there.”

			

			

			Ninety minutes after leaving Teterboro, Stone’s G-500 was on the ground again at its first stop, in Portland, Maine.

			While Dino waited on the plane with Faith, Stone rented a car and headed to Perkins High School.

			He presented his business card at the front office and asked if it would be possible to speak with Susan Vest, who taught English at the school.

			“Let me check,” the man at the counter said.

			It turned out Susan was just finishing up with her last class of the day. Fifteen minutes after Stone had arrived, she walked into the front office.

			She had a quiet word with the receptionist, who handed her Stone’s business card, then she walked over to Stone, looking confused.

			“Mr. Barrington?” she said, referencing his card.

			Stone smiled. “Good afternoon, Miss Vest.”

			“Do we know each other?”

			“We do not.”

			“Then, how can I help you?”

			“Is there somewhere we could talk privately?”

			“Umm…I guess we could use the conference room, if no one’s in there.”

			“Perfect.”

			She checked with the receptionist, who confirmed that the room was available, then led Stone to it, where they took seats at one end of the oval table.

			“Am I in some kind of trouble?” she asked.

			“Not that I’m aware of. I represent the estate of Trenton Sidney.”

			She looked at him blankly. “Is that name supposed to mean something to me?”

			Stone had been afraid of this. Trenton had told him he would contact Susan himself when the time was right. Apparently, that had not happened prior to his death. But at least Trenton had the foresight to prepare Stone in case he was unable to talk to her himself.

			“I understand your mother recently passed,” he said.

			“My mother? What does she have to do with this?”

			“She’s the one who knew Trenton.”

			“Okay,” she said, clearly confused.

			“They went to high school together. I’m told they were an item but lost touch after graduation.”

			“She never mentioned him to me. Of course, she didn’t dwell on the past.”

			Stone pulled an envelope out of his jacket pocket and set it on the table. “This should help explain.”

			She looked at the envelope but didn’t pick it up. “What is it?”

			“Nothing bad, I assure you.”

			She warily opened it and removed the two sheets of paper inside.

			After taking a quick look at them, she glanced back at Stone, her brows furrowed. “DNA tests?”

			Stone nodded. “For you and your father.”

			“My father? I don’t—” She stopped herself. “Are you saying this Trenton person is my father?”

			“Trenton Sidney, and yes, though he didn’t know about you until after your mother passed away.”

			“I-I don’t understand.”

			“I was told that they’d already lost touch when she found out she was pregnant with you. It wasn’t until years later that she found Trenton again, though she didn’t contact him until a week after she died.”

			“After she died?”

			“She’d arranged for a letter to be sent to him in the event of her passing. In it, she told him about you and provided him with the website through which you had done a DNA test.”

			Susan sucked in a breath. “She gave the test to me as a Christmas present a few years ago. I thought she wanted me to do it to screen for medical information we might not know about. You know, from my father’s side. But she didn’t actually say that.”

			“Trenton sent in his own DNA, though he said he believed your mother from the beginning. The match confirmed you as his daughter.”

			She looked at the papers again. “Why didn’t she tell me herself?”

			“I can’t answer that. Though I got the impression from Trenton that she explained her reasoning in her letter.”

			“Where is the letter?”

			Stone pulled another envelope out and handed it to her.

			She extracted the letter and opened it.

			“It’s definitely her handwriting,” Susan said.

			As she read the letter, her eyes filled with tears.

			“Oh, Mom,” she whispered when she finished. She put the letter away and cocked her head, her brows creased. “Hold on. Did you say you represented his estate?”

			“I did. I’m sorry to tell you this, but Trenton died just over a week ago.”

			She stared at him, dumbfounded. “I’ve lost my father before I ever met him?”

			“It was an unfortunate accident. He died when his boat sank. He had every intention of meeting you. He was just giving you time to mourn your mother first.”

			“This is…a lot.”

			“I have no doubt.”

			“Thank you, I guess, for coming to tell me.”

			“Actually, there’s more.”

			“More?”

			“Your father was a very wealthy man.”

			She blinked.

			“And he named you in his will.”

			“You’ve got to be kidding me.”

			“I’m not,” he said. “The reading is scheduled for next Wednesday at two p.m., at my New York office. Trenton requested that you be present.”

			Obviously still in shock, all she could manage to say was, “I teach on Wednesday.”

			“Perhaps you could get the day off? If not, call my office and we’ll reschedule for when you are available. Your father was adamant about all those named being present.”

			“I don’t even know what to say.”

			“You don’t need to say anything yet. Like you said, it’s a lot. Take some time to absorb the news.”

			She snorted a laugh. “Absorb? I don’t know if that’s even possible.”

			“Again, no rush. Though if you can let me know by Monday whether you can make the reading on Wednesday or not, I would appreciate it. We can always reschedule to a time better suited for you.”

			She hesitated, then asked, “Did he have any other children?”

			“Two sons. Aaron is thirty, and Ryan twenty-eight.”

			“I have siblings.” She started to smile, then shook her head. “This isn’t some kind of prank, is it?”

			She started looking around for hidden cameras.

			“No prank.”

			She studied him for a moment. “It would be easier to believe if it was.”

			“Do you have any questions?”

			“Only about a million.”

			“That you’d like to ask now?”

			“I wouldn’t even know where to start,” she said, shrugging and shaking her head.

			Stone smiled kindly and stood. “In that case, I’ll be on my way. When you do figure out what you want to ask, you have my number.”

			She started to get up, but Stone held up a hand to stop her.

			“No need to show me out. I remember the way.”

			She nodded absently and was lost in thought before Stone could even turn for the door.

			

			

			After a short flight to Rockland and an equally short flight to Islesboro, Stone and Dino deplaned to find Seth Hotchkiss waiting for them with his 1938 Ford Woodie station wagon. They loaded up their luggage and headed out.

			Seth and his wife, Mary, were the caretakers of Stone’s home on the island. Stone had inherited the place from his cousin, Dick Stone, a former high-ranking CIA official.

			Because of Dick’s association with the Agency, the house had been built with extras that no other home on the island had, save perhaps that of Stone’s neighbor and retired CIA assassin, Ed Rawls. The walls were reinforced, all the windows were bulletproof to the point of being able to thwart even high-caliber rounds, and a secret office had been constructed inside that had direct access to CIA systems.

			As was tradition on the first night back in Maine, Mary prepared lobster for dinner.

			Stone retrieved a bottle of Smith-Madrone Chardonnay from his collection to pair with it. He was pouring a glass for Dino when a memory flashed into his mind.

			“You can stop anytime…” Dino said.

			Stone blinked and looked down. The glass was nearly full. He lifted the bottle.

			“Sorry.”

			“Are you all right?” Dino asked. “It looked like you’d disappeared there for a moment.”

			“I remembered something. At least, I think I did.”

			“Well, that clears things up.”

			“From the night of the accident.”

			“Ah. Now that’s interesting.”

			“I think Trenton and I were on the upper deck, having an after-dinner drink.”

			“And?”

			Stone concentrated on the memory, then shook his head. “That’s it.”

			“I take back my interesting comment.”

			“If I’m starting to remember things, that’s got to be a good sign, right?”

			“True. Let me know if you remember Trenton telling you how he was going to sink his boat. Until then…” Dino carefully picked up his glass. “…I’d better get started on this or I’ll never finish.”
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			On Friday morning, Stone and Dino played nine holes at the Tarratine Golf Club, then had lunch at the club restaurant.

			Ed Rawls walked in while they were eating and stopped by their table to say hello.

			“How’s life, Ed?” Stone asked.

			“Quiet. Just like I like it. I hear you’ve been keeping busy, though. Something about taking a dip in the ocean.”

			“If you’re thinking about doing the same, I would recommend doing so much closer to shore than he did,” Dino said.

			“I understand the owner didn’t make it. A friend, I’m guessing.”

			Stone nodded. “And a client.”

			“My condolences. Did I hear that it was a new yacht?”

			“Brand spanking. Trenton had taken possession only the week before.”

			“I assume the company that built it did a shakedown cruise.”

			“That’s what Trenton told me.”

			“No one noticed anything wrong before the accident?”

			“Not to my knowledge.”

			Ed grimaced. “Seems kind of fishy, don’t you think? A new yacht sinking like that.”

			“I agree with Ed,” Dino said.

			“If there was anything suspicious, there’s no way to know now,” Stone said. “The Amanda Jae’s on the bottom of the ocean.”

			“Maybe the Coast Guard can send down a submarine,” Dino suggested.

			“Do they even have submarines?” Stone said.

			“They do not,” Ed said. “That’s strictly a Navy thing.”

			“Maybe they can ask them,” Dino said.

			“I doubt it would make it onto the Navy’s priority list,” Stone said. “I’m afraid the reason the boat went down will likely remain a mystery.”

			“I suppose you’re right,” Ed said. “Well, I’m glad it didn’t take you with it.”

			“You and me both,” Stone said.

			He glanced at Dino, waiting.

			“What?” Dino asked, playing dumb.

			“Nothing to add?”

			“Fine. I’m glad you made it, too.”

			“Your compassion knows no bounds.” Stone looked back at Ed. “Why don’t you join us for dinner tonight? I’ll have Mary prepare steaks.”

			“Sounds great. What time?”

			“Seven?”

			“See you then.”

			As Stone and Dino were finishing up lunch, Stone received a text from Susan Vest.

			Mr. Barrington, I’ve arranged for a sub next Wednesday, so I’ll be at the meeting.

			Stone replied:

			Glad to hear it. See you then.

			He called Joan. “Susan Vest can make Wednesday, so we are officially on.”

			“I’ll alert the media.”

			“Please don’t.”

			“Fine. I’ll let the others know.”

			“Better. Everything okay there?”

			“It’s catastrophe after catastrophe,” she deadpanned. “I don’t know how we survive without you.”

			“If it’s that bad, perhaps I should head back now,” he said, having no intention of doing so.

			“Save your blustering. I’m not fooled by idle threats.”

			“Goodbye, Joan.”

			“As they say in the movies, don’t call us, we’ll call you.”

			

			

			It began raining shortly after Stone and Dino returned home, scuttling their plan to take Stone’s Hinckley boat out for a cruise.

			Instead, they spent a quiet afternoon reading and, in Stone’s case, taking a nap.

			At six-thirty, Stone was in his bedroom, getting ready for dinner, when Dino called from downstairs, “Stone! Get down here!”

			Stone hurried down the stairs, his shirt half buttoned.

			Dino’s eyes were glued to the TV.

			“What is it?” Stone asked.

			Dino pointed at the screen.

			On it was a video of a burning car, and in the corner was the CNN logo. A banner across the lower third read: Car Bomb In London.

			In a voiceover, a reporter said, “According to eyewitnesses, two people were in the vehicle when the bomb went off.” The video switched to a still shot of Felicity. “Government sources have confirmed the Mercedes sedan belonged to Dame Felicity Devonshire. She’s the head of MI6, the British intelligence service, analogous to the CIA in the U.S. She reportedly left her home in the vehicle with her driver shortly before the incident occurred.”

			Whatever was said after that, Stone didn’t hear as he tried to process the fact that Felicity was dead.

			Despite the nature of her job and that she had survived several dangerous situations, including a few with Stone, he had never considered the possibility of a world in which she was no longer around.

			Someone knocked on the front door.

			“That’s probably Ed,” Dino said.

			“What?” Stone asked.

			“The front door.”

			“What about the front door?”

			The visitor knocked again.

			“Oh, that.”

			Stone went to the door and opened it, then stared at the person standing on his porch, dumbfounded.

			“May I come in?” Felicity asked. “Or do I have to stand in the rain all night?”

			Stone looked at her, then over his shoulder at the TV, then back at her again.

			“You look as if you’ve seen a ghost,” she said.

			“I’m beginning to wonder if I have.”

			“Nonsense. There are no such things.”

			“Not from where I’m standing.”

			“Really, Stone. Are you feeling all right?”

			“I think that’s a question I should be asking you.”

			“I’m fine, thank you.” She smiled. “So, about me coming in…?”

			“Oh, sorry.” He stepped out of the way and motioned for her to enter.

			Dino was still watching the TV as Stone and Felicity entered.

			“The prime minister is going to make a statement in a few minutes,” Dino said without looking back. “I don’t think he’d do that if Felicity wasn’t in the car.”

			“You may be surprised,” Felicity said.

			Dino’s head whipped around, and his eyes narrowed. “You’re supposed to be dead.”

			“Good to see you, too, Dino.”

			“If you’re here, who was in your car?”

			Felicity sighed. “A pair of excellent agents, I’m afraid.” She glanced at Stone. “Can I have one of those whiskeys you’re so fond of?”

			“Of course.” Stone walked over to the bar.

			“Make it a double,” Felicity said.

			She took a seat and gratefully accepted the glass of Knob Creek that Stone handed her.

			“I suppose you want to know what’s going on,” she said, once she’d taken a sip.

			“If it’s not too much trouble,” Stone said. “After all, it’s not every day the assassinated head of MI6 shows up at my doorstep, fully intact.”

			“The short of it is, someone is trying to kill me.”

			“I think we deduced that already,” Dino said.

			“Yes. I guess the whole world has at this point.” She set her glass down. “Earlier this year, we got wind of a possible operation against me. We didn’t know where the attempt was going to happen, nor did we know when. We just knew whoever was behind it wanted me dead. So, I decided to try and force their hand.”

			“Your retirement announcement,” Stone guessed.

			“My retirement announcement,” she confirmed. “I thought if the opposition believed I wouldn’t be around much longer, they’d speed up their plans or drop them completely. Given that there had been no attempts on my life since the party, I assumed it was the latter. In light of what’s transpired this evening, however, it appears I was wrong.”

			“That still doesn’t explain why you’re here and not…” Stone nodded at the TV.

			“Just because I thought they’d given up their plans to kill me didn’t mean I didn’t want to find out who they were. I came to the States to discuss potential options for handling the situation. Naturally, I didn’t want anyone to know what I was up to, so I arranged for one of my people to pretend to be me. Unfortunately, she seems to have done her job too well.”

			“You came to discuss options with Dino and me?” Stone asked.

			Felicity huffed a laugh. “I will grant that you are both very intelligent men, most of the time, but this is not a topic on which I’d expect you to be much help.”

			“I’m not sure if I should feel grateful or insulted,” Dino said.

			“If not to see us, what are you doing here?” Stone asked, gesturing to the room.

			“The bombing occurred while my plane was on approach to Boston. That’s where my meeting was to take place. It was decided someplace less populated would be a better location for me to, as you Americans say, lay low.”

			“And my Maine house was the first thing that came to mind?”

			“You have to admit, it is perfect.”

			“Who were you supposed to meet with?”

			Someone knocked on the front door.

			“That’s got to be Ed,” Dino said.

			“Ed who?” Felicity asked.

			“Rawls,” Stone said.

			“Right. I forgot he was your neighbor.”

			“I invited him for dinner, but I’ll see if I can get rid of him.”

			Stone went to the door and opened it.

			“Good evening, Stone,” said Lance Cabot, the director of the CIA.

			“Hello, Lance.”

			“Has your guest arrived yet?”

			“Come in, Lance,” Felicity called from the living room.

			“I see she has.” Lance squeezed by Stone as he stepped inside.

			Stone shut the door and followed.

			“Excuse me,” he said. “What exactly is going on here?”

			“I thought that would be obvious,” Felicity said. “The person I’m meeting with is Lance.”

			“And you’re doing it here?”

			“What better location?” Lance said.

			“Did it occur to either of you to ask me first?”

			Lance waved a hand in the air. “Not only are you a high-ranking Agency consultant, but this house is particularly suited for our needs.”

			“Agree to disagree.”

			There was another knock at the door.

			“Who’s that?” Lance asked.

			“I’m not even going to try to guess this time,” Dino said.

			“Are you expecting someone?”

			“Ed Rawls,” Stone says.

			“Maybe you should get rid of him.”

			The words were barely out of Lance’s mouth when lightning flashed and thunder crashed above the house.

			“You can tell him to drive home in this weather,” Stone said. “I’m not going to do it.”

			“Oh, all right. I suppose it can’t be helped.”

			Stone answered the door, and this time it was Ed.

			“Did you see the news about Felicity?” Ed asked.

			“We were just discussing that.”

			“I can’t believe it.”

			“Hold that thought.”

			Stone led him inside.

			Upon seeing Felicity, Ed stopped in his tracks. “You’re dead.”

			“And you’re wet,” Felicity said.

			Ed noticed Lance next. “Stone, your house is full of spooks.”

			“So I’ve noticed,” Stone said. “Give me your jacket.”

			Ed took it off and handed it to Stone, who hung it on the coatrack by the door to dry.

			“You know, I almost stayed home because of the storm,” Ed said. “Now I’m beginning to wish I had. What’s going on here?”

			Stone brought him up to speed.

			“How many people know you’re alive?” Ed asked Felicity.

			“Other than the people in this room, my assistant and my second-in-command at MI6,” she said. “Oh, and the prime minister, of course.”

			“And I think that’s the way it should stay for now,” Lance said.

			“Agreed,” Felicity said.

			Lance eyed Stone, Dino, and Ed. “That means no mentioning it to anyone else.”

			“For how long?” Stone asked.

			“For however long it takes to catch whoever is behind this.”

			“You have a plan on how to do that?” Dino asked.

			“I have a team coming in the morning to figure that out.”

			Stone blinked. “Here?”

			“Where else?” Lance asked. “They can stay in the apartment above your garage.”

			“Do I get a say in this?”

			“Don’t quibble, Stone,” Lance said. “It doesn’t become you. I assume I’m in my regular room. I have some calls to make.”

			Without waiting for a response, he headed upstairs.

			“This weekend is suddenly getting very crowded,” Dino said.

			“You’re telling me,” Stone said.

			“I don’t know about any of you,” Felicity said, “but I’m famished. What are the chances that fine cook of yours might whip something up for me?”

			Mary entered the living room. “Mr. Barrington, I take it there will be more than just three of you for dinner.”

			“My apologies for the unexpected guests, Mary. One more at the table, and I suppose you should take something up to Lance in his room.”

			“I only have enough steak for four. I could whip up a pasta for Mr. Cabot, if you think he wouldn’t mind.”

			“Honestly, I don’t care if he minds or not, but that sounds like the perfect solution.”

			Dinner was served soon after.

			While they were eating, Ed asked Felicity, “What are the chances someone will come here looking for you?”

			“Nonexistent, at least until whoever is after me finds out I’m not dead.”

			“I’ll keep an eye out for anyone suspicious.”

			“You think everyone is suspicious until proven otherwise,” Stone said to him.

			“And it’s saved our lives multiple times, I believe,” Ed said.

			“He’s right about that,” Dino said.

			“If you do see someone who shouldn’t be on the island, please let me know right away,” Felicity said.

			“Exactly how long do you plan on staying here?” Stone asked.

			“That’s an excellent question,” she said, then took a drink of her wine without answering.

			By the time they finished eating, the rain had all but stopped.

			“Can I interest anyone in a glass of port?” Stone asked.

			“I think I’ll take advantage of the calm in the storm and head home,” Ed said.

			“Are you talking about the rain? Or Felicity’s situation?” Dino asked.

			“Both.”

			“I would love one,” Felicity said, “but I’m still on London time, so I should call it a night.”

			Stone turned to Dino. “It looks like it’s just you and me.”

			Dino’s phone began to ring.

			“Sorry, pal. Just you. It’s morning wherever Viv is, and she just woke up.” He accepted the call. “Good morning.”

			As Dino headed off, Stone said to Felicity, “I’ll walk you up.”

			When they reached her door, Felicity said, “I’d invite you in, but I’m afraid I don’t have the energy for anything extracurricular tonight.”

			“I would have been unavailable to fulfill those desires, even if you had them,” he said.

			“Are you hiding someone in your room I don’t know about?”

			“Not at all, but someone is joining me tomorrow.”

			“That sort of thing hasn’t stopped you in the past.”

			“Perhaps I’m maturing.”

			Felicity laughs. “Stone, please. Men stop maturing in their teens. But tell me, is the someone in question the lovely Tamlyn Thompson?”

			“One and the same.”

			“In that case, I forgive you.”

			“You’re forgiving me for not sleeping with you tonight when you already told me you weren’t going to?”

			“Exactly.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 8
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			A few hours earlier, in a hotel suite overlooking the Danube River in Budapest, Hungary.

			Leonid Bronsky popped the cork on the bottle of Moët champagne and poured himself a glass.

			On the TV, BBC International was continuing its coverage about the car bomb that had killed Dame Felicity Devonshire. The car bombing that he’d ordered.

			When footage of the burning wreckage played, he raised his glass and toasted the screen.

			Finally, the thorn in his side was dead.

			It had been years in the making, starting all the way back when he had been London station chief for the SVR—Russia’s foreign intelligence arm.

			At that time, one of his assets—a disillusioned minor British royal by the name of Wilfred Thomas—had turned the former deputy chief of MI6 into an assassin for Russia. Bronsky had anticipated great things from Brigadier Roger Fife-Simpson. The man had performed well on his first assignment but had failed when it came to eliminating his former boss at MI6.

			What followed was a fiasco that saw Fife-Simpson and his wife taking refuge at the Russian embassy and Thomas being captured by British Intelligence.

			Soon after, the Fife-Simpsons were part of an asset swap between Russia and the U.K., in which three British citizens imprisoned in Russia were sent home, and the Fife-Simpsons were allowed to leave the embassy and travel to Moscow, where they were now living the high life. Bronsky had no idea what had happened to Thomas, as there had been no further word about his status—not that he cared much.

			Because of Thomas’s incompetence, Bronsky’s bright career path had been completely derailed. Within a day, he’d been replaced as London station chief and recalled to Moscow, then shuffled between a series of low-level jobs that he’d come to believe were meant to bore him to death.

			He knew the only way he would get back on track would be to prove his worth. And the way to accomplish that seemed obvious—finish the job Thomas and Fife-Simpson had failed to do: eliminate Dame Felicity Devonshire.

			In the intervening years, as he toiled away at meaningless positions, he secretly built his own network of assets. A ring of spies within a ring of spies.

			Wanting to avoid the mistakes of the past, he had been biding his time as he waited for the perfect opportunity to present itself. But when he found out that Dame Felicity was planning on retiring, he knew it was time to act.

			Since then, his people had already made three attempts on her life. All three had had to be aborted though due to faulty intelligence.

			The fourth time, however, was the charm, as evidenced by the reports on all the news channels.

			He took another drink of his champagne.

			The SVR leadership would no longer be able to ignore him and would soon place him in a more suitable position. Perhaps even the crown jewel: Washington, D.C., station chief.

			Feeling particularly jubilant, he called Boris Ustinov. He and Ustinov had started their careers together. For a while, Bronsky had been on a faster trajectory than that of his friend. These days, however, Ustinov was only a few steps away from the top in Moscow, while Bronsky toiled away in the metaphorical basement.

			“Leonid?” Ustinov answered. “I’m a little busy right now.”

			Though it was after midnight in Moscow, Bronsky wasn’t surprised his friend was awake.

			“I take it you’ve been watching the news.”

			“What news are you talking about?”

			“What happened in London tonight, of course.”

			There was a pause before Ustinov said, “I have. Why?”

			“Do you believe me now?”

			“Believe you about what?”

			“You know very well what.”

			The pause was even longer this time. “Please tell me you didn’t do this.”

			“Of course, I did. I told you I would.”

			A couple of years ago, Bronsky had informed Ustinov that he had every intention of fulfilling the mission to eliminate the head of MI6, and that he expected to be back in the Russian agency’s good graces once he did. Ustinov humored him by saying he’d talk to him again when it was accomplished.

			“Dear God, Leonid! You should have run it by me first.”

			“And if I had, you would have told me no.”

			“Of course I would have! Do you realize the position you’ve—” Ustinov stopped himself and took a breath. “I’ll need to inform the director.”

			“Perfect. Please let him know that I look forward to my promotion.”

			“Where are—”

			Bronsky hung up before his friend could finish the question. Moscow was always too cautious in his opinion, but he knew once the job was done, they would be pleased.

			He turned up the volume on the TV, poured himself another glass of Moët, and raised his glass at the screen.

			“To the late Dame Felicity Devonshire.”

			He downed the champagne in a single gulp.
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			Stone had just finished getting dressed on Saturday morning when his phone rang. Tamlyn’s name showed up on the screen.

			“Good morning,” he said. “If you let me know what time you’ll be landing, I’ll meet you at the airstrip.”

			“I’m so sorry, Stone. I’m afraid I won’t be able to make it. I’m in D.C. and will be heading to Mexico City this afternoon.”

			Stone sighed silently. “That’s disappointing, but I understand.”

			The line went silent for several seconds.

			“Look, Stone…”

			“No good sentence starts like that.”

			“No, I guess it doesn’t. You are a wonderful man whose company I love…”

			“I hear a but.”

			“You do. But with the responsibilities of my new job, which is in a new city for me, not to mention a new country, I’ve started to realize I don’t have the bandwidth to give us the time we deserve.”

			“I can take up as much or as little of your time as you want me to.”

			“I know you can, and I appreciate you saying that, but I know myself. I’ll feel horrible for putting you in that position.”

			“It won’t bother me.”

			“But it will bother me.” She paused. “Maybe after things settle down in a few months, we can try again. If you are not otherwise occupied.”

			Stone sat at the end of the bed. “Are you sure that’s what you want?”

			“It’s absolutely not what I want. But it’s what I need right now.”

			Though she couldn’t see him, he tried to smile but failed. “I understand. And I look forward to when you’re free again.”

			“Me, too. For now, go enjoy life, just not too much.”

			“I’ll do what I can.”

			A sense of melancholy washed over him as they said their goodbyes.

			After the call ended, he stayed on the bed for several minutes, processing what had just happened. He finally made his way downstairs, hoping a cup of coffee would perk him up.

			“Good morning, Mr. Barrington,” Mary said as he stepped into the kitchen.

			“Good morning, Mary.”

			She poured him a cup of coffee. “You look like you could use this.”

			“Thank you.”

			As he took a sip, he looked out the window and saw an unfamiliar boat pulling up to his private dock.

			“Oh, good,” Lance said from behind him. “They’re here.”

			“Who’s here?” Stone asked.

			“My team. I told you they were coming. I thought it best that they arrive without drawing the attention of the locals. Word has a way of spreading quickly on this island.”

			He was not wrong about that.

			“Glad my dock could be of assistance,” Stone said.

			Behind them, Dino entered the kitchen and joined them at the window. “What’s all the fuss?”

			“Lance’s minions have arrived,” Stone said.

			Outside the window, a man jumped off the boat and tied it to the dock. Five people then climbed off, each carrying a black duffel bag. Once they were all on the dock, the first man released the rope from the cleat and tossed it back on board. The boat pulled away.

			“Very efficient,” Dino said. “Do they practice that at the Farm?” The Farm was the CIA’s training center.

			“I’m afraid Agency training procedures are classified,” Lance said.

			“So, yes, then.”

			Stone’s eyes narrowed as the agents began walking toward the house. “Is that Carly?”

			“As a matter of fact, it is,” Lance said. “I thought Agent Riggs would be perfect for this assignment.”

			“Agent Riggs? I was under the impression she had not taken a position with the Agency.”

			Lance waved Stone’s comment off. “It’s just a matter of time.”

			Carly Riggs was a lawyer at Woodman & Weld, and a brilliant one at that. She had aced the New York Bar Examination and immediately proved her worth after joining the firm by bringing in several high-revenue clients.

			Lance had gotten wind of her talents and, despite Stone’s warning, offered to put Carly through CIA’s new agent training program without officially hiring her. She had readily agreed and taken a leave of absence, which had been extended when the two-month training had ended, to go to the government’s language school on the West Coast.

			Stone had made her promise not to accept a job offer from Lance without speaking to him first. Though it had been months since they last spoke, he knew Carly was the type of person who would keep her word.

			Stone headed out the rear door, Lance and Dino following behind him.

			“Stone!” Carly said, seeing him. “I know it’s your place, but I didn’t realize you’d be here, too.”

			“I didn’t realize you’d be here at all. What happened to language school?”

			“Oh, I finished that weeks ago. I’m now proficient in both Spanish and Mandarin and have a working knowledge of Japanese and Russian.”

			“Then why are you still at the Agency?”

			“I’m doing an internship.”

			“The Agency has internships?”

			“We do for Carly,” Lance said.

			“I’m not talking to you,” Stone said. On the subject of Carly, he and Lance did not see eye to eye.

			“Don’t worry, Stone,” Carly said. “Bill Eggers knows.” Bill was Woodman & Weld’s managing partner.

			“Does he know when you plan on returning to the firm?”

			“Um, about that. We need to have that talk I promised you.”

			“Don’t tell me—”

			“I haven’t said yes to anything yet.”

			“But you have been offered something, haven’t you?”

			“Not true,” Lance said. “No offer has been made, only possibilities discussed.”

			Stone glared at him. “I clearly remember telling you she was off-limits.”

			“Excuse me,” Carly said. “You don’t decide my life. I do.”

			“What Carly said,” Lance said.

			“Same goes for you, Director.”

			Stone looked at Lance. “What Carly said.” He turned back to Carly. “Yes. Let’s have that conversation.”

			“Not now,” she said, as if he was being silly. “I have work to do.”

			“Where would you like us to put our things?” asked one of the men who’d arrived with Carly.

			“There’s a two-bedroom apartment above the garage,” Lance said. “You’ll all be staying there. We’ll set up shop in the main house dining room.” He glanced at Stone. “If that’s okay.”

			“Why not? Since you’ve commandeered most of the place anyway,” Stone said.

			“Hello, Mr. Barrington,” said the other female member of the group. She had a distinct French accent. “Good to see you again.”

			He looked at her, confused at first, then his eyes widened. “Berlin.”

			She nodded and smiled guiltily.

			“I’m sorry,” he said. “I forgot your name.”

			“Jillian Courtois.”

			“That’s right. Good to see you again, Jillian. Has Lance been treating you well since taking you on board?”

			“He has, thank you.” She gave him a quick smile, then followed the others to the garage.

			Once she was out of hearing range, Dino asked, “And you know her how?”

			“Remember the film festival I went to in Berlin?”

			“Where Peter and Ben debuted Storm’s Eye?”

			“That’s the one.”

			“You met her there?”

			“Correct.”

			It took Dino a second to connect the dots. “The thing with Teddy?”

			He was referring to Teddy Fay, a former CIA operative now living life as film producer Billy Barnett. Teddy had come up against someone who’d wanted him dead while on a press tour in Europe, and Stone had helped him out.

			Stone nodded. “She was working for the wrong side but realized it in time, and provided assistance that helped Teddy deal with her employer.”

			“And I suppose you flew in and snatched her up,” Dino said to Lance.

			“I didn’t fly in and—” Lance stopped himself and thought for a moment. “Well, I guess I did fly in. Hmm. Your statement is correct. And she’s turned out to be quite an asset.”

			“In other words, all’s well that ends well,” Stone said.

			“I’ve always thought so. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I need to use your cousin Dick’s office and make a few calls.”

			Lance headed back to the house.

			“This weekend is not turning out the way I planned,” Stone said.

			“At least Tamlyn will be here soon,” Dino said.

			“She’s not coming.”

			“What? Why?”

			“She broke things off with me.”

			Dino looked at him, shocked. “When did this happen?”

			“About fifteen minutes ago.”

			“What did you do?”

			“I didn’t do anything. It’s Mike Freeman’s fault.”

			“She wants to date Mike?”

			“She doesn’t want to date Mike. She doesn’t want to date anyone.”

			“How is that Mike’s fault?”

			“Because he’s her boss, and her job is taking up all her time.”

			“He’s Viv’s boss, too, and her job takes up most of her time, but she hasn’t left me.”

			“You were already married when she joined Strategic Services, and she probably didn’t want to go through the hassle of a divorce.”

			“I can’t argue with that.” Dino put a hand on Stone’s back. “Tough break, but it’s not like it’s the first time this has happened.”

			“I appreciate your support.”

			“What are friends for?”

			“I’m beginning to wonder.”

			

			

			Soon, Carly and Jillian had taken over the dining room table where they were joined by Felicity. Lance made periodic appearances but mostly kept himself ensconced in Dick’s office. The remaining agents acted as security for the property.

			It wasn’t long before Stone began to feel like an unwanted guest in his own house.

			“Interested in doing a little fishing?” he asked Dino.

			“One of my least favorite things to do. Let’s go.”

			They took Stone’s Hinckley boat out into the bay and dropped their lines in the water.

			“I just realized this is my first time on the sea since the Amanda Jae,” Stone said.

			“Do you want to go back to shore?” Dino asked.

			Stone thought for a moment, then shook his head. “As long as you don’t throw me overboard, I should be fine.”

			“I’ll try to keep the urge in check.”

			They fished for more than an hour without a nibble. Stone was about to suggest they try a different spot when both of their phones rang.

			Stone checked his screen and saw that it was his son. He accepted the call. “Peter?”

			“Hi, Dad. Ben and I have a meeting in the city on Monday and were wondering if you’d like to join us for dinner tomorrow.”

			“I would love to. What time?”

			“We should arrive late afternoon, so how about seven?”

			“Great. P. J. Clarke’s?”

			“Sounds good to me. I’ll see you then.”

			“I look forward to it.”

			Stone hung up a moment before Dino did.

			“That was Peter,” Stone said.

			“That was Ben,” Dino said.

			“Dinner tomorrow night?”

			“Seven at Clarke’s.”

			“Great minds think alike.”

			“Are great minds also thinking we should fly home today?” Dino asked.

			“They are.”

			They reeled in their lines and returned to Stone’s pier.

			Thirty minutes later, Stone and Dino entered the dining room.

			“Pardon the interruption,” Stone said. “Dino and I are going to head back to New York.”

			“When?” Carly asked.

			“Now. Seth’s waiting to take us to the airfield.”

			“And miss out on all the fun here?” Felicity asked.

			“The fun you’re not letting us in on?” Dino asked.

			“I can see how that might not be an attractive option,” Carly said.

			“Please try not to burn my house down while I’m away,” Stone said.

			Carly’s brow creased. “Why would we do that? Or was that a joke?”

			“Not a good one, apparently.”

			“What about Tamlyn?” Felicity asked. “Isn’t she supposed to be here soon?”

			“Change of plans,” Stone said. “Work.”

			Felicity stood. “I’ll walk you out.”

			She slipped her arm into Stone’s, and the three of them headed outside.

			“Everything all right between the two of you?” Felicity asked.

			“Everything’s fine,” he said.

			She scrutinized him. “There’s something you’re not telling me.”

			“You’re one to talk.”

			“Touché.”

			“Can you at least tell us how the hunt for your killer is going?”

			“We’ve come up with a plan.”

			“Let me guess,” Stone said. “You can’t tell us.”

			“Stop being so dramatic. You’re acting like you’ve been broken up with or something.”

			“My relationship status has nothing to do with this conversation, and quit trying to change the subject.”

			“I thought your relationship was the subject,” Felicity countered.

			“Your plan?” he reminded her.

			“Oh, right. I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to tell you. But it can’t go any further.”

			Stone made an X over his chest with his finger. “Cross my heart.”

			“Dino?”

			Dino raised three fingers. “Scout’s honor.”

			“I didn’t know you were a Boy Scout,” Stone said.

			“Who said I was?”

			“Do you want to know or not?” Felicity asked.

			“Please,” Stone said.

			“We’re going to start a rumor that I’m still alive,” she told them. “That should force the opposition to show their hand.”

			“Not to be pedantic,” Dino said, “but it’s not a rumor if it’s true.”

			“Ah, but we’re the only ones who know that.”

			They reached the station wagon, and Dino climbed in.

			Felicity hugged Stone and whispered in his ear, “I’m here if you get lonely.”

			“Try not to get killed for real while I’m away.”

			He kissed her on the cheek, then climbed in beside Dino.
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			On Sunday night, Stone and Dino had just been shown to their table at P. J. Clarke’s when Peter and Ben arrived.

			After the waiter took their drink orders, Peter’s expression turned concerned and he said, “Dad, are you okay?”

			“I’m fine. Why?”

			“The news about Felicity. I’m so sorry. We didn’t hear about it until we arrived here.”

			“Ah, that. Thank you. I appreciate it.”

			“I know she was your friend, too,” Ben said to Dino.

			“That’s true.”

			Peter looked at Stone and Dino, frowning. “I have to say, you’re both taking the news much better than we thought you would.”

			“Ask us about it in a couple of weeks, and we might have more to say.”

			“That’s not cryptic at all,” Ben said.

			“Let’s just say we’re still processing everything,” Dino said.

			“Now that I can understand,” Peter said.

			“So, what’s this meeting that brings you to New York?” Stone asked.

			“It’s with Josie Hale,” Ben said.

			“She sent us a script, and it was bangers,” Peter said.

			Ben nodded. “We want to meet with her before anyone else does.”

			Stone cocked his head. “Why do I know that name?”

			“Do you remember the TV show Tobin Country?” Peter asked.

			“Was that the one about a family who…” Stone paused, thinking.

			“Ran an outdoor adventure company in Colorado?”

			“That’s it.” The show had run for nearly a decade.

			“Good memory. Josie played the mother. When the show ended, she gave up acting and became a director. TV mostly, but she also makes documentaries and has been branching into feature films.”

			“I had no idea.”

			“You might have seen one of her docs,” Ben said. “She’s like the David Attenborough of the sea. Focuses on the oceans and the creatures who inhabit it.”

			“Like you almost did,” Dino said to Stone.

			“What do you mean?” Peter asked.

			Stone gave Dino a thanks-for-nothing look. Stone had yet to tell Peter about his ordeal.

			“It was nothing,” he said.

			Peter looked questioningly at Dino, who held up his hands and said, “Apparently, I’m sworn to secrecy.”

			Both Peter and Ben turned their attention to Stone.

			“You’re a real pal, you know that?” Stone said to Dino.

			“The cat’s out of the bag,” Peter said to him. “So, you might as well tell me now.”

			“Oh, all right.” Stone told them about the sinking of the Amanda Jae and his subsequent rescue from the sea.

			“I saw a news report on that,” Ben said. “They didn’t mention the name of the survivors, though.”

			Peter stared at his father, dumbfounded. “I can’t believe you didn’t tell me.”

			“I was fine, so there was no reason to bother you,” Stone countered.

			“There was every reason to bother me.” Peter’s eyes narrowed. “If that ever happens again, I had better be your first call.”

			“If that happens again, it’ll be the last time I ever set foot on another boat.”

			Peter scowled. “Dad.”

			“I’ll call. I promise.”

			Peter maintained his expression for a few more seconds, then said, “But you’re okay?”

			“I’m fine. Really. Dino and I even played golf on Friday.”

			“I played golf,” Dino said. “I’m not sure what you were doing.”

			“Is someone investigating the accident?” Ben asked.

			“The Coast Guard.”

			“Do they know why it went down?”

			“Not as far as I know. And, truthfully, since the Amanda Jae sank a good sixty miles off the coast, they’ll probably never really know.”

			“What you need is a submarine,” Peter said.

			“That’s what I said,” Dino said.

			“As Ed Rawls pointed out, the Coast Guard doesn’t have subs,” Stone reminded him. “And I doubt the U.S. Navy would divert one of theirs for a look.”

			“Who said anything about the Navy?” Peter asks. “We can ask Josie.”

			“Josie Hale has a sub?”

			Peter snorted. “No, but she has access to one through her friend Xavier Silva.”

			“The multibillionaire?”

			Peter nodded. “One of his companies specializes in underwater vehicles, and he lets Josie use whatever she needs for her documentaries.”

