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Prologue
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The first Tuesday in November...the day Americans cast their ballots in a presidential election year.  Like a cascade of dominos, the poll closings from the Eastern Time Zone ebbing their way Westward across the country.

The challenger, Governor Ryan of Florida, was attempting to unseat a sitting president and make President Summers a one term president.

Yulian Bolotnikov, the de-facto head of the Russian mafia was quite interested in America’s presidential election.  Relaxing behind his desk in his plush study, Yulian watched via satellite as the results of the day’s voting were reported.

Yulian presently on the island of Cayo Coco spent most of his time here.  Cuba owns the island which is linked by a seventeen-mile causeway to the mainland.  Cayo Coco, once a hideout for buccaneers during the colonial era, is now a thriving tourist destination dotted with dozens of resort hotels and stunning beaches.  The island’s northern coast features an enormous coral reef which attracts divers from around the world who can fly into Cayo Coco’s Jardines del Rey International airport.

Yulian Bolotnikov built his own resort hotel and occupies the upper eight floors where he now resides year-round.  Cuba is the perfect place for him to spend his time, most notably because of the absence of an extradition treaty with the United States.

Bolotnikov’s aide, Anton, brought Yulian a small humidor as his boss reached in and grabbed one of the world’s most expensive cigars—-a Gurka.  It was not just any Gurka, however, but the top of the line...His Majesty’s Reserve...comprised of 18-year-old tobacco soaked in cognac.  And the cigars weren’t aged in any off the shelf cognac.  These cigars are soaked in the rarest and most expensive cognac in the world—-Louis XIII de Rémy Martin.  An entire bottle of this $2,500 Cognac is used on the tobacco that comprises each box of 20 cigars.  In a special and most secretive process, the cognac enhances the flavor of the tobacco but not at the expense of overwhelming the taste of the cigar itself.

All of this accounts for the price of His Majesty’s Reserve cigars at $15,000 a box...a mere $750 for each cigar...and the price will no doubt increase again soon.  But what really made these cigars rare and in demand is that only 100 boxes are produced each year...their exclusivity is why they are coveted...while the allocation of them to buyers lays solely in the hands of the president of Gurka cigars.  Bolotnikov never offered one of these cigars to anyone.

Yulian Bolotnikov puffed gently on his expensive habit and exhaled the smoke upward where it hung momentarily before slowly wafting away.  He savored every puff of the Gold Standard of cigars as he waited for the final polls to close in the western states.

All the