			“That’s very kind of him.”

			“It’s also good PR,” Ben said.

			“If you want, we can ask Josie what the chances are of using one of Silva’s subs to get a look at the wreck,” Peter offered.

			“The Coast Guard is in charge of the investigation, so it’s really up to them, not me,” Stone said. “But I do like the idea. Talk to her, and in the meantime, I’ll ask the Coast Guard if they’d be interested.”

			“Will do,” Peter said. “And, Dad, I know how your lawyer mind works, so let me state this clearly. When I said you need to promise to call me if this happens again, I didn’t mean only if a ship goes down.”

			“It was a boat,” Stone said. “Ships are—”

			“Larger, I know. That’s kind of my point. The thing that puts you in a hospital doesn’t matter. The fact that you’re there does.”

			“What he’s saying is any time you get hurt, you need to call him,” Dino said.

			“Thank you, Dino,” Stone said. “But I received the message.”

			Peter looked at his dad, an eyebrow raised. “I’m waiting.”

			Stone sighed in defeat. “I promise.”

			

			

			On Monday, Stone called Commander Choi.

			“Mr. Barrington, if you’re looking for an update, I’m afraid there’s nothing more than I’ve already told you.”

			“Actually, I’m wondering if you’d have any objections to a submarine checking out the wreck.”

			“I don’t know if you’re aware, but the Coast Guard doesn’t have submarines.”

			“So I’ve been told. The thing is, I might have access to one. If that turns out to be true, would it be a problem if someone went down to take a look?”

			“In principle, I love the idea. But I’ll have to run it up my chain of command. May I get back to you?”

			“Of course.”

			As Stone hung up, Joan entered his office and tapped her wrist. “Ticktock.”

			He frowned. “And?”

			“Partners’ meeting? If you don’t leave now, you won’t make it.”

			He checked the time, saw that she was right, then hopped out of his chair and grabbed his things.

			“Fred?” he asked.

			“Out front.”

			As Stone hurried to the door, he said, “Call Bill Eggers. Tell him I might be a few minutes late.”

			“I already did,” Joan called after him.

			

			

			The partners’ meeting stretched through lunch, which meant Stone didn’t return to his Turtle Bay office until after two.

			As he was stepping out of his car, a cab pulled up behind the Bentley, and Peter, Ben, and a beautiful dark-haired woman, who looked vaguely familiar, climbed out.

			“Hi, Dad,” Peter said. He walked over and gave Stone a hug. “Looks like we have good timing.”

			Stone smiled. “Perfect, I’d say. But to what do I owe this surprise visit?”

			Peter turned to his companions. “Ben and I were having lunch with Josie Hale, and I happened to mention that Matilda Stone was my grandmother. Turns out Josie’s a big fan.”

			“Huge,” the woman said. She stuck her hand out. “Josie Hale, in case you hadn’t figured that out yet.”

			Stone shook her hand. “I was starting to connect the dots. A pleasure to meet you.”

			“The pleasure is all mine, Mr. Barrington.”

			“Please, it’s Stone.”

			“And I’m Josie.” She leaned in and stage-whispered, “Peter tells me you have several of your mother’s paintings.”

			“Peter’s right. Would you like to see them?”

			“Very much!”

			“Then come inside.”

			He led them into the offices first to drop off his things.

			“Peter, Ben!” Joan said. She jumped up out of her chair and hurried over, Bob trotting happily behind her, then gave each of them a hug. “I haven’t seen either of you in ages.”

			“Hello, Bob,” Peter said, bending down and giving the dog a hug.

			While Peter, Ben, and Joan exchanged pleasantries, Stone put his briefcase in his office.

			As he walked back out, Ben said, “Joan, this is Josie Hale.”

			Joan’s eyebrows shot up. “The actress?”

			“These days I try to stay on the other side of the camera,” Josie said, shaking her hand.

			“Joan, anything pressing I need to deal with right away?” Stone asked.

			“I absolutely loved Tobin Country,” Joan said, still focused on Josie.

			“Thank you,” Josie said. “I did, too.”

			Stone tapped Joan on the shoulder. “Pardon me for intruding.”

			“Yes?” she asked.

			“I was wondering if there is anything I need to take care of, or can I take my guests upstairs for a bit?”

			She waved a hand in the air. “If there was anything pressing, I would have told you the moment you walked in.”

			“I wasn’t sure you even knew I walked in.”

			She rolled her eyes and shook her head, then said to Josie, “Men, right? So clueless.”

			“I don’t want to ruin my chances of seeing his mother’s paintings, so I’ll plead the fifth for now.”

			“If you’re both quite through,” Stone said.

			“Go,” Joan said. “Don’t let me keep you.”

			“This way,” Stone said, leading Peter, Ben, Josie, and Bob upstairs.

			Josie said, “The woodwork in here is gorgeous. Is it original to the house?”

			“Not original, but it has been here a long time. It’s my father’s work.”

			“Your father?”

			“I inherited the house from my great-aunt. When my parents were young, she was the only one in either of their families they weren’t estranged from.”

			“I’m sorry to hear that.”

			“Politics and life-choice disagreements tend to have that effect. My parents were struggling to make a living, so my aunt hired my father to redo much of the house. Once people got a look at it, he was never out of work again.”

			“I can imagine,” Josie said. “So, your mother was a renowned painter, and your father a master carpenter. That must mean—”

			“I think I know where you’re going with that, and I’ll stop you right there. Sadly, the artistry genes skipped my generation and went directly to Peter.”

			“He definitely has more than his fair share of creativity,” Ben said.

			“I think I have just the right amount, thank you very much,” Peter said, faux offended.

			“I don’t know, Stone,” Josie said. “I think you’re selling yourself short. My understanding is that the law can be very creative.”

			“Ah, yes, but if you get too creative, you end up in the cell next to your former clients,” Stone said. “I try to avoid that.”

			“A sound strategy.”

			While Bob wandered into the study for a nap, Stone led the others up to his bedroom, where several Matilda Stones hung on the walls.

			Josie sucked in a breath and then began making her way around the room, spending time looking at each painting.

			“Exquisite,” she said after she took in the last. “This is quite the collection. How many do you own?”

			“Seventeen.”

			“Are you trying to corner the market?”

			“If I could, I would. I have standing requests at all the main galleries and auction houses to inform me if any of my mother’s pieces come on the market.”

			She nodded. “I would probably do the same if she were my mother.”

			Stone showed them the rest of the townhouse, then took them back down to his office.

			“Peter and Ben mentioned you had quite the adventure a couple of weeks ago,” Josie said.

			“You could say that,” Stone said. “How much did they tell you?”

			“Everything you told us,” Peter said.

			“I’m glad you didn’t go down with the boat,” Josie said.

			“As am I,” Stone said.

			“See, Peter,” Ben said. “She got it right.”

			“I got what right?” Josie asked.

			“Peter called it a ship at dinner last night.”

			Josie tsked at Peter. “Yachts are boats, ships are much larger.”

			“You should definitely make a deal with her,” Stone said to Peter and Ben. “She’s clearly highly intelligent.”

			“Thank you, Stone,” Josie said, blushing a little. “I understand you’re looking for a submarine to help take a look at the wreckage.”

			“I am, though more for the Coast Guard officer in charge of the investigation. I’m hoping she’ll be able to figure out why the yacht sank. Peter mentioned you have access to one.”

			“More than one, actually. Xavier has four subs. Two of which are on the East Coast.”

			“Do you think he would let us use one?”

			“Probably, but I have a better idea. Xavier also has several ROVs, which could do the job better than a sub.”

			“ROV?”

			“Remotely operated vehicle. They’re unmanned and usually a lot smaller, so they can get into places subs can’t.”

			“I hadn’t even considered that. An ROV sounds perfect.”

			“One of Xavier’s exploration ships is stationed right here in New York. If you’d like, I’ll give him a call and see if it’s available.”

			“I would appreciate that, thank you.”

			She pulled out a business card and handed it to him. “The phone number is my cell.”

			Stone reciprocated. “I would love to take you out to dinner to thank you for your help.”

			“I haven’t secured the sub yet.”

			Stone held her gaze. “The invite is not contingent on whether you do or not.”

			She smiled. “Then I accept.”

			“Are you free tonight?”

			“Business dinner, I’m afraid. Tonight and tomorrow. I’m free on Wednesday, however.”

			“Then Wednesday it is.”

			Ben looked at Peter. “Why do I get the feeling we shouldn’t be here?”

			“Same,” Peter said.

			

			

			Later that afternoon, Stone received a call from Felicity.

			“How’s the hunt for the Jackal going?” he asked.

			“Wrong assassin.”

			“Have you given yours a name yet?”

			“We’ve been referring to him or her as the assassin.”

			“That’s not very imaginative.”

			“Coming up with a name hasn’t been high on our priority list. But if you have a suggestion, do feel free to share with the class.”

			“If something comes to mind, you’ll be my first call. So, any updates on the assassin?”

			“We’ve narrowed our list somewhat, but it’s still too long. In fact, that’s why I called. I’m hoping you will do something for me.”

			“If it’s within my power, of course.”

			“Wonderful. I need you to attend my funeral.”

			Stone was momentarily stunned to silence. “I don’t believe anyone has ever asked me to do that before.”

			“Well, if I was really dead, you would go, wouldn’t you?”

			“Of course.”

			“Then you not being there might cause questions.”

			“From whom?”

			“From me, for starters. Am I not important enough for you to attend my funeral?”

			“But you’re not really dead.”

			“You and I know that, but almost no one else does. And many who know we are close would expect to see you there.”

			“So, you want me to go so no one wonders why I didn’t?”

			“Honestly, Stone. Some days I wonder how that brain of yours works. I want you to go because Carly, Jillian, and I think there’s a good possibility the culprit or someone working on his behalf will be there, too.”

			“Are you expecting me to figure out who they are? Because I don’t know how I would do that.”

			“Your job is to be my eyes and ears. The figuring-out will be up to me, Carly, and Jillian. We’ll set you up with a hidden camera so that we can watch live from here in Maine. All you need to do is make sure to get everyone who attends on camera.”

			“That plan’s not half bad. When is the funeral?”

			“Saturday morning in London, followed by a burial at my country house.” Her house was just across the Beaulieu River from Stone’s place, Windward Hall.

			Stone checked his calendar. He had a meeting Friday afternoon that he couldn’t get out of, but if he left soon after, he could be in the U.K. in time to attend. “It’ll be a quick trip, but I can do it.”

			“Thank you, Stone. I’m told one of Lance’s people will bring you the gear before you leave.”

			“Can’t wait,” Stone said with little enthusiasm. “Is there anything else?”

			“If you could shed a few tears during the service, I wouldn’t complain.”

			“I’ll see what I can do.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 11
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			Leonid Bronsky was just sitting down to a late dinner at the Four Seasons Hotel Gresham Palace in Budapest when Ustinov called him.

			“Good evening, Boris,” he answered.

			“I have good news for you,” Ustinov said. “I talked to the director, and he is very impressed with your initiative.”

			Bronsky grinned. “Of course he is. I knew there was nothing for me to worry about.”

			“He would like to meet with you. When can you be in Moscow?”

			Warmth bloomed in Bronsky’s chest. Just like he’d hoped, he was being brought back into the fold, thanks to his hard work. Finally, his sputtering career was getting back on track.

			“I should think sometime tomorrow afternoon,” he said.

			“I’ll set up a meeting for six p.m., if that works for you.”

			“I’ll be there.”

			“Until tomorrow, then,” Ustinov said and hung up.

			Bronsky wanted to shout in triumph, but since he was in public, he contained his excitement and kept his expression to a broad grin.

			He was halfway through his meal when his phone buzzed again. It was a text from one of the contacts he’d used to arrange the hit on Dame Felicity.

			Need to meet. Urgent. Same place as before, midnight.

			Bronsky frowned. What possible reason could the man have to require a face-to-face?

			He considered texting back to ask just that but refrained. It was always best to leave as little digital footprint as possible.

			With twelve a.m. rapidly approaching, he gulped down the rest of his meal, then headed out, reaching the meeting point beneath the bridge over the Danube a few minutes before midnight.

			The man was waiting for him in the passageway, standing in the shadows and looking around nervously.

			“What is it?” Bronsky asked as he approached.

			“I received a message from my man in the U.K.,” he said. “There is a good possibility that the target wasn’t in the car.”

			Bronsky stared at him, sure he hadn’t heard correctly. “That’s ridiculous. The news is reporting her death.”

			“He thinks the person who died was a stand-in, and that the target might have gone out of the country.”

			“He knows or is he guessing?”

			The contact shook his head. “At the moment, it’s merely a rumor, but he says his sources are very reliable.”

			Bronsky grimaced. He found the news hard to believe. But he also couldn’t return to Moscow without knowing for sure. He had no doubt that his own life would be forfeit if he showed up, and the rumor turned out to be true.

			“He needs to find out immediately,” Bronsky snapped.

			“How is he—”

			“How is not my problem!”

			The contact shrank back. “I-I’ll let him know.”

			“I expect to hear from you first thing in the morning.”

			As the contact opened his mouth to speak, Bronsky heard a muffled thwap from somewhere behind the man. Before he could even react, the contact staggered into his arms.

			Bronsky reflexively grabbed him. His hand touched a wet spot on the man’s back. Another thwap echoed under the bridge and something zipped past Bronsky’s head.

			Someone was shooting at them.

			As a third shot rang out, Bronsky shoved his contact’s lifeless body away and fled in the opposite direction.

			He heard the spit of the silenced pistol two more times before he lost the shooter in a warren of narrow streets, not far from the river. He kept moving until he was sure he was safe, then leaned against the wall of a dark alley to catch his breath.

			He had no idea who the shooter could have been, or, more importantly, for whom the shooter worked.

			It was possible his contact had run afoul of someone, and Bronsky was simply caught in the middle of it. But it was best to assume he was the target.

			God knew, he’d made more than enough enemies over the years. But they were all in his past, so he had no idea why someone would be coming after him now.

			Unless the Brits had already figured out he was the one behind Dame Felicity’s assassination.

			He thought it over then shook his head.

			He’d been very careful when setting up the operation. Even the contact who had just died in his arms hadn’t known his real identity.

			No, he was targeted because of something else. What that was, he’d have to figure out later. Now that he’d lost the shooter, his more pressing problem was that of Dame Felicity’s status.

			He needed to find out whether she was still breathing. And if she was, he would make sure she wasn’t for long.

			He knew exactly whom he had to call.

			The line rang four times before it was answered by a sleepy male voice. “Hello?”

			“Hello, Gordon. Did I wake you?”

			The line went silent for a few seconds before Gordon Pryce said, “M-Mr. Bronsky?”

			“I’m glad you still recognize my voice after all these years.”

			“W-w-why are you calling me?”

			“That’s a stupid question. Because I need your assistance, of course. Why else?”

			Pryce was an analyst at MI6 who had been part of Bronsky’s network of spies back when Bronsky was stationed in London. Bronsky had used a honeypot to recruit him in the form of a beautiful female agent. Dozens of compromising pictures were taken, any one of which would have ruined the man’s life and career. Pryce had no choice but to become an informant.

			The analyst had provided much of the information Bronsky had fed to Wilfred Thomas during the original pursuit of Dame Felicity.

			“What do you want?” Pryce asked.

			“Nothing too difficult for a man in your position. I simply want you to tell me if the head of your organization is really dead or not.”

			“As far as I know, she’s dead.”

			“ ‘As far as I know’ is not good enough. I want the truth.”

			“But—”

			“I’ll be in touch,” Bronsky said, then hung up.

			Now, he needed to get out of Hungary. He scrolled through a list of safe houses he knew about, until he found one where he thought he could stay several days without being discovered.

			It had been a while since he’d been in Helsinki, and at least it wasn’t the middle of winter.

		

	
		
			Chapter 12
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			On Wednesday afternoon, Joan stepped into Stone’s office. “Oliver Humphrey has arrived.”

			“Thank you, Joan,” Stone said. “Please show him in.”

			A moment later, the president of Oliver Humphrey College entered, dressed in a black suit, white shirt, and dark blue tie.

			Stone stood and extended his hand.

			“Mr. Humphrey, thank you for coming,” Stone said as they exchanged formalities.

			Humphrey nodded solemnly. “It’s a pleasure to meet you in person, though I wish it were under different circumstances.”

			“As do I.” Stone motioned at the four chairs set up in front of his desk. “Please have a seat.”

			Before Humphrey could do so, Joan stepped in again. “Aaron Sidney and Ryan Sidney.”

			Trenton’s sons entered. Ryan had the sunken look of someone still processing his grief. Aaron, on the other hand, looked like he was in a hurry to get this over with so he could move on to other things.

			Stone came around the desk and greeted each, then gestured to his first guest. “Have you met Oliver Humphrey?”

			“At the funeral,” Humphrey said, then shook the brothers’ hands. “Again, my condolences, gentlemen. Your father was a great man.”

			Aaron barely acknowledged the comment while Ryan looked to be holding back tears as he said, “Thank you.”

			“Please, have a seat,” Stone said.

			Aaron and Humphrey took the two middle chairs, and Ryan the one on the end next to his brother.

			“So, we’re here,” Aaron said. “Can we get this going?”

			“We’re still waiting for someone,” Stone said.

			Aaron grimaced. “Right. The mysterious unnamed beneficiary.”

			“I promise you. She has a name.”

			“She? Dear God. Don’t tell me my father is leaving a part of his estate to some gold-digging mistress.”

			“If he were, that would be his prerogative. But that’s not the case.”

			Aaron snorted derisively and muttered, “Sure. Whatever.”

			The door opened and Ash Williamson walked in. Under his arm were several manila envelopes, and in his hands a tray upon which sat a carafe of coffee and six cups.

			“Gentlemen,” Stone said. “This is my associate, Mr. Williamson.”

			“Good afternoon,” Ash said as he set the tray on Stone’s desk.

			“Good afternoon,” Ryan and Humphrey both said.

			Aaron merely grunted.

			Ash handed the envelopes to Stone, then poured coffee for each of the men. When he finished, he took a seat off to the side.

			Aaron looked at his watch. “Can we start? It’s two o’clock already, and I have things to do.”

			Stone gave him a tight-lipped smile and said, “Per your father’s instructions, all those named need to be in attendance before—”

			The door opened again.

			“Susan Vest,” Joan said.

			Susan entered, looking as if she might turn back around and leave at any second.

			Stone rose again and walked over to her. “I’m glad you could make it.”

			“Sorry I’m late,” she said. “My taxi hit traffic on the way here.”

			“You’re not late. You’re right on time.” Stone motioned toward the empty chair in front of his desk. “Come. You can sit there.”

			With obvious reluctance, she took the seat next to Humphrey.

			From the moment she’d entered the room, Aaron had stared at her as if wondering what rock she’d crawled out from under.

			After she sat, he said, “So who the hell are you?”

			“Aaron, this is your one and only warning,” Stone said. “If you can’t be civil, you’ll be asked to leave.”

			“Who is she?”

			“This is Susan Vest.”

			“Never heard of her.”

			Ignoring him, Stone said, “Susan, the gentleman next to you is Oliver Humphrey the Fifth, president of Oliver Humphrey College, and next to him are Aaron Sidney and Ryan Sidney, Trenton’s sons.”

			Though Stone had told Susan that her half brothers would be there, her eyes still widened as he made the introductions.

			“Hello,” Humphrey said.

			Ryan gave her a small wave from the other end of the row. “Hi.”

			Aaron looked impatiently at Stone. “What are you waiting for? Let’s get this going.”

			Stone stared at him until Aaron finally looked away. He then extracted the will from a file folder.

			“ ‘I, Trenton Charles Sidney, of New York, New York, being of sound mind…’ ”

			Stone read out the rest of the preamble before getting to the heart of the document.

			“ ‘To my alma mater, Oliver Humphrey College, I leave one hundred million dollars, to be used exclusively for scholarships. I have created an addendum that lays out instructions on how the scholarships are to be handed out.’ ”

			Stone set down the will, picked up the top manila envelope, and handed it to Humphrey.

			“Inside is your copy of the will and the addendum, which we can discuss separately.”

			“I see,” Humphrey said. Though he was smiling, his expression looked more bewildered than excited. “Thank you.”

			Stone picked up the will again. “ ‘The remainder of my estate will be split between my children, in the following manner.’ ”

			Most of what Stone said seemed to fly in one of Aaron’s ears and out the other, as he smiled in anticipation. Ryan, on the other hand, furrowed his brow and took a quick glance at Susan.

			“To my youngest, Ryan, I leave thirty percent of my estate, less the bequest to Oliver Humphrey College. This is to include my house in Sagaponack, and cash and holdings to be determined by the executor.’ ”

			Aaron looked like he was about to explode in excitement about what he believed Stone was going to say.

			“ ‘To my Aaron, I leave thirty percent of my estate, with the same caveat.’ ”

			Aaron’s greedy grin vanished in confusion. “What did you say?”

			“ ‘This is to include my Central Park Tower duplex,’ ” Stone went on, “ ‘and cash and holdings to be determined by the executor.’ ”

			“My brother’s and my shares are only sixty percent,” Aaron said.

			“Your math skills are impressive,” Stone said.

			Aaron’s eyes narrowed. “What about the other forty percent?” As the last word left his mouth, he whipped his gaze to Susan. “Don’t tell me the rest is going to her!”

			“If you’ll allow me to finish,” Stone said, then continued without waiting for a response. “ ‘To my eldest child and only daughter, Susan Vest, I leave the remainder of my estate.’ ”

			Aaron jumped to his feet. “Daughter? Our father didn’t have a daughter!”

			Stone picked up the next envelope from the stack and held it out to Aaron. “Your father thought you might need proof. Inside is your copy of the will, plus DNA results that confirm his relationship to Miss Vest.”

			Aaron slapped the envelope out of Stone’s hand, and it fell to the floor. “That doesn’t prove a thing!”

			“Science and the courts say otherwise,” Stone says.

			“Bullshit! It’s probably not even real.”

			“It’s okay,” Susan said. “If they—”

			“It is not okay,” Stone said. He looked back at Aaron. “Your father’s instructions are clear and immutable.”

			“I repeat,” Aaron said. “Bullshit! You’re trying to trick me out of what is mine, and there’s no way I’m going to let you get away with it! You will be hearing from my lawyer.” He turned toward the door. “Come on, Ryan.”

			Ryan looked unsure, but having spent a lifetime following his brother’s orders, he reluctantly rose to his feet.

			“You’ll want to hear this next part before you go,” Stone said.

			Aaron, already halfway across the room, said, “Just more garbage.”

			“Maybe, or it could mean you walk away with nothing.”

			That grabbed Aaron’s attention. “What do you mean?”

			Stone read from the will again. “ ‘In the event any of my beneficiaries contests this will and the court rules against them, their inheritance will be forfeited and divided between those who were not a party to the action.’ ”

			Aaron’s mouth fell open. “He can’t do that.”

			“He can, and he did,” Stone said. “And I should tell you, your father left supporting documents and a video interview that will refute any claims of being unduly influenced or not of sound mind when the will was created. Plus, I’m the one who wrote it for him, and wills are an area in which I have considerable experience. I guarantee you, his is ironclad.”

			Aaron narrowed his eyes and snarled. “We’ll see about that.” He marched the rest of the way to the door, then looked back at his brother, who hadn’t moved since getting to his feet. “Ryan! Let’s go!”

			Ryan jerked at the sound of his name, then looked apologetically at Stone.

			“Here,” Stone said, holding out the final envelope. “Your copy.”

			Ryan took it. “Thank you.”

			He picked his brother’s envelope up off the floor, then glanced at Susan and gave her a small smile and nod of his head.

			“Ryan!” Aaron bellowed.

			Ryan jerked again, then hurried after his brother.

			As soon as they were gone, Stone said to Susan and Humphrey, “The rest of the will is the standard language, including directions for me as executor. If you’d like, I can read that to you. Or you can go over your copy at your leisure.”

			Neither Susan nor Humphrey appeared to have heard him, as they both looked to be in shock.

			Stone glanced at Ash and mouthed, Water.

			Ash grabbed a couple bottles and held out one to Susan. “Water, Miss Vest?”

			She blinked and said, “I’m sorry. What was that?” She then noticed the water. “Oh, thank you.”

			She took the bottle but didn’t open it.

			“Mr. Humphrey?” Ash said.

			Humphrey took the other bottle, twisted the top off, and drank nearly half the contents. When he finished, he took a moment to compose himself.

			“Thank you,” he said to Ash. He then looked at Stone. “Is there anything more?”

			Stone nodded at the envelope Humphrey had been given. “Nothing pressing that you can’t review in your copy, but if you’d like me to read the rest to you, I can.”

			“No. That won’t be necessary.”

			Susan nodded in agreement.

			“There is the matter of the addendum,” Stone said to Humphrey.

			“I’m sure it’s self-explanatory,” Humphrey said.

			“It is. But if you have questions about it or anything else concerning the will, feel free to call me.”

			“Well, then,” Humphrey said and stood. “I should get back to the college. Thank you so much. I can’t tell you how much we appreciate what Trenton has left us.”

			“He would be happy to know that,” Stone said. “We’ll be in touch soon concerning the transfer of the bequest.”

			Humphrey shook Stone’s hand, then nodded at Susan. “Miss Vest, a pleasure to meet you.”

			“You, too,” she said.

			As soon as he was gone, Stone said, “I’m sure you have questions.”

			“It’s too much,” she said, looking a bit like a deer in the headlights. “What am I supposed to do with all that money? I’m a teacher, not a business tycoon.”

			“For starters, you don’t have to be a teacher anymore, if you don’t want to.”

			“But I do want to. I love teaching.”

			“Then teach.”

			“But what do I do with…How much is it?”

			“After taxes, probably somewhere in the neighborhood of five hundred million.”

			“Holy shit.”

			“May I make a suggestion?”

			“Please do.”

			“Have someone invest it for you while you think about what you want to do with it.”

			“I don’t know anyone who does that kind of thing, and I wouldn’t even know where to start looking for one.”

			“I do. My friend Charley Fox is an investment expert. He runs a company called Triangle Investments. In full transparency, I’m a partner in the business. But Charley also handles all my investments, and I’ve never been disappointed.”

			“That sounds great.”

			“When are you heading back to Portland?”

			“My flight’s this evening.”

			“Perfect. Give me a moment.”

			Stone picked up his phone and made the call.

			“Afternoon, Stone,” Charley answered.

			“Hi, Charley. I’m wondering if you have some free time this afternoon.”

			“I’m always busy, but I don’t have any meetings, if that’s what you’re asking.”

			“Would it be okay if I brought by a potential client?”

			“Sure. How large of an investment are we talking about?”

			“Half billion.”

			Susan’s eyes widened at that.

			“Got it. What has the client being doing with it until now?”

			“Nothing. It’s new money.”

			“What about their other investments?”

			“I don’t think she has any.”

			“Oh,” Charley said, surprised. “Well, come over anytime. I’ll be here.”

			“Thanks, Charley.”

			Stone hung up.

			“If you’re up for it,” he said to Susan, “I would be happy to escort you to Charley Fox’s office right now.”

			“Um, sure. Why not? This day has already been surreal enough. Might as well discuss how I can make even more money.”

			“That’s the spirit.”
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			When Humphrey exited Stone’s office, he took a deep, steadying breath, then set off down the street toward where he’d left his car.

			The reading of Trenton’s will had not gone as he’d expected.

			He’d known for more than two years that the college was in line to receive a portion of Trenton’s estate. Trenton himself had told him as much. What the billionaire hadn’t mentioned was the amount or that there would be conditions on how the money was to be used.

			Both issues were not only unsatisfactory but detrimental to his future. He had to find a way to fix this.

			He was a block from Stone’s office when a nearby car honked. He jerked in surprise, then looked over and saw a sedan pacing him.

			The passenger-side window lowered, and Andre Parker grinned at him from the driver’s seat.

			“What the hell?” Humphrey muttered.

			He looked around to make sure no one else was paying him or the car attention, then he hurried over to the open window and leaned down.

			“What are you doing here?” Humphrey asked. “You know we can’t be seen together.”

			“Relax. No one cares about two people talking.”

			“What do you want?”

			“What do you think I want?”

			“I told you I’ll send you the rest as soon as my business is settled.”

			Andre nodded his head back toward the lawyer’s office. “Isn’t that what you were doing in there?”

			“That was just the first step. It’s going to take a little time.”

			“How much time?”

			“A few weeks. Maybe a month.”

			Andre winced and sucked in a breath. “Not sure that’s going to work for me.”

			“I can’t make things go any faster than they already are. There are procedures for things like this. Steps that must be followed.”

			“I suppose,” Andre said. “But just know I’ve got my eyes on you, so don’t even think about trying something funny. That is unless you want to take a little swim, like your friend.”

			“You don’t need to threaten me. You’ll get your money. I promise.”

			Andre held out his pinkie finger.

			“What’s that for?” Humphrey asked.

			“Pinkie swear.”

			“Are you kidding me? What are you? A child?”

			Andre wiggled the finger. “Come on.”

			“Oh, for God’s sake.”

			Humphrey reached in with his pinkie, but before he could wrap it around Andre’s, Andre grabbed his wrist and yanked Humphrey’s head into the car and growled, “Do not play games with me.”

			“I’m not,” Humphrey pleaded. “Really!”

			Andre locked eyes with him for a few seconds before shoving him out of the car.

			“Two weeks,” he said.

			“I told you. It might take longer?”

			“Not my problem. See you, Ollie.”

			“Don’t call me—”

			Andre drove away before Humphrey could finish.

			

			

			Andre was not an idiot. He knew Humphrey wouldn’t have the money immediately, but he also knew that people like him needed reminders about the debts they owed.

			So when Humphrey had mentioned that he would be in New York to discuss the will, Andre had followed him.

			The surprise in the guy’s eyes when he realized Andre was waiting for him was priceless. Andre could almost smell the fear coming off him.

			The memory of it made him smile.

			Ahead, the traffic light was turning yellow. With no one in front of him, Andre punched the gas and shot through the intersection just as the signal flipped to red.

			A half block later, he saw flashing lights in his rearview.

			“Well, shit,” he muttered.

			A motorcycle cop was right behind him, motioning for Andre to pull over.

			As much as he wanted to ignore him, Andre knew he had to play the good little citizen. He spotted an open area at the curb and guided the car to it.

			Fifteen minutes later, he was on his way again, a crumpled-up traffic ticket on the passenger seat.

			The NYPD could give him as many tickets as they wanted, but they would never see a dime from him, because soon he’d be leaving the country for good.

			He’d made a good living doing the dirty jobs others couldn’t, but what Humphrey was going to pay him was on a whole different level.

			Andre would have done the job for half a million, but it was clear this was Humphrey’s first time hiring a hitman, and he had no idea about the going rates. Before Andre could even quote him a price, the idiot had offered him five million dollars, then immediately doubled it, obviously worried that the first number had been too low.

			Andre had squeezed the promise of another five million out of him before accepting the job.

			Once he had the cash in hand—or, more specifically, in an offshore bank account—he’d be gone.

			The thought made him smile, and he broke a few more traffic laws on his way home. He was almost disappointed that he didn’t get pulled over again.
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			That evening, Stone sat at the bar at Patroon, enjoying a Knob Creek, while he waited for Josie to arrive.

			“Mind if we join you?” a familiar voice said behind him.

			He turned to find Mike Freeman in the company of a beautiful, raven-haired woman Stone didn’t know.

			“Of course not,” Stone said.

			They took the pair of empty stools to his right.

			“Stone, I’d like to introduce you to Madeline Santiago. Madeline, this is my good friend Stone Barrington.”

			“Miss Santiago, it’s a pleasure,” Stone said.

			“Please, call me Maddie,” she said with a prominent Spanish accent. “All my close friends do.”

			“Thank you, Maddie. And you must call me Stone.”

			“Stone it is then.”

			“Do you live in the city?”

			“Yes, but not this one. Madrid mostly, and when I’m not there, you can usually find me in Paris or Monte Carlo.”

			“Three of my favorite places.”

			“I’m sure you’re familiar with the M. Santiago brand,” Mike said.

			Stone’s eyes widened. “That’s you?”

			Maddie smiled. “Guilty.”

			M. Santiago was one of the premier fashion houses in the world and had been for several decades.

			“You must have been a child when you started it.”

			Maddie laughed. “It was my mother’s company first. She named it after me.”

			“That explains it. What brings you to New York?”

			“What brings anyone in the fashion business to New York?”

			“It’s not Fashion Week, is it?”

			“Not until September. But there is much work to do before then.”

			“She’s meeting with her designers and event planners,” Mike said.

			“And my security company,” she said, touching Mike’s arm.

			“So, this is a business dinner,” Stone said.

			“Sure,” Maddie said. “We can call it that for now.”

			“Yes, well, um…” Mike said, looking like he was about to blush.

			“If you gentlemen will excuse me for a moment,” Maddie said. “I have to, as they say, powder my nose.”

			“Of course,” Stone said.

			She slipped off her stool and headed for the restrooms.

			“If you’re here alone, Stone, you’re most welcome to join us.”

			“Thank you, but I’m actually waiting for someone.”

			Mike looked confused. “Not Tamlyn?”

			“No, a friend of Peter’s. Josie Hale.”

			“The actress?”

			“Former actress, now director.”

			“Ah.” Mike fell silent for a moment. “Tamlyn told me that you two broke things off.”

			“All amicably, I assure you.”

			“That’s what she said, too. I can’t help but think it’s my fault, though. After all, it’s the work she’s doing for me that’s tying her up.”

			Stone held up a hand. “There’s no one to blame. Life happens. And I wouldn’t have ever met her if you hadn’t hired her. For that, I’m thankful.”

			“Then you’re welcome, I guess.”

			A hand touched Stone’s shoulder.

			“Good evening,” Josie Hale said.

			“Hello,” Stone said. “You look amazing.”

			“Thank you.” She was dressed in a gorgeous green-and-black-patterned sleeveless dress.

			Stone motioned to Mike. “This is my friend Mike Freeman.”

			“Nice to meet you,” Josie said, taking Mike’s proffered hand.

			“Not half as nice as it is for me to meet you. I’m a big fan.”

			“Is that so?”

			“I can safely say I’ve seen every episode of Tobin Country at least twice.”

			She gave him a look of mock concern. “A big fan? Or a crazed one?”

			“The former.”

			“That’s good. I would hate to take out a restraining order on you right after we’ve met.”

			“Mike is actually in the business of protecting people from the overzealous,” Stone said.

			“You’re a bodyguard?”

			“In a way,” Mike said.

			“He’s the CEO of Strategic Services,” Stone said. “The number two security firm in the world.”

			“I know Strategic Services. You do a lot of work in the entertainment industry.”

			“We do,” Mike said. “And we have Stone to thank for a lot of that. He introduced us to Centurion Pictures several years ago, and the rest is history.”

			Maddie rejoined them.

			“This is my friend Josie Hale,” Stone said.

			As Josie extended a hand, Maddie said, “The movie director?”

			“One and the same,” Josie said.

			“Josie, this is Madeline Santiago,” Stone said.

			Josie cocked her head. “Of M. Santiago?”

			“One and the same,” Maddie said.

			“I’m wearing one of your dresses right now.”

			“I noticed. And quite nicely, too.”

			“Thank you.”

			“Thank you. And if you ever need anything special for one of your films, please don’t hesitate to reach out. It would be an honor.”

			“Why do I feel like they’ve forgotten we’re here?” Stone said to Mike.

			“Because they have,” Mike said.

			Maddie smirked. “Why do men feel like they need to be the center of attention all the time?”

			“Because they do,” Josie suggested.

			“We deserved that,” Stone said.

			Mike nodded. “We did.”

			One of the staff approached. “Mr. Barrington, your table is ready.”

			“It was a pleasure meeting both of you,” Josie said to Maddie and Mike.

			Similar sentiments were echoed, then Josie and Stone were led to their table.

			“What’s good here?” Josie asked as she perused the menu.

			“Everything,” Stone said.

			“I was hoping for something a bit more specific.”

			“I’m partial to the sirloin or the Dover sole.”

			“That’s better.”

			A waiter approached. “Another Knob Creek, Mr. Barrington?”

			“Please.”

			“And for the lady?”

			“A bourbon sounds great,” Josie said. “I’ll have the same.”

			As the waiter left, Stone heard the buzz of a phone.

			Josie started to reach for her purse, then stopped. “Do you mind if I check that?”

			“Not at all.”

			She pulled out her cell, read something on the screen, then looked at Stone and smiled.

			“I talked to Xavier this afternoon about using his equipment,” she said. “He said he’d be happy to help. He just needed to check on availability.” She looked at the screen again. “He says the ship with the ROV equipment is undergoing maintenance this week but should be ready to go out either Sunday or Monday.”

			“That’s great news. I’ll let the Coast Guard know and make sure they’re okay with it. If you could find out how much it will cost, I’ll have a check sent over.”

			“No check necessary. He’s doing it as a favor to me. I’ve been thinking about filming a doc about notable wrecks, and I told him this would be a great test run.”

			“That’s very kind of him.”

			“For a billionaire, he’s not that bad of a guy.”

			“Thank you for doing this.”

			“I’m just glad it worked out. And now you have a good reason for taking me out to dinner.”

			“The prospect of spending time with you was reason enough.”

			“Oh, my. You really are a charmer.”

			“Is that a good thing?”

			“A very good thing.”

			Drinks arrived and dinner was ordered.

			“Now it’s my turn to thank you,” Josie said.

			“For what?”

			“Showing me your mother’s paintings,” Josie said. “I’ve been thinking about them ever since I saw them. She was an amazing talent.”

			“She was,” Stone said. “So, tell me about your bio.”

			She chuckled. “Not much to tell. Grew up in a small town in California you’ve probably never heard of.”

			“Try me.”

			“Filmore.”

			“In the county of Ventura, where you were surrounded by avocado and lemon trees.”

			“You do know it.”

			“Do you still have family there?”

			She nodded. “My parents. My father’s from Sweden and is a doctor, and my mother is from the Philippines and is a nurse.”

			“Hale doesn’t sound Swedish.”

			“That’s because it’s my stage name. My real last name is Halverson. Back when I was starting out, my agent thought Hale would be easier for producers to remember.”

			“That explains it. Does your father still practice?”

			“My sister has taken over the bulk of his clients, but he and Mom still go into the office once or twice a week.”

			“So how do a Swedish doctor and a Filipino nurse end up together in a small California town?”

			“They met when he was a resident. She was one of the nurses he worked with. The way Dad tells the story is that Mom had to read him the riot act more than once for botching some procedure or the other.”

			“Ah, enemies to lovers.”

			Josie raised an eyebrow. “Why, Mr. Barrington, are you a romance reader?”

			“I have a client who is a romance writer, so I may have done a bit of research in that area.”

			“I’ll take that for a yes,” she said.

			“As long as it puts me in a good light.”

			“It does. Now, where was I? I went to college at UCLA for theater and began acting, mostly in small theaters in L.A., like Playwrights’ Arena and the East West Players. A casting director saw me and gave me a recurring role in a sitcom no one remembers. That led to more parts, which eventually landed me the role of Patty in Tobin Country. You pretty much know the rest. What about you?”

			“You already know the first part. The only son of a painter and carpenter, who inherited a house from his great-aunt.”

			“And the part I don’t know?”

			“After spending several years in the NYPD, I made the switch to law thanks to an errant bullet to the knee.”

			“Oh, my. You were shot?”

			“Not by choice.”

			“That must have been horrible.”

			“I wouldn’t recommend it.”

			“But you’re fine now?”

			Stone bent his right knee back and forth. “Good as new.”

			“I’m glad to hear that. You seem to have done well for yourself since.”

			“You could say that.”

			The waiter appeared with their dinner, and they fell into easy conversation as they ate.

			When they finished, Josie said, “This has been a lovely evening. Thank you.”

			“I couldn’t agree more,” he said. “Normally, I would invite you back to my place for a nightcap, but…”

			“But you’re not interested in me in that way,” she said, looking both understanding and disappointed.

			“Quite the contrary. I’m very interested in you. The ‘but’ is there because the woman I had been seeing broke things off with me just a few days ago.”

			“Oh,” she said. “Is there a chance you might get back together?”

			“While we left that possibility open, no promises were made. The thing is, I like you, and I’d like to get to know you better. But contrary to what I might have done in the past, I don’t want to rush things.”

			“How far in the past are we talking?”

			“Is that important?”

			“I suppose not.” She smiled. “You are quite the surprise. I’ve known far too many men who wouldn’t have let a recent breakup stop them from taking someone else home.”

			“I can’t say I haven’t been one of those men before, but I’m trying to be better.”

			“I don’t know if you realize this or not, but honesty is a very attractive quality.”

			“So, that’s a yes to seeing each other again?”

			“It’s a definite yes.”
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			Instead of returning to the college after the reading of Trenton Sidney’s will, Oliver Humphrey had taken a room at the Carlyle and spent most of the night staring at the ceiling above his bed, wondering what he was going to do.

			To most people one hundred million dollars would have been an incredibly generous bequest. In fact, if anyone else but Trenton had left that much to the college, Humphrey would have been ecstatic.

			The problem was that while Trenton had never come out and told Humphrey precisely how much he would be leaving the school when he died, he had given Humphrey the impression that the amount would be at least double what it had ended up being.

			Humphrey had been counting on that amount to get him out of his predicament.

			And not only was the amount half of what he expected, Trenton had laid down rules on its use.

			How dare he do that to Humphrey? Who was he to determine where the money was most needed?

			It wasn’t until the wee hours of the morning, when Humphrey had finally calmed down enough to think straight, that he realized the solution to his problem was in the will.

			Anyone who contested Trenton’s last wishes in court and failed would see their share of the inheritance divided among the remaining beneficiaries.

			Humphrey had done his research and knew Barrington was a big shot at one of the most prestigious firms in the country. So unlike Trenton’s son Aaron, Humphrey believed Barrington when he said that there was no chance of someone winning a challenge.

			While he had no intention of mounting said challenge himself, he could encourage Aaron to do so.

			The college’s split of Aaron’s inheritance would make its share come out to even more than the two hundred million Humphrey had expected. And if he could convince Aaron to fall on the sword, there was an excellent chance Ryan would follow his brother’s lead.

			That would mean the college would receive half of the estate, or just over a billion dollars.

			Humphrey all but salivated at the thought.

			That would be more than enough money to cover the bad investments he had made without the board of trustees’ knowledge and leave plenty to pay for Trenton’s stupid scholarship idea.

			For a few minutes, he even fantasized about tricking the long-lost daughter into joining her half brothers’ suit and having the entire estate land in his lap. Unfortunately, he couldn’t figure out a way to make that happen. She was the reason Aaron was not happy about the will, after all.

			So be it. Humphrey would have to be satisfied with what he could get.

			He waited until seven a.m., then sent a text.

			Hi Aaron. It’s Oliver Humphrey, of Oliver Humphrey College. I was wondering if you’d like to meet up for lunch. After yesterday, I’m sure we have lots to talk about.

			He hoped Aaron would interpret the message as Humphrey sharing his concerns about the will. But if anyone else saw the text and questioned him about it, he could easily say that he only wanted to calm Aaron down after his outburst in Barrington’s office.

			His effort bore fruit less than ten minutes later, when he received a reply.

			Monkey Bar. 12:30.

			

			

			Aaron was already at the restaurant when Humphrey arrived.

			“Is your brother joining us?” Humphrey asked after he took a seat.

			“Why should he?”

			The terseness of Aaron’s answer caught Humphrey off guard.

			“No reason,” Humphrey said, then picked up his menu. “Lunch is on me, by the way.”

			Aaron lifted his menu but said nothing.

			A waiter approached their table soon after. “Something to drink?”

			“Gibson martini,” Aaron said.

			“Very good. And you, sir?” he asked Humphrey.

			“A glass of the Domaine Laroche Chardonnay.”

			The waiter nodded and left.

			Aaron looked at his menu for several more seconds before setting it down. “So, what is it you wanted to talk about?” His tone was not quite hostile, but it was close.

			“I know you weren’t happy about your father’s will.”

			Aaron snorted. “You could say that.”

			“And it must have come as quite a shock to find out you have an older sister.”

			Aaron crossed his arms and huffed. “That woman is not my sister.”

			“Didn’t Mr. Barrington give you documentation about that?”

			“Like I’d believe anything coming from him.”

			Humphrey nodded solemnly. “I know what you mean.”

			Aaron’s brow furrowed. “You do?”

			“Sure. Everything about the meeting yesterday seemed…off, don’t you think?”

			“What do you mean?” Aaron asked, sounding interested for the first time.

			Humphrey acted like he was wrestling with whether to say anything or not, then let out a breath. “I’m not sure if you knew this or not, but your father and I were pretty close.”

			“Um, he might have mentioned that.”

			Humphrey knew that was a lie because, despite his attempts, he and Trenton had never been more than cordial acquaintances, so Trenton would never have had reason to say otherwise.

			“You could say, I was a kind of confidant of his. Someone he’d talk to when he had things on his mind. I’m sure you have someone like that.”

			“Of course I do,” Aaron said in a way that made it clear he didn’t.

			“The thing is, your father never mentioned anything about a daughter.”

			Aaron’s jaw tensed. “I knew it. She’s an impostor, isn’t she?”

			Humphrey was sure she wasn’t. Susan looked too much like her father. “I don’t have any knowledge on whether she is or isn’t. What I’m saying is that her existence is something I’m sure your father would have told me about. It’s possible he was still trying to figure out if she was on the up-and-up and that’s why he didn’t say anything.”

			“There were DNA tests with my copy of the will.”

			“Which can be doctored, if you have enough money. Or the promise of enough money.”

			Aaron sneered. “Very true.” After a moment, he said, “You know, she screwed you, too.”

			Now it was Humphrey’s turn to be caught off guard. “What do you mean?”

			“I was the executor of my father’s will before that forgery Barrington read to us. The college was supposed to get three hundred million.”

			“Is that right?” Humphrey said as calmly as he could, while inside he seethed at having what should have been his slashed by a third.

			The waiter returned with their drinks, saving Humphrey from needing to elaborate, and letting him get his anger in check. He couldn’t worry about what might have been. He needed to stay on task for his plan to succeed.

			When they were alone again, he said, “Barrington told me something about supporting paperwork from your father? Was there something else in your envelope?”

			Aaron snorted. “Yeah. A letter from dear old Dad.”

			“Handwritten or typed?”

			“Typed, except for the signature.”

			“So it could have been written by anyone and the signature forged.”

			“Exactly what I thought.”

			Humphrey acted like he was considering it for a moment, then frowned. “Barrington also mentioned a video. I assumed it’s of your father confirming the will is genuine.”

			“That was probably just a threat. I doubt one exists. And even if one does, they can do amazing things with AI these days.”

			“They can indeed. We’ve had to add a whole class to the curriculum that deals with artificial intelligence.”

			“Goddammit!” Aaron clenched his jaw and looked like he wanted to hit something. “That son-of-a-bitch lawyer is trying to scam me!…I mean us.”

			“I probably shouldn’t say this, but I think you might be right.” Humphrey hesitated, then added in a whisper only Aaron could hear, “Yesterday, you seemed intent on challenging the will. Do you still feel that way?”

			“I…I’m not sure. I was pissed off yesterday.”

			“You’re not now?”

			“I am, but…”

			Humphrey nodded. “You’re worried about the clause concerning unsuccessful challenges.”

			Aaron narrowed his eyes. “I don’t see you challenging it.”

			“I would if I could. But I’m not in the same position as you.”

			“Bullshit. You’re a beneficiary.”

			“I am not. The college is. And that means the involvement of a board of trustees and others who have a say in how the institution handles bequests.”

			Aaron grimaced. “I hadn’t thought about that.”

			“Trust me, if I had personally been mentioned, I would have already filed my challenge.”

			“You would have?”

			“Of course.” Humphrey paused for a beat. “While the college can’t do anything, I think I might be able to get you some evidence that will help with your claim.”

			“What evidence?” Aaron asked, without even realizing that Humphrey had just refocused his dissatisfaction into an action.

			“Recorded conversations with your father that are part of the college’s archives.”

			“What are you talking about?”

			“Your father and I would discuss plans for the guest lectures he gave. We recorded them so that we’d remember what we talked about. After we finished our business, the conversations would often venture into personal matters.”

			“And that’s on tape, too?”

			“I’m not sure exactly what was recorded and what wasn’t, but there will be something that I’m sure will be beneficial to you. If you’d like, I can check.”

			Aaron leaned forward greedily. “Yes, please.”

			“It may take me a few weeks.”

			“Sure, sure.”

			Humphrey paused again. “You know, if you’re right about Barrington’s intentions, he’ll likely dispense the girl’s share first.”

			Aaron’s eyes widened. “I hadn’t thought about that.”

			“If I were you, I’d file the challenge as soon as possible, to keep him from doing that.”

			“That’s not a bad idea.”

			“Do you have a lawyer who can help you?”

			“Ryan can do it.”

			“Your brother’s a lawyer?”

			“He just passed the bar.”

			“That’s great. You take care of that, and I’ll see what I can find to help you out.”

			“Thank you, Mr. Humphrey,” Aaron said. “You’re actually an all right guy.”

			“Just trying to do the right thing.”

			They were soon served lunch, and Aaron immediately dug in, clearly in a rush to get moving on the challenge.

			As soon as he finished, Humphrey said, “Don’t feel the need to hang around while I eat. I know you have things to do.”

			“Thanks, Mr. Humphrey,” Aaron said, already pushing out of his seat.

			He held out a hand and Humphrey shook it.

			“If you can, let me know when you’ve filed. I’ll raise a glass to your coming success.”

			“Will do.” And with that, Aaron was gone.

			Humphrey allowed himself to relax for the first time in what seemed like weeks. It was just possible that things were going to work out, and even better than he hoped.

			The waiter returned. “Will there be anything else?”

			“Actually, I would love another glass of this wonderful Chardonnay.”

			The waiter flashed a smile. “I’ll be right back.”

			Humphrey took the last sip from his current glass and wondered if maybe he should order some dessert, too.
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			All Gordon Pryce ever wanted was to lead a quiet life.

			He was a reader and, as such, took more pleasure in the stories he consumed than in any real-life interactions.

			That quality had made him very good at his job as an MI6 analyst, where he spent most of his time scouring intelligence reports and news stories for useful information.

			Every morning he’d have a breakfast of toast and a soft-boiled egg, take the Tube to the office, spend the day with his eyes glued to his computer screen, then return home with a takeout meal he would eat while reading another book.

			The perfect life.

			Or it would have been if not for the one mistake he’d made years ago that had turned his world upside down.

			He was not a particularly attractive man and had little luck with the opposite sex. He’d eventually come to terms with the fact that a romantic relationship was not in the cards for him.

			And then he met Rachel.

			He’d seen her several times at his favorite coffee shop on Saturday mornings, where he would enjoy a cappuccino and his latest book. She would already be there, working on a laptop, oblivious to the movements around her.

			Then one day, she arrived after he had. She took a seat at the table next to his and drank her drink.

			“What are you reading?” she asked.

			That simple question had been his downfall.

			He told her about the book, and she told him that she was a writer, working on her first novel. He was instantly intrigued.

			Over the following months, they became “friends”; eventually, she had asked him to have dinner at her flat.

			The last thing he remembered from that night was sitting on her sofa and taking a sip of wine. Then he was waking up in his own bed at home, all alone.

			He was still trying to figure out what had happened when he received the first of many visits from Leonid Bronsky.

			At that initial meeting, Bronsky had given Pryce a packet filled with glossy photographs. Each featured Pryce with a frightened-looking woman. She was naked, tied to a bed, and—according to Bronsky—was underage.

			The pictures would have ruined not only Pryce’s career, but also his perfect, quiet routine.

			“Or you could become a double agent for me,” Bronsky had told him.

			Pryce really hadn’t had a choice.

			He thought he’d finally escaped that hell several years ago, when Bronsky had suddenly been recalled to Russia.

			Pryce’s life had gone back to normal, and he had even begun to think Bronsky had forgotten about him.

			It turned out, that had been too much to hope for.

			When the Russian finally called him again, all the anxiety Pryce had felt when he’d first met the spymaster returned like a sledgehammer to the gut.

			As much as he’d wanted to hang up right away, he quietly accepted the task of verifying Dame Felicity’s death, in the hopes that Bronsky would forget soon about him once more.

			Unfortunately, confirming her death was not as easy as it sounded. And the best answer he was able to come up with was “maybe.”

			He was contemplating how he was going to tell Bronsky this, when his phone began ringing. It was from a blocked number.

			Too scared to answer, he let it go to voicemail.

			A few seconds later, his mobile rang again, the same message on the screen.

			Pryce took a deep breath and answered, “Hello?”

			“Gordon,” Bronsky said. “I was beginning to think you were ignoring me.”

			“Of course not. I-I was, um, in the loo.”

			“Ah, then my apologies for disturbing you.”

			“It’s fine.”

			“Do you have an answer for me?”

			“Nothing definitive, I’m afraid.”

			“That is very disappointing.”

			“I did find out that her funeral will be held on Saturday,” Pryce said, hoping it would be enough to placate Bronsky.

			“Is that right? Interesting.” The line went quiet for a moment. Then the Russian said, “I want you to be there.”

			Pryce brow knitted in surprise. “What?”

			“I want you to attend Dame Felicity’s funeral.”

			“Oh, um, I-I think…I think it’s private.”

			“Then get invited.”

			“I’m not sure I would—”

			“Or I could send the media those lovely pictures of you.”

			“No!” Pryce shouted. “I mean, please don’t do that. I’ll…I’ll figure it out.”

			“I knew you would,” Bronsky said and hung up.

			Pryce lowered his phone and stared out his living room window. Outside, it had started raining.

			He considered stepping into the street, in hopes of being hit by lightning, but decided against it.

			He would never be that lucky.
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			Stone was in his office late Thursday morning when Joan buzzed him.

			“Commander Choi on one,” she said. “She says she’s with the Coast Guard.”

			“Thank you.” Stone picked up the call. “Good morning, Commander.”

			“Good morning, Mr. Barrington.”

			“I’m not sure if I said this when we first met, but please call me Stone.”

			“Thank you, sir, but that’s not going to happen.”

			“Well, it was worth a try. Have you heard back from your superiors about my offer to get a look at the Amanda Jae?”

			“I have, and they approved it, with one condition.”

			“And that is?”

			“That I am present when the search happens.”

			“I don’t think that should be a problem.”

			“Whose submarine is it?” she asked.

			“Xavier Silva’s, do you know him?”

			“Know him? No. Heard of him? Who hasn’t.”

			“And we’ll actually be using an ROV and not a sub,” Stone said.

			“That would give us more flexibility. I like it. Do you know when this is going to happen?”

			“As early next week as possible. I’ll let you know for sure, when I know.”

			“I’ll await your call.”

			“Thank you, Commander.”

			Stone hung up and called Josie.

			“We got the green light from the Coast Guard,” he told her.

			“Excellent. I’ll let Xavier know.”

			“I know you said the boat might be ready on Sunday, but I have to go out of town tomorrow and likely won’t be back until Sunday morning at the earliest.”

			“Taking a little holiday?” she teased.

			“Attending a friend’s funeral.”

			“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said, her playful tone dissipating. “I didn’t realize.”

			“There’s no reason you would.”

			“Well, I am sorry you lost a friend.”

			“Thank you, but that’s still up for debate.”

			“Up for debate?”

			“It’s a long story that I will be happy to tell you someday.”

			“You’ve piqued my curiosity, so I’m going to hold you to that.”

			“Please do.”

			They said their goodbyes, and as soon as Stone hung up, Joan buzzed him again.

			“Dino on two.”

			“Thanks.” Stone picked up line two. “Good morning, Dino.”

			“Dinner tonight?”

			“Clarke’s? Seven?”

			“See you then.” Dino hung up.

			As Stone put the receiver down, Joan buzzed again. He could see that line two was on hold.

			He hit the Speaker button. “That was too quick for it to be Dino calling back.”

			“You’re right,” Joan said.

			He waited, but when she didn’t say anything more, he asked, “Are you going to tell me who it is?”

			“I thought you were trying to guess.”

			“I wasn’t.”

			“Oh, well. You probably wouldn’t have gotten it right anyway.”

			“Joan, who’s on the phone?”

			“Ryan Sidney.”

			The bridge of Stone’s nose creased. “Not Aaron?”

			“Did I say Aaron?”

			“Thank you, Joan.”

			He picked up his receiver and connected the call. “This is Stone Barrington.”

			“Mr. Barrington, it’s Ryan Sidney. We met yesterday when you read my father’s will.”

			“My memory isn’t nearly that bad, Ryan. How can I help you?”

			“Sorry, right. Um, I have a question.”

			“All right. Ask away.”

			When Ryan didn’t immediately respond, Stone looked at the phone to make sure the line was still active.

			“Are you still there?” he asked.

			“Sorry,” Ryan said. “Maybe this was a bad idea.”

			“Only you know that, but I don’t see how asking a question is going to hurt you.”

			“I suppose not.” Ryan paused again. “I was wondering if it would be possible for you to put me in contact with my, um, sister.”

			“I assume you mean Susan.”

			“Yes, Susan.”

			“I can’t give you her contact information without her permission,” Stone said.

			“That’s what I thought,” Ryan said, sounding disappointed. “Thanks, anyway.”

			“Hold on. What I can do is give her your contact info, if you want me to, and I can tell her you’d like to talk to her.”

			“Really? That would be great.”

			“I’ll do it right away.”

			“Thanks, Mr. Barrington. I appreciate it.”

			After he hung up, Stone called Susan.

			“Hello?” she answered.

			“Susan, it’s Stone. I’m glad I caught you. I thought you might be in class.”

			“I have an early lunch today. How can I help you?”

			“I just got a call from your brother Ryan.”

			“Oh,” she said, sounding surprised. “I’m still not used to the fact that I have siblings. I’d been an only child my whole life until your visit last week.”

			“I can imagine it’s quite the change.”

			“That’s an understatement.”

			“Well, I’m calling because Ryan was hoping he could talk to you. He asked me to pass his contact info on.”

			“What does he want to talk about?”

			“He didn’t say.”

			“He’s not going to yell at me, is he?”

			“I think you’re confusing the brothers. The loud one is Aaron. Ryan is the younger one who barely talked.”

			“Sorry, you’re right. Most of yesterday is still a fog. I barely remember coming home.”

			“If you need me to go over things with you again, I’m happy to do so.”

			“I probably will, but not yet. Maybe next week?”

			“I’ll be here when you’re ready.”

			“Thank you.”

			“Do you have a pen and paper?”

			“Hold on.” The line went quiet for a few seconds, then she said, “I’m ready.”

			Stone read off Ryan’s phone number and email address and had her repeat them back to make sure there were no mistakes.

			“That’s it,” he said.

			“You really have no clue as to what he wants to talk about?”

			“Not a one.”

			“Okay. I think I need to clear my head before I call him.”

			“You do whatever you need to. You don’t even have to call him if you don’t want to.”

			“Thank you, Stone.”

			“Have a good day, Susan. And try not to think too much.”

			She chuckled. “As if that’s possible.”

			Stone hung up and Joan buzzed. He looked at the phone and saw that none of the other lines were in use.

			He hit the Speaker button. “I know for a fact you don’t have a call waiting for me.”

			“You are correct.”

			“Then you’re calling me because…?”

			“I didn’t want to be the one who broke the pattern.”

			“Goodbye, Joan.”

			“Wait. There was something.”

			“What?”

			“Let me think.” She clicked her tongue in her mouth several times. “Ah, that’s right. Dino called. He said seven-thirty, not seven.”

			“Goodbye, Joan.”

			“You said that already.”

			She hung up before he could.

			

			

			Stone’s Bentley pulled up in front of P. J. Clarke’s at seven-thirty on the dot.

			“Thank you, Fred,” Stone said, and climbed out of the back seat.

			He had barely shut the door when Dino’s city-provided sedan stopped behind the Bentley.

			Dino exited, then leaned down and said something to his driver before joining Stone.

			“Shall we?” Dino said, motioning to the restaurant.

			“We shall,” Stone said.

			They were immediately shown to their table and had their drink orders taken.

			“So why the change of dinnertime?” Stone asked.

			“The mayor.”

			“That’s your whole answer?”

			“Isn’t it enough?”

			“I suppose it is.”

			“How are you? Josie help you get over Tamlyn yet?”

			“Josie?”

			“Don’t play dumb with me. I heard from Ben that you showed her your mother’s paintings, and that the two of you seemed to really hit it off. Have you taken her to dinner yet?”

			“If you must know, we had dinner last night.”

			“So that’s when you closed the deal.”

			“I’m pretty sure she would not appreciate it being called a deal. And besides, nothing was closed.”

			“Is that code for something?”

			“It’s not code for anything. All we had was a nice meal and excellent conversation.”

			“That’s it?”

			“That’s it.”

			Dino scrutinized Stone for a moment. “Why?”

			Knowing Dino would eventually find out anyway, Stone told him about what he’d said to Josie and how they were going to take things slow.

			Dino stared at him for a moment, then pulled out his phone.

			“Who are you calling?” Stone asked.

			“Nine-one-one. We need to get you to a hospital right away. You’re not well.”

			“I’m perfectly fine.”

			“Not from where I’m sitting.”

			A waitress arrived with their drinks.

			Dino immediately downed his Johnnie Walker and said to her, “I’ll have another. And you probably should get him another one, too.”

			She tried not to look surprised as she nodded and left.

			As soon as they were alone, Dino said, “So you’re telling me you passed up spending the night with a beautiful woman.”

			“Is that so surprising?”

			“Yes. It is. It is about as surprising as finding out…You know what? I can’t think of something that would be as surprising as this. You’re sure you’re feeling all right?”

			“I’m fine.”

			“Well, I’m not going to tell Viv about this. She’d never believe me.”

			“Can we consider the matter settled?” Stone asked.

			“Not even close. But we can consider it tabled for the moment.”

			“I guess I’ll take that.”

			“Good. Because it’s all you’re getting. So, any word on how things are going for your guest in Maine?”

			“Did I not tell you? Felicity’s funeral is on Saturday. I’m flying out late tomorrow afternoon to attend. If you’re free, you should join me. We’ll fly back on Sunday.”

			“That does not sound fun.”

			“So, you’ll come?”

			“I suppose I could make it happen. Wait, did you say late afternoon? Does that mean—”

			“We’re red-eyeing it.”

			“You’re not selling this very well.”

			“All the seats on my jet lie flat, so we can sleep on our way there.”

			“Can’t wait,” Dino said, deadpan.
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			On Friday, Stone was getting ready to leave for lunch when Joan appeared in the doorway.

			“Your twelve-thirty is here,” she said.

			Stone had checked his calendar first thing that morning and hadn’t seen anything on it for that time. “I don’t have a twelve-thirty.”

			“You do now.”

			“I’m meeting Bill Eggers for lunch.”

			“I’ll call him and let him know you might be a few minutes late. I’m told this won’t take long.”

			“Who is it?”

			Instead of answering, she stepped out of the way and motioned for someone to enter.

			Carly Riggs walked into his office.

			“I thought you were in Maine,” he said.

			“I was in Maine, and I’ll be back there in a few hours.”

			“What are you doing here?”

			She held up a square box large enough to hold a soda can. “I’ve brought you presents.”

			She walked over, set it on his desk, and removed the cover. Inside were several buttons of varying sizes and colors, all dark shades. They sat on a tray that could be removed, indicating that there was likely something underneath them.

			Confused, he said, “Thank you?”

			“Where’s your suit?”

			“Which suit?”

			“The one you’re wearing to Felicity’s funeral.”

			The puzzle pieces clicked into place. “That’s the surveillance equipment.”

			“What did you think I brought?”

			“Buttons.”

			“They are buttons.”

			He frowned. “You just said they’re for surveillance.”

			“They are for surveillance. Objects have the ability to be more than one thing, you know. So, where’s your suit?”

			“At Windward Hall.” Stone kept a complete wardrobe at the countryside estate.

			“In England?”

			“The last I checked that’s where it’s located.”

			“I don’t have time to go to England.”

			“I guess I could wear one of my suits from here,” he said.

			“That would be helpful.”

			He went upstairs and retrieved a dark gray bespoke suit that would be appropriate for a funeral and brought it back to his office.

			Carly took it from him, then settled on his couch and began comparing buttons to the ones already on the jacket.

			After a few moments, she smiled and said, “Perfect match.”

			“Really?” He looked and saw that the button in her hand looked exactly like those on the jacket.

			“Don’t act so surprised,” she said. “We’ve based these on suits you are known to wear.”

			“It’s nice to be predictable, I guess.”

			She opened a small bag holding sewing needles and thread.

			“I don’t need to stay while you do this, do I?” Stone asked. “I’m supposed to be meeting Bill.”

			“No, but you do need to know how this works.”

			“Can you show that to me first?”

			She sighed. “If I must.”

			She removed the button tray from the box and, from the space below, withdrew a thin, black plastic device about the length and width of a deck of cards.

			“Give me your phone,” she said.

			He did so.

			She tapped on the screen for several seconds, then returned the cell to him.

			“See that app with the green icon?” she said, pointing at the screen.

			Since it hadn’t been there before, he noticed it right away. The name below it read Health Tracker.

			“Open it,” she said.

			He obliged. The screen turned white and showcased a black button in the middle, labeled Start.

			“Before you get to the funeral, touch that. It’ll turn on this box, which you should put in your inside jacket pocket.” She wiggled the device. “It controls the button camera. The signal will go from the camera to the box to your phone to us in Maine.”

			“That’s it?”

			“That’s it.”

			“Anything else I need to know?” Stone asked.

			“There is.”

			She pulled something else out of the bottom of the box and held it out to him. It was a tiny earpiece, the color of his skin.

			“Put this in your ear before you start the camera. That way we can tell you if there’s someone specific we want you to aim the lens at.”

			“Like a backseat driver?”

			She thought for a moment, then nodded. “That is an apt description.”

			“Is that it?”

			“Just one more thing. Tell Bill I say hi.”

			

			

			Stone met Bill Eggers at the Grill, the eatery that had replaced the Four Seasons Restaurant in the Seagram Building.

			After catching each other up on several clients’ cases, Stone asked, “How are things in Washington?”

			Stone was referring to the town in Connecticut where he had once owned a home, which he had sold to Bill several years earlier.

			“My wife and I are out there almost every weekend these days,” Bill said. “We’re thinking of moving there permanently when I retire.”

			“Retire? You’re not thinking about that yet, are you?”

			“I’m always thinking about it, but it won’t happen for another decade, at least. Plan for the future, and all that. I’d ask you what you plan to do after you stop practicing, but I have a feeling you’ll pass quietly at your desk while going over a contract, and Joan will have to wheel your body out in your office chair.”

			“That’s quite the vivid image. Have you been thinking about this a lot?”

			“Not at all. That was all off the top of my head.”

			“Maybe you should take up screenwriting once you have all that time on your hands.”

			“That’s an idea. Maybe you can put me in touch with your son?”

			“On second thought, have you considered writing a novel?”

			Bill’s phone began to buzz. He checked the screen, then said, “Sorry, I need to take this.”

			Stone motioned for him to do so.

			He only half listened as Bill began talking business with someone Stone guessed was also a lawyer. That was until he heard Bill say the name Amanda Jae.

			Stone refocused his attention but was unable to pick up anything more than the fact that the conversation had something to do with the accident.

			When Bill finally hung up, he said, “Someone’s worried about you.”

			“Me?”

			“That was Terry Adams at Dixon, Lee & Adams. I believe you know him.”

			Stone nodded. “We’ve crossed paths a few times. Good lawyer.”

			“He represents M. Booth Yachts. They’re the ones who built the Amanda Jae. Apparently, they’ve just been served with a lawsuit for pain and suffering filed by Cory Whittaker, who’s representing the three crew members who survived the accident.”

			“Whittaker?” Stone said, frowning.

			“It’s the kind of thing he loves.”

			Whittaker was the very definition of an ambulance chaser and had never come across a misfortune he couldn’t figure out how to exploit.

			“Whittaker also warned that once the missing are declared dead, he’ll be filing a wrongful death suit on behalf of the missing’s families. Terry has an inside source who told him Whittaker has already signed up the families of six of the seven people who are presumed dead.”

			“It’ll be almost impossible to prove the company’s liability,” Stone said.

			“True, but with the right jury, one never knows. I think their bigger concern is the potential PR hit.”

			“That I can understand.”

			“Which brings us back to you. Terry’s worried you might file suit, too. You have a much higher profile than the others. Plus, you’re a well-regarded lawyer, which would give the others’ claims an appearance of truth.”

			“You can let Terry know that barring definitive proof of company negligence, I have no intention of suing.”

			“He’ll be glad to hear it.”

			“I do have some news he’ll probably be interested in. We received approval to take a look at the wreck with a remote underwater vehicle and will be doing so probably on Monday. Depending on what’s found, those suits might disappear in a few days.”

			“I’ll let him know.”

			Stone frowned. “On second thought, maybe hold off until after we do the search. Just in case we find something that bolsters the plaintiffs’ suits.”

			“Good point. I’ll wait until I hear from you.”

			

			

			After lunch, Stone attended the business deal signing that had prevented him from leaving for the U.K. earlier in the day. As expected, there were no last-minute glitches, and after the paperwork was done and pictures were taken, Fred drove him back to Turtle Bay.

			When they arrived, it was almost four p.m. Stone had hoped to lift off from Teterboro by five, but that would be impossible at this point.

			“Wait here, Fred, if you would,” he said. “I shouldn’t be more than ten minutes.”

			“Very good, Mr. Barrington,” Fred said.

			Stone hurried inside and was surprised to find Joan waiting for him.

			“You have visitors,” she said in a hushed voice.

			“I don’t have time for visitors,” he replied, matching her volume.

			“It’s the Sidney brothers.”

			Stone sighed. “What do they want?”

			“To talk to you.”

			“I meant specifically.”

			“I asked, but that’s all the one who does all the talking would tell me.”

			“Fine. Please call Faith and have her push our takeoff to six p.m. Also, let Dino know I’m running a little late.”

			“Got it.”

			“Oh, and have Helene bring down my garment bag. I need to put the suit Carly was working on in it.”

			“Already done. I’ll take the bag to Fred while you’re talking to the brothers.”

			“Why don’t I take the bag to Fred, and you talk to the brothers?”

			“I already told you they wouldn’t talk to me, remember?”

			“I was trying not to.”

			They walked back toward Stone’s office.

			Aaron and Ryan were sitting in the chairs near Joan’s desk. The moment they saw Stone, Aaron jumped to his feet.

			“We need to talk to you.”

			Beside him, Ryan slowly rose to his feet and took a couple steps back, as if to separate himself from Aaron.

			“Civilized people usually make appointments,” Stone said.

			Aaron reached into his jacket and pulled out a folded set of papers. He tossed them onto the floor at Stone’s feet.

			“You’ve been served.”

			“I think you’ve been watching too much TV,” Stone said.

			“I don’t care what you think,” Aaron growled. “Once I prove that your fake will is…um…fake, I’m going to make sure you lose your law license!”

			“A fake, fake will would make it a real will.”

			“You know what I meant.”

			“You should really think about this. If you proceed, the only one who is going to lose anything will be you, to the tune of several hundred million dollars.”

			Aaron’s jaw tensed, and the tips of his ears turned red. “My brother and I aren’t going to lose anything. What we are doing is reclaiming what is ours.”

			Stone glanced past him at Ryan. “You’re involved in this, too?”

			At the same time Aaron said, “Of course he is,” Stone could have sworn he saw Ryan give the slightest shake of his head.

			Stone focused back on the elder sibling. “I guess if there’s no changing your mind, then there’s nothing else we need to discuss.”

			Aaron huffed, then shot a glare at his brother. “Let’s go.” To Stone, he said, “See you in court.”

			“Still think you’re watching too much TV,” Stone said as Aaron marched out.

			Ryan nodded to Stone and whispered, “I’m sorry.”

			From the front of the office, Aaron bellowed, “Ryan!”

			Ryan hurried after his brother.

			As soon as Stone heard the front door shut, Joan said, “Someone has anger issues.”

			“Noticed that, did you?”

			“Hard to miss.”

			“Feel free to call the police if Aaron shows up again.”

			Joan’s eyes lit up. “Ooh. I hope he does!” She jutted her chin at the folded papers on the floor. “Are we just going to leave those there?”

			Stone picked up the stack, quickly scanned through it, then chuckled.

			“What?” Joan asked.

			“Ryan is identified as the attorney of record, but Aaron is the only one listed as plaintiff.”

			“That wasn’t the impression Aaron gave.”

			“No, it was not.” He handed the document to her. “Have Ash go through it and work up a response. I’ll go over it when I get back.”

			Ash walked in from the hallway to the back. “Have me go through what?”

			Joan held out the lawsuit.

			“A present from the Sidney brothers,” Stone said.

			“Don’t tell me they’re challenging the will,” Ash said as he took the papers.

			“One of them is.”

			“One?”

			“Joan, you fill him in. I need to leave.”

			Stone entered his office to drop off his briefcase and made sure there was nothing else pressing he needed to deal with.

			When he stepped back out, Ash was sitting in one of the chairs the brothers had been using, reading the document.

			He looked up at Stone. “He’s not going to win this.”

			“I tried to tell him that,” Stone said, then turned to Joan. “Don’t forget about Bob.”

			She tsked. “Like I would ever do that.”

			She held out his garment bag.

			“I thought you were taking that out for me,” Stone said.

			“And I thought your meeting was going to last longer.”

			He took the bag and said, “I’ll see you both next week.”
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			It was already a few minutes after six when Stone arrived at Teterboro Airport.

			Ken, the cabin attendant hired for the flight, met him as he climbed out of the Bentley. “Good evening, Mr. Barrington. Any luggage?”

			“Just a garment bag. Has Mr. Bacchetti arrived?”

			Ken nodded. “He’s asleep on board.”

			Stone arched an eyebrow. “Is he now?”

			The attendant took Stone’s bag and followed Stone onto the plane.

			Dino was snoring in his usual seat, a glass of whiskey on the armrest beside him.

			Stone went up to the cockpit. Faith was in the left seat, and Janet Joe, one of the copilots Faith often used, occupied the right.

			“Good evening, ladies,” he said. “Sorry for the delay.”

			“You say that like it’s the first time,” Faith said with a smirk.

			Janet started to rise out of her seat. “I assume you’ll be handling takeoff.”

			Stone motioned for her to remain where she was. “Not tonight. I’ve had a long day already, so I think it’s best to leave the flying to the both of you.”

			“Works for me,” Janet said and settled back down.

			“What’s our anticipated ETA?” he asked.

			“As long as we get clearance in the next fifteen minutes,” Faith said, “we should touch down at Windward Hall at around six a.m.”

			“Then I won’t bother you any further.”

			Stone returned to the main cabin and took the seat across the aisle from Dino.

			As soon as he finished buckling in, Ken appeared beside him and handed him a Knob Creek.

			“Thank you, Ken.”

			As the plane began to taxi, Dino jerked awake and looked around until he saw Stone.

			“Finally,” he said.

			“Nice nap?” Stone asked.

			“I wasn’t sleeping.”

			“Sure you weren’t.” Stone nodded at the drink on Dino’s armrest. “You might want to grab that before you’re wearing its contents.”

			Dino picked up the glass, took a sip, then said, “What took you so long?”

			“A dissatisfied plaintiff.”

			“I thought your clients loved you.”

			“They do. I said plaintiff, not client.” Stone told him an abridged story of the will drama.

			“He really said, ‘see you in court’?” Dino asked.

			“He did.”

			“He watches too much TV.”

			“That’s exactly what I told him. I don’t think he took it too well.”

			“People like him seldom do.”

			Ten minutes later, they were in the air, and soon after a dinner of grilled sea bass was served. They finished off the meal with glasses of port that proved to be just the relaxant they both needed to fall soundly asleep.

			

			

			Major Bugg met Stone and Dino as they deplaned at Windward Hall’s private airfield.

			No-nonsense and one of the most organized people Stone had ever met, the major had essentially come with Windward Hall when Stone purchased it, as the estate’s property manager.

			“Good morning, Mr. Barrington, Mr. Bacchetti,” he said.

			“Good morning, Major,” Stone said.

			Dino settled for a nod, as he’d only woken upon the plane’s descent.

			While Major Bugg led them to the waiting Land Rover, one of Windward Hall’s staff retrieved the luggage and put it into the back of the SUV.

			“I’m afraid this will be a quick trip,” Stone told the major as they drove the short distance to the house.

			“I was informed,” the major said. “I was also told you need to be in London for an event at eleven a.m. today.”

			“Correct.”

			“To ensure you arrive on time, a car and driver will be ready for you in an hour and a half.”

			“Just enough time for a shower and breakfast,” Stone said.

			“Yes, sir. Will any guests other than Mr. Bacchetti and Mr. Cabot be joining you?”

			“Lance is here?”

			“Arrived last night. I thought you knew.”

			“I never know anything about what Lance is doing.”

			“I gave him his usual room. I hope that’s all right with you.”

			“It’s fine, Major. It’s not like he would have left if you told him to.”

			Lance seemed to think Stone’s homes were available to him whenever he needed them. Stone had at first tried to push back but had come to realize that it wasn’t worth the effort.

			“I suppose he’ll be riding into the city with us,” Stone said.

			“No, sir. He left an hour ago. He told me to tell you he’ll see you later this morning.”

			They arrived at the house and were greeted inside by Geoffrey, the butler.

			He extended a tray, on which were two cups. “Coffee?”

			“Thank you, Geoffrey,” Stone said, taking one of the cups.

			Dino took the other. “You are my new favorite person,” he said, speaking his first words of the day.

			“I’ll consider that an honor,” Geoffrey replied in his usual calm voice.

			Stone and Dino headed upstairs, coffees in hand. Just before they made their way into their respective rooms, Stone said, “If you fall back asleep, I’m leaving without you.”

			“Don’t tempt me,” Dino said.

			“Let me rephrase. If you fall asleep, I’ll have Major Bugg toss you into the car in whatever you happen to be wearing.”

			“I like the first option better.”

			“Sadly, that has been withdrawn,” Stone said, then headed to his bedroom.

			

			

			A little before eight a.m., Stone and Dino were climbing into the back of a Mercedes-Maybach S680 that had been hired to take them to the funeral, when Stone stopped and patted his pockets.

			“I’ll be right back,” he said.

			He hurried into the house and up to his room.

			The earpiece and the black box that operated the camera he was wearing were right where he’d left them on his bed. He snatched them up and returned to the car.

			Once he was inside and they were on their way, Dino said, “You look like you could already use a drink.”

			“I feel like I could use a drink.”

			“What did you almost forget?”

			“The reason we’re here.”

			Stone showed Dino the items Carly had given him and told him about the camera on his jacket.

			“Which button?” Dino asked.

			Stone pointed at the one Carly had replaced. Dino leaned in for a look.

			“If you get any closer, you might have to buy me dinner.”

			“You should be so lucky.” Dino sat back. “That’s quite some tech. I can’t even make out the camera.”

			“I believe that’s the point.”

			“You think Lance might gift a few of those to the department?”

			“He’ll be at the service, so feel free to ask him directly.”

			

			

			Gordon Pryce doubted he’d had more than a couple of hours of sleep by the time he dragged himself out of bed.

			He had been dreading this morning ever since Bronsky had ordered him to attend Dame Felicity’s funeral; he had spent most of the time since then trying to figure out how to get out of it.

			He even considered throwing himself in front of a vehicle, but he didn’t have that kind of courage.

			It was like that old Godfather picture. Where Al Pacino just wanted to get out of the mob, but kept getting dragged back in. Only Pryce wasn’t the son of the don. He was the lowest of rodents being yanked back by the deadliest of cobras.

			He shuffled through the morning, hoping to come up with an excuse to stay home, but time kept moving forward without a solution presenting itself.

			Finally, he had no choice but to put on his suit and head out.

			In a way, it felt like he was going to his own funeral.

			He didn’t know if he should laugh or cry.

			In the end, he did a little of both.
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			The funeral service was being held at St. Luke’s & Christ Church in Chelsea.

			Stone could see a line of cars ahead of the Maybach, waiting to enter the circular driveway in front of the entrance, where passengers were to be dropped off.

			He lowered the partition that separated them from their driver and said, “We’ll get out here.”

			“Very good, sir,” the driver said.

			As the car veered closer to the curb, Stone donned the earpiece and opened the special app on his phone, tapping the Start button.

			Other than the label on the button changing from Start to Stop, there was no indication of whether or not the camera was working.

			“It’s safe to exit now, sir,” the driver said.

			“Thank you,” Stone said. “I’ll call you when we’re ready to be picked up.”

			As Stone stepped onto the sidewalk, he heard Felicity’s voice in his ear, saying, “I see you’ve made it.”

			“I have,” he said, then realized Carly hadn’t said if they would be able to hear him.

			“You have what?” Dino asked.

			“I was talking to Felicity. Though I’m not sure she can hear me.”

			“I can hear you fine,” Felicity said. “The camera has a mic. And please, Stone, refrain from saying my name like that while you’re there.”

			“Oh right.”

			“Oh right, what?” Dino asked.

			Stone grimaced. “We can’t keep doing this.”

			“We can’t keep doing what?”

			“May I make a suggestion that won’t make you look so suspicious?” Felicity said.

			“A suggestion would be appreciated.”

			Dino started to say something, but he stopped and nodded in understanding when Stone motioned to his ear.

			“If you need to say something to me,” Felicity said, “either pretend to be talking on your phone or find someplace where you can be alone and not overheard.”

			“I can do that.”

			“You know,” Dino said, “if you keep talking to yourself like that, you’ll look suspicious.”

			“So I’ve been told,” Stone said.

			“I have a suggestion.”

			“To pretend to be on my phone?”

			“Bingo.”

			“Thanks, Dino.”

			“Always happy to help.”

			The funeral may have been private, but from the crowd working its way into the church, the invitations MI6 sent out must have gone to anyone who had even a tangential connection to Felicity. All were clad in black or gray, and conversations were held in hushed, respectful tones.

			“Turn to your right,” Felicity instructed Stone.

			He did so.

			“Left,” she said.

			He turned again.

			“The bald man two meters in front of you, try to get his face on camera.”

			He frowned and did what she wanted without seeming suspicious.

			He had barely accomplished the feat when Felicity said, “The woman you just passed, in the gray Chanel dress.”

			He tilted his head down and whispered, “I’m not a pinball.”

			“Don’t be so dramatic,” she said.

			His complaint seemed to have done the trick, however, as she stopped giving him directions.

			Now that he wasn’t being pulled every which way, Stone was able to scan the crowd in a more natural manner. He saw a news anchor from BBC, several high-ranking members of the British government, and a few people he’d met at dinner parties Felicity had thrown over the years.

			He and Dino entered the nave, where the pews were quickly filling up. Standing near the front was the prime minister, talking with an older gentleman who Stone didn’t recognize.

			“Of course he’d show up,” Felicity said.

			“The prime minister?” Stone whispered.

			“What? No. Well, I mean, yes. Of course, the prime minister is there. But I wasn’t talking about him.”

			She didn’t offer any further explanation.

			Soon, Stone and Dino were settled in a row near the middle, between an older couple who seemed to be ignoring each other and a man in his forties, with fidgety hands.

			“Who’s that?” Felicity asked.

			To Dino, Stone said, “The next time we see our friend, remind me to tell her that without a bit more information, I have no idea who she was talking about.”

			“If I must,” Dino said, catching on this time.

			“Oh, for God’s sake,” Felicity said. “The man sitting on your left. He was only in the frame for a moment.”

			Stone turned in the direction of the man sitting alone, then he looked toward the back of the church, as if he was searching for a friend.

			“You’re too close,” she said. “Lean back a little.”

			Stone tilted back into Dino’s shoulder.

			“Huh,” Felicity said noncommittally.

			“You know I’m sitting here, right?” Dino asked.

			“Sorry,” Stone said, straightening back up.

			Since Felicity didn’t say anything else, Stone assumed she’d gotten what she wanted.

			“I don’t see Lance anywhere,” Dino said.

			As Stone scanned the pews in front of them, Lance leaned in from the row behind him and said, “I’m happy to see you gentlemen were able to make it.”

			“It’s like saying your name summons you,” Dino said.

			“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” Lance said.

			“I thought you would be sitting in front with the other dignitaries,” Stone said.

			“I will be. I just wanted to see how you two were doing.”

			“I’m suspicious that you would care so much,” Dino said.

			“Ditto,” Stone said. “By the way, I understand you’re staying at Windward Hall.”

			“Where else would I stay?”

			“I can think of a dozen places.”

			“That reminds me. You don’t mind if I ride to the burial with you, do you?”

			“I suppose we can make room.”

			“Thank you, Stone. I appreciate it.” Lance stood. “The service will be starting soon, so I should go. I’ll meet you out front after.”

			As soon as he disappeared into the crowd, Dino said, “I wonder if Lance is here.”

			Stone looked at him, brow creased. “Are you feeling all right?”

			“I feel fine.”

			“Then why did you ask where Lance was? He just left.”

			“I know that. I was just testing if saying his name brought him back. You know, like Beetlejuice.”

			“Sometimes I worry about you.”

			“Back at you, my friend.”

			

			

			The funeral started at eleven a.m. on the dot and lasted a little more than an hour.

			The prime minister himself gave the eulogy, praising Felicity for her service to the country and describing her death as a national tragedy. Given that he was one of the few who knew she was still alive, Stone deemed his performance Oscar worthy.

			When it was over, the dignitaries sitting in front exited first. After they had passed, the rest of the mourners crowded into the central aisle and slowly made their way out of the church.

			Stone made sure his button camera took in as many of the other attendees as possible.

			Once outside, he and Dino gathered up Lance and went to the Maybach for the return ride south.

			“I would call that a success,” Lance said, when they were on their way and the partition between the back seat and their driver was up.

			“I wasn’t aware funerals were graded on a success/fail scale,” Stone said.

			“No one stood up and shouted, ‘Dame Felicity is still alive,’ did they?”

			“Well, I guess there is that.”

			“I would have liked to have seen that,” Felicity said in Stone’s ear.

			“So would I,” Stone said.

			Lance narrowed his eyes at him. “Is the camera still on?”

			“Uh, yeah.”

			“You’re wasting battery. Turn it off.”

			“Don’t pay attention to him, Stone,” Felicity said. “He just doesn’t want me listening in.”

			“Felicity says you don’t want her listening in.”

			Lance kept his lips pressed together as he mimed turning off the app.

			Stone rolled his eyes, then opened his phone and tapped Stop. The camera shut off and his earpiece went dead.

			“Lance, why did I have to come if you were going to be here? You could have worn the camera.”

			“Really, Stone. You can’t figure that out for yourself?”

			“It’s because you can walk around without drawing attention,” Dino told Stone. “Lance can’t.”

			“See?” Lance said. “Dino understands.”

			Stone frowned. “I suspect the real reason is that you didn’t want to be bothered.”

			“Believe what you will,” Lance said.

			Dino motioned at Stone’s suit coat. “Any chance I could get a few of those button cameras?”

			“I suppose I could look into it for you,” Lance replied.

			“You’re the head of the Agency,” Stone said. “What’s there to look into?”

			Stone’s phone buzzed. He looked at the screen, but as he suspected, the number was blocked.

			He accepted the call on speaker. “Hello, Felicity.”

			“You cut me off,” she said.

			“Orders from above.”

			“If you wanted to talk to us, I didn’t want Stone to have to be a go-between,” Lance said.

			“Always looking out for my welfare,” Stone said.

			“I suppose I would feel the same,” Felicity admitted.

			“How did you enjoy your funeral?” Dino asked.

			“A problematic dress rehearsal at best.”

			“I thought it was very nice,” Stone said.

			“The music was all wrong, and I would have expected more flowers. Also, could the eulogy have been more generic?”

			“I think you’re being overly critical.”

			“Am I? I suppose that could be true.”

			“Did you notice anyone interesting in the camera feed?” Lance asked.

			“Two, actually,” she said. “My uncle, for one.”

			“Your uncle?” Stone said.

			“Lord Bernard. He was talking to the prime minister before the service. Older, rotund.”

			Stone remembered the man he’d seen. “I don’t think you’ve ever mentioned him before.”

			“For good reason. He’s an entitled ass, who I haven’t spoken to in decades, and is no doubt trying to get his hands on as much of my estate as he can.”

			“Please, don’t hold back,” Dino said. “Tell us how you really feel.”

			“Do you think he might be the one trying to kill you?” Stone asked.

			“I’m sure news of my death brought a smile to his face, but he’s too inept to be behind this. He would have made an unsuccessful attempt long ago and done something stupid that would have given him away.”

			“Who was the other one?” Lance asked.

			“The man sitting next to Stone.”

			It took Stone a moment to remember who that was. “The middle-aged guy with the receding hairline?”

			“That’s him. He works for me. An analyst, I think.”

			“Do you know his name?” Lance asked.

			“His surname starts with a P, but I can’t recall what it is off the top of my head. I have no idea what his first name is. Not sure I ever did.”

			“What about him put him on your radar?” Stone asked.

			“I don’t believe he and I have ever had any direct interaction.”

			“He works for you, so perhaps he was just paying his respects.”

			“It’s possible,” Felicity said. “I’m not saying he’s involved, I’m just saying his presence struck me as odd.”

			“No one else?” Lance asked.

			“I need to go through the video again. I’m sure there were a lot of faces I missed while watching in real time. I’ll let you know if I spot anyone who sets off alarms. And Stone?”

			“Yes?” Stone said.

			“Make sure you turn the camera back on for the burial.”

			“Your wish is my command.”

			“And it would be really nice if someone were to toss a flower on my coffin as it descends.”

			“Goodbye, Felicity.”

			Stone disconnected the call.
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			Every time Pryce saw a sign for an exit, he almost took it to head straight back to London. But he knew Bronsky would somehow know about Dame Felicity’s burial and would not be pleased if Pryce didn’t go.

			Pryce couldn’t even use the excuse that the burial was restricted to a select few, as an announcement at the end of the service proclaimed all were welcome to attend.

			Which once more meant the MI6 analyst had no choice in the matter.

			He stopped just outside the open gate to Dame Felicity’s estate, his anxiety whirling in his chest like a tornado.

			The loud honk of a car horn jerked him out of his stupor. A BMW was stopped right behind him, with two more vehicles slowing behind it.

			He gave a little wave of apology, took a deep breath, then drove through the gate.

			

			

			Stone’s phone rang again when he, Dino, and Lance were twenty minutes away from their destination.

			“Am I on speaker?” Felicity asked.

			Stone tapped the Speaker button. “You are now.”

			“The man who was sitting next to you is named Gordon Pryce. And I was right. He’s one of our analysts.”

			“Any reason to suspect he’s the one we’re looking for?” Lance asked.

			“Given the information I’ve been able to gather so far, I highly doubt he’s the one behind everything. But he could be the mole providing info to the one who is.”

			“Have your people put him in an interrogation room and make him talk,” Stone suggested. “My sense is that it won’t take long to break him.”

			“Right now, we’re merely projecting the possibility of his guilt. We need more than that before we confront him.”

			“So, the ball’s still in your court.”

			“Actually, it’s still in yours, Stone,” Felicity said.

			“Why mine?” Stone said.

			“Carly has an idea.”

			“Hi,” Carly said. “Not just me. Jillian helped.”

			“Do tell,” Lance said.

			Carly laid out her plan, then said, “You’ll have to really sell it, Stone. If he suspects you’re setting him up, he might disappear, and we won’t be able to get anything out of him.”

			“Thanks for the confidence,” Stone said.

			“Why are you thanking me?”

			Stone forgot how literal she could be. “I meant I’ll do my best.”

			“I know you will. What I don’t understand is why you thanked me.”

			“I’ll explain it to you later,” Felicity said.

			“But why can’t—” Felicity must have silently conveyed something to Carly, because instead of finishing her question, Carly said, “Fine.”

			“Are you all still there?” Felicity asked.

			“Yes, and starting to regret it,” Stone said.

			Ignoring the comment, Felicity said, “Of course, the plan depends on Pryce showing up at the burial. If he doesn’t, then as Stone said, the ball will be in my court.”

			“A solid plan,” Lance said. “Good work, Carly, Jillian.”

			“Thank you,” Carly said. There was a muffled voice in the background. “Jillian also says thanks.”

			“That’s it,” Felicity said. “Don’t have too much fun. It is my burial, after all. A few tears would be appropriate. And, Stone, don’t forget the camera.”

			

			

			The small church on Felicity’s estate dated back to the mid-1700s and had been built for the exclusive use of the land’s owners. Beside it sat a small, well-tended graveyard, in which many previous residents and their families had been buried.

			A fresh grave had been dug along the outer edge, over which hung Felicity’s coffin, and a tent had been erected above the area to protect mourners from whatever weather might greet them.

			In Stone’s estimation, less than a quarter of those from the church service had made the two-hour trek south. According to Felicity, most were close friends and a few extended family members, which to her chagrin, including Lord Bernard.

			Stone caught the portly lord glancing around the estate more than once, as if calculating its value and imagining it being transferred into his account.

			As people moved into place around the grave site, Stone turned so that the camera could take in as many of them as possible. He didn’t see Pryce anywhere, however, which was a relief.

			When it appeared that the ceremony was about to start, he joined Dino at the back of the crowd. Lance was in the front sitting next to James Hall, the acting head of MI6, in the only row of chairs. The prime minister had remained in London.

			“Looks like I’m off the hook,” Stone whispered.

			“What do you mean?” Dino asked.

			“Our friend from the church didn’t show up.”

			“You mean him?”

			Stone looked at Dino, who jutted his chin across the graveyard toward the church, where Gordon Pryce stood.

			The dreary afternoon and the man’s dark suit had helped him blend into the aged stone building.

			“Who is Dino talking about?” Felicity said in Stone’s ear. “I can’t see anything.”

			The camera’s view was blocked by the people in front of Stone, so he took a few steps to the side until he had a clear view of Pryce.

			“That’s him,” Felicity said, excited. “I knew there was something off about him.”

			At the grave, the priest began leading the gathered in a prayer.

			“Stone,” Felicity said. “It’s up to you now. Don’t let him leave before you can set the trap.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 22

			
				[image: ]
			

			The graveside service was much shorter than the one at the church. And twenty minutes after it started, the mourners began the short trek to a small fleet of golf carts, tasked with transporting everyone to the main house for refreshments.

			Worried that Pryce would go straight to his car and leave, Stone made sure to be just behind him as the crowd departed.

			Sure enough, Pryce looked like he was about to escape toward guest parking.

			Moving abreast of him, Stone said, “I think we’re supposed to go this way,” he said, pointing.

			“Oh, um…” Pryce said, flustered. “I wasn’t plan—”

			“Such a shock, isn’t it?” Stone said, cutting Pryce off as he deftly shepherded him toward the carts. “I thought Dame Felicity would outlast us all.”

			“Well, yes, a big shock,” Pryce said. He flashed Stone a nervous smile. “If you’ll excuse me.”

			The analyst began to slow so he could pass behind Stone, so Stone put a hand on the man’s arm and redirected him.

			“Didn’t you hear?” Stone said. “No need to drive yourself to the house. The carts will take us to the reception.”

			“I-I must have missed that,” Pryce said, looking trapped.

			He glanced longingly toward the parking lot but made no further attempt to go in that direction.

			“I’m Stone Barrington,” Stone said, holding out his hand.

			Pryce took it out of reflex. “Gordon Pryce.”

			“Nice to meet you, Gordon. Though I wish it were under other circumstances. It is all right if I call you Gordon, isn’t it?”

			“Yes. No problem.”

			As they neared the carts, Stone subtly herded Pryce to the cart at the head of the line, and the two climbed into the back seat.

			In addition to the driver, the carts could hold three passengers each. Moments after Stone and Pryce were seated, Dino slipped into the front passenger seat.

			“I was wondering what happened to you,” Stone said.

			“Got lost in the crowd,” Dino said.

			“Dino, this is Gordon Pryce. Gordon, this is my friend Dino Bacchetti.”

			Pryce and Dino shook hands, Pryce still looking like he wanted to be anywhere else.

			“What do you do, Gordon?” Stone asked.

			“I, um, work for the government,” Pryce said.

			“For Dame Felicity?” Dino asked.

			“Um…”

			“Dino, you know better than that,” Stone said. “If he did, he probably couldn’t tell us.”

			“You’re right. I forgot.” To Pryce, Dino said, “The whole you’d ‘have to kill us if you did’ thing, right?”

			Through Stone’s earpiece, Felicity said, “Oh, dear God. Did he really just say that? I guess it’s time for me to save you from yourselves. Get ready.”

			Stone’s phone buzzed in his pocket.

			“Pardon me,” he said. He pulled out the device. “Hello?”

			From the script Carly and Jillian had created, Felicity asked Stone questions, and he answered in a hushed voice that was still loud enough for Pryce to overhear.

			“The graveside service just ended,” he said, then paused. “You were right. No one suspects a thing…I don’t think so…Yeah, Lord Bernard came. He was practically drooling at the prospect of getting his hands on everything. He’s in for a rude awakening when he finds out the truth…How are you doing?…That’s Key West for you…How much longer are you going to let this go on?…Okay, you’re the one in the secrets business, so you know best…Sure, I’ll let you know…Oh and, Felic—” He stopped himself as if realizing he’d made a mistake and then pretending like it was nothing. “I’ll be back in New York by tomorrow afternoon and will try to get down there as soon as I can…Got it. See you then.”

			He slipped his phone back into his pocket and glanced at Pryce, who was pointedly not looking in Stone’s direction.

			“Apologies,” Stone said. “The law never takes a day off.”

			“What?” Pryce said. “Sorry, I was lost in thought.”

			“Nothing important.”

			They arrived at the house, and as soon as Pryce climbed out, he said, “It was nice to meet both of you,” and scurried into the house.

			“What do you think?” Stone asked Dino as they made their way toward the entrance.

			“That Peter won’t be casting you in a movie any time soon.”

			“You’re one to talk with your have-to-kill-us-if-you-did line.”

			“Come on,” Dino said. “That’s a classic.”

			“Keep telling yourself that.”

			In Stone’s ear, Felicity said, “If you two are quite through, can you please go inside?”
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			Several members of the house staff were waiting in the grand entrance hall to greet the mourners when Pryce entered. He made a beeline to the nearest member and asked for directions to a toilet.

			The butler gestured to a hallway and said, “Down that way, first door to the left.”

			“Thank you.”

			Pryce fought to keep his pace normal when all he wanted to do was run. Once he finally reached the bathroom and had the door closed behind him, he plopped down on the toilet lid and expelled a relieved breath.

			Until a few minutes ago, he’d had no news for Bronsky. The church service and that at her graveside had both gone off without Dame Felicity showing up alive.

			But everything changed on the cart ride to the house.

			He stared at the floor and replayed in his mind what he’d heard until he had it committed to memory. He then pulled out his phone.

			Bronsky hadn’t given him his phone number, just an email address that Pryce was to use only if absolutely necessary.

			Pryce was sure what he’d learned fit that bill.

			He sent off an email, telling Bronsky to call him. Then he stood, thinking it would be a while before he’d hear back. But he’d only taken two steps toward the door when his phone vibrated, the caller ID blocked.

			“Hello?” he answered, keeping his voice low so that no one outside the room could hear him.

			“You can’t be home already,” Bronsky said. “My understanding is that Dame Felicity’s burial just finished.”

			“It did, and I’m not. I’m in her house.”

			“You’re what?”

			“I’m in Dame Felicity’s house. There’s a reception and I—”

			“Get out of there now! I’ll call you back in ten minutes.”

			Bronsky hung up.

			Pryce was not sure what he’d done wrong, but he knew an order when he heard it.

			He headed back to the entrance hall and weaved his way around the guests who were making their way inside.

			A golf cart had just dropped off an elderly couple. Before the driver could return to the church, Pryce flagged him down and jumped into the back.

			After the short ride, he walked as quickly as he could to his sedan and hopped in. As he started the engine, his phone rang again.

			“Hello?” he answered.

			“Where are you now?” Bronsky asked.

			“In my car.”

			“Are you still on her property?”

			“Yes.”

			“Are you an idiot? Leave! I’ll call in five.”

			When Bronsky called again, Pryce was a few miles north of Felicity’s estate.

			“What is wrong with you?” the Russian said.

			“Nothing,” Pryce said defensively.

			Bronsky scoffed. “And you call yourself an intelligence agent.”

			“I don’t, actually. I’m an ana—”

			“Don’t you get it?” Bronsky snapped. “If I were Dame Felicity, I would have my whole house and property bugged.”

			Pryce sucked in a breath. “I-I didn’t think about that.”

			“She was the head of MI6, for God’s sake. You worked for her! Things like that should be obvious.”

			“Technically, I didn’t work directly for—”

			Bronsky swore in Russian, then in a slightly calmer voice said, “I take it you have news for me.”

			“I do.” Thankful for the change in topic, Pryce relayed what he’d overheard.

			Bronsky snorted. “You really think this man was talking to Dame Felicity?”

			“I can’t say that for sure, but at one point, he did start to say her name but caught himself.”

			“Oh, really? Did you happen to at least get his name?”

			“Yes, of course. It was…” He stopped to think. “Stone something…um…”

			“Barrington?” Bronsky said, his previously scornful tone replaced by disbelief.

			“Yes! Barrington. That was it. Do you know him?”

			There were several seconds of silence before Bronsky said, “Describe him.”

			Pryce did as instructed.

			“And he mentioned Key West?”

			“Yes. I got the impression that’s where the person he was talking to was located.”

			Another long silence, then, “Good work, Gordon. Very good work.”

			For the first time all day, Pryce began to relax. Hopefully, this was the last thing he would need to do for the Russian.

			“Go home,” Bronsky said. “But keep your phone close. I’m sure I’ll be calling you soon.”

			And just like that, Pryce’s sense of relief disappeared.

			

			

			When Pryce had revealed that there indeed was a good chance Dame Felicity had not been in the car when the bomb had gone off, Bronsky had wanted to throw his phone across the room.

			That woman had more lives than a cat.

			But Bronsky’s mood changed in an instant when Pryce told him upon whom he’d been eavesdropping.

			Stone Barrington.

			Though the Russian hadn’t heard that name in years, it was one he would never forget.

			Back when Bronsky had been Russian intelligence’s London station chief, Barrington had helped thwart the plan to assassinate Felicity and other high-ranking British officials—the very same failed mission that precipitated Bronsky’s fall from grace.

			Bronsky had made it a point to find out all he could about Barrington. Unfortunately, back then, revenge hadn’t been possible as the Russian was doing everything he could to keep from being thrown in prison.

			It had been a long time since he’d read Barrington’s file, but he recalled that, at the time, the lawyer had owned multiple houses. If he was remembering correctly, one was located in the Florida Keys.

			It would be easy enough to verify if that was still the case. And if so, it would be the perfect place for Felicity to lay low. At least, until now.

			All Bronsky needed to do was send in a team to confirm her presence and finish the job the car bomb had failed to do.

			After that was done, maybe he’d deliver a similar message to Barrington. Just to close that loop.

			Bronsky smiled. Maybe it was a good thing she was still around.

			

			

			“If you ask me, he hightailed it out of here a moment after we came inside,” Dino said.

			“Either that or he’s locked himself in a room upstairs and isn’t planning on coming out until after everyone’s gone,” Stone said.

			He and Dino had found some privacy in Felicity’s library, after spending the last thirty minutes mingling with the other mourners and looking for Pryce. But the man had been nowhere to be found.

			“Who’s locked themselves upstairs?” Lance asked from the doorway.

			“You need to stop doing that,” Stone said.

			“Doing what?”

			“Popping in, out of the blue.”

			“Then you should have closed the door,” Lance said.

			He stepped inside and did so himself.

			“Maybe he should wear a bell around his neck,” Dino suggested.

			“Now there’s a thought,” Stone agreed.

			“Are you going to answer my question?” Lance asked.

			“You asked a question?” Stone said. “Oh, right. We were just speculating on Gordon Pryce’s whereabouts.”

			“He left.”

			“You know this for a fact?”

			“He was in one of the carts heading to the church when I was being shuttled here.”

			“How did he look?”

			“In a hurry.”

			Stone smirked and said to Dino, “See, he did buy my act.”

			“Still doesn’t mean you’re winning an Oscar,” Dino countered.

			“Felicity, are you still there?” Stone asked.

			“She’s on the phone, but I’m here,” Carly said over Stone’s earpiece.

			“Since Pryce is gone, is there any reason for us to hang around?”

			“Hold.” The connection went silent for several seconds before she came back and said, “We think we have everything we need, so you’re released.”

			“A pleasure doing business with you,” Stone said. He pulled out his phone and turned off the camera, cutting the link to Carly.

			As he started to put his cell away, it rang with a call from Josie.

			He took a few steps away from Dino and Lance and answered. “Hello.”

			“Good morning,” she said.

			“It’s afternoon here.”

			“Oh, that’s right. I’m sorry. Am I catching you at a bad time?”

			“Not at all. What’s up?”

			“I just heard from Xavier. The Minerva will be ready to sail by tomorrow.”

			“The Minerva?”

			“It’s the name of the research ship he’s lending us. We could go out as early as tomorrow morning, but if I remember correctly, you said you wouldn’t be back by then.”

			“You do remember correctly. How about Monday morning?”

			“I’ll let them know. They’ll probably want to leave before sunrise.”

			“Just tell me where I need to be and when, and I’ll be there.”

			“I’ll text you the info.”

			“Thanks, Josie. Dinner next week?”

			“I’d love that.”

			He hung up and returned to Dino and Lance.

			“Your new not-girlfriend?” Dino asked.

			“It was Josie, if that’s what you’re asking,” Stone said. “We’re on for Monday.” He looked at Lance. “We’re going to—”

			Lance held up a hand. “Look at the Amanda Jae on one of Xavier Silva’s research vessels. The Minerva, I believe.”

			“How did you—” Stone stopped himself. Lance had an uncanny way of knowing things that he shouldn’t. “I’ve had about as much fake mourning as I can take. Anyone for heading back to Windward Hall?”

			“I was done before we got to the church,” Dino said.

			“I really should make the rounds before I go,” Lance said. “But I suppose I can join you. As they say, leave them wanting more.”

			“I don’t think anyone has ever said that about you, Lance,” Stone said.

			“Nonsense. Happens all the time. Now, are we going or not?”

			

			

			That evening, while Stone, Dino, and Lance were having dinner at Windward Hall, Stone received a text from Josie with the information on Monday’s voyage.

			After passing the information on to Commander Choi, he said to Dino, “You mentioned wanting to come along on the trip to the Amanda Jae. Is that still a yes?”

			“Is it still on Monday?” Dino asked.

			“It is.”

			“Then it’s a yes.”

			“Great. Fred and I will pick you up at three a.m.”

			“I’m sorry. Did you say three a.m.?”

			“I did.”

			“Then I change my answer to no.”

			“Too late. Lance, you’re welcome to join us, too.”

			“As appealing as the offer is, I’m afraid I must decline,” Lance said. “I’ll be in Paris.”

			“Can I go with you instead?” Dino asked.

			“I do enjoy your company, Dino, but sadly no.”

			“I guess you’re stuck with me,” Stone said. “I promise, we’ll be back in New York by noon tomorrow, and that should give you plenty of sleep time before Monday morning.”

			“Your generosity knows no bounds,” Dino said unenthusiastically.

			“That’s what friends are for.”
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			At exactly three a.m. on Monday morning, Stone and Fred pulled up in front of Dino’s building.

			“Mr. Bacchetti doesn’t appear to be here,” Fred said.

			“I’ll call him.” Stone pulled out his phone, but before he could tap Dino’s number, Dino stepped out of the building.

			Fred hopped out and hurried around to open the Bentley’s door for him.

			As Dino climbed in the back, Stone said, “Good morning.”

			“Says who?” Dino grumbled.

			“Maybe this will help,” Stone said, handing him a coffee in a takeaway cup.

			Dino took a sip. “Thanks. But I’m going to need at least four of these.”

			“You’re in luck. I’m told there’s a coffee maker on the boat.”

			Thanks to the early hour, they reached the Minerva’s dock in no time.

			Josie was there to greet them as they stepped on board.

			“Good morning,” she said.

			“If you say so,” Dino said.

			“Don’t mind him,” Stone said. “He’ll be fine in an hour or two.”

			She smiled. “Come inside. I’ll introduce you to the crew, and we can get underway.”

			Stone noticed deck crew beginning to remove the ropes holding the Minerva to the pier.

			“Wait. Are we leaving? Commander Choi from the Coast Guard is supposed to join us.”

			“She arrived thirty minutes ago. You two are the last.”

			She led him through a doorway and up a set of stairs to the bridge, where four people in uniforms were spread among different posts.

			The room was very high-tech, with dozens of TV screens throughout and controls that looked like they’d been developed more for video games than for controlling an oceangoing vessel.

			“Captain Marks?” Josie said.

			A man with salt-and-pepper hair, who looked at least a decade older than the others present, turned.

			“Josie,” he said. “Are these our guests?”

			“They are,” she said. “This is Stone Barrington and Dino Bacchetti.”

			“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mr. Barrington,” the captain said, shaking Stone’s hand. He then turned to Dino. “And, of course, I’ve heard of you, Commissioner Bacchetti. It’s an honor to have you aboard.”

			“The honor is all mine,” Dino said, his earlier grumpiness gone.

			“Captain,” one of the other crew members said.

			He glanced over, and she gave him a nod.

			To Stone, Dino, and Josie, Captain Marks said, “I’d love to chat, but I have a ship in need of getting underway. Perhaps later?”

			“We look forward to it,” Stone said.

			Josie led him and Dino out a door at the back of the bridge and down a different set of stairs than the ones they’d come up. From there, they went down a short hall and through a bulkhead into a large room.

			The new space was even more high-tech than the bridge and, to Stone, looked like a futurized version of a NASA control center. There were dozens of workstations, each with monitors and keyboards and devices Stone didn’t recognize. In addition, several larger screens were mounted to one wall.

			While there was enough room for a couple dozen people to work, only seven were present, none of whom appeared to be much older than thirty. Most were dressed like students who didn’t care how they looked.

			The only exception was Commander Choi, who was in her tropical blues, a uniform designed for both utility and comfort.

			As soon as she saw Stone and the others, she joined them.

			“Good morning, Mr. Barrington,” she said. “Good to see you again.”

			“Good morning, Commander. I take it you’ve already met Josie.”

			“I have, sir. And have also thanked her for arranging this.”

			He motioned to Dino. “Do you remember my friend, Dino Bacchetti?”

			“Of course, from the hospital,” she said, extending her hand. “Good to see you again, Commissioner.”

			“Same, Commander,” Dino said, shaking with her.

			“Let me introduce you to Sam,” Josie said.

			She guided them over to a woman wearing a New York Yankees baseball cap, with her pink hair in a ponytail poking out the back.

			“This is Dr. Samantha Logan,” Josie said.

			“If you call me Samantha, I won’t answer,” the woman said. “It’s Sam.”

			“Sam’s in charge of Bruce,” Josie explained.

			“And who is Bruce?” Stone said.

			“That’s the ROV going down to the Amanda Jae.”

			“You know, like the mechanical shark in Jaws,” Sam said.

			“The shark in Jaws had a name?” Dino said.

			Sam looked at him like he’d just crawled out from under a rock. “Of course. Why wouldn’t it?”

			“Sorry, I’m a little rusty on my Jaws trivia.”

			She shrugged and turned back to her screen.

			“Why don’t we finish the tour?” Josie said.

			She led Stone, Dino, and the commander sternward.

			“You’ll have to excuse Sam,” Josie said, once they’d left the control center. “She can be a little…blunt. But I promise you, she’s the best ROV pilot on the Atlantic Ocean.”

			“I don’t know,” Stone said. “I was enjoying how she pointed out Dino’s lack of Jaws trivia knowledge.”

			“Don’t pretend you knew the shark’s name,” Dino said.

			“Of course I did. Everyone knows that.” He looked at Choi. “Commander?”

			She nodded. “The crew called it Bruce.”

			“Why do I feel like I’m being pranked?” Dino asked.

			“This way,” Josie said as she opened a door.

			They stepped outside onto a wide deck lined with dozens of equipment boxes.

			Above the deck was a metal crane used to move items onto and off the ship. And in the center was a raised platform upon which sat another box, this one with Bruce stenciled on the side.

			Two men were on the platform, unlatching the top of the box.

			When they noticed the new arrivals, one of the men gave them a wave and said, “Good morning, Ms. Hale.”

			“Good morning, Jerry,” Josie said. “Do you mind if I bring my friends up for a look?”

			“Not at all.”

			The group took a short set of steps onto the platform and crowded around one end of the box as Jerry and his partner undid the last latch and lifted off the lid.

			Resting inside on foam padding was the ROV. It was shaped like a manta ray and was about the size of a Vespa scooter. Along its rim were several camera lenses and lights, while on top were bumps that Stone guessed served as sensors of some kind.

			“So, this is Bruce,” Stone said.

			Jerry nodded. “He was named after—”

			Dino held up a hand, stopping him. “Trust me. We’re aware.”

			“How deep can ROVs go?” Stone asked.

			“Depends on the ROV,” Josie said. “Most are in the several hundred to several thousand meters range. But a few can even reach the bottom of the Mariana Trench. That’s just over eleven thousand meters.”

			“And Bruce?”

			“He’s rated to two thousand meters,” Jerry said.

			Stone wasn’t sure to what depth the Amanda Jae had sunk. “I take it that’s enough?”

			“More than,” Josie said. “The Amanda Jae was still over the continental shelf when it went down. Deep but not nearly that deep.”

			As she said this, the ship rolled a bit as it moved down the river toward the southern end of Manhattan.

			“It’ll be a few hours until we’re in position,” Josie said. “How about we go down to the galley and have some breakfast?”
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			By midmorning, they reached the coordinates from where the Amanda Jae’s distress signal had been sent and spent the next two hours searching the bottom with the sonar to find the yacht.

			The current in the area had been strong enough to take the Amanda Jae nearly a half mile from where it had gone under before it hit bottom. It was resting at a depth of a hundred and fifty meters.

			On one of the control room cameras, Stone and the others watched the cargo crane swing Bruce over the side of the vessel and set the ROV into the water.

			Jerry’s voice came over the main speaker. “Ready to release.”

			Sam checked one of her monitors, then said, “Cleared for release.”

			The ROV detached from the crane and began its descent, trailing the electronics umbilical cord that kept it tethered to the Minerva.

			“How long will it take to get to the bottom?” Stone asked.

			“At this depth, it should only take a few minutes,” Josie said.

			“Five, tops,” Sam interjected without looking away from her screen.

			Three of the large monitors on the port-side wall showed feeds from Bruce’s cameras, but there was little to see. The clear water soon became murky as the ROV descended to depths the sun’s rays had a harder time reaching.

			Sam called off the depth in intervals of ten meters until Bruce hit the one hundred and twenty mark. From there, she switched to every five meters.

			Just after she announced one hundred and forty-five meters, she said, “Leveling off.”

			A shape appeared in the watery twilight.

			“Is that it?” Stone asked.

			Sam tapped her keyboard, and Bruce’s lights flared to life, revealing a rock protruding from the seabed.

			“The yacht’s twenty meters east,” she said.

			“It’s best not to come down right on top of a shipwreck,” Josie explained. “We don’t want to get the umbilical tangled in anything sticking up off the ship that the sonar didn’t catch.”

			The ROV glided over the seabed, sending fish scurrying out of the way. Within a minute, a new shape loomed in the distance.

			As Bruce neared it, the mass resolved itself into the stern of the Amanda Jae. The yacht was leaning against a rock formation and looked oddly serene.

			Sam stopped the ROV a few meters away and glanced at Josie. “Which direction?”

			“Let’s start with a pass over the top,” Josie told her.

			“You got it.”

			The center wall monitor switched to a feed from a downward-facing camera, then Sam guided Bruce over the wreck.

			The terraced decks at the rear came into view first. Everything that had been on them appeared to have been swept away. The only exception was a lounge chair entangled in a rope, which hung over the edge of the upper deck, like it was caught in the act of escape.

			The radar and antennas perched on the top of the yacht had survived mostly intact. Bruce continued on until it reached the bow, where Sam stopped it again.

			“Anyone see anything of interest?” Josie asked.

			“I didn’t,” Stone said.

			“Me, either,” Dino agreed.

			“Same,” Commander Choi said. “Can we get a look into the bridge?”

			“Sam?” Josie asked.

			“Piece of cake,” Sam said.

			She moved Bruce to one of the large windows looking into the bridge. Stone thought the room was empty until he caught sight of something moving at the edge of the screen.

			“Can you go farther to port?” he asked.

			Sam nodded and guided Bruce to the new position.

			“How close to the window can you get?” Stone asked.

			“I can touch it if you want,” Sam said.

			“As close as you can get without doing that should be fine.”

			Again, the ROV moved.

			As it neared, a leg came into view, followed by the rest of a male body.

			“He’s wearing a uniform,” Dino said.

			Stone nodded. “I think that’s the captain.”

			“What’s that on his forehead?” Dino asked.

			Both he and Stone leaned forward as if that would bring clarity.

			“I can zoom in, if you want,” Sam said.

			“Please,” Stone said.

			“The body’s been in the water for a while,” Josie said. “I doubt the face will be recog—” Josie’s eyes widened. “Oh, my God. Is that…?”

			“A bullet hole?” Stone said. “That’s what it looks like to me.”

			In the center of the captain’s forehead was the unmistakable entry wound of a gunshot.

			“Commander Choi,” Dino said. “I think your accident has just turned into a crime scene.”

			“Well, shit,” Choi muttered, then seemed to realize what she’d said. “I think you’re right, Commissioner.”

			For the next twenty minutes, they looked through other windows but found nothing that would help explain what had happened on the bridge, nor did they see any other bodies.

			“Let’s look at the hull,” Josie said.

			It only took a few minutes before Sam said, “I think we found the reason why the Amanda Jae sank.”

			On the monitor was a section of the hull through which a square hole had been cut.

			Sam moved Bruce close to it. The hole appeared to be just a little smaller than the ROV.

			“The edges look melted,” Dino said.

			“Can you point the light inside?” Stone asked.

			The light swiveled from the edge of the hole to the interior. The yacht had been built with a double hull, meaning a hull within a hull, to provide extra safety. That safety had been negated by the fact that the inner hull had also been burned through.

			“What the hell could do that?” Josie asked.

			“A welding torch?” Choi suggested.

			“Maybe for the inner hull,” Stone said. “But if someone tried that on the outer, water would have poured in as soon as the torch punched through. They wouldn’t have been able to finish.”

			“I wasn’t thinking welding torch,” Dino said.

			They all turned to him.

			“I take it you’ve seen something similar,” Stone said.

			Dino nodded. “On a robbery, five or six years ago. The thieves used this special type of incendiary cord to cut through a metal door. The yacht’s not metal, but the edges looked similar. My guess would be that the cord was put in place days before it was activated. Then someone used a remote controller to set it off.”

			“Whoever that was had to be on or near the yacht,” Stone said.

			“Because of what happened to the captain?” Josie asked.

			“That, and there was no cell signal that far out at sea, so it couldn’t have been triggered that way. And since the device was inside the ship, below the waterline, using a satellite phone likely wouldn’t have worked, either. Whoever set it off had to be close.”

			“I agree,” Dino said.

			“But who would do something like this?” Josie asks.

			“It’s not just who did it,” Stone said, “but also who’s behind it. It might not be the same person.”

			“I hadn’t even thought of that.”

			“My money is on not the same,” Dino said. “Knowing where to obtain the proper incendiary cord and how to set it up with a remote is not a skill most people possess.”

			“Nor is shooting someone in the center of the forehead,” Stone said.

			“Exactly. Which to me means he or she was likely a pro hired for the job.”

			“Then who did the hiring?” Josie asked.

			“It’s usually the person who gains the most from the incident,” Dino said.

			“Like from insurance on the yacht?”

			“I think the sinking was just a cover for the real crime,” Choi said.

			Dino smiled at her, impressed. “Come see me when you get out of the Coast Guard. The NYPD can use smart people like you.”

			“Then what’s the real crime?” Josie asked. “Killing the captain?”

			“That could be it,” Stone said. “But the captain wasn’t the only one who died.”

			“Trenton Sidney,” Choi said.

			Stone nodded. “That would be my assumption.”

			“Did his autopsy turn up anything abnormal?” Dino asked.

			“There wasn’t one, per the family’s request. We probably should have pushed, but it seemed obvious he’d drowned.” Choi paused, then added, “We did find that he had a head injury. Like he bumped into something before he fell into the water.”

			“Or someone knocked him unconscious?” Dino asked.

			Choi grimaced. “In view of this new evidence, that seems more likely, doesn’t it?”

			“It does.”

			“I suggest you request an exhumation of the body, so an ME can take a proper look,” Dino said.

			“Not possible,” Stone said. “Trenton was cremated.”

			“How convenient.”

			“Stone,” Josie said, “didn’t you just oversee the reading of Trenton’s will?”

			“I did.”

			“Then wouldn’t the people he left his estate to benefited from his death?”

			“Very much so.”

			“I’m going to need to know who those people are,” Choi said.

			“Not a problem,” Stone said. Ash had submitted Trenton’s will to the court on Friday, which made the information of those named part of the public record.

			“Thank you.”

			“I have another question,” Josie said. “Sorry, it’s the documentarian in me.”

			“Don’t apologize,” Stone told her. “Fire away.”

			“If the person who did the dirty work was hiding on the boat, how did they get on in the first place and then get off again once they’d ensured its sinking?”

			“Good question. One way would have been to sneak on, but I doubt they did that. Too much of a chance of being discovered.”

			“If it were me, I would have gotten hired on as crew,” Dino said.

			“That’s much more plausible,” Stone agreed.

			“How many of the crew survived?”

			“Three,” Choi said. “Four total survivors, counting Mr. Barrington.”

			“I can safely say I had nothing to do with it,” Stone said.

			“Do you have any witnesses that can verify that?” Dino asks.

			“Dino, I thought you were my friend.”

			“I am your friend. And I promise to visit you in prison at least once year, unless I’m busy.”

			“How very kind of you. But what would have been my motive? I wasn’t named in the will, and Trenton was a friend.”

			Dino thought about it for a moment, then said, “All right, you’re tentatively off the suspect list.”

			“Gee, thanks.”

			“What about the other three survivors?” Josie asked.

			Stone thought for a moment. “Could be, but it could also be one of the crew members still listed as missing. A real pro would have a plan that would not only let them survive but also keep them from being discovered even if the truth about the wreck was found out.”

			“I think you might be right,” Choi said.

			“Um, excuse me,” Sam said.

			They all turned to her.

			“All this Law & Order talk is interesting, but is there anything else you want to see? Or are we done here?”

			“Sorry, Sam,” Josie said. She looked at Stone and raised an eyebrow.

			“Everything’s been recorded?” Stone asked.

			“Since the moment Bruce hit the water.”

			“Then unless anyone thinks otherwise, I believe we’re done.”

			There were no objections.
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			The Minerva returned to dock just after seven p.m.

			As Stone, Dino, Josie, and Commander Choi reached the end of the pier, Stone asked, “Can I interest anyone in dinner at Patroon’s?”

			“I could eat,” Dino said.

			“Me, too,” Josie said.

			“Thank you for the offer, Mr. Barrington, but I need to get back,” Choi said. “With what we found out, I think we might be able to get permission for a salvage crew to bring up the Amanda Jae.”

			“Next time, then,” Stone said.

			Choi gave him a nod, said goodbye, then hurried off.

			“She’ll make a good detective,” Stone said.

			“You think I was kidding when I told her to call me?” Dino asked.

			“I was just reinforcing the idea.”

			They found Stone’s Bentley waiting for them when they reached the street.

			“Patroon’s, Fred, if you don’t mind,” Stone said, after he, Josie, and Dino were settled in the car.

			“Very good, sir,” Fred replied.

			

			

			Twenty minutes later, they were seated at the restaurant, their orders placed.

			“All right,” Josie said. “I’ve been holding this question in and am going to burst if I don’t ask.”

			“Far be it from me to be the one who causes you injury,” Stone said. “Go ahead and ask.”

			“Do you think one of Trenton Sidney’s heirs had him killed?”

			“They would definitely have motive,” Dino said. “How many are there?”

			“Four,” Stone said. “His three children and his alma mater.”

			“My money’s on one of the kids,” Dino said.

			“How were their relationships with him?” Josie asked.

			“His daughter never met him,” Stone said.

			“Could she have acted out of spite?”

			“She didn’t know he was her dad until I told her last week. She hadn’t even heard of him before that.”

			“Then I guess it couldn’t be her.”

			“Unless she’s lying about not knowing, and had him killed,” Dino said.

			“First, he didn’t abandon her,” Stone said. “Until a couple months ago, he didn’t know she existed, either. Second, and more importantly, she is a schoolteacher.”

			“I’ve known plenty of spiteful schoolteachers.”

			“Perhaps, but I find it very unlikely she could have afforded the kind of person who could pull off sinking a yacht.”

			“Unless she offered to split her inheritance with him.”

			“An inheritance she would have only known about if she talked to Trenton or me ahead of time. Which she hadn’t.”

			Dino still didn’t look convinced.

			“What about the other two?” Josie asked.

			“Both sons. Ryan, the younger one, didn’t impress me as someone who wanted his father dead. His brother, Aaron, however, I’m not so sure.”

			“He didn’t like his father?”

			“I don’t know a thing about their relationship. What I do know is that in the previous version of Trenton’s will, Aaron was to inherit a much larger share of the estate and was not pleased to hear that was no longer the case.”

			“Let me guess,” Dino said. “He didn’t know there was a new will.”

			“Gold star,” Stone said.

			“Did he know about the daughter?” Josie asked. “I mean, his sister.”

			“Half sister, and not until I read the will.”

			“How very dramatic.”

			“Maybe you can work a scene like that into one of your movies,” Dino suggested.

			“I’ll give it some thought,” Josie said with a smirk.

			Drinks arrived and their dinner soon after.

			Once they’d finished eating, dessert was offered, but they were all feeling the effects of the long day, so they politely declined.

			They left in the Bentley, Fred dropping Dino off first.

			When they reached Josie’s hotel, Stone said, “Thank you again for making today happen.”

			“You’re welcome, though I’m wondering if doing so might have stirred up a hornet’s nest.”

			“It was a nest that needed stirring.”

			“You’ll let me know how it all plays out?”

			“For a future movie?”

			She grimaced. “Not the kind of films I usually make.”

			“I’ll keep you posted.”

			“Thanks.” She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. “Just so you know. I head back to L.A. on Friday.”

			“Dinner on Thursday, then?”

			“I was hoping you’d say that.”

			She climbed out, gave him a wave, and disappeared into the hotel.

			“Home, Mr. Barrington?” Fred asked.

			“Please.”

			Stone closed his eyes and, before the Bentley had pulled back onto the street, fell sound asleep.

			

			

			Five hours later, and fifteen hundred miles to the south, a Zodiac Cadet tender left a fishing trawler just off the coast of Key West and headed toward Fort Zachary Taylor Historic State Park on the southwest end of island.

			A hundred yards from shore, one of the four men on board cut the motor, and two others deployed oars to bring them in as silently as possible. Manny Lloyd, the leader of the group, was sure the area would be unoccupied at this hour, but people in his line of work could never be too cautious.

			Once the boat was secured on shore, Manny and his men removed the black overalls they’d been wearing, revealing the leisure attire typically worn by those on the island. Not typical were the weapons they carried under their shirts, and the extra gear in a duffel bag that one of his men carried over his shoulder.

			Manny had arranged for an SUV to be waiting for them. They found a Jeep Cherokee parked where promised, its key fob on top of the right front tire.

			They drove into town. Even in the early hour, there were still groups of people out and about, laughing and stumbling and in one case bent over double beside a parked car.

			It didn’t take long to reach the street where Stone Barrington’s Key West house was located. The block was quiet, the houses dark and still.

			“I don’t see any security,” one of the men said as they drove by Barrington’s place.

			That didn’t surprise Manny.

			Dame Felicity would want to keep as low a profile as possible. Obvious security would bring unwanted attention.

			That did not mean there would be no security at all, however.

			Manny parked the SUV a couple blocks away, then said, “Send it up.”

			One of the men removed a small drone from the duffel and passed it and its controller to the man in the front passenger seat. That man then flew the aircraft out the window and into the night.

			A minute later, he said, “Over the target,” then turned the controller so Manny could see the monitor.

			The drone was high enough above Barrington’s property that Manny could see the entire lot. There were two separate buildings and a swimming pool, and except for some ground lighting, the place was completely dark.

			“Thermal,” Manny said.

			The man switched the camera to thermal imagining mode.

			“Are you sure you got the right place?” Manny asked.

			“Positive,” the man said.

			Manny frowned.

			Though the camera wasn’t top of the line so was spotty at best at seeing into buildings, its thermal imaging mode should have exposed anyone standing in the outside area between the buildings.

			Only, there were no bright spots to indicate the presence of a person. Even if Felicity was keeping a low profile, she should have had security patrolling the property.

			Either Dame Felicity was playing it so close to the vest that her guards were restricted to the inside of the buildings, or she wasn’t there at all. The idea that she would have no security at all was so ludicrous, Manny did not even consider it.

			“Let’s check it out,” he said, then climbed out of the car.

			They approached Barrington’s place via the property next door. Before going over the wall that separated the two, they checked the area via the drone again.

			Not a soul in sight.

			Manny nodded, and they scaled the wall one by one, then crouched and listened for movement.

			All was quiet and still. In fact, to Manny, it was too still.

			He made a hand gesture, and his men headed to the larger building’s nearest entrance.

			His electronics expert used a handheld device to check for an alarm. One was detected, but shockingly, it was not armed.

			Manny did not like that at all and almost gave the order to bug out. But after a moment’s hesitation, he motioned for the door to be opened.

			Instead of splitting into smaller groups, like Manny had planned, he kept everyone together as they searched from room to room, their weapons ready.

			All were empty.

			The other building turned out to be a glorified master suite, but it, too, was unoccupied, with no sign that anyone was using the space.

			It was clear that what Manny had suspected was true.

			Dame Felicity was not staying there.
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			At 3:18 a.m., the alarm on Carly’s laptop went off.

			Her eyes snapped open, and she sat up, instantly awake.

			By the time she silenced the noise, Jillian was out of her bed and moving over to sit next to Carly.

			On the computer’s screen was a feed from one of the security cameras inside Stone’s Key West house, installed on Saturday by a CIA team. It was focused on the now opened door to the patio, through which four men had just passed, guns in their hands.

			“What are they wearing?” Jillian said.

			“I think they’re trying to blend in,” Carly said. “That’s the way everyone dresses on the island—the men, I mean.”

			“It’s ridiculous.”

			“I didn’t say it was a good look,” Carly said, bumping her shoulder against her friend’s.

			Carly switched camera views to follow the men through the house as they checked every room.

			The guy Carly pegged as the leader did not look happy when they finished. He said something to the others that was too low to pick up on the hidden microphones, then they left as quickly as they arrived.

			“I was starting to think our plan wasn’t going to work,” Jillian said.

			Carly had begun to have her doubts, too.

			Stone had seeded the idea that Felicity was in Key West to Pryce on Saturday afternoon. That should have been more than enough time for whomever Pryce was working for to organize a team to check the Key West house that night. But no one had showed up. Carly was sure it was going to happen on Sunday, but again, the house had remained undisturbed.

			It turned out Monday night—or technically, Tuesday morning—was the winner.

			She grabbed her phone and called Felicity, who, unlike Carly and Jillian, was staying in Stone’s main house instead of the apartments above the garage.

			“Did we catch our fly?” Felicity asked as soon as the call connected.

			“Fly?” Carly asked.

			“I didn’t mean that literally, dear. Like the saying you catch more flies with honey.”

			“Oh, I get it. Yes, we caught our fly.”

			“Tell me.”

			Carly relayed what had just happened.

			“I was starting to worry it wasn’t going to work,” Felicity said.

			“You’re not the only one.”

			“I’ll call my number two at MI6. I think it’s time we have that chat with Mr. Pryce. And Carly?”

			“Yes, ma’am?”

			“Excellent work.”

			“Thank you, Dame Felicity.”

			“Tell Jillian the same.”

			“I will.”

			

			

			Bronsky was impatiently pacing through his Helsinki safe house when his phone finally rang.

			He snatched it up, hoping it would be Manny Lloyd telling him that Felicity was dead for real this time.

			“Yes?” he answered.

			“It’s me,” Manny said. “Sorry to tell you this, but your info was bad.”

			“Bad? What do you mean?”

			“She wasn’t there. No one was.”

			“No one?”

			“That’s what I said.”

			“Could she just have been out?”

			“It was three in the morning. I doubt she would have been hanging out in a bar. Plus, there were no signs of anyone staying there.”

			“Shit.”

			“Sorry it’s not better news.”

			“All right, thank you,” Bronsky said, not meaning it.

			“Mr. B.,” Manny said.

			“What?” Bronsky did not like being called that.

			“Final payment?”

			The Russian snorted derisively. “Sure. I’ll send it today.”

			“Send it now. I’ll wait.”

			Bronsky had half a mind to tell Manny where to go, but he couldn’t afford to anger the person who had recommended Manny, so he made the transfer.

			“Done,” he said, then hung up.

			As much as he wanted to blame Manny for the mission’s failure, he couldn’t. Manny was right. If Felicity wasn’t at the house, there was nothing Manny could have done.

			Where Bronsky disagreed with Manny was about the information from Pryce. Bronsky didn’t think it was bad, per se. It was possible Pryce had misunderstood Barrington. Perhaps Felicity hadn’t gone to Key West yet. Or maybe she had been there when the call was made but had left before Bronsky was able to pull a team together to go after her.

			Perhaps now she was staying at one of the lawyer’s other homes.

			The thought made him pause, and after a moment, a smile grew on his face.

			He checked his notes again. Barrington had homes in New York, Paris, London, south England, Los Angeles, Maine, and Key West.

			He discounted the two in the U.K. right off the bat. Felicity’s face was all over the news in her home country, so it would be more difficult for her to operate there.

			Paris was possible, but still too close to home, in his estimation. New York was too crowded, plus Barrington’s home was near the U.N., so there was a chance of being seen by someone in one of the many diplomatic missions who worked in the area.

			Which meant the most likely place would be one of Barrington’s other U.S. residences—L.A. or Maine.

			First up, find teams to check the two locations, and second, arrange for his travel to the States. Because this time, when his team found her, he would make sure he was there to watch her take her final breath.

			He grabbed his phone.

			

			

			Andre Parker was ripped out of a dream by the sound of his phone vibrating on his nightstand.

			There were only two numbers authorized to bypass the Do Not Disturb mode he always turned on before he went to bed. One was his mother’s, but she’d died in her sleep two years ago.

			The other was Richter, a job fixer and someone Andre had known since he was a teenager.

			He accepted the call. “What?”

			“Oh, good,” Richter said. “You’re up.”

			“Only thanks to you. What do you want?”

			“I got a job I need you for.”

			“Did you forget our last conversation?” Andre asked.

			The last time they’d talked, Andre had told Richter he was retiring. What he hadn’t shared was that doing so was only possible because of the payout he’d be getting from Oliver Humphrey for the yacht job.

			“I thought you were joking.”

			“Not joking.”

			“Bullshit. You can’t give up the life that easily. You like it too much.”

			“What can I say? I’m done.”

			“But I got a job you’re perfect for.”

			“Sorry.”

			“Come on, Andre. We go way back. Can’t you do this for me? It’s a hundred grand for a few days of work, at most.”

			That caused Andre to pause. While he’d be getting millions from Humphrey, when that would happen was still unclear. And it wasn’t like he was doing anything other than sitting around and waiting. Another hundred grand couldn’t hurt.

			“What’s the job?” he asked.

			“Ha! I knew I could count on you.”

			“Did you hear me say yes?”

			“Nope, but I know you’re going to.”

			“Just tell me about the job.”

			“You’re gonna love it.”

			“Richter!”

			“Okay, okay. So, there’s this British official, some woman, she’s supposed to be dead.”

			“Supposed to be?”

			“This is where the fun comes in.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 28

			
				[image: ]
			

			On Wednesday morning, Stone was at his desk when Joan stepped in and said, “Dino’s on one, and you have a visitor.”

			“A visitor? I don’t recall seeing anything on the calendar.”

			“Did you actually look at the calendar?”

			“I look at the calendar first thing every morning.”

			“How many meetings do you have this afternoon?”

			He thought for a moment. “Two. No, wait. Three.”

			“One.”

			“I said I look at it. I don’t memorize it.”

			“Color me surprised.”

			“You said something about a visitor?”

			“Commander Choi.”

			“Oh,” he said. “Let me talk to Dino, then show the commander in.”

			Joan disappeared, and Stone picked up his phone.

			“I only have a moment,” he said.

			“I only have a question,” Dino said. “Dinner tonight?”

			“Sure.”

			“Patroon’s?”

			“That’s two questions.”

			“You’d rather we just guess where we’re eating?”

			“Three questions, and no. Patroon’s is fine.”

			“I’d ask what time, but apparently, I’m over my limit.”

			“How about seven?” Stone suggested.

			“See you then.”

			Stone hung up, and seconds later, Joan escorted Commander Choi through the door.

			Stone stood. “Good morning, Commander.”

			“Hello, Mr. Barrington. Sorry for not calling first.”

			“No problem at all. Please, have a seat.”

			“Thank you,” she said.

			While she took one of the chairs across from him, he settled back into his. “What can I do for you?”

			“I’m going to try to talk to the other survivors of your accident, and I thought that it would be helpful to have your assistance.”

			“Mine?”

			“You were there when the Amanda Jae went down. You might be able to pick up on something I would miss.”

			“If you think my presence will help, count me in.”

			“Thank you. But before you say yes, you should know I’m doing this in person. You can learn a lot more face-to-face.”

			“Commander, you really need to talk to Dino. The NYPD would be lucky to have you.”

			“I still have another year before I can think about that.”

			“I would argue it’s the perfect time to start doing so.”

			“I appreciate the advice. If we could get back to the topic at hand.”

			“Sure. So, when do you want to do this?”

			“Right now.”

			“I see.”

			“I realize it’s last minute, so I completely understand if you’re not available.”

			“How long do you think you’ll need me for?”

			“I’ll take you for as long as you can give me.”

			Stone buzzed Joan. “That meeting I have today, what time is it at? And with who?”

			“Four p.m. With Charley Fox.”

			“Here or at his office?”

			“His office.”

			“Thank you, Joan. I’ll be out the rest of the day and will go directly to Triangle Investments. Call if you need me.”

			“Aye, aye, Captain.”

			He rolled his eyes as he hung up, then smiled at the commander. “I have to be somewhere at four, but until then, I’m all yours.”

			

			

			Stone and Choi’s first stop was in Queens, at the home of Deirdre Lyne, one of the Amanda Jae’s stewards.

			After Choi pushed the doorbell, a female voice came through the built-in intercom. “Can I help you?”

			“Deirdra Lyne?” Choi asked.

			“Who’s asking?”

			“I’m Commander Choi with the U.S. Coast Guard. I’m investigating the Amanda Jae—”

			“I’m sorry. I’m busy.”

			“We just need a few minutes of your time.”

			There was no response.

			“Ms. Lyne?”

			The intercom remained silent.

			Choi pushed the doorbell again, but this time no one answered.

			“I get the impression she doesn’t want to talk to you,” Stone said.

			The commander frowned. “You and me both.”

			After trying the bell a few more times with the same lack of success, they decided to move on to the second person on their list.

			Gerry Villarosa lived in a brick apartment building not too far from JFK airport. He had been a member of the Amanda Jae’s deck crew. But he was either not home or also ignoring them, as Choi’s knocks went unanswered.

			The third survivor was Stella Monroe, the Amanda Jae’s assistant chef. She lived in an apartment in Brooklyn.

			This time someone actually answered the door. The unsmiling man looked Stone and Choi up and down, then said, “Yeah?”

			“Good morning. I’m Commander Choi of the U.S. Coast Guard. Is Stella Monroe home?”

			The man’s eyes narrowed. “Why?”

			“I’m investigating the Amanda Jae incident and have a few questions I’d like to ask her.”

			“If this is about the lawsuit, our lawyers told us not to talk to anyone.”

			From behind him, a woman’s voice said, “Barry, who is it?”

			“Don’t worry about it,” the man said.

			A thin woman with dark circles under her eyes appeared next to him.

			“Who are you?” she asked Choi and Stone.

			“I said don’t worry about it,” Barry said.

			“I’m Commander Choi, U.S. Coast Guard. I’m in charge of investigating what happened to the Amanda Jae.” The commander motioned to Stone. “And this is—”

			“I know you,” Stella said, her eyes on Stone. “You were on the yacht.”

			“I was.”

			Stone didn’t recall her face, but it would have been easy for a crew member to see him, without him seeing her.

			“What’s this about?” Stella asked.

			“Stella, we’re not supposed to talk to anyone, remember?” Barry said.

			“We’re here as part of the official investigation, not any lawsuit,” Stone said.

			“I was hoping we could ask you a few questions,” the commander said to Stella.

			“I gave my statement already,” Stella said.

			“I know, and I’ve read it. I just have some follow-up questions that might help us figure out what happened.”

			“I worked in the kitchen. I have no idea what happened.”

			“Stella,” Barry said through clenched teeth.

			“It’s possible you saw or heard something that could help us piece things together,” Stone said. “Something you might not even realize is important.”

			“Are you part of the investigation, too?”

			“Mr. Barrington is assisting me,” Choi said.

			“I see.” Stella thought for a moment, then nodded. “Okay, come in.”

			Barry’s expression twisted in disbelief. “What are you doing?”

			She looked at him. “Shouldn’t you have already left for work?”

			“I’m not going to let you talk to them alone.”

			She stared at him for several seconds, then sighed and looked at Stone and Choi. “There’s a coffee shop around the corner.” She gave them directions. “I’ll meet you there in ten minutes.”

			“Thank you,” Choi said.

			Stella shut the door, and as Stone and Choi started walking away, they heard raised voices on the other side.

			“What do you think?” Choi asked. “She’ll show up alone or with Barry?”

			“Alone,” Stone said. “You?”

			“Same.”
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			Stone and the commander were sitting at a table in a quiet corner of the coffee shop, nursing their drinks, when Stella entered by herself.

			“Sorry about before,” Stella said when she reached them. “Barry can be…”

			“Single-minded?” Stone suggested.

			“I was going to say an idiot.”

			“Would you like something to drink?”

			“An iced latte would be great.”

			Stone put in the order, then returned to the table. “Did I miss anything?”

			“Stella was just telling me about the lawsuit,” Choi said.

			“I didn’t want to get involved,” Stella told him. “I just wanted to put it all behind me, but Barry insisted.”

			“How is Barry related to you?” Stone asked.

			“He’s my husband, sadly.”

			“Am I right in presuming a lawyer named Cory Whittaker approached you about the suit?”

			She nodded. “He’d already signed up Deirdre and Gerry and a few relatives of those who didn’t make it. Do you know him?”

			“Not personally, but by reputation.”

			“That doesn’t sound good,” Stella said.

			“My advice, find a credible lawyer to look over anything you’ve signed with him. Your understanding of your agreement and the reality might be two different things.”

			“I told Barry we shouldn’t trust him,” she said, shaking her head. “He gave me a creepy vibe.”

			“Not the first time I’ve heard that,” Stone said. “If you’d like, I’d be happy to take a look at whatever he’s given you.”

			“You’re a lawyer?”

			“I am.”

			“I don’t think I can afford you. Especially since I’m out of work now.”

			“I will do it gratis. One survivor to another.”

			“You don’t know how much I appreciate that. Thank you!”

			Stone gave her his card.

			“Sorry, Commander,” Stone said to Choi. “I didn’t mean to highjack the floor.”

			“All good,” the commander said. She smiled at Stella. “If you’re ready…?”

			“As ready as I’ll ever be,” Stella said.

			Choi pulled out a notebook and pen. “I realize this was in your statement, but I’d like to hear directly from you what you remember from that night?”

			Stella shrugged. “Okay, but I’m not sure it’ll help. Deirdre and I shared a cabin. If she hadn’t woken me up, I wouldn’t be here now.”

			“Do you know when she realized something was wrong?”

			“I probably shouldn’t be saying this, but I think she was in Gerry’s cabin when the boat started going down, and they weren’t asleep, if you know what I mean.”

			“I do.”

			“She woke me, grabbed a few of her things, and the three of us rushed up to the deck.

			“We pounded on the doors we passed, but by then the boat was already listing pretty good. We barely had enough time to get topside and launch a lifeboat.” She stared down at her coffee. “Maybe we should have tried harder.”

			“If you had, you would have died there,” Stone said. “I almost didn’t make it, and my cabin was a lot closer to the outside deck than yours.”

			“I suppose.”

			“At any point, did you see Mr. Sidney?” Choi asked.

			“No. We didn’t see anyone else. Not even you, Mr. Barrington. If we had, we would have pulled you into the lifeboat.”

			“I know,” he said.

			“Just so I’m clear, you were asleep when the yacht started to sink?” Choi said.

			Stella nodded. “Yes.”

			“Did Miss Lyne or Mr. Villarosa mention hearing or feeling anything unusual when the boat started going down?”

			“You haven’t talked to them yet?”

			“We’ve tried, but we haven’t been able to connect with them.”

			“They’re dodging you because of the lawsuit, aren’t they?”

			“We don’t know that for a fact,” Stone said. “But that would be my guess.”

			Stella shook her head in disappointment. “Deidre said something about hearing a pop or a clunk. I can’t remember exactly. She didn’t think anything of it at first, but soon after the boat began to shift.”

			That likely was the water shoving the cut piece of the hull out of the way, Stone thought.

			“Was there anything else that happened or that your friends told you that seemed unusual?” the commander asked.

			“Other than the fact the boat was sinking?” Stella asked, the hint of an ironic grin touching her lips.

			“Yes, other than that.”

			“I can’t think of anything.”

			Choi nodded. “How well did you know the rest of the crew?”

			“Some I’d worked with before on other yachts. And others, I was working with for the first time. The Amanda Jae was new, and we’d been hired not long before Mr. Sidney took possession.”

			“All of you?” Stone asked.

			“I don’t know, but I assume so.” She cocked her head. “I think I heard that someone got hurt and had to be replaced at the last minute.”

			“Do you know who?” Choi asked.

			After several silent seconds, Stella shook her head. “No. Sorry.”

			“What about what part of the crew they were on?” Stone asked.

			She shook her head.

			Choi set her pen down. “I think that’s all I have for now.” She glanced at Stone. “Unless there’s something you think I missed.”

			“I can’t think of anything,” he said.

			“If I have further questions, may I contact you?” the commander asked Stella.

			“Of course. Do you have my cell number?”

			“Is it the same as the one you provided when you gave your statement?”

			“It is.”

			“Then I do.”
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			Around the same time Stone and Commander Choi set out to question the surviving Amanda Jae crew members, Leonid Bronsky quietly slipped into the U.S. as part of a bus tour group, crossing from Canada into Michigan, just south of Lake Huron.

			At the first stateside stop, he exited the bus and found the used Honda Accord he’d arranged to be waiting for him. It was far from the luxury vehicle he preferred, but it had the advantage of being forgettable. That was more important at the moment.

			Three hours later, the Honda had been ditched in a Detroit Metropolitan Airport parking lot, and Bronsky was on a flight to New York, using a forged Argentinean passport.

			Upon landing, he took a cab into Manhattan, where he checked into the InterContinental Hotel, this time pretending to be a businessman from Estonia.

			The last time he’d checked his email was before his flight. There were no new messages then. Now, however, there was one from Pryce, telling him he had more information to pass on.

			Bronsky made the call.

			“Hello?” Pryce answered tentatively.

			“Where are you?”

			“I-in my office.”

			“For God’s sake! Go for a walk. I’ll call in ten minutes.”

			Bronsky hung up. No wonder MI6 had never given Pryce a field job. The man was clueless when it came to spycraft.

			After exactly ten minutes, Bronsky called him back.

			“What about now?” he asked.

			“I don’t understand the question,” Pryce said.

			“Are you an imbecile? Your location!”

			“Oh, right. Um, I’m at the park beyond the train station.”

			Bronsky was very familiar with the area around MI6 and knew Pryce was referring to the Vauxhall Pleasure Gardens.

			“No one followed you?” he asked.

			“I don’t think so.”

			“You don’t think so or they didn’t?”

			“Uh, they didn’t. No one would suspect me of anything.”

			That was true, Bronsky knew, and was a large factor as to why the Russian had chosen to turn Pryce into an asset.

			Pryce breathed hard into the phone. Bronsky guessed he was walking at a brisk pace.

			“Slow down,” he said.

			“What?”

			“The faster you walk, the more attention you’ll draw.”

			“Right, right.”

			After a moment, Pryce’s breaths evened out.

			“So, what’s this information you have for me?” Bronsky asked.

			“I checked CCTV footage in the area of Dame Felicity’s house from the day of the bombing.”

			“I thought you’d already established the car left the house that evening, just like it was reported on TV.”

			“I’m not talking about in the evening. I’m talking about earlier. Eight hours earlier to be exact.”

			“You have my attention.”

			“At that time, a vehicle owned by James Hall arrived at her place and parked in the garage. Ten minutes later, it left again. There were two people in the car, but the only one I could identify was Acting Chief Hall. Well, I guess he wasn’t acting chief at that moment, just assistant—”

			“Do you know where it went?” Bronsky cut in.

			“Uh, CCTV footage showed the vehicle driving to an airfield frequented by private jets. Unfortunately, all airport footage that would have shown where the car went and who exited it has been erased.”

			“Erased?”

			“Correct. There’s footage from an hour before and an hour after, but the time block in between is missing.”

			Bronsky smiled.

			Hall’s passenger had to be Dame Felicity, probably off to some clandestine meeting. The trip that ended up saving her life.

			“Is that all?” he asked.

			“It is. I thought you’d want to know.”

			“I would be happier if you told me where she is now.”

			“I have no idea,” Pryce said, as if surprised by the suggestion.

			“Then you have some work to do, don’t you?”

			“How am I supposed to—”

			Bronsky hung up.

			He had no expectations that Pryce would be able to uncover Felicity’s whereabouts. Bronsky was already ten steps ahead of him in that regard. But it never hurt to keep a source on his toes.

			His next call was to Richter.

			Bronsky had tasked him with coordinating the surveillance of Barrington’s homes in L.A. and Maine.

			“Yes?” the man answered.

			“It’s Mr. Drake,” Bronsky said, using the name he’d given him.

			“I was just going to call you.”

			“With good news?”

			“I think so. L.A. was a bust. No one was using the lawyer’s place there. But Maine’s another story.”

			“Go on.”

			“His place is on an island and backs up to the water. The guy I sent up there went by it on a boat. He didn’t see your target, but he did see two people patrolling the grounds who looked like skilled security.”

			“That’s got to be where she is,” Bronsky said, certain of it.

			“As soon as you give the word, I can send my guy in to take care of her.”

			“By himself?”

			“He’s very good at what he does.”

			“Her security will be top-notch.”

			“Doesn’t matter. He can handle it. But if you’d feel more comfortable, I can send some backup. It’ll cost you, though.”

			“Money is not important,” Bronsky said. It actually was very important as he was getting low on his personal funds, but it would be worth it. And besides, once his superiors at the SVR learned what he’d done, he was sure they would be happy to reimburse the costs.

			“All right. I can have them up there by later tonight. They can do it while she’s sleeping.”

			“Not tonight,” Bronsky said.

			“Is there a problem I need to know about?”

			“I want to check the place out myself first. I can give your people the green light directly when I’m satisfied.”

			“You sure about that?”

			“I’m the one paying the bills, aren’t I?”

			“I wasn’t trying to argue with you. If that’s what you want, we’ll make it happen. My guy’s name is Andre Parker. I’ll text you his contact info.”

			

			

			Felicity’s phone rang.

			“Yes?” she answered.

			“Felicity, it’s James,” the current acting chief of MI6 said. “There’s been a development.”

			Since her funeral on Saturday, a small team of trusted MI6 agents had been keeping an eye on Gordon Pryce. Using a directional mic, they’d picked up his end of a phone conversation that had just occurred.

			During the call, Pryce had told his contact about Felicity’s trip to the airport on the day she had supposedly died. The CCTV footage he had found had originally been removed right after Felicity departed the country. Over the previous weekend, it had been restored so that Pryce might find it.

			“They didn’t tap in and hear the whole conversation?” she asked when he finished.

			“The caller was using a specialized app that scrambled the connection.”

			“That’s unfortunate.”

			“Quite.”

			“Perhaps Mr. Pryce himself can tell you who he was talking to and what was said.”

			“I thought you might say that. Call you back soon.”

			

			

			Gordon Pryce returned to his office in a daze from his conversation with Bronsky. How in the world was he supposed to find out where Dame Felicity was?

			He’d been lucky enough to figure out she’d left the country on the morning of the bombing. But he didn’t even know where to start searching for her current location.

			Needing to clear his mind, he tried focusing on the work he’d been doing prior to Bronsky’s call—reviewing transcripts of a phone conversation between diplomats from two nations on the U.K. watch list.

			Analyzing nuances and looking for subtext that revealed what the discussion was really about was the kind of work he loved.

			But try as he might, the words swirled on the page and made no sense at all.

			He was about to get up to fetch a cup of tea when his boss opened his door.

			“Sorry to disturb you, Gordon,” David Wills said. “But do you have a moment?”

			“Well, I’m kind of in the middle of—”

			Wills smiled. “I’m sure whatever it is can wait. This shouldn’t take long.”

			“If you insist.”

			“Thank you.”

			As was procedure, Pryce closed the file and signed off his computer before rising and following his boss down the hall.

			Instead of going to Wills’s office, Wills led him to the elevators and pressed the Down button.

			Pryce’s brow furrowed. “What’s this about?”

			“Not here,” Wills whispered.

			This was a reasonable reply, given the nature of the secrets they dealt with, but it didn’t ease Pryce’s confusion.

			The elevator arrived, and they stepped in. Wills pushed the button marked B3.

			Pryce had only been down to that level once in all his years at MI6, and that was when his first boss had been giving him a tour of the facility when he’d been hired. One half of the floor was split between weapons storage and an indoor firing range. The other half contained several “dead” rooms—rooms that were built to be as impervious to surveillance as they could be.

			It was one of these to which Pryce was led.

			When they stepped inside, Pryce nearly tripped over his own feet. On the other side of the rectangular table in the middle of the room sat James Hall, the acting chief of MI6. Pryce had never said more than hello to the man in all his years on the job.

			Hall smiled and stood. “Mr. Pryce, thank you for coming.” He motioned to the single chair across from him. “Please, have a seat.”

			A chill ran down Pryce’s back as he did as the acting chief instructed.

			“Thank you, Mr. Wills,” Hall said. “I think that will be all for now.”

			Wills shut the door on his way out, leaving Pryce and Hall alone.

			“So, Gordon.” Hall paused. “I can call you Gordon, can’t I?”

			“Yes, of course.”

			“Ah, good. Now, Gordon, I’m hoping you can help me with something.”

			“Happy to do whatever you need, sir.”

			“Excellent. Exactly the response I would expect.” The acting chief leaned forward conspiratorially. “It seems we have a mole.”

			Pryce tried to keep the panic off his face. “Mole, sir?”

			“Someone’s leaking information to persons unfriendly to us.”

			“That’s…”

			“Shocking?”

			“Yes, shocking.”

			“Couldn’t agree more. Finding this person has become top priority.”

			“As it should,” Pryce said.

			“Glad you agree. So, I can count on your help in doing so?”

			“Of course.”

			The knot in Pryce’s gut eased just a bit as he began to think that not only was he not under suspicion, but he was being asked to help find the mole. If he played it right, he could keep the hunt from ever veering in his direction.

			“Thank you, Gordon. I appreciate that.” The acting chief leaned back. “I’m sure with your help we can wrap this up in an efficient manner.”

			“Just tell me what you’d like me to do.”

			Hall smiled. “Very simple. Tell me who your contact is, and everything you’ve told him.”

			The blood drained from Pryce’s face. “I’m sorry?”

			“Let’s not play games, shall we? You passed on a conversation Stone Barrington had with someone, who you assumed was Dame Felicity, to whoever you are helping.”

			“Dame Felicity is d-d-dead,” Pryce said with no conviction.

			“Dame Felicity is very much alive. What she is not, however, is staying at Barrington’s house on Key West. Nor was she ever there.”

			“Oh, shit,” Pryce mumbled to himself.

			“Oh, shit, indeed.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 31
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			Felicity was sitting at the dining table in Stone’s Islesboro house with Carly and Jillian when her number two called back.

			“Hello, James,” she said.

			“I have news,” Hall said.

			“One moment.” She tapped her phone. “You’re on speaker. I have Miss Riggs and Miss Courtois from the CIA with me. I take it you met with Mr. Pryce.”

			“I did.”

			“And was he cooperative?”

			“Very much so.”

			“I’m glad to hear it. What did you learn?”

			“Several days ago, he was asked to find out if you were dead or not. Hence his attendance at your funeral.”

			“And the person doing the asking?”

			“Leonid Bronsky.”

			“Bronsky?” The last thing Felicity had heard about the Russian was that he’d been relegated to a low-level post at Russia’s Bulgarian embassy. “He’s the one trying to kill me?”

			“Pryce said that Bronsky didn’t tell him anything about the attempts on your life, only that he wanted to know if you were still breathing. So, I checked with several Russian sources.”

			“And?”

			“My understanding is that Bronsky has gone rogue. He seems to think that assassinating you will result in him being restored to his former rank within the SVR. I’m reliably informed that that will not happen.”

			“Your sources are being very forthcoming,” Felicity noted.

			“I received the strong impression that they want to distance themselves from Bronsky’s actions as much as possible.”

			“In case he succeeds?” Felicity said.

			“Those words were not spoken, but…”

			“Covering their asses,” Carly said.

			“Not sure I would have phrased it that way,” Hall said, “but yes. That is exactly what they are doing.”

			Felicity sighed. “They didn’t happen to tell you where we might find him, did they?”

			“I asked and was told they tracked him to Helsinki, but he’s since left for parts unknown.”

			“Do you know when they lost track of him?” Carly asked.

			“Sometime on Monday.”

			“So, he hasn’t been seen since before the incursion into Stone’s house on Key West?” Carly asked.

			“Correct,” Hall said.

			“He’s coming here,” Carly stated.

			Beside her, Jillian nodded. “I agree.”

			“To Maine?” Felicity asked.

			“Not here here.” Carly paused, thinking. “Actually, maybe. But what I meant was the States.”

			“Should we alert border control?” Jillian asked.

			“Do it,” Carly said. “But I’m betting he’s already in country.”

			Jillian began typing on her laptop.

			“What do you think the chances are that Bronsky will check Mr. Barrington’s other properties?” Hall asked.

			“High,” Carly, Jillian, and Felicity all said at the same time.

			“Felicity, perhaps you should relocate.”

			“I appreciate your concern, James. But our trap needs bait, and that would be me.”

			“I’ll call Lance and arrange for more security,” Carly said.

			Felicity nodded. “But keep it low profile. We don’t want to chase Bronsky off.”

			“It’s possible he has someone keeping an eye on you already,” Hall said.

			“I was thinking that, too,” Felicity said. She turned to Carly. “You know Ed Rawls, don’t you?”

			“I do.”

			“Call him. If anyone suspicious has been seen on the island, he’ll know about it.”

			“Should we let Stone know what’s going on?” Carly asked.

			Felicity thought for a moment. “Let’s not worry him until we have to.”

			“Understood.”

			“Anything else, James?” Felicity asked.

			“I think we’ve wrung everything important out of Pryce. But we’ll make sure he doesn’t get much sleep, and I’ll talk to him again in the morning. Just in case.”

			“Thank you, James.”

			“Please reconsider my suggestion about moving,” he said. “I would hate for you to die for real.”

			“Then it’s a good thing I have no plans of doing so.”

			“You are the most obstinate person I’ve ever met.”

			“I consider that high praise. Goodbye, James.” She hung up. “He’s right that things could get dangerous here soon. Perhaps you two should move into the main house. Can’t have you traipsing between here and the garage with a potential assassin about.”

			

			

			Dino was already at Patroon’s, waiting in the bar, when Stone arrived and took the chair beside him.

			“What happened to you today?” Dino asked.

			“What do you mean what happened to me?”

			“You went AWOL.”

			“AWOL would suggest I didn’t have permission to leave. I shouldn’t have to remind you that is not something I need.”

			“Well, you were away from the office all day.”

			“Are you keeping tabs on my movements?”

			“Not intentionally.”

			“I take it you talked to Joan.”

			“I called you, she answered.”

			“You could have called me on my cell, you know.”

			“She said you were busy.”

			“I was.”

			“So you wouldn’t have answered.”

			“Probably not.”

			“Which is why I didn’t call your cell.”

			“Makes sense.”

			“Are you going to tell me?”

			“Tell you what?”

			“What you were doing.”

			“Ah, that. Commander Choi and I were interviewing the other survivors from the Amanda Jae. Or at least, that was our intent. We ended up talking to only one person.”

			“The other ones gave you the cold shoulder?”

			“You could say that.”

			Stone filled him in on his and Choi’s day.

			“By the way,” Stone said when he finished. “The commander gave me the impression that she might be leaving the Coast Guard in a year.”

			“Then she should start thinking about her future now,” Dino said.

			“That’s what I told her. I bet you’ll be hearing from her in a month or two.”

			Dino raised his drink. “Here’s hoping.”

			They clinked glasses and drank.

			A hostess approached. “Mr. Barrington, Mr. Bacchetti, your table is ready.”

			As she guided them through the dining room, a familiar voice called, “Stone, Dino.”

			Bill Eggers was at a table with two men Stone didn’t recognize.

			Stone and Dino stopped and shook hands with Woodman & Weld’s managing partner.

			“Allow me to introduce Duncan Pierce and Rory MacCoy. Duncan, Rory, this is New York Police Commissioner Dino Bacchetti, and one of Woodman & Weld’s partners, Stone Barrington.”

			“We’ve heard of both of you,” Duncan said, his Scottish brogue heavy. He shook their hands. “What an honor.”

			Rory shook next. “Very pleased to meet you.”

			“Duncan and Rory are the ones we’re in talks with to run the new Edinburgh office,” Bill explained.

			“Right,” Stone said, remembering the names now. “How are you both finding New York?”

			“Exactly as I expected,” Rory said. “Fabulous. I brought my wife, and we’ve already seen three shows.”

			“I’ve been here many times,” Duncan said. “But I have never once not enjoyed my time here.”

			“Glad to hear it.”

			“By the way,” Bill said to Stone. “I passed on the information about the wreck to Terry Adams. He was very relieved to hear the news. He expects the suits to be dropped any day.”

			“Glad to hear it.” The mention of the suits triggered a thought in Stone’s mind. “Correct me if I’m mistaken, but didn’t you say that Whittaker had signed up some but not all of the families of those presumed dead for the potential wrongful death suit?”

			Bill nodded. “I believe that’s what Terry told me. Five out of six, or something like that.”

			“Would you mind finding out for me which family isn’t involved?”

			“Not at all.”

			“Thanks, Bill.” Stone nodded to Duncan and Rory. “We’ll leave you to your dinner. Enjoy the rest of your trip, gentlemen.”

			He and Dino followed the patiently waiting hostess to their table.

			“What’s going on with Felicity?” Dino asked.

			“Good question. I haven’t heard from her since we came back.”

			“After all the work we did, you’d think she’d keep you in the loop.”

			“We did? I don’t remember you roaming around with a button camera on your jacket.”

			“I was moral support.”

			“Is that what they call it these days?” Stone asked. “I was thinking about going back to Islesboro on Friday. Interested in joining me?”

			“I do have a full-time job, remember?”

			“Sometimes it’s easy to forget.”

			“There’s a ceremony at city hall Friday morning that the mayor insists I attend, but I should be able to break free after that.”

			“Wheels up at Teterboro at noon?”

			“Make it one, and I’m there.”

			“One it is.”
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			On Thursday morning, Bronsky left the InterContinental Hotel a little before eight a.m.

			Dressed in a utilitarian gray business suit, with black-framed glasses, a false mustache, a matching brown wig, and a black messenger bag swinging by his side, he looked like just another mid-level businessman on this way to his work.

			He proceeded to Penn Station, where he picked up a coffee and breakfast sandwich, then boarded the 9:02 train to Boston.

			When he arrived four hours later, he made a stop in one of the station’s restrooms. There, he discarded the suit, mustache, and wig, and changed into a faded blue T-shirt, gray jeans, and a Boston Red Sox hat.

			The messenger bag was reversible. He flipped it inside out so that it was now tan colored and had a flap that closed with a clasp rather than the previous zipper.

			He exited South Station onto Atlantic Avenue and found a car with an Uber logo in the window and a license plate number that matched the one he’d been given.

			“Mr. Weeks?” the driver asked through the open passenger-side window.

			“Yes,” Bronsky said. “You’re Frank?”

			“That’s me,” the driver said, then nodded toward the back seat. “Hop in.”

			Bronsky did so.

			Once they were underway, Frank—who had never worked a day for Uber in his life—said, “Settle in. We’ll be on the road for a while.”

			Bronsky grunted. He’d already been warned the drive could take up to five hours.

			If he had flown, he would have been in Maine already, but doing so would have put him at risk of being spotted and thrown into a holding room until the FBI came for him. While he thought that extremely unlikely, he knew it was best to be cautious.

			He leaned his head against the window, and before the car had even left the Boston area, he was asleep, his mind filled with dreams of his triumphant return to Moscow.

			

			

			After a breakfast meeting with a client on Thursday morning, Stone popped into the Woodman & Weld offices in the Seagram Building to pay Bill Eggers a visit.

			Bill’s door was ajar, and his assistant was nowhere to be seen, so Stone rapped on the jamb and stuck his head inside. “Got a moment?”

			Bill looked up. “Hello, Stone. I do, but not much more than that.”

			Stone approached Bill’s desk.

			“I just met with Randall Westley,” he said. “He’s ready to move all of Westley Dynamics’ business to us.”

			Randall Westley was the company’s CEO, founder, and chairman of the board. Westley Dynamics had started out making airplane parts for Boeing, before venturing into computer chips. The latter business had done so well that, a decade ago, the company had sold off its aeronautics division to concentrate on the chips. Two years earlier, they’d come out with one of the most advanced central processing units on the market, solidifying their position as an industry leader.

			“All of it?” Bill said, surprised.

			Stone nodded. “That’s what he told me. Apparently, they had a falling out with their former firm, Willard, Donovan & Cole.”

			Bill winced. “What kind of falling out?”

			“One involving a partner’s son, gross incompetence, and the unwillingness to take responsibility.”

			“Ouch! Please tell me Westley doesn’t want us to get involved in any suit against them.”

			“He does not. He was very clear that he wants to keep any actions the company takes against Willard separate from the day-to-day handling of the company’s business.”

			“Thank God for that. What are we looking at in fees?”

			“Last year they paid out over twenty million.”

			“Twenty?”

			“Randall said it will likely be more this year.”

			“We’re going to have to hire a few more attorneys.”

			“I’ll leave that to you.”

			Stone turned to go.

			“Wait,” Bill said. “I have something for you.”

			He grabbed a manila envelope off his desk and carried it to where Stone now stood.

			“Terry Adams sent over copies of everything he received from Cory Whittaker.”

			Stone took the envelope. “Thanks, Bill. And please let Terry know I appreciate it.”

			

			

			Stone waited until he returned to his Turtle Bay office to open the envelope.

			Inside was a letter and a copy of the lawsuit for pain and suffering. As Bill had told him at lunch on Friday, the plaintiffs of the lawsuit consisted of the three surviving crew members.

			At the top of the other document was the letterhead for the Law Offices of Cory Whittaker. In the letter, Whittaker wrote that his clients had no intention of settling for less than they deserved, which he determined to be twenty million dollars each. Next, he mentioned the wrongful death suit he planned to file on behalf of the families of the missing and presumed dead crew members.

			Attached to the letter was a handwritten note from Terry Adams.

			
				Bill mentioned you were curious about which family Whittaker isn’t yet repping for the potential wrongful death suit. I’ve been told by someone I trust it’s that of Samuel Jones, one of the stewards.

			

			Stone pulled up Whittaker’s website. It featured a picture of the lawyer grinning and holding up a stuffed bag with bundles of money sticking out. Just below Whittaker’s logo was the lawyer’s ubiquitous slogan: Get What You De$erve.

			Stone took a deep breath, then made the call.

			He was answered by an automated voice that directed him to push one if he’d been in an accident, two if he’d been a victim of unfair workplace practices, three if he’d suffered a different type of personal injury, and four for existing clients. There were no other options.

			He pressed four and was presented with another set of choices. Three minutes and several button pushes later, he finally reached a real person.

			“Cory Whittaker Attorneys-at-Law. This is Ann.”

			“My name is Stone Barrington. I’d like to speak to Mr. Whittaker, please.”

			“I’m sorry. Mr. Whittaker is unavailable. May I take a—”

			“Tell him I’m calling about the Amanda Jae incident. I’m sure he’ll want to talk to me.”

			“Can I have a callback number?” she asked, annoyed.

			“I’ll hold,” Stone said.

			“Sir, Mr. Whittaker is a very busy man. I highly doubt he’s going to drop everything to talk to you.”

			“Humor me.”

			She sighed. “What did you say your name was?”

			“Stone Barrington.”

			“One moment.”

			The “hold” music lasted less than half a minute before it cut out and a male voice said, “This is Cory Whittaker.”

			“Mr. Whittaker, Stone Barrington, Woodman & Weld,” Stone said.

			“I’m honored, Mr. Barrington. I’m a big fan. How can I help you?”

			“I’m calling about the Amanda Jae.”

			It sounded to Stone like Whittaker actually gasped.

			“Don’t tell me that you want to be named as one of the plaintiffs in my lawsuit?” Whittaker asked, barely containing his glee. “I can absolutely do that. The only reason I didn’t reach out to you earlier is I thought you might want to—”

			“Actually, my question concerns the wrongful death suit you intend to file.”

			“Oh,” Whittaker said, sounding both confused and disappointed. “What about it?”

			“It’s my understanding that Samuel Jones’s family is holding out.”

			Whittaker’s tone turned defensive. “Where did you hear that?”

			“Is my information wrong?”

			Whittaker was silent for several seconds before saying, “Why are you asking? Are you planning on finding them and getting in on the action yourself?”

			“No. That’s not the kind of law I practice.”

			“Phew. For a second there, I—” Whittaker stopped himself. “Wait, was that a dig at me?”

			“It was merely a statement of fact.”

			“Ah, okay,” Whittaker said, relieved. “Yeah, they haven’t signed on yet, but only because we haven’t been able to find anyone related to him.”

			“No one?”

			“No one.” Whittaker paused. “Listen, if you happen to have a lead on somebody who is, do me a favor and send them my way. I’ll pay you a finder’s fee.” He paused again. “Only if we win, of course.”

			“I’ll keep that in mind.”

			“Thanks. And in case you change your mind, I’m serious about adding you to the pain and suffering suit. Just say the word.”

			Stone considered mentioning that the Coast Guard would soon be raising the Amanda Jae, which would prove that M. Booth Yachts had nothing to do with the accident, but the lawyer would find that out soon enough.

			Instead, Stone just said, “Thank you for your time, Mr. Whittaker,” and hung up, feeling like he needed to take a shower.

			He called Trenton Sidney’s personal assistant, who was staying on until the estate was settled.

			“Kevin Larson,” the man said.

			“Kevin, it’s Stone Barrington.”

			“Oh, thank God.”

			That was not the reaction Stone had been expecting. “Is something wrong?”

			In a whisper, Kevin said, “Aaron’s here and demanding to be let into his father’s office.”

			“I see. Is he near enough that if you put me on speaker, he’ll hear me?”

			“Yes.”

			“Then please do so.”

			After a click, Kevin said, “You’re on speaker.”

			“Aaron?” Stone said.

			“Who is that?” Aaron said.

			Before Kevin could answer him, Stone said, “It’s Stone Barrington.”

			“What the hell do you want?”

			“To let you know that unless you leave immediately, the police will be called, and you will be forcibly removed from the premises.”

			Aaron snorted. “You can’t do that.”

			“I can and I will. You are not an employee of your father’s business and therefore have no reason to be there.”

			“This is my business now, and I can do whatever I want.”

			“You seem to have forgotten that as executor of your father’s will, it is my job to determine the distribution of his assets. And that has not happened yet.”

			“That’ll change when I have that sham of a will thrown out in court.”

			“Thank you for confirming my point.”

			“What?”

			“At this time, the will has not been thrown out, so until that highly unlikely event occurs, you have no say in your father’s business.”

			“That’s bullshit, and we both know it.”

			“Shall I call the police? Or will you show yourself out?”

			After several seconds, Aaron said, “I can’t wait to see your face when I win.”

			Stone heard something break, then receding heavy footsteps.

			When those faded away, Kevin said, “He’s gone.”

			“What was that crashing sound?”

			“He swept one of Mr. Sidney’s Tiffany vases onto the floor.”

			“I’ll send you contact info for a good friend I have at Sotheby’s. She can give you an up-to-date replacement cost. Then create a bill for that and your time cleaning up and send it to me. I’ll make sure Aaron gets it.”

			“Really?”

			“Of course. Actions have consequences.”

			“Oh, I like you, Mr. Barrington.”

			“Why, thank you, Kevin,” Stone said.

			“I just remembered you called me,” Kevin said, a bit embarrassed. “Is there something you need?”

			“As a matter of fact, there is.”

			Ten minutes later, an email arrived from Kevin, with a copy of Samuel Jones’s personnel file attached, which included a headshot of the steward.

			Stone recognized him immediately. Jones had served him multiple times during the voyage.

			Stone cocked his head as he recalled a memory of Jones bringing drinks to Trenton and him on the deck. Had that been on the night the boat went down? If so, it must have happened right before the other memory he’d had of him and Trenton.

			He tried to remember anything that would connect the two events, but whatever else happened remained elusive.

			He looked up Jones’s address. Instead of an apartment building like Stone expected, the address belonged to a mailbox business in Queens.

			He called Dino.

			“Yes,” Dino said.

			“Yes, what?” Stone asked.

			“I’m free for dinner.”

			“Good to know. I’m not.”

			“Then why did you call?”

			Stone told him about Whittaker’s failure to find any of Jones’s family.

			“You think he might be the pro?” Dino asked.

			“I have no idea, but he seems to be a better bet than anyone else at the moment.”

			“Do you have a picture?”

			“I do.”

			“Send it to me. I’ll run it through the FBI system and see if I get a hit.”

			“Thanks. I was hoping you’d say that.”

			“You can thank me by buying me dinner next time. That makes three you owe me.”

			“Three?”

			“The dinner you were supposed to buy me that you slept through. The dinner I brought you because you were sleeping. And now this.”

			“Do you write this stuff down?”

			“Am I wrong?”

			“I must have made up for at least one of them by now.”

			“Let me check.” After a pause, Dino said, “Nope. Not yet.”

			“You do have a list!”

			“Whether I do or don’t doesn’t absolve you from your obligations.”

			“Oh, all right. I’ll buy you dinner tomorrow night.”

			“We’ll be having Mary’s lobster in Maine tomorrow night.”

			“And who’s paying for the lobster?”

			“Hmmm. I suppose I can let you get away with that.”

			“How very kind of you.”

			“Send me the picture.”

			“Doing it now.”

			

			

			An hour later, Stone’s phone rang.

			“Dino on two,” Joan said.

			Stone switched lines. “Hi, Dino.”

			“You found your pro.”

			“You got a hit on the photo?”

			“I did. His real name is Andre Parker. He trained in explosives in the army. After he was discharged, he’s suspected of becoming a freelance hitman.”

			“Only suspected?”

			“He’s covered his tracks well enough that no one’s been able to pin anything to him. Until now, that is. If you hadn’t found a way to get a look at the wreck, what happened to the Amanda Jae would have been considered an accident, and no one would have checked the crew.”

			“I can’t imagine this guy would have gone down with the ship,” Stone says.

			“He didn’t.”

			“You seem very confident.”

			“Unless he has an identical twin that no one knows about, Parker was ticketed for running a red in Midtown, a week ago yesterday.”

			“Does that mean you know where he lives?”

			“It means we have the address he provided to the DMV.”

			“Let me guess. It’s for a mailbox rental place.”

			“Bingo.”

			“Queens?”

			“No, Brooklyn. Why did you think Queens?”

			Stone told him about the Queens address Parker had used for his Samuel Jones identity.

			“Same method, different borough.”

			“So, you have no idea where he is.”

			“I sent someone to keep an eye on the mailbox place, in case he shows up, but I doubt it’ll pay off. If I were Parker, I would have left the city for a couple months.”

			Stone frowned, thinking it was what he would have done, too. Then a thought hit him.

			“What day did you say he got the ticket?”

			“Wednesday last week.”

			“What time?”

			“Hold on.” After a few seconds, Dino said, “Three-fourteen p.m.”

			“And you said in happened in Midtown, right?”

			“Yes. Only a few blocks from your place, as a matter of fact.”

			“That was the same afternoon I held the reading of Trenton’s will.”

			“You think there’s a connection?”

			“I have no idea. But if he was working with one of the beneficiaries, it wouldn’t be out of the question that they’d meet after the reading.” Stone paused. “What if—”

			“They were caught on CCTV?” Dino finished.

			“It’s like you’re reading my mind.”

			“Don’t hold your breath. I’ll have someone check, but it’s a pretty large area.”

			“Thanks, Dino. I’ll buy you dinner on Saturday, too.”

			“Which Mary will also be making.”

			“Can’t get anything by you, can I?”
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			“Enjoy your stay, Mr. Humphrey,” the clerk at the Carlyle said as she passed Humphrey his key card.

			He thanked her and headed for the elevator.

			He hadn’t planned on being back in New York so soon but had returned because three of the college’s trustees were in the city and had asked him to dinner.

			As much as he would rather be doing anything else, he couldn’t afford to offend them and potentially draw unnecessary scrutiny. At least, not until after he’d fixed the mess he’d made with the college’s finances.

			Once he was in his suite, he confirmed the private dining room he’d reserved at Le Bernardin. His plan was to rest for an hour before getting ready, but his mind was spinning too much for him to sit still.

			Things were actually on track to work out just fine. The Sidney brothers had filed the suit to have the will thrown out. And when they inevitably lost, the college would receive half of Trenton’s estate.

			The best part was that even if they somehow won, and the previous will was put into effect, the college’s share would still be more than the paltry hundred million it was currently in line to receive.

			What was driving him crazy, though, was the waiting. The sooner the estate was settled, the sooner he could breathe again.

			His cell rang, the caller ID read: Aaron Sidney.

			“Hello, Aaron,” he answered. “How are you?”

			“Not happy,” Aaron said.

			“Did something happen?”

			“More like something didn’t happen.”

			“I don’t understand.”

			“I’m still waiting for the evidence you promised me.”

			“Ah, that. Don’t worry. I’ve been working on it as much as I can. I’m sure you understand it’s not something I can hand off to subordinates, and it would not help your cause if anyone else were to find out that I’m assisting you.”

			“I don’t see why that’s such a big deal. When I use your info to prove the will’s a fake, people are going to find out.”

			“That’s true. But if word gets out now, Barrington will do everything he can to suppress the evidence before you can use it.”

			“Huh. I hadn’t thought of that. I mean, I would have. I’m just juggling a lot of things.”

			“I have no doubt,” Humphrey lied.

			“How much longer is it going to take you?”

			“I should think a few more weeks should be enough.”

			When a fortnight had passed, Humphrey would then say he needed another, and he would keep saying the same until it was too late.

			“How are things on your end?” Humphrey asked.

			“Can you believe they were going to throw me out of my dad’s office?”

			“What are you talking about?”

			Aaron told him about Barrington’s threat to have him arrested, and how he had been the bigger man and had left on his own.

			“I’m sorry that happened to you,” Humphrey said when he was finished, thinking Aaron was an even bigger idiot than he’d thought. “Any movement on the suit?”

			“Ryan says Barrington should be filing a response soon.”

			“I’m curious as to what he’ll say.”

			“You and me both.” Aaron paused, then said, “Get me that proof.”

			“I will,” Humphrey said, but Aaron had already hung up.

			

			

			The sound of a car door shutting stirred Bronsky from his slumber.

			He sat up and realized he was alone in the sedan. He scanned the outside until he spotted his driver disappearing into what looked to be a small marina.

			Bronsky climbed out of the car and stretched, then searched for a sign that might tell him where he was.

			After seeing none, he checked his watch. It was a quarter past six p.m. He’d been out for hours. Not surprising, given he hadn’t had a good night’s sleep in days, thanks to Dame Felicity.

			Across the parking lot, his driver reappeared in the company of a man dressed in dark jeans and a black sweater. The new guy was older, maybe mid-forties, and looked fit.

			When they reached the car, the older man held out his hand and said, “Mr. Weeks, I’m Andre Parker.”

			They shook.

			“How was the trip?” Parker asked.

			“Unmemorable,” Bronsky said dismissively, waving at the town around them. “So, this is where she is?”

			“No. This is Camden. Dame Felicity’s at Barrington’s house on Islesboro.”

			“Why are we here and not there?”

			“Because there are only three ways to get to the island. By scheduled ferry, by airplane, or by private boat. The first two risk our presence being noted. Since that’s something I’m sure you’ll agree we should avoid, number three is the only option.”

			“You have secured a boat?”

			“I have.” He turned to the younger man. “Would you please grab Mr. Bronsky’s luggage?”

			“I’ll do it,” Bronsky said.

			He retrieved the messenger bag from the car.

			“Follow me,” Parker said.

			He led Bronsky and Frank to a thirty-foot motorboat that had a partially enclosed cabin to protect the driver from the elements.

			Parker gestured to a set of stairs leading down into the boat. “There’s a lounge below, if you’d like to be more comfortable.”

			“I’m fine here,” Bronsky said.

			Parker shrugged. “Suit yourself.” He glanced at Frank. “Get the ropes.”

			While Frank untied them from the dock, Parker fired up the engine. As soon as they were free, he steered them through the marina and out into the bay.

			It took a little more than twenty minutes to reach Islesboro. They then spent another fifteen following the coast, Parker keeping them five hundred yards from shore, before he held out a pair of binoculars to Bronsky and said, “It’s coming up.”

			Bronsky took the field glasses and started to move to the back of the boat where he’d have a clearer view.

			“No, look from in here,” Parker said. “There’s tint on the glass, so no one on shore will be able to see you.”

			Heeding the advice, Bronsky raised the glasses and looked across the water.

			“What am I looking for?” he asked.

			“Big house with a dock that has a Hinckley boat moored to it.”

			Bronsky didn’t know what a Hinckley boat looked like, but there was only one dock with a single vessel beside it. He said as much, then added, “But there are three houses close to it, not one.”

			“Main house, guest house, and a garage with what looks like guest quarters above it,” Parker said. “All Barrington’s place.”

			As Bronsky studied the property, he caught movement between the smaller buildings and the water. It took him a moment to realize it was a man dressed in dark clothes. He blended in well with the early evening shadows. When the man neared the dock, he stopped and lifted his own binoculars, appearing to train them directly on Bronsky.

			“Shit,” Bronsky said as he quickly lowered his glasses. “You’re sure they can’t see in here?”

			“Is one of them looking at us?” Parker asked. “Don’t worry. He didn’t see you.”

			“Security team?”

			Parker nodded.

			“Size?”

			“The most I’ve seen at one time is three. But I’m sure there are more inside.”

			“How big is your team?”

			“Six of us, including Frank and me.”

			“Is that enough?”

			“Enough? It’s overkill. I’ve handled more difficult situations than this alone. But Richter said you insisted I have help. Who am I to tell you how to spend your money?”

			Bronsky couldn’t tell if Parker was exaggerating or merely stating facts. The only thing that mattered was if the guy could get the job done, and according to Richter, there was no one better.

			After Barrington’s place fell out of sight, Parker guided them around the island to a vacation home he’d rented, which also had a dock.

			Soon they were off the boat and inside the house.

			“You can have the master bedroom,” Parker said. “It’s up the stairs and at the end of the hall.”

			Bronsky set his bag on the dining room table. “What is your plan?”

			“Right now? Grab a beer and get something to eat.”

			“And then?”

			Parker chuckled. “You aren’t a very patient man, are you, Mr. Weeks.”

			Bronsky’s eyes hardened. “Patient? I have more patience than anyone you’ve ever met. I’ve been waiting years for this moment.”

			Parker held up a placating hand. “Whoa there. Didn’t mean to push a button.”

			Bronsky stared at him. “Then don’t say useless things. What is the plan?”

			A hint of a smile tugged at the corner of Parker’s lips.

			“Tonight, we recon, and hopefully confirm that the target is present. Tomorrow night, there’s a storm that’s supposed to blow through here and last until morning. We use that for cover to get in close and take her out. How does that work for you?”

			Parker’s tone bordered on condescension, but Bronsky decided to let it pass. In a little more than a day, the job would be done, and his future secured.

			He took a deep breath, then said, “That works for me just fine.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 34

			
				[image: ]
			

			Stone was about to go upstairs to get ready for his dinner with Josie when Joan buzzed him.

			He tapped the Speaker button. “Whoever it is, tell them I’ll call them back tomorrow.”

			“Even if it’s Dino?”

			“Is it Dino?”

			“Why would I ask that if it wasn’t?”

			“Because that sounds like something you’d do.”

			“True, but it is Dino.”

			“Fine. I’ll take it.”

			“On one.”

			Stone switched lines. “Hi, Dino. I only have a few minutes.”

			“Hot date? Oh, wait, you don’t do that anymore.”

			“I never said I’m not dating anymore.”

			“Maybe not in so many words.”

			“Is there something you want? Or are you taking a page from Joan’s book and trying to antagonize me?”

			“Joan’s antagonizing you?” Dino asked.

			“You say that like it’s a new thing.”

			“If it helps, I’m not purposely trying to antagonize you this time.”

			“Marginally.”

			“Guess what my people found.”

			“If by people you mean everyone in the NYPD, I wouldn’t even hazard a guess.”

			“Not the whole force, just the subset I tasked with checking CCTV cameras for a particular part of the city, on a particular afternoon.”

			“Did you miss the part where I said I don’t have a lot of time?”

			“The non-date thing?”

			“Dino!”

			“I’m talking about CCTV footage taken on your street, a block away from your place, soon after your meeting about Trenton Sidney’s will.”

			Stone stilled. “Andre Parker?”

			Stone’s cell phone vibrated on his desk, with the arrival of a text, just as Dino said, “I sent you a picture.”

			Stone picked up his mobile and opened the message.

			The picture was of a sedan stopped in the right lane of Stone’s street. Andre Parker was clearly visible in the driver’s seat. Standing on the road next to the car’s passenger door was another man. Even though he was in profile and the image quality was less than stellar, Stone recognized him.

			“That’s Oliver Humphrey,” he said, stunned.

			“You’re positive?”

			“Absolutely.”

			“I was hoping you’d know who he was,” Dino said. “We hadn’t ID’d him yet.”

			“This doesn’t necessarily mean they were in cahoots. Maybe Parker was asking for directions.”

			A second text arrived. This one was a link.

			Stone clicked on it and was taken to a video of Humphrey’s and Parker’s interaction. At first, Humphrey looked surprised, then worried as if someone might see them together. Though there was no audio, it was clear they knew each other.

			“Well, shit,” Stone said when the video finished.

			“I take it you don’t think Parker was asking for directions now.”

			“I do not.”

			“Good, because I think we found the man who hired Parker.”

			Stone blew out a breath. “It didn’t even cross my mind that it would be Humphrey.”

			“You thought it would be one of the sons, didn’t you?”

			“One son specifically,” Stone said.

			“Do you want me to tell Commander Choi? Or shall I?”

			“You should keep it official and do it.”

			“Will do.”

			“Do you have any other earth-shattering news? Or can I go now?”

			“Enjoy whatever it is you’re not doing tonight.”

			“Goodbye, Dino.”

			

			

			Stone took Josie to the Modern, where she opted for the lamb and he the smoked sturgeon.

			“I wish I could stay longer,” she said.

			“Then stay.”

			She smiled. “If only it were that easy. I’m directing a TV show next week and have a script read-through at three p.m. tomorrow at Universal. So, I’ll be in the air before you even wake up in the morning.”

			“The curse of being in demand.”

			She raised her drink, and they clinked glasses.

			“When can you come back?” he asked.

			She raised an eyebrow. “Just like a man, making the woman do all the work. If I’m not mistaken, your son mentioned you have a house in L.A.”

			“At the Arrington Hotel. And I haven’t been there for a few months.”

			“Then perhaps it’s time for a visit.”

			“I think you might be onto something.”

			Stone’s phone vibrated, and he let the call go to voicemail. A few moments later, it began vibrating again.

			“Someone really wants to talk to you,” Josie said. “You should answer it.”

			“Sorry,” he said. Then he checked the screen and saw it was Dino. He pressed Accept. “Is this important?”

			“Only if you’re interested in tagging along while we nab Oliver Humphrey.”

			“Wouldn’t that be the Coast Guard’s responsibility?”

			“We’re lending an assist. Commander Choi will be with us. And Humphrey is in town, having dinner with three members of his college’s board of trustees.”

			“Where?”

			“At Le Bernardin.”

			“That’s only a few blocks from me.”

			“Where are you?”

			“The Modern.”

			“How nice for you.”

			“When is this happening?”

			“We’re on our way now. Can you be at Le Bernardin in fifteen minutes?”

			Stone’s eyes flicked to Josie. “Maybe.”

			“Then maybe I’ll see you there.”

			When Stone hung up, Josie said, “What was that all about?”

			“How would you like to witness the arrest of the person behind the Amanda Jae’s sinking?”

			Her eyes lit up. “Very much!”

			“It would mean skipping out on dinner.”

			“We can eat later.”

			Stone signaled to the waiter.
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			Humphrey smiled and nodded along as Carl Seacrest waxed on about his idea for a class focused on the history of maverick CEOs. Seacrest was the head of a farm equipment manufacturer out of Illinois and an Oliver Humphrey College trustee.

			“It could feature people like Henry Ford, Sam Walton, Steve Jobs, Bill Gates, and the like,” Seacrest said. “Men who are examples of what is possible.”

			“Let’s not forget to include you on that list,” Humphrey said.

			No one would consider Seacrest a maverick, as he’d been handed the reins of his company by his father, but Humphrey knew how to play the game. Which was also why he didn’t mention that the school already had a class exactly like what the man was describing.

			“I would never presume such a thing,” Seacrest said, clearly presuming exactly that.

			“I’ll bring it up at the next—”

			Someone rapped on the dining room door, cutting Humphrey off.

			He looked over his shoulder as the door opened, expecting it to be one of the waitstaff.

			Instead, a woman in some kind of military uniform peered in and said, “Sorry to interrupt. We’re looking for Oliver Humphrey.”

			Humphrey’s brow creased in confusion. “I’m Oliver Humphrey.”

			“Excellent.”

			She entered, followed by a man in a suit, four uniformed police officers, and most surprisingly of all Stone Barrington and a beautiful middle-aged woman who looked vaguely familiar.

			“Oliver, what’s going on?” Seacrest whispered.

			“I have no idea,” Humphrey whispered back.

			The voices shouting in his head begged to differ.

			He tried to mute them as best he could, knowing the idea that he had been connected to Trenton’s death was ridiculous.

			Plastering a smile on his face, he stood and said, “How can I help you?”

			“Mr. Humphrey, I’m Commander Choi of the U.S. Coast Guard, and this is Dino Bacchetti, police commissioner of the City of New York,” the woman said. “We’d like you to come down to One Police Plaza with us.”

			Or maybe not ridiculous. “Police Plaza? Um, why?”

			“There are some matters we believe you can help us clear up.”

			“Now is not a good time,” Humphrey said, grasping at any straw he could. “We’re in the middle of a meeting. I could come after we are done, if that works.”

			“The commander was doing you a kindness,” Bacchetti said. “But I’ll be a little more direct. You can either come with us willingly, or we can arrest you and escort you out. Your choice.”

			“Arrest him?” one of the other trustees asked. “On what charge?”

			“First-degree murder, conspiracy to commit said murder, criminal mischief regarding the destruction of the vessel upon which said murder took place…” Bacchetti paused. “Shall I go on?”

			“Murder?” Seacrest asked. “Who was murdered?”

			“Trenton Sidney.”

			The trustees stared at the commissioner for a moment before turning their collective gaze on Humphrey.

			“Oliver?” Seacrest asked.

			“It-it-it’s just a misunderstanding,” Humphrey stammered. “I’m not the one who killed Trenton. I would never do something like—” He cut himself off, realizing he’d already said too much.

			“I thought he died in a boating accident,” Seacrest said.

			“He did,” Humphrey said quickly.

			“You said you weren’t the one who killed him. That implies you know who did.”

			“I meant the accident killed him, of course,” Humphrey said, trying to laugh it off.

			“Mr. Humphrey,” Choi said. “The sooner we talk, the sooner we can clear up any ‘misunderstandings.’ ”

			Humphrey tried to swallow, but his throat had gone dry. “Sure,” he croaked. He turned back to his guests. “I apologize, but it appears we’ll have to reschedule.”

			The looks they gave him ranged from confusion to disgust, but none of them said a word as he was led out.

			

			

			Stone and Josie were ushered into a room where they could watch a camera feed from Humphrey’s interrogation. The college president sat on one side of the table in the room, with Dino and Commander Choi on the other.

			“I have no idea why you might think I’d be involved with Trenton’s passing,” Humphrey said, unprompted. “I was under the impression it was an unfortunate accident. But if someone’s responsible for it, it certainly isn’t me.” He paused. “And it’s horrible. Very horrible.”

			Choi examined the iPad she was holding, while Dino sat quietly beside her, neither of them acknowledging Humphrey’s words.

			“Seriously,” Humphrey pleaded. “Trenton was my friend, and a friend of the college. Why would I kill him?”

			After a few seconds of silence, Choi finally looked up and said, “Mr. Humphrey, tell us about your friend Andre Parker.”

			“P-P-Parker?”

			“Oh my God,” Josie said. “You can actually see the blood draining from his face.”

			In the room, Humphrey tried to recover from his mistake by saying, “Who is that?”

			“The man you hired to sink the Amanda Jae,” Dino said.

			Humphrey feigned indignation. “Me? I would never. I don’t even know who this Parker person is.”

			Choi turned her iPad so he could see the screen. On it was a still image from the CCTV footage of him talking to Parker right after Humphrey left Stone’s office.

			“You want to try that again?” she said.

			“I-I-I…”

			“In case you are unaware,” Dino said, “New York State does not have the death penalty.”

			Humphrey visibly relaxed.

			“Unfortunately for you, this crime occurred at sea, so it falls under federal jurisdiction, which does.”

			Humphrey opened his mouth as if he was going to say something, but nothing came out.

			“The more you cooperate, the more inclined we’ll be to put in a good word with the prosecution,” Choi said.

			“Of course, that all depends on who talks first,” Dino said.

			Humphrey blinked. “What do you mean?”

			“It means that if Parker tells us everything before you do,” Choi said, “you’re shit out of luck.”

			“You’re…you’re already talking to P-Parker?”

			“How do you think we knew about you?” Dino asked.

			Humphrey stared at nothing for several seconds, then his head drooped forward.

			“That’s not something you see every day,” Stone said. “You’re very lucky.”

			“What do you mean?” Josie asked.

			“You just witnessed the moment Mr. Humphrey broke.”

			In the interrogation room, Humphrey started to cry.

			

			

			Dino and Commander Choi joined Stone and Josie for a late dinner at Josie’s hotel.

			“I can’t thank both of you enough for your assistance,” Choi said to Stone and Dino. “Without it, I might never have figured out what happened.”

			“It might have taken a bit longer for you to piece it together, but you would have gotten there,” Stone said.

			“Stone’s right,” Dino said. “But don’t get too far ahead of yourself. The case isn’t wrapped up yet.”

			Choi nodded. “True.”

			It hadn’t taken long for Humphrey to tell Dino and Choi about how his financial mistakes had led to a scheme to cover the losses with the bequest from Trenton’s estate, and how a middleman named Richter had helped him hire Parker to carry it out in a way that would look like an accident.

			Unfortunately, Humphrey hadn’t been able to tell them where Parker was. They had only met in person twice. The first time was prior to the sinking of the Amanda Jae, and the second was on the street near Stone’s office.

			His only method of contacting the hitman was via an email address, which he’d relayed to Choi. All phone conversations had been initiated by Parker from a blocked number.

			This meant that Humphrey’s arrest had to be kept quiet, so Parker didn’t hear about it and disappear. Until that was settled, Humphrey was being kept under house arrest at a nearby hotel.

			“Have you thought any more about your post–Coast Guard career?” Stone asked the commander.

			Choi smirked. “Commissioner Bacchetti and I may have had a conversation along those lines.”

			“She has my number,” Dino said. “And I expect her to call it.”

			“I do, and I will.”

			After the meal was done and goodbyes were exchanged, Stone walked Josie to the elevators.

			“I suppose this is farewell for now,” she said as they waited in the elevator lobby.

			“Hopefully for not too long.”

			“I guess that’s up to you. But just in case you need an incentive…” She moved into him and kissed him softly on the lips.

			When they parted, Stone said, “The first thing I’m going to do when I get to my office in the morning is find time in my calendar for a trip out west.”

			“You do that.”

			The elevator dinged, and one set of doors opened.

			“I guess this is me,” she said.

			“Let this be the last time you go up alone.”

			“At the risk of repeating myself, I guess that’s up to you.”

			He kissed her again. “Safe travels.”

			She cupped his cheek, smiled, then stepped into the elevator.

			

			

			At the same time Stone was climbing into his Bentley to go back to Turtle Bay, Andre Parker was watching Stone’s Islesboro house through a pair of binoculars.

			When Parker had found out about Barrington’s connection to this job, he’d almost backed out. He’d interacted with the lawyer several times when he’d been masquerading as a steward on the Amanda Jae. But once he thought some more about it, he decided there was nothing to worry about.

			There was little chance they’d run into each other. And if they did, Parker would simply finish what should have happened to Barrington the night of the sinking.

			He’d been in the trees a couple hundred yards from Barrington’s house for more than an hour already and had identified two men and one woman patrolling the property, all dressed in black.

			He’d also caught glimpse of another woman in the house, walking past one of the windows. She couldn’t have been much older than thirty, however, so she wasn’t the target.

			He was beginning to wonder if his client’s information was bad, and Dame Felicity wasn’t there at all. The Russian was kind of a dick, so it would serve him right.

			He trained his binoculars on the house again.

			Through one of the windows, he could see two women talking to each other in what he was pretty sure was a hallway. One was the young woman he’d seen earlier.

			The other was Dame Felicity Devonshire.

			So the information hadn’t been bad after all.

			If Parker had a sniper rifle, he could have taken care of the job right then and there. But all he had was a silenced pistol that was useless from this distance.

			Tomorrow night would be soon enough.

			He gave the house another glance, then quietly made his way back to his vehicle.
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			Friday, Teterboro Airport, early afternoon.

			Stone had just completed the preflight check on his G-500 jet when Dino climbed on board for their trip to Maine.

			“No Faith?” Dino asked.

			“I gave her the weekend off,” Stone said. “You can take the copilot’s seat, unless you want to sit in the back alone.”

			Dino slid into the right-hand seat, and Stone radioed the tower and was told to proceed to runway 19.

			Once they were in position and awaiting permission to take off, Dino said, “At least we have good weather.”

			“About that.”

			“What?”

			“Did I mention the tropical storm that’s headed for Maine?”

			“I believe you forgot that detail.”

			“It shouldn’t be that bad. It’s supposed to come through overnight and be gone in the morning.”

			“We’re not flying into it?”

			“Only if it speeds up.”

			“That’s not the no I was hoping for. I’d like to officially reconsider my decision to join you this weekend.”

			Over the radio, the tower gave Stone clearance to take off.

			“Sorry,” Stone said as he increased the thrust. “I can’t hear you.”

			He released the brakes and sent them speeding down the runway.

			

			

			In Rockport, they switched to Stone’s Cessna for the short hop to Islesboro.

			By the time they were coming in for a landing, gray clouds covered most of the sky and the wind was starting to pick up.

			“You might want to hold on,” Stone said.

			“I thought you said the storm wasn’t due until tonight,” Dino said, grabbing a nearby handle.

			“Did I?”

			The Cessna rocked as it approached the runway. Just before the wheels were about to touch the ground, a gust lifted it several feet before relenting.

			With a bump, they hit the runway and rolled until they were slow enough for Stone to taxi the plane to the apron.

			“Let’s not do that again,” Dino said, looking a few shades whiter than normal.

			“No promises.”

			Seth was waiting for them as usual, and with his help, they tied down the Cessna to prevent the winds from blowing it around.

			The rain started the moment they left the airport, spattering the station wagon’s windshield with a few drops at first then turning into a constant downpour by the time they reached the gate to Stone’s property.

			As they drove through, a man wearing a hooded black raincoat and with a rifle in hand stepped out from cover and signaled them to stop.

			“This is new,” Dino said.

			“Lance’s doing, I assume,” Stone said.

			“They’ve been here pretty much since you left last time,” Seth said.

			He rolled down his window a few inches, to avoid letting in too much rain, and the man leaned down and looked inside.

			He nodded to Stone and Dino, then said to Seth, “Luggage?”

			“In the back.”

			“I need to check it.”

			Seth hopped out and opened the back of the station wagon. The man ran a wand over the bags, then said loud enough for Stone and Dino to hear him over the rain, “I need to look inside them.”

			“Is that really necessary?” Stone asked.

			“It is if you want to go to the house.”

			“But it’s my house.”

			“I don’t make the rules, sir. I just enforce them.”

			“Let the man with the gun do what he wants,” Dino said.

			Stone grimaced. “Oh, all right. Go ahead.”

			A couple minutes later, the man in black said, “You’re good to go.”

			“Gee, thanks,” Stone grumbled as Seth shut the back.

			“Stop grumbling,” Dino said.

			“I’m not grumbling.”

			“Then what would you call it?”

			“Quietly expressing my annoyance?”

			“Not as quietly as you think.”

			Seth got back behind the wheel and drove them the rest of the way to the house.

			Inside, they found Felicity, Carly, and Jillian sitting at the dining table.

			“What a nice surprise,” Felicity said, upon seeing them.

			“Have any of you moved from there since we were here last?” Stone asked.

			“What a ridiculous question,” Carly said. “Of course we have.”

			Stone stopped himself from telling her he wasn’t being serious, and instead said, “Sorry, Carly. You’re right.”

			“I know I am.”

			Felicity stood, walked over, and then gave each a hug. “How long are you staying?”

			“Until Sunday, unless that’s a problem,” Stone said.

			“Not at all. Glad to have you.”

			Stone glanced at Dino. “Why do I feel like I’m a guest in my own house?”

			“Don’t ask me,” Dino said. “I always feel like a guest here.”

			“I suppose this means Jillian and I have to move,” Carly said.

			“Move from where?” Stone asked.

			“Your room.”

			“You’re staying in my room?”

			“You weren’t using it,” she said. “Or we could stay, and you and Dino could share a room.”

			“That’s a hard no from me,” Dino said.

			“Me, too,” Stone agreed.

			“Fine,” Carly said. “We’ll figure it out.”

			“I think I need a drink,” Stone said.

			“You read my mind,” Dino said.

			“Felicity?”

			“Why not?” she said.

			They walked over to the bar, where Stone poured Felicity and Dino glasses of Johnnie Walker Blue Label and a Knob Creek for himself.

			After they’d taken sips, Dino asked Felicity, “How goes the search for your killer?”

			“Very good. Thanks to Stone’s help in identifying our mole, we have a name now.”

			“That’s great news,” Stone said. “Anyone we know?”

			“As a matter of fact, he is.”

			Stone furrowed his brow, surprised. “Really? Who?”

			“Leonid Bronsky.”

			“Never heard of him,” Dino said.

			“The name sounds familiar,” Stone said, cocking his head. “Isn’t he the head of Russian intelligence in London?”

			“Former head. He was demoted, thanks to the two of us.”

			“If I’d known that, I would have sent him a condolence card.”

			“I doubt it would have been received well.”

			“So, Russian intelligence decided to send him after you again?”

			“Actually, the SVR denies any involvement in his actions.”

			“Did you expect them to admit it?” Dino asked.

			“Of course not, but I believe them this time. Russia is dealing with enough issues already. Killing the head of MI6 would do them no favors.”

			“That means Bronsky’s acting on his own?” Stone said.

			“Hell hath no fury like an intelligence officer burned,” Felicity said. “Word is, he thinks my death is his ticket back into the SVR’s good graces.”

			“Is he right?”

			“Only if he means spending the rest of his days in a gulag.”

			“Do the Russians even have gulags anymore?” Dino asked.

			“Maybe not in name. But…”

			“Does he know you’re still alive?” Stone asked.

			“Since he sent a hit team to kill me at your place in Key West, I would say that’s a yes,” Felicity said.

			Stone blinked. “And when were you going to tell me this?”

			“Don’t get your knickers in a twist. No damage was done. There’s video of them breaking in if you want proof.”

			“Video?”

			“Courtesy of Lance’s people wiring for picture and sound. I’m told the equipment has since been removed.”

			Stone took another drink, then said to Dino, “Remind me to send Bob Cantor to Key West to make sure.”

			Dino nodded. “Good idea.” To Felicity, he then said, “Any idea where Bronsky is?”

			“Idea, yes. But no proof.”

			“He’s either in the vicinity of the Arrington in Los Angeles or here,” Carly said from the table.

			Stone looked at her, then back at Felicity. “Here here? As in Islesboro?”

			“Or close by,” Jillian said.

			Before Stone could say anything, his phone began vibrating.

			“Are you going to get that?” Felicity asked, glancing at his pocket.

			He pulled the cell out, saw Ed Rawls’s name on his screen, and answered, “Can I call you back?”

			“Something you need to know,” Ed Rawls said.

			“What’s that?”

			“If you have plans on coming to Maine this weekend, you should reschedule.”

			“Because someone is trying to kill Felicity?”

			Ed was silent for a moment. “You’re here already, aren’t you?”

			“Freshly arrived.”

			“You might want to think about freshly departing.”

			“I don’t know if you’ve looked outside, Ed, but I don’t think I’ll be doing any more flying today.”

			“I suppose you’re right. It’s too late to catch the ferry, so I guess you’ll have to hunker down. My advice, don’t open the door no matter who it is.”

			“I’ll pass that along.”

			Stone hung up.

			“Ed Rawls?” Dino asked.

			Stone nodded. “He wanted to warn me about coming here this weekend.”

			“Impeccable timing.”

			“I’ll say.”

			“What’s there to worry about?” Felicity asked. “Lance’s people have the area locked down, and the house is impenetrable. There’s not a safer place on the island.”

			“And don’t forget,” Carly said, “Bronsky could be in L.A.”

			“What do you think the odds of that are?” Stone asked.

			Carly pondered the question, then said, “One in five.”

			“If that’s supposed to make me feel better, it’s not working.”

			She shrugged. “I’m just providing information.”

			Stone tipped back the rest of his Knob Creek and wondered if he should try flying out after all.
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			Parker looked around at the team. “Any questions?”

			Everyone shook their heads.

			Unsurprisingly, the men Richter had sent him were all seasoned pros and had understood the plan the first time through.

			“Good.” Parker checked his watch. “It’s a quarter after eight. Be ready to head out in an hour.”

			The meeting broke up, the only person remaining behind being the client.

			“You have a question, Mr. Weeks?” Parker asked.

			“No questions, but I want you to know I’m coming with you.”

			“That’s not a good idea.”

			“Good idea or not, I’m coming.”

			Parker took a deep breath. “I don’t mean any disrespect, but I don’t need you tagging along and getting in the way. We’re the pros. Leave this to us.”

			The client smiled. “I understand your concern, and if I were you, I’d have said the same. The last thing you need is an amateur screwing everything up.”

			“I’m glad we agree.”

			“The thing is, I am not an amateur.”

			Parker looked him up and down. “Be that what it may, you’re not coming.”

			The client jutted a chin at Parker’s shoulder holster. “Draw your gun on me.”

			“What?”

			“Humor me.”

			Parker snorted. “I’m not going to draw on you.”

			“Do it.”

			Parker sighed, then quickly grabbed his gun to point it at the client’s head.

			Before the barrel came to rest, the weapon was wrenched from his grasp and pointed back at him. No one had ever done that to Parker before.

			Trying to hide how impressed he was, he said, “Okay, so you have a skill. That doesn’t mean you won’t get in our way.”

			“My decades in the SVR say differently.”

			Parker’s eyes narrowed. “You’re SVR?”

			“I am.”

			“Prove it.”

			“You expect me to be carrying around some kind of identification card or letter of recommendation? That’s not how being a spy works.”

			“So, I’m just supposed to believe you?”

			“How about this? I will double your fee.”

			Parker scrutinized him. “And if I think you’re dragging us down, you go back to the vehicle.”

			“But only if I’m a real problem, not something you’ve made up.”

			Parker considered it, then nodded. “Deal.”

			

			

			An hour later, the team reassembled, everyone now clothed in black, with matching rain gear.

			Parker passed out radios. After each man had donned their earpiece and performed radio checks, they made their way to the cargo van out front.

			The rain that had started that afternoon had yet to show any signs of letting up. Many of the puddles alongside the road had grown large enough to bleed onto the asphalt, forcing the van to swerve around them where it could and to slow where it couldn’t.

			Approximately a mile and a half from Barrington’s property, the van turned down the driveway of a house that Parker had earlier determined was unoccupied.

			After everyone exited, Parker directed them down a path through the woods, then waited for his client, who was bringing up the rear.

			“If you can’t keep up, come back here,” he said. “Don’t try to find us.”

			“Don’t worry about me,” the client said.

			“I wouldn’t have to if you’d stayed behind.”

			“Then I guess, do worry about me,” the client told him and headed after the others.

			With a grimace, Parker followed.

			

			

			Ed Rawls was in his kitchen, finishing off the blackened salmon he’d made for dinner when one of his perimeter alarms went off.

			He shot out of his chair and hurried into his study. On his computer monitor were feeds from several of the cameras he had covering his property. At the moment, one of the feeds was highlighted by a strobing red box, indicating that an alarm had been triggered.

			Ed saw nothing in the live feed that could have set off the alert, so he rewound the footage to the minute prior and let it play.

			For the first ten seconds, all was still. Then at the far reaches of the image, a blobby-looking figure moved on-screen from the right, then off on the left, followed by another, and another. By the time the procession had finished, seven blobs had passed through.

			While it was possible it had been a small herd of the white-tailed deer that lived on the island, Ed had little doubt it had been a group of men. And they were heading in the direction of Stone’s house.

			He called Stone’s cell, and after four rings was sent to voicemail.

			“It’s Ed. Trouble coming your way. Seven men, maybe more I didn’t see. I’ll be on their flank.”

			He tried Stone’s landline, but when no one picked up after three rings, he hung up and hurried to his weapons closet.

			He grabbed his favorite hunting knife, a pistol with an attached silencer, and a shotgun, then headed out into the storm.

			

			

			Parker and his team paused just inside the woods at the edge of Stone’s property.

			He retrieved his thermal-imaging monocular and scanned the area, immediately spotting the heat signatures of two men between him and the main house. One was huddled against the side of the building, using the eaves to protect himself from the rain. The other was patrolling along the shoreline between the woods and the dock, moving away from Parker and his men.

			A bit more hunting around and he found another person stationed at the driveway entrance to the property. A fourth showed himself briefly, on the other side of the house near the garage.

			Parker whispered instructions to each member of his team. After the last was handed out, he nodded and the men dispersed, leaving him alone with the client.

			He could sense that the Russian wanted to ask him what was going on, but to his credit, the man remained silent.

			Several minutes passed before his men began checking in one by one. When the last was in position, Parker scanned the property again. All was as it had been.

			He clicked on his mic, then whispered, “Go.”
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			Twenty minutes earlier, Seth and his wife, Mary, entered the dining room to clear away the dishes.

			“Superb as always,” Stone said.

			He, Dino, Felicity, Carly, and Jillian had just finished a late dinner of lobster tail and roasted garlic potatoes that Mary had prepared.

			“Don’t get up just yet,” Seth said. “Mary’s made something special for dessert.”

			“I wouldn’t dream of moving,” Stone said.

			Dino patted his stomach. “I don’t think I can move.”

			Seth and Mary disappeared into the kitchen with the empty dishes and returned a few moments later with plates of Mary’s famous apple tarts and homemade vanilla ice cream.

			As they started to hand them out, the phone began to ring.

			“I’ll get it,” Seth told his wife.

			He set the dishes he’d been carrying on the sideboard and headed back to the kitchen. But before he even reached the door, the ringing stopped.

			“If it’s important, they’ll call back,” Mary said.

			He shrugged and returned to help his wife.

			The dessert was as good as promised. After everyone was full and satisfied, Stone, Dino, and Felicity moved to the living room, while Carly and Jillian put their computers back onto the dining table and resumed working.

			“I believe I have a bottle of Quinta do Noval Nacional, if anyone is interested,” Stone offered.

			“What year?” Felicity asked.

			“Nineteen eighty-five.”

			“Eighty-five? It would be a crime to say no.”

			“Dino?” Stone asked.

			“I wasn’t planning on saying no, no matter which year it was from,” Dino said.

			Stone retrieved the bottle, then poured glasses for each of them.

			“To you, Felicity,” Stone said, raising his glass. “And to the hope that your resurrection comes sooner rather than later.”

			“Please let it be so,” she said, then clinked her glass against his and Dino’s.

			They drank.

			“Any idea of how much longer you’ll have to stay here?” Dino asked.

			Before Felicity could answer, the lights cut out, the only illumination coming from Carly’s and Jillian’s laptops.

			Everyone fell silent, the only sound that of the drumming rain.

			“The storm must have knocked down the power lines,” Stone finally said. “The generator should kick in soon.”

			Several seconds passed without the lights turning back on.

			“I’m curious what your definition of ‘soon’ is,” Dino said.

			“Not this long,” Stone admitted. “Seth?”

			Seth entered from the kitchen. “Yes, Mr. Barrington?”

			“Is there a problem with the generator?”

			“Worked fine when I tested it last. Not sure why it hasn’t come on yet. I’ll go out and check.”

			“That’s not necessary, Seth,” Felicity said. “We have people outside who can do that. Carly?”

			Carly grabbed the radio lying next to her computer and held it up. “Base to Alpha.”

			“I’ll be in the kitchen, helping Mary clean up, if you need anything else,” Seth said.

			“Thank you,” Stone said. “And thank Mary again for the delicious meal.”

			Carly pushed the Talk button on the radio again. “Base to Alpha.”

			As before, there was no response.

			She activated the mic for a third time. “Can anyone hear me?”

			Still nothing.

			“Why do I have the sudden urge to have a gun in my hand?” Dino asked.

			Stone felt the same. “Follow me.”

			He hurried into his cousin Dick’s secret office, where his gun safe was located. Inside lay a pair of shotguns, a .308 Winchester rifle, and several handguns, including a custom-made Terry Tussey .45. Stone had amassed the small arsenal after the house had come under attack several times.

			“I’ll take a shotgun and a Glock,” Dino said.

			Stone handed him the weapons, then took the other shotgun for himself and the .45 with its Mitch Rosen holster, which he attached to his belt.

			When they returned to the living room, the space was darker than before, as Carly and Jillian had closed their computers.

			They, along with Felicity, were gathered near the fireplace, each armed with pistols.

			“Still no response?” Stone asked.

			“No,” Carly said.

			“Dino, it appears we have an answer to your earlier question about how long my situation is going to last,” Felicity said.

			“I would have preferred it to have lasted until after we left the island,” Dino said.

			“And have you miss out on all the fun?”

			From the kitchen came the sound of dishes being stacked.

			Stone scooted quickly to the kitchen door. “Seth, Mary, I think it might be a good idea for the two of you to wait in the office for a bit.”

			The office was the safest room in the house and had the advantage of having a hidden door, which would prevent anyone unaware of its existence from finding it.

			“Not a normal blackout, then?” Mary asked.

			“I don’t think so.”

			“Can’t be helped, I guess.”

			She wiped her hands off on a towel, removed her apron, then calmly exited the kitchen along with Seth. This was not the first time they’d been at the house when it had come under threat.

			Stone returned to the others. “Now what?”

			“You still have your Winchester?” Carly asked.

			“In the gun safe.”

			“It has a scope, right?”

			Stone nodded. “Attached.”

			“Give it to me. I’ll go up into the attic.”

			“The attic?” he said, surprised. He hadn’t been there since not long after he took possession of the house.

			“It has air vents I can use to shoot from.” She glanced at Jillian. “Where’s your radio?”

			“In the bedroom,” Jillian said.

			“I’ll grab it on my way up and let you know what I see.”

			Stone frowned. “Are you sure you should do this?”

			“You wouldn’t ask that if you’d seen my scores from sniper training at the Farm.”

			“Don’t tell me. You ranked first.”

			“If I can’t tell you, what fun is it?”

			With a scoff, Stone said, “Come on,” and led her to the office.
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			Per the plan, Parker’s men took out the four exterior guards first, then split into two groups. A pair of men made their way quickly to the generator, while the remaining three, which included Frank, headed to the power line pole at the far end of Barrington’s property.

			As the first group disabled the emergency power system, the second used a portable hydraulic cable cutter to chop through the power cable. On a normal night, the noise the device made would have been enough to draw attention, but the roaring downpour provided the perfect cover.

			“Power severed,” Frank radioed.

			This was old news. Parker had watched the lights at the house cut out moments earlier.

			He toggled on his mic. “Generator?”

			“Permanently offline,” another voice reported.

			“Proceed.”

			Parker could just about make out the shadowy shapes of the men who’d handled the generator heading to the garage. Their new task was to search the building and eliminate anyone inside.

			The three who’d dealt with the power line were out of sight, heading toward the guesthouse to do the same.

			Once the teams finished, they were to meet Parker at the back of the main house.

			Glancing at the Russian, he said, “Stay close,” and exited the trees in a crouch.

			

			

			By the time Ed reached the place where he’d spotted the men, the rain had already obliterated most of their tracks.

			He followed the remaining traces for a couple hundred yards before they vanished completely. Still, it was enough to confirm they were indeed heading toward Stone’s place.

			He decided to take a path that would put him closer to the front of the property, hoping from there he’d be able to see where the others had gone.

			He picked his way carefully through the woods, keeping each step as quiet as possible. He’d be little help if the intruders realized he was behind them.

			Finally, he caught sight of light coming from Stone’s house ahead. Before he made it another ten steps, however, the house went dark.

			He cursed under his breath, sure that the power outage wasn’t the storm’s doing.

			He sacrificed a bit of stealth and picked up his pace, not stopping until he reached the edge of the open area surrounding the property.

			He scanned Stone’s property. Not a soul in sight.

			That was a problem. He should have seen at least one or two members of the CIA team that had been on watch since shortly after Felicity’s arrival.

			What Ed did see was the open side door to the garage.

			If he’d been the one planning a raid on Stone’s house, the first thing he’d do was check for potential hostiles in the guest house and garage apartment.

			Staying low, he moved along the stone wall at the front of the property, getting closer to the garage.

			When he reached the front gate, he came to a quick stop.

			Lying in a puddle beside the driveway was the body of a CIA guard. He crouched beside the man to check for a pulse but realized there was no need. The man’s throat had been slashed, and his eyes stared blankly at the cloudy night sky.

			Ed shut the man’s eyelids, then continued along the fence until he was as close to the garage as he could get. He checked around again to make sure he wasn’t being watched, then he sprinted to the back of the building.

			No shots rang out, which he took for a good sign.

			He peeked around the corner. The open door was ten feet away. He moved to the jamb and, after hearing nothing from the other side, slipped through the doorway.

			The entryway was a small room with stairs on the left, leading up to the apartment, and a door to the right to the garage proper.

			He took the stairs, moving as fast and silently as he could. At the top was the door to the apartment. It was closed but unlocked.

			After he eased it open, he could hear movement somewhere on the other side. He made his way through the small living room and into the hall from where the noise had come.

			There were only three doors—two for bedrooms and one for a bathroom. All three were open.

			A hushed whisper came from the farthest bedroom.

			Ed checked the other two rooms as he passed. Both were empty.

			He carefully laid his shotgun on the floor beside the final doorway, then raised his pistol and stepped into the room.

			The room had two beds. One was empty, and on the other was a man who looked to be asleep. Standing beside the bed were two men, one of whom was pointing a gun at the sleeping man’s head.

			Knowing he could not waste a second, Ed pulled his trigger. The bullet struck the man in the shoulder at the same moment he pulled his own trigger, causing his shot to hit the headboard instead of his intended victim.

			Though both shots had passed through silencers, there was still enough noise that the CIA agent’s eyes fluttered open. Before he could react, the injured man tumbled onto him.

			The other intruder whipped around and ducked just as Ed sent a shot flying at him. The bullet missed him by mere inches, and before Ed could fire again, the man slammed his shoulder into Ed, knocking him out of the way. He then disappeared into the hallway.

			Ed caught himself against the wall but remained on his feet. As he turned back around, he saw the CIA agent struggling with his would-be shooter on the bed.

			Ed rushed over and whacked the side of his gun against the man’s temple. The first hit dazed the attacker. The second knocked him out.

			“Are you all right?” he asked the agent.

			“Yes, I think so. You’re Ed Rawls, aren’t you? The director briefed us that we might run into you.”

			Ed nodded, and a rifle shot cut through the storm.

			“What’s going on?” the agent asked.

			Ed was already at the door. He paused just long enough to say, “That threat they brought you here to watch out for, that’s what.”

			He raced through the apartment to the stairs.

			

			

			The first thing Carly noticed after she’d knocked out the wall vent in the attic was the open door to the garage.

			She shouldered the rifle and trained the scope on the entrance. She detected no movement inside the darkened doorway, so she wasn’t sure if whoever had opened it was still inside or not. But she was positive about one thing: none of her CIA colleagues would have left the door that way.

			She started sweeping the area with the scope. As she neared the front edge of Stone’s property, a figure broke from the wall and hurried toward the garage.

			She almost pulled the trigger, but there was something familiar about him.

			The person reached the garage and pressed against the wall, just short of the doorway.

			She sucked in a surprised breath and lifted her finger off the trigger.

			It was Ed Rawls.

			She didn’t bother wondering how he had come to be here. The important thing was that he was, and that meant he was here to help.

			After he slipped inside, she watched the doorway for a few more seconds, then began scanning the property again.

			She should have seen at least one member from her team, but they were nowhere.

			She returned her attention to the garage and had her crosshairs on the open doorway when the dark shape of a person paused on the threshold.

			It was a man holding a gun. The silhouette was wrong for Ed, nor did it match that of any of the CIA security team.

			He did a quick scan, then stepped outside. Not only did he have a pistol, but he also had an automatic rifle strapped to his shoulder.

			Whoever he was, he was bad news.

			Carly took a breath, let half out, then squeezed the trigger.

			The boom of the unsilenced rifle thundered in the attic.

			Down by the garage, her target dropped to the ground, clutching his hip.

			She grimaced. Her aim had been a little low and to the left, apparently.
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			The sound of the rifle caught Stone and the others in the living room by surprise.

			Felicity grabbed the radio and pressed the Talk button. “Carly, was that you?”

			“Yes,” Carly said. “Neutralized an armed subject who just exited the garage.”

			“Are you sure they weren’t one of ours?”

			“One hundred percent.”

			“Okay, good. Was he alone?”

			“Appears to be.”

			“There must be others nearby.”

			“He’s the only unfriendly I’ve seen so far.”

			“All right. Let us know if that changes.”

			“I did see one other person, though.”

			Stone and Felicity exchanged confused looks, then Felicity said into the radio, “Who?”

			“Ed Rawls. He went into the garage about a minute before the other guy came out.”

			“May I?” Stone said to Felicity, motioning to the radio.

			She gave it to him.

			“Carly, where’s Ed now?” he asked.

			“Still inside.”

			“Do you think the other guy killed him?”

			“How would I know? I’m not in the garage.” She paused for a second, then said, “Oh, I guess I do know. He’s at the garage door now.”

			“Who is? Ed or the other guy?”

			“Ed.”

			“Is he hurt?”

			“Doesn’t appear to be.”

			The rifle boomed again, twice this time, in quick succession.

			“Don’t shoot him!” Stone said.

			“Why would I shoot him?” Carly asked. “I shot into the ground next to the guy I did shoot, so Ed would notice him, and also know I’m on his side.”

			“And you think he’ll get all of that from a pair of gunshots?”

			“Given that he just waved at me and is now disarming the guy on the ground, I’d say yes.”

			“Oh, then good work.”

			Felicity grimaced and took back the radio. “Carly, we really need to know if there are others, and where they are.”

			“There are a couple other vents up here, but they aren’t as easy to get to. Let me see what I—” She paused. “FYI, Ed’s headed to the front door.”

			Stone and Dino shared a look, then moved to the entrance.

			Several seconds later, there was a light tap on the door. Dino aimed his shotgun at the entrance, then Stone quietly undid the lock and pulled the door open.

			Dino lowered his weapon as Ed stepped inside, holding a couple pistols, an automatic rifle, and a shotgun.

			Ed handed Stone the automatic and one of the pistols.

			“Gee, Ed,” Stone said. “You shouldn’t have.”

			“I’m guessing you didn’t get my message,” Ed said.

			“Message?” Stone asked.

			“On your cell, warning that a strike team was heading your way.”

			“I, um, left it upstairs. You could have called the landline.”

			“I did call the landline. No one answered.”

			“That was you? You could have waited longer.”

			“I decided following the people who want to kill you was a better use of my time.”

			“Can’t fault that logic,” Dino said.

			“To be clear,” Stone said, “it’s Felicity they probably want to kill.”

			“True,” Ed said. “You’d just be collateral damage.”

			“Well, when you put it that way…”

			Felicity joined them. “We hear that one of the opposition is down out front.”

			“Shot in the hip, thanks to your sniper,” Ed said.

			“That was Carly,” Stone said.

			“I should have guessed.”

			“Is he going to be a problem?” Felicity asked.

			“No.” He nodded at the weapons he’d given Stone. “Those were his, and I made sure he was unconscious before I came over.”

			“Do you know how many there are?”

			“I counted seven when they went by my place. I incapacitated another one in the apartment above the garage, so they’re down two.”

			“What about the CIA team?” Stone asked.

			“One dead by the gate, and there’s another in the apartment they were about to kill, but he’s okay. After he secures the intruder there, I told him to wait by the garage entrance.”

			“No sign of the rest of our people?” Felicity asked.

			Ed shook his head. “And I didn’t see the other intruders, either. I’ll go back out and see if I can find them.”

			“I’ll go with you,” Dino said.

			After a beat, Stone said, “I’ll go, too.” He glanced at Felicity. “Don’t open the door unless you know it’s us.”

			“Thank you for pointing out the obvious,” she said.

			“You’re welcome.”

			He joined Dino and Ed at the door.

			“They’ve got to be either at the back side of the house or the guesthouse,” Dino said.

			“Agreed,” Ed said. “You two go left, then if it’s clear, head to the guesthouse. I’ll go right, then circle around and check the back.”

			Dino and Stone nodded, and Ed opened the door.
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			Bronsky and Parker reached the back corner of the main house and paused against the wall to wait for the three who’d been in the guesthouse to join them.

			Bronsky had to admit that so far Parker was living up to the hype.

			Dame Felicity’s security team had been handled with stealth and efficiency, and now all that was left was to deal with the head of MI6 herself.

			Parker caught Bronsky’s attention, then nodded toward the area beyond the far end of the house. It took the Russian a few seconds to pick out the dark shapes of three men moving through the rain.

			As soon as the group reached the building, Parker said over the radio, “Door.”

			There were several doors along the back of the house. Parker, Bronsky, and the three men converged at the one Parker had picked out when he’d planned the mission. It was the only one without a window or any nearby.

			When Parker looked at the lock, he sneered.

			“Problem?” Bronsky whispered.

			Parker snapped his gaze at him, in a gesture clearly meant to tell Bronsky to be quiet. He then pointed at the dead bolt.

			Bronsky took a closer look and immediately realized the issue. It was one of the best locks on the market, and nearly impossible to open without a key. Only a few people in the world had ever done so successfully.

			He thought Parker would have to look for an alternate way in, but the man pulled out a small tool satchel from his gear bag, then crouched down in front of the lock, ready to pick it.

			Just as Parker was about to get to work, the crack of a rifle sounded over the rain.

			

			

			Parker froze.

			His team had all been issued silencer-equipped weapons, so the shot had to have been made by Felicity’s people. Which meant the men he’d sent to the garage must have run into a problem.

			He cursed under his breath, then gestured for one of his men to check around the back left corner of the house and another the back right, leaving him, the client, and Frank at the back door.

			It took several seconds for the pair he’d sent away to get into place, and another few for them to carefully look around both sides. Each man then clicked once on their radios, indicating that they saw nothing unusual.

			Two more rifle shots boomed.

			All eyes turned to him, including those of the client, who looked like he thought the mission was about to implode.

			The guy may have been Russian intelligence, but Parker was beginning to think it had been a long time since he’d been in the field.

			Parker took a moment to think things through, then he toggled his mic.

			“Check the front and report back,” he whispered and returned his attention to the dead bolt.

			

			

			Stone led Dino along the front of the house until they were a few feet from the end.

			He listened for anything that might indicate someone was along the side of the building, but the rain made that impossible.

			He was about to lean forward so he could check the right side of the house, when the end of a large black silencer inched out from around the corner.

			Reacting on instinct, Stone grabbed the cylinder and yanked it forward. The second the man holding the weapon stumbled forward, Stone tackled him to the ground.

			The man tried to twist out of Stone’s grasp but then froze when Dino pressed the end of his pistol against his head.

			Dino plucked the radio out of the man’s ear and searched him, coming up with a pistol, a knife, and a set of zip-tie cuffs, in addition to the automatic rifle. He used the cuffs to secure the man’s hands behind his back, which allowed Stone to finally get up.

			“What do we do with him?” Stone whispered.

			Dino shrugged. “Put him in the house?”

			As they yanked the guy to his feet, he made another attempt to struggle free. Dino put a quick end to that by slapping him in the face with his pistol.

			They manhandled him in the direction of the front door.

			Before they reached it, Ed jogged up to them and said, “I see you found one, too.”

			“Where’s yours?” Stone asked.

			“Sleeping.” Ed motioned to their prisoner. “Shall I?”

			“Be my guest.”

			At a speed worthy of someone half his age, Ed circled behind the man and wrapped an arm around his neck. Within seconds, the man was unconscious.

			“That’s four,” Ed said. “That means there are at least three left.”

			“Back of the house?” Stone asked.

			“That would be my bet.”

			“Lead the way.”
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			Parker concentrated on the lock.

			His client had been right in believing there were only a few people who could pick them. It just happened that Parker was among that select group.

			His experience was limited to two previous locks, however. He’d defeated the first in a controlled environment, under the tutelage of an ex–French intelligence agent. It had taken him two hours and multiple attempts before he’d gotten it right.

			The second had been for a job and had taken fifteen minutes.

			This time, he was aiming for under five.

			He closed his eyes and mentally pictured what he was doing.

			Just a little more on the…

			He felt the lock give, and he turned the key slot, sliding the bolt out of the jamb.

			Smiling, he checked his watch. Three minutes. That was on par with some of the best in the world.

			There was another lock in the knob, but it was much easier to solve. In less than a minute, he’d twisted the doorknob and slowly pushed the door inward until there was a narrow gap between it and the jamb.

			In the dimness beyond, he could see part of what appeared to be a small room.

			He looked back at the client and Frank. The client smiled eagerly, but Frank looked pensive.

			As quietly as he could, Parker said, “The others?”

			Frank shook his head and mouthed, Nothing.

			That didn’t sit well with Parker. For the first time, he began to wonder if they should abort.

			The client clearly had other ideas, though. He gave Parker a what-are-you-waiting-for look and jutted his chin at the door.

			Not finishing the job would mean Parker would only collect half the fee, plus it wasn’t like he really cared about any of the men Richter had sent him. All he needed to do was terminate Dame Felicity and get the hell out of there.

			He should probably make sure the client got out, too, but he could handle that. The rest of the team was dispensable, as far as he was concerned.

			The client shook Parker’s shoulder, his eyes narrowing as if he was expecting Parker to bolt.

			Parker motioned for him to calm down, then he eased the door open and crept inside, the client and Frank following closely behind.

			

			

			Felicity pressed the radio’s Talk button. “Carly, status.”

			“I had to move a few things, but I’m finally at a vent on the back side of the house. It’s going to take another minute to move the louvers out of the way.”

			“Understood.”

			Felicity lowered the radio and glanced at the front door, wondering how long until Stone and the others returned. She noticed Jillian standing nearby, the gun in her hand shaking slightly.

			Felicity had learned about Jillian’s history from Lance and knew that she was a skilled computer hacker and data analyst. Her weapons training came only after she’d joined the CIA a few short months ago.

			“Perhaps it would be best if you waited this out with Seth and Mary,” Felicity said to Jillian.

			“No, madam,” she said, her French accent thicker than usual. “My place is here.”

			“Very well. But do try not to accidentally shoot me.”

			Jillian looked aghast. “I would never.”

			“Glad to hear it.”

			Over the radio, Carly said, “I have eyes on the back. I can’t see directly below me, though. Only from about twenty feet out from the house, then all the way to the water. The area’s clear.”

			“Copy,” Felicity responded. “Thank you.”

			“I have a suggestion,” Jillian said.

			“Go ahead.”

			“We should be able to safely slide open one of the second-floor bedroom windows and get a look at the part of the yard she can’t see.”

			“That’s an excellent idea. Let’s do that.”

			They headed up the stairs.

			

			

			As Stone, Dino, and Ed approached the back of the house, Ed motioned for the other two to hold position, then he crouched as low as he could and leaned out so he could see the rear of the house.

			Within seconds, he was standing again and waving for Stone and Dino to join him.

			They followed him around the corner. There was no one behind the house.

			“If they’re not here, where are they?” Stone whispered.

			“Could they have gotten inside?” Dino asked.

			“Only if they could pick the locks,” Stone said. “Which I have been assured would be near impossible.”

			Ed headed along the back until he reached the door to a mudroom that led into the laundry and linen storage room. It was a vestige of days gone by, when it had provided quick access to where clotheslines used to be.

			Ed gave the door a gentle push, and it swung open.

			“Near impossible, but not completely,” Dino said.

			“I think I should check my warranty,” Stone said.

			From inside came the boom of a pistol, followed a few seconds later by the unmistakable spits of silenced gunfire.

			The trio hurried through the doorway.

			

			

			Felicity and Jillian had just reached the second floor when Felicity paused, her senses telling her something had changed.

			She motioned for Jillian to move out of direct sight of the first floor, then pressed herself against the wall where she still had a view all the way to the bottom of the staircase. If the lights had been on, she would have been easily seen, but in the darkness, she hoped she blended into the wall.

			For several seconds, she neither saw nor heard anything that should have triggered her internal alarms.

			But then came a hushed whisper, so low that if she hadn’t been paying attention, she would have missed it.

			A moment later, a leg appeared at the edge of the area in her view, then disappeared just as quickly.

			More whispers, louder this time, but still not loud enough to be understood.

			The meaning of what had been said became clear enough a few moments later, however, when a man appeared at the bottom of the stairs and started coming up, gun at the ready.

			The shadows Felicity was hiding in would become less effective the closer the man came. But if she tried to move, he would notice her right away.

			Which left her with only one option.

			He was three steps up when his gaze stopped on her position, his brow furrowing as if he were unsure whether or not he was seeing things.

			His eyes suddenly widened in recognition, but before he could aim his gun, she shot him center mass.

			

			

			Parker was heading toward the kitchen when the gunshot went off. He turned back just in time to see Frank tumbling into an unmoving heap at the base of the stairs.

			“Shit!” he muttered, then fired two shots up the stairwell to prevent the shooter from coming down.

			“That has to be Felicity,” the client whispered.

			Parker wanted to tell him to go after her himself if he was so sure, but he held his tongue.

			Unfortunately, his nonresponse didn’t seem to satisfy the client.

			Looking exasperated, the Russian turned to the stairwell and said in a loud voice, “Is that you, Dame Felicity?”

			Parker gawked at him. What the hell did this idiot think he was doing?

			From above, a voice Parker assumed was the target’s said, “Hello, Leonid.”

			The client looked surprised that she knew who he was, but he kept his voice controlled when he said, “It’s been a long time.”

			“Not long enough, if you ask me.”

			The client actually laughed. “I suppose I’d feel the same if I were in your shoes. But there’s no reason you need to worry about it too much. We both know how this is going to end. Why not come down now so we don’t have to drag things out?”

			“If you’re in such a hurry,” Felicity said, “why don’t you come up? I’m sure we could settle things just as quickly.”

			Parker glanced around to pick out the best way to make a quick exit. But instead of noting escape routes, his gaze was drawn to movement coming from the hall he and the others had just entered through.

			He immediately ducked to avoid being seen, which was the only reason he didn’t die on the spot, from a bullet that pierced the air right where he’d been standing.

			“Fuck this,” he whispered.

			Staying low, he rushed toward the front door.

			Behind him, the gun that had nearly taken his life went off again. He heard the client cry out and something hit the floor, but he didn’t look back.

			He reached the door just as someone outside opened it. Not recognizing the man, he barreled into him and sent the guy sprawling to the ground. Parker then sprinted away from the house, acutely aware he needed to find cover as soon as possible.

			Ahead to the right, he spotted the open side door to the garage and veered toward it.

		

	
		
			Chapter 43

			
				[image: ]
			

			Stone, Dino, and Ed heard Bronsky’s conversation with Felicity as they sneaked toward the living room.

			Drawing close, Stone chanced rising enough to peer ahead. Two men were standing near the stairs, one with his back to Stone and the other looking around.

			The second guy turned far enough that Stone got a look at his face.

			Stone blinked in disbelief. It was Andre Parker.

			The man he’d first met as Samuel Jones on Trenton’s yacht.

			The man who had killed Trenton, six members of the crew, and nearly Stone himself.

			And now he was here, helping Bronsky.

			The how and the why weren’t important at the moment.

			Parker needed to be stopped.

			Stone raised his gun just as Parker’s gaze landed on him. He pulled the trigger a beat after Parker dropped out of sight, his bullet barely missing the man.

			Bronsky twisted toward the gunshot.

			Stone adjusted his aim and squeezed off another round.

			In the best of conditions, his accuracy with a handgun was mediocre. This was not even close to the best, and instead of hitting Bronsky in the chest, his bullet grazed the side of Bronsky’s arm.

			The Russian shouted in pain and spun into a side table, knocking several books to the floor and taking himself out of Stone’s direct sight.

			By the time Stone, Dino, and Ed rushed into the living room, Parker was out the front door with Bronsky only steps behind him.

			Both Stone and Dino shot at the Russian, neither hitting their mark before Bronsky was gone.

			On the floor at the base of the stairs was a third man. He wasn’t moving.

			“Felicity?” Stone called.

			“Here,” she responded. “Did you get them?”

			“Winged Bronsky, but Parker got away clean.”

			“Parker?” Dino said.

			“Andre Parker. Bronsky must have hired him.”

			“Are you responsible for the one on the floor?” Ed asked.

			“Guilty,” Felicity said. “Is he…?”

			Ed checked for a pulse. “Dead and lying in a puddle of blood.”

			“Oh, Stone, sorry about that. MI6 will be happy to cover the cleaning charges.”

			“It’s not the first pool of blood this house has seen. Are you all okay?”

			“No injuries here. I would appreciate it if you could stop Mr. Bronsky before he gets away, though.”

			“Why hasn’t Carly shot him from the attic?”

			“She’s looking out the wrong side. I’ll have her move back.”

			“We’ll do what we can do down here,” Ed said. “Tell her not to shoot us.”

			“Will do.”

			Stone, Dino, and Ed ran to the front door.

			Just outside they found the CIA agent Ed had saved earlier, climbing to his feet.

			“What happened?” Ed asked.

			“One of them rammed into me. Sorry, I heard the gunshots and thought you might need help.”

			“Did you see where they went?”

			“Toward the garage, I think.”

			

			

			Parker stepped through the garage door and was presented with two choices: stairs to the second floor or an unmarked door.

			Up was a dead end, so he chose the door, hoping he might find a car to escape in.

			His assumption that the entrance led to the actual garage was correct. There were two vehicles in front of him. The problem was that they both looked to be from at least the middle of the last century.

			One was a Woodie station wagon, and the other a classic MG two-seater sports car. They seemed to be in good condition, though, so hopefully they worked.

			The garage doors were barn-style and swung open to either side as opposed to up. Of the two vehicles, he thought the Woodie had the best shot at busting them open.

			He rushed to it, figuring he’d have to hot-wire it, but was pleasantly surprised to find the key on the driver’s seat.

			Finally, a bit of luck.

			As he was about to climb in, the door he’d used to enter the garage opened again. He spun around, ready to shoot whoever it was. He was a second away from pulling the trigger when he realized it was his client. The man was grimacing and clutching his shoulder.

			Parker fought the urge to jump into the car and leave him behind. Through gritted teeth, he said, “If you want out of here, get in.”

			The client stumbled around to the passenger side and climbed in, while Parker got behind the wheel and turned the key.

			In another sign his lucky was turning, the Woodie started right up.

			

			

			Stone, Dino, and Ed were almost to the garage when Stone heard the familiar roar of the Woodie’s engine.

			“They’re stealing the station wagon!” he yelled.

			“What?” Dino asked.

			“The station wagon! They’re stealing it!”

			Instead of continuing to the side door, he swerved toward the front of the garage. Dino and Ed followed.

			Just as he rounded the corner there was a loud crash followed by the large doors bursting open.

			Stone had to reverse course to avoid being smacked by the door heading his way.

			He circled around it and saw the station wagon racing away. Ed and Dino were at his side a second later. As all three of them raised their guns, Carly’s rifle cracked twice.

			One of the taillights went out, but there was no visible sign of the second shot hitting the vehicle.

			Stone and his friends opened fire next, but the station wagon continued on its way through the gate and out onto the road, unaffected by the attempts to stop it.

			“They’re stuck on the island,” Ed shouted over the rain, then eyed the MG still in the garage. “Neither of them will be as familiar with the area as you and I. I say we track them down.”

			“I’m in,” Stone said.

			“We need a better weapon though. Maybe one of the rifles we took or, better yet, your Winchester. Does it still have a scope?”

			“It does, but Carly has it in the attic. It’ll take a few minutes to get it.”

			“Like I said, it’s an island,” Ed said. “A few minutes won’t hurt.”

			“I’ll get it,” Dino said. “You get the car ready.”

			He ran back to the house, and Stone and Ed to the MG.

			After they’d climbed into their seats, Stone said, “It’s going to be wet.”

			The MG didn’t have a roof.

			“What’s a little more water?”

			Dino soon returned with the Winchester and gave it to Ed. “Happy hunting.”

			“That’s the plan,” Ed said.

			Stone fired up the engine, then turned to Dino. “If you’re looking for something to do, you might want to round up the people Ed knocked out before they wake up.”

			“You want me to pick up after you?”

			“Technically, after Ed.”

			Stone smiled, let up on the clutch, and the MG sprinted out of the garage.
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			Bronsky seethed in the passenger seat of the station wagon.

			Parker had all but promised that he had everything handled and that terminating Dame Felicity would be a simple task. But the whole thing had gone to shit in a matter of seconds. And since Parker had been in charge, he was the one Bronsky would hold responsible.

			Bronsky was clearheaded enough to know that payment for Parker’s sin would have to wait until they were somewhere safe and his wound had been tended to.

			The injury was just a graze, but it burned like hell, which only helped to fuel his anger.

			“We need to get to the mainland,” he said.

			“That would be great, but exactly how are we supposed to do that?” Parker asked.

			“We take the same boat we came over in.”

			“I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but we’re in the middle of a fucking storm! No way I’m going out on the water in this. If you want to take it, I’m happy to drop you off.”

			“You said there are three ways on and off the island. Two of them are by boat, the other by plane. Then we go by plane.”

			“You think flying in this will be any better?”

			“A few minutes of turbulence and then we get above the storm.”

			“I see a glaring problem with that,” Parker said. “I don’t know how to fly.”

			“Lucky for you, I do.”

			Parker was silent for several seconds. “How well?”

			“Very well.”

			Parker chewed on his lip, then asked, “Where’s the airport?”

			Bronsky pulled out his phone and opened his map app.

			Fifteen minutes later, they arrived at the airport.

			It was smaller than Bronsky hoped and had only three planes, all parked outside and tied down due to the storm.

			He pointed at a Cessna 182 that looked like it had been well maintained. “That one. It’s the best of the lot.”

			“You’re sure you can fly it in this weather?” Parker asked skeptically.

			“Of course.”

			“With that injury?”

			Bronsky waved him off. “I’ll be fine.”

			Parker was able to park right next to the chosen plane.

			“You have anything in your tool bag that can unlock the cabin door?” Bronsky asked.

			“I’ve never had to break into a plane before, but it shouldn’t be a problem.”

			“Then get to it.”

			

			

			“Any idea where they might have gone?” Stone asked, his voice raised to be heard over the weather.

			He and Ed had just finished a quick drive through town.

			“They’ll want to get off the island as soon as they can,” Ed said.

			“You think they’d try a boat?”

			At the moment, the sea was a churning mess.

			“Only if they’re suicidal.”

			“I didn’t get that impression.”

			“Neither did I.”

			“Then they find somewhere to wait it out, I guess,” Stone asked.

			Ed grimaced, thinking. “We don’t know how they got here, so it’s also possible they could have flown in.”

			“I wouldn’t fly in this weather, and I have a lot of hours under my belt.”

			“Would you rather fly or take a boat?”

			“If I had to choose one, I guess I’d fly, but only at gunpoint.”

			“Which they’re kind of at right now,” Ed said.

			Stone headed north, and soon they reached the island’s small airport.

			“Isn’t that the Woodie station wagon?” Ed asked, pointing toward the apron.

			“It is,” Stone said, surprised. “Wait. Where’s my plane?”

			“Where did you leave it?”

			“Right next to where the Woodie is.”

			He drove over and parked next to the station wagon.

			After he shut off the engine, he cocked his head. “Do you hear that?”

			Ed listened. “That sounds like…”

			“An airplane prop,” Stone finished.

			He glanced at the far end of the runway but couldn’t make anything out.

			“Here,” Ed said, handing him the Winchester.

			Stone raised the rifle and pointed the scope in the direction of the noise.

			“They’re stealing my plane!”

			The sound of the prop increased in preparation for taking off.

			“Give me that,” Ed said, taking the rifle back.

			He jumped out of the car and ran to a clear spot on the apron.

			Stone stared at him for a moment, then chased after him. “What are you planning to do?”

			“What do you think? I’m going to try to stop them.”

			“But that’s my plane!” Stone argued.

			“If they get away, Felicity may never get the chance to end the threat to her. And I guarantee you won’t see your plane again, either.”

			“But…but…”

			“If it’s any consolation, I’ll be lucky to get a shot anywhere near them.”

			“I’m not sure if I hope you do or don’t.”

			Ed raised the rifle and sighted through the scope. “They’re already moving,” he said, then let off a shot. “Miss.”

			He tracked the moving aircraft and fired again.

			“Miss.”

			The plane was approaching the midpoint of its run. Ed shot again.

			“Miss.”

			As the tires lifted off the runway, he pulled the trigger a fourth time.

			“Miss.”

			As the plane lifted into the air, Ed sucked in a breath and tried one more shot.

			“Did you hit it?”

			“Maybe.”

			The plane continued to rise and soon disappeared into the stormy night.

			“Or maybe not,” Ed said.

			

			

			A gust of wind jolted the Cessna, sending it sideways, then up several dozen feet, and then down the same before Bronsky could get it back under control.

			Beside him, Parker clutched his seat. “How long until you get us above this?”

			“I’m working on it.”

			The plane wasn’t responding as well as he expected. The vertical climb had slowed considerably, and he couldn’t figure out why.

			It could be the storm, he admitted to himself. It was worse than he’d let on, and in any other circumstances, he would never have left the ground. He’d also stretched the truth when he said he could get them above the storm. A light rain shower wouldn’t have been a problem, but this was no light rain, so he had no idea how high the clouds went.

			He checked the GPS and frowned. He’d been so focused on gaining elevation that he hadn’t noticed until now that the GPS system wasn’t working. He punched a few buttons, but it remained dead.

			He looked out the window, hoping to see something he could identify, but the rain was battering the plane from all sides, making it impossible to locate anything beyond a dozen feet.

			He tried to remember how many turns he’d made in his attempt to get higher and thought it had been five…maybe.

			Or was it six?

			No, it was five, he decided, which meant if he turned forty-five degrees to the left, it should put them on the same path they’d been on when they’d taken off. And another twenty degrees in the same direction would have them on course to the mainland.

			He took a deep breath and made the long turn.

			As he leveled out, the plane shuddered and began to descend.

			“Why are you going down?” Parker said. “We need to go up.”

			“I didn’t do it!”

			The Cessna shuddered again, and their descent angle increased.

			“I-I think there’s something wrong with the plane,” Bronsky said.

			“What do you mean?”

			Bronsky had seen the flash of gunfire as they’d taken off, but hadn’t heard any impact, so he had assumed the bullets had missed. But between the sound of the propeller and the storm rattling them, he might not have noticed.

			He decided not to share that piece of information and said, “It could be a mechanical problem.”

			“Well, find out and fix it!”

			Bronsky attempted to level them out, but the nose refused to rise.

			“Pull up!” Parker yelled.

			“What do you think I’m—”

			The plane hit the ocean, silencing him and his passenger forever.
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			One month later

			Joan buzzed Stone. “They’re here.”

			“Show them in,” Stone said.

			He grabbed two envelopes off his desk, then got up and moved over to his sitting area.

			A few moments later, Joan led in Susan Vest and Ryan Sidney.

			“Have a seat,” Stone said, motioning to the chairs across from the couch, which he then sat on.

			“Can I get anyone something to drink?” Joan asked.

			“I’m fine,” Susan said.

			“Me, too,” Ryan said.

			“If you change your mind, let me know.” Joan smiled and left.

			Stone set the envelopes on the coffee table, one in front of each of them.

			“Before we get to these, I should probably get to the bad news first,” Stone said.

			“There’s bad news?” Susan asked, confused.

			“Sorry, not for you. For Ryan.”

			“For me?” Ryan said.

			“I’m afraid your law career is not off to a great start.”

			Ryan furrowed his brow. “I don’t understand.”

			“This isn’t official yet,” Stone said, “but I’ve heard from a friend in the know that given the overwhelming evidence that your father’s last will is legitimate and that Susan is indeed your half sister, the suit you filed on your brother’s behalf will be dismissed by the court.”

			That evidence included new DNA tests taken by Susan and Ryan that proved they were half siblings and a video made by Trenton Sidney in which he explained why he’d changed his will. Stone had not been lying about having that.

			Ryan smiled. “I’ll just have to learn from my mistakes.”

			“And perhaps choose better clients.”

			“That, too.”

			“Has your brother realized yet that you weren’t part of the suit?”

			Ryan’s grin turned to a wince. “We had a rather uncomfortable phone call after he finally took the time to read it. He told me that once he won the suit, he would do everything in his power to make sure I didn’t get anything.”

			“Then he’s really not going to be happy when the dismissal is handed down.”

			“I believe that’s what would be called an understatement. But I don’t care anymore. I’ve followed him around for too long.” He glanced at Susan. “I have a better sibling role model now.”

			“I couldn’t be prouder of you,” Stone said. “If you’re really interested in pursuing the law, I am pretty sure Woodman & Weld would take you on as an associate. There’d be no special treatment, and you’d work a lot, but you’d learn a lot, too.”

			“That’s very generous, Mr. Barrington. I’ll think about it.”

			“Shall we move on to the good news now?” Stone asked.

			“Please,” Susan said.

			Stone motioned to the envelopes. “Inside is a proposed asset division between your father’s heirs, meaning the two of you.”

			“And Oliver Humphrey College,” Susan said.

			“About that. In exchange for promising not to sue them or talk to the press about their connection to your father’s death, they will renounce the one hundred million dollars he left them.”

			“That’s surprisingly reasonable,” Ryan said.

			“They’re hoping to brush this under the rug as much as possible,” Stone said.

			“While that’s fine by me, and I’m sure Susan, too”—he looked at her and she nodded—“I do see a problem.”

			“I thought you might. You mean your brother.”

			“Exactly.”

			Since Aaron would no longer be an heir, he would not be included in any settlement with the college and therefore would be free to sue them himself.

			“It is a problem, but it’s not your problem,” Stone said. “And I have a feeling that once Aaron realizes he won’t be getting any inheritance, he might be open to working out a settlement directly with them.”

			“He’ll have to find a new lawyer to handle that for him.”

			“See, you are learning from your mistakes,” Susan said.

			Stone knew they had been spending a lot of time getting to know each other and was happy to see that they were bonding well.

			“I guess that leaves one last thing,” Stone said.

			“What’s that?” Susan asked.

			“Notifying you that, as of yesterday evening, the value of your father’s estate has increased to two point four billion dollars.”

			Susan stared at him, frozen in place. “I—I can’t even process that number.”

			“Remember, that’s what Charley Fox is for,” Stone said.

			“Right. We’re going to meet with him as soon as the estate is settled.”

			“Both of you?”

			Ryan grinned. “I figured it wouldn’t hurt to find someone new to look after my money, too.”

			“Your father would approve,” Stone said.

			Ryan first looked surprised then pleased by the comment.

			“There is a matter we will need your help with,” Susan said.

			“And that is?”

			“Ryan and I have been talking. We’d like to set up a fund to be split between the survivors of the Amanda Jae’s sinking and the families of those killed.”

			“In a way that makes it clear we’re not the ones liable for the accident,” Ryan said. “That’s where you come in, I think.”

			“That’s an incredibly kind gesture,” Stone said. “I’ll work something up and run it by you.”

			“Thank you,” Susan said. “Actually, there is one more thing.”

			“There is?” Ryan asked, surprised.

			“Obviously, we haven’t had time to talk about this,” she said to him. “And if you’re against it, then you don’t have to do it. But I was thinking that your father’s plans—”

			“Our father,” Ryan corrected.

			She smiled sheepishly. “Yes, our father. Sorry, I’m still getting used to that.”

			“Understandable. So, what about our father’s plans?”

			“I was thinking about the scholarship program he wanted to set up. Students shouldn’t have to suffer because of one man’s misdeeds.”

			“You’re saying we should set up the fund ourselves.”

			“Or I could do it alone.”

			“Nonsense. I think it’s a wonderful idea. And spoken like a true teacher. I’m in. Mr. Barrington, would you be able to help us with that, too?”

			“I would be honored,” Stone said.

			

			

			Soon after they left, Stone’s phone buzzed. “Yes?”

			“Josie on one,” Joan said.

			Stone picked up the call and said with a smile in his voice, “Hello.”

			“Hi, yourself. I have news.”

			“Don’t tell me you’re coming to New York.”

			“I won’t because I’m not. Not any time soon, anyway. And lest you forget, I believe the promise is for you to come this way?”

			“It is. I was just hoping for a surprise.”

			“How’s this for a surprise? The Minerva will return to port tomorrow, and Xavier has agreed to take it up to Maine this weekend. As long as you’ll be available, that is.”

			

			

			On Friday morning, Stone and Dino flew to Islesboro, and a few hours later were joined by Felicity.

			She’d returned to public life a week after the storm. The story MI6 ran with was that she’d been at a highly sensitive meeting out of the country when her car had been bombed, and at the urging of several government officials—no names given—she had stayed off the radar to help in the search for the perpetrators. As with the best of deceptions, this one was sprinkled with some truth.

			When asked if those responsible had been found, Felicity had smiled and replied, “Unfortunately, that information is classified.”

			

			

			On Saturday morning, they drove to the ferry pier, as it was the appropriate size for the Minerva. They boarded at 8:45 a.m., between scheduled ferries.

			It took a bit more than an hour to reach their destination, most of that time spent traveling south along the island and into the waters halfway between Islesboro and the island of New Haven.

			Bruce was readied and hoisted into the water, and Sam guided the ROV down to where some fishermen had spotted wreckage the week after the storm.

			It took a little searching, but Bruce’s cameras finally revealed a field of debris, some parts recognizable as belonging to an airplane and others too torn apart by the crash and waves to be identified.

			There was no question, though. It was Stone’s Cessna.

			“Goodbye, my friend,” Stone said.

			“You’re not getting maudlin on us, are you?” Felicity asked.

			“I may have only flown it now and then, but it served me well.” He sighed. “Now, I have to find a plane.”

			“I thought you enjoyed buying planes.”

			“You’re not wrong about that,” Dino said.

			Felicity sighed. “I suppose now would be as good a time as any to tell you, based on my recommendation, the British government has agreed to pay for a replacement aircraft.”

			“Really?” Stone said.

			“Within reason. Don’t be picking out something bigger than you need.”

			“Where’s the fun in that?” Dino asked.

			“The fun is that I don’t have to pay for it,” Stone said.

			“Precisely,” Felicity said.

			They spent another hour searching through the wreckage but found no signs of either Bronsky’s or Parker’s bodies.

			“Probably for the best,” Stone said, when they decided to call it a day. “I have a feeling that if we had found something, it would have been pretty gruesome.”

			“You’re right, of course,” Felicity said. “I still can’t help wishing I had a bit more closure.”

			“If anyone had survived that crash, and there’s no way they could have, they would have drowned long before they could have been rescued,” Dino said. “You saw the Coast Guard data. There were no ships out that night.”

			Felicity raised her hands in the air. “I know, I know. He’s dead.”

			“He is,” Stone said. “And unlike you, he’ll stay that way.”

			Felicity laughed. “Did you practice that line beforehand?”

			“I didn’t, but it was pretty good, wasn’t it?”

			“It was okay at best,” Dino said.

			Stone raised an eyebrow at him. “And exactly how are you getting back to New York?”
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			Turtle Bay, Tuesday morning.

			Stone Barrington was typing out an email to a client when Fred Flicker rapped on his office door and stepped inside.

			Stone looked up. “Yes, Fred?”

			“May I take your bag to the car?” Fred performed multiple roles for Stone, including that of butler, occasional bodyguard, and chauffeur.

			“Please do. Thank you, Fred.”

			Fred grabbed the small suitcase and said, “The car will be at the curb when you’re ready,” then left.

			Stone was a partner at the law firm of Woodman & Weld, but he worked out of a suite of offices on the ground floor of his townhouse, instead of the firm’s headquarters in the Seagram Building. It made the commute from his bedroom to his office the easiest part of his day.

			He finished the email, hit Send, then put his computer to sleep. As he stood to leave, his phone rang.

			Instead of answering, he walked out to the desk of his secretary, Joan Robertson, who had her phone to her ear. She sighed and set the receiver back in its cradle.

			“Whoever it is, tell them I’m out of town,” Stone said.

			“But you’re not.”

			“I’m about to be.”

			“Which still qualifies as you’re not.”

			“How about we pretend I am?”

			“If you say so.” She picked up the phone again, tapped a button, and said, “Sorry, Ben. He says he’s out of town.”

			“Ben who?” Stone asks.

			“One moment.” She put a hand over the mouthpiece. “Bacchetti. But don’t worry. I’ve told him you’re not here.”

			“So, I heard.” He held out his hand. “Let me talk to him.”

			Ben was the son of Stone’s best friend, Dino Bacchetti. He was also president of Centurion Pictures, of which Stone was a member of the board.

			Into the receiver, Joan said, “Apparently, he’s back in town now. One moment.”

			She handed the phone to Stone.

			“You’re either up early or in a more civilized time zone,” Stone said. It was barely eight-thirty a.m. in New York, which meant the sun had yet to make an appearance on the West Coast, where Ben lived.

			“We’re plenty civilized out here, thank you very much,” Ben said. “And some days I like to get an early start to my day.”

			“Lucky me, then.”

			“I’m sure you’re busy, so I’ll make this fast. I wanted to know if you would be available via video for a special board meeting tomorrow, at one p.m. your time.”

			“I could be,” Stone said. “Or I could just attend in person. I’m about to head to Teterboro and will be in L.A. later this afternoon.”

			“Dad said he and Viv were coming out today for a convention. I take it they’re flying with you?”

			“Your father is. Viv should be on her way from somewhere west of you. Tokyo, I believe.”

			“I should have guessed as much.”

			In her role as second-in-command at Strategic Services, Viv Bacchetti seemed to be on the road more than not. This wasn’t surprising, given Strategic Services’ position as the second-largest security firm in the world.

			“You should join us for dinner,” Ben said. “Peter and Hattie will be there.”

			Peter was Stone’s son, and Hattie was Peter’s wife.

			“Count me in.”

			“I assume you’re coming out here to spend time with Josie. If so, bring her with you.”

			“You say that like I wouldn’t have done so anyway.”

			“I’ll add the two of you to our reservation.”

			“I appreciate it. So, what’s this board meeting about?”

			“I’d love to tell you, but I’d prefer to not talk about it over the phone.”

			“Now, I’m really intrigued.”

			“I’ll see you tonight.”

			They said their goodbyes, and Stone handed the phone back to Joan.

			“Can I assume I’m free to go now?” he asked.

			“As long as you leave before the phone rings again.”

			“Don’t forget about Bob,” he said, referring to his Labrador retriever.

			Joan put a hand on her chest. “I’m insulted you would even think that. Besides, Bob and I have big plans for tonight. A walk down to the UN, followed by curling up on my sofa and watching a Cary Grant film.”

			“Don’t tell me. North by Northwest.”

			“What else?”

			“Then I leave everything in your capable hands.”

			“Less talking, more walking,” she said and shooed him toward the door.

			

			

			Fifteen minutes later, Stone’s Bentley pulled up in front of Dino’s building.

			“Shall I have the doorman inform the commissioner that we’re here?” Fred asked.

			“No need,” Stone said with a nod at the building’s entrance, where Dino had just exited, pulling a suitcase.

			Behind him a doorman followed with two more bags.

			Fred hopped out to assist.

			There was only enough room for two of the bags into the trunk, so the third had to be put in the front passenger seat.

			“Traveling light, I see,” Stone said to Dino, who had joined him in the back.

			“Don’t look at me,” Dino said. “It’s all Viv.”

			“All?”

			“Ninety-nine percent. There are a couple formal events at the conference, and to quote my wife, ‘I need choices.’ ”

			“I keep telling you two that you should leave a set of clothes at my house in L.A. You’re out there often enough.”

			“In principle, I like that idea.”

			“Only in principle?”

			“If I suggested it to Viv, we’d spend all our free time shopping.”

			“What’s so bad about that?”

			“I realize you enjoy that kind of thing, but my eyes glaze over after the first thirty minutes.”

			“Then you’re not doing it right.”

			“Please, oh wise one, enlighten me on the right way to do it.”

			“Hire a personal shopper. They’ll do all the looking for you, then bring over the good stuff. You only keep what you want.”

			“I like everything about that idea except the part where the press finds out and prints stories with headlines like ‘Police Commissioner Out of Touch with the People.’ ”

			“Hardly. I think it would be more along the lines of ‘Comish Lives Lavish Lifestyle.’ It’s shorter and snappier.”

			“If you’re trying to sell me on this, it’s not working.”

			“I bet if I mention it to Viv, she’d love it.”

			“Please don’t.”

			

			

			They arrived at Teterboro thirty minutes later and pulled up next to Stone’s Gulfstream G500 jet.

			While Fred and the flight attendant, who introduced himself as Carl, dealt with the luggage, Stone and Dino boarded the plane.

			Dino took his usual seat, and Stone headed to the cockpit where he found Faith Barnacle and Janet Joe. Faith was Stone’s personal pilot and in charge of flight operations for all of Stone’s aircraft. Janet was a friend of Faith’s and was often hired to be her copilot.

			“Good morning, Mr. Barrington,” Janet said.

			“Janet, we’ve discussed this. Call me Stone.”

			“Whatever you’d like, Mr. Barrington.”

			“Will you be handling takeoff?” Faith asked.

			“If no one minds.”

			“It is your plane.”

			“I believe that’s my cue,” Janet said. She climbed out of the copilot’s seat. “I’ll go see if Carl’s ready.”

			“Oh, fine. You can call Carl by his first name,” Stone said as Faith moved into the vacated copilot seat and he slid into the pilot’s.

			“He doesn’t sign my checks,” Janet said.

			“No one signs your checks. Everyone has direct deposit. And besides, even if I did, Faith calls me Stone.”

			“I grew up with better manners.”

			“It’s true,” Faith said.

			Janet smiled and disappeared into the back of the plane.

			Stone and Faith were just finishing the preflight check when something caught Stone’s eye.

			“What’s that on your finger?” he asked.

			“Finally!” she exclaimed. “I’ve only been flashing it at you since you sat down.”

			“That can’t possibly be what I think it is.”

			She grinned sheepishly. “Actually, it can.”

			She held out her hand, displaying a diamond engagement ring on her left ring finger. It hadn’t been there the last time he’d seen her.

			“Have I somehow slipped into an alternate universe?” he asked.

			She chuckled. “Kind of feels that way, doesn’t it?”

			“You once told me you’d never walk down the aisle again,” he reminded her.

			“I told myself that, too. But…” She shrugged. “Surprise!”

			When Stone first met Faith, she’d had a firm rule that she wouldn’t sleep with anyone more than three times. She’d gone through a bad divorce and had no desire to ever have a long-term relationship again. That rule had lasted until the previous year, when she met her now fiancé, Brian Simmons.

			Stone had yet to meet him, but it was clear that Brian had a good effect on her. She was both happier and calmer at the same time.

			“Do I have to wait until the wedding for you to introduce me to him?” Stone asked. “Assuming I’m invited, of course.”

			“It’ll be a small affair, but you are definitely on the list. And you can meet him today, if you want. He and Wyatt are staying with me at the Arrington tonight. Then we’re off to San Diego tomorrow to meet his parents.”

			“Wyatt?”

			“Brian’s son.”

			“Ah. The one into aliens.”

			“That’s him.”

			Shortly after she’d begun dating Brian, Faith had flown Stone to Sante Fe and had taken a side trip to Roswell to pick up souvenirs for the boy.

			Stone pulled out his cell phone. “You’ll need a larger room than your usual. I’ll call ahead and get you upgraded.”

			“Not necessary,” Faith said. “Joan’s already arranged for us to get a suite.”

			“Joan knew before me?” Stone said.

			“Of course she did. She made it clear when I started working for you, that whenever possible, she was to be told everything first.”

			“Is that right?”

			“I believe her exact words were, ‘Things work smoother around here that way.’ ”

			“Hmmm.”

			“Is she wrong?”

			“I suppose not.”

			Janet returned and took the jump seat at the back of the cockpit. “All set.”

			She looked at Stone, who looked annoyed, then at Faith, who could barely suppress a grin. “Am I interrupting something?”

			“Just Stone having an existential crisis,” Faith said. She glanced at Stone. “You still want to handle takeoff, or do you need a little time?”

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			
				[image: ]
			

			Leo Wagner sat inside a maintenance truck parked near the air traffic control tower at Van Nuys Airport, in Los Angeles.

			He was dressed in mechanic’s coveralls and possessed an airport security badge that identified him as someone who was allowed to be on the field. He was neither.

			The radio on the seat next to him crackled to life. There was a short back and forth between a female pilot and the air traffic controller. The conversation concluded with the controller clearing aircraft N123TF for landing on the airport’s only runway.

			Wagner grinned. That was the tail number he’d been waiting to hear.

			He watched the sky and soon spotted the jet on its approach toward the runway. When it touched down, he compared the plane to the photo of a jet that had left Teterboro that morning, taken by a PI he’d hired. As expected, they were a perfect match.

			He started the truck and headed toward Chisholm Aviation. That was the fixed base operator—also known as an FBO—scheduled to house and maintain the aircraft while it was here. Stopping beside the building next door, he watched the G500 roll up and park in front of Chisholm.

			He grabbed his binoculars and trained them on the plane’s door.

			There was one final detail he needed to confirm.

			

			

			As Stone and Faith finished the Gulfstream’s shutdown procedures, Faith’s cell phone rang.

			“Hi, sweetheart,” she answered, then listened for a moment. “Yeah, just landed. Where are you?…Already?…I’ll be here for another half hour or so, then it’ll take at least that long to get there. Figure an hour to an hour and a half, depending on traffic.” She laughed. “Yeah, I know. There’s always traffic in L.A.”

			Janet Joe leaned between Stone and Faith and motioned to get Faith’s attention.

			“Hold on,” Faith said, then looked at Janet, eyebrow raised.

			“I take it your beau’s already at the hotel,” Janet said.

			“So, he tells me.”

			“Then go be with him. I can take care of things here.”

			“That’s a great idea,” Stone said. “You can ride with Dino and me.”

			Faith looked at Stone then Janet. “Are you sure?”

			“Don’t worry,” Janet said. “I’ll make sure you can return the favor someday.”

			“Unlike Janet, my offer comes without conditions,” Stone said.

			Faith grinned. “Then I accept both.” Into the phone she said, “Change of plans. I should be there in forty-five minutes or less…I love you, too. See you soon.”

			She hung up.

			“After you,” she said to Stone, gesturing toward the cockpit exit.

			

			

			The door on the G500 swung down, revealing a set of built-in stairs.

			Wagner didn’t recognize the man who stepped out first, but the second man matched the photo he had of the plane’s owner, Stone Barrington.

			Next came a petite blond woman in a pilot outfit. She was watching where she stepped, so Wagner didn’t get a look at her face until she reached the bottom and smiled at the two men who’d disembarked before her.

			Faith Barnacle.

			The corner of his mouth ticked up.

			The trio walked to a pair of Porsche Cayennes. The driver of the first SUV opened its doors. The two men climbed into the back while the pilot settled herself into the front passenger seat.

			The second vehicle was apparently for luggage, as a male flight attendant and one of the ground crew were wheeling suitcases toward it.

			Wagner noted the first vehicle’s license plate number, then drove to a parking spot near the airport gate. Three minutes later, he was out of his coveralls and astride his motorcycle, pulling out of a street side parking lot, three car lengths behind the Cayenne carrying his target.

			

			

			Stone and the others made good time and arrived at the Arrington Hotel in Bel-Air just a bit before two p.m., local time.

			As they walked into the lobby, a young boy sprinted over and wrapped his arms around Faith, beaming up at her. A good-looking man in his late thirties, who had a smile identical to the boy’s, followed at a more leisurely pace.

			“Did you fly the big plane?” the boy asked.

			“Hello to you, too,” Faith said.

			“Hi, Faith,” the boy said. “Did you fly the big plane?”

			“I did.”

			“Did you have any turblence?” he asked.

			“Turbulence,” the man corrected him.

			“That’s what I said.”

			The man scrunched up his face. “Is it, though?”

			The boy rolled his eyes and turned his attention back to Faith. “Well, did you?”

			“No turbulence on this trip,” Faith said.

			She looked at Stone and Dino. “This, if you haven’t guessed already, is my fiancé, Brian, and his son, Wyatt. Brian, my boss, Stone Barrington, and his friend Dino Bacchetti.”

			Brian held out his hand and Stone shook it. “I’ve heard a lot about you, Mr. Barrington.”

			“Please, call me Stone. And I hope it wasn’t all complaints.”

			“Actually, none of it was.”

			“That’s why I pay her well.”

			“And, of course, I recognize the head of the New York Police Department,” Brian said, shaking Dino’s hand. “Good to meet you, Commissioner Bacchetti.”

			“Save the title for when other cops are around, otherwise you can call me Dino.”

			“I’m honored.”

			“Honestly, we’re the ones who are honored,” Dino said. “I don’t think either of us thought the day would come when someone tied Faith down.”

			Brian laughed. “I’m well aware of Faith’s former rule, and how lucky I am that she decided to scrap it for me.”

			“How well aware?” Dino asked.

			“Shut up, Dino,” Stone whispered.

			Stone and Faith had had a very short fling prior to Stone hiring her as his personal pilot, and Dino was skirting dangerously close to revealing it.

			“I told Brian everything,” Faith said.

			Stone looked at her, surprised. “Everything?”

			“Honesty is the foundation of all good relationships.”

			“From what I’ve heard, since Faith became your pilot, you’ve been the perfect boss,” Brian said.

			“I don’t remember the phrase perfect boss crossing my lips,” Faith said.

			“My interpretation.”

			“I like him,” Stone said to Faith.

			“Of course you do,” she said, then squeezed Brian’s arm. “But I like him more.”

			“I understand you’re going to San Diego tomorrow,” Stone said.

			“We’re taking the train!” Wyatt said.

			Brian tousled his hair. “That we are.” He looked back at Stone. “We’re taking the Amtrak in the afternoon. It’s a beautiful ride down the coast.”

			“What are your plans before that?”

			“Nothing specific. Why?”

			“I could arrange for a private tour of Centurion Pictures’ studio lot, if you’re interested. It’s on the way to Union Station, and you could head there once you’re finished.”

			“What’s a studio lot?” Wyatt asked.

			“A place where they make movies and TV shows,” Stone said.

			Wyatt gaped and turned to his dad. “I want to do that! Can we?”

			“Faith?” Brian asked.

			“It’s fine by me,” she said.

			“As long as it’s not too much trouble,” Brian said to Stone.

			Stone smiled. “No trouble at all.”

			“Then yes. We’d love that.”

			“What time’s your train?”

			“Three p.m.”

			“Then how about you plan to be at the studio ten a.m. I’ll give you the details once I have them.”

			“That would be perfect. Thank you.”

			From behind the group a female voice said, “I didn’t expect such a large welcome party. I’m touched.”

			Everyone turned as Viv Bacchetti joined them. After she hugged Dino, and greeted Stone and Faith, she looked at Wyatt and said, “And who is this?”

			“I’m Wyatt,” Wyatt said.

			“Hi, Wyatt. I’m Viv.”

			She shook his hand.

			“Did someone have a son I wasn’t informed about?”

			“Me, in a way, I guess,” Faith said.

			Viv raised an eyebrow, and Faith held out her finger, showing her the engagement ring.

			Viv grabbed her hand for a closer look. “I don’t believe it.”

			“That’s what I said when I found out,” Dino said.

			Stone held up a hand. “Same.”

			Viv glanced at Brian then said to Faith, “I take it this is the man.”

			“Oh, sorry. Yes. This is Brian Simmons, my fiancé and Wyatt’s dad. Brian, this is Dino’s wife, Viv.”

			Viv scanned Brian up and down as they exchanged greetings, then said to Faith, “You did well.”

			Faith grinned. “I did, didn’t I?”

			“Why do I get the feeling I’m on display?” Brian asked.

			“Because you are,” Dino faux whispered.

			“Perhaps we should let the three of you get settled in,” Stone said to Faith and Brian. “If you need anything, just let me know.”
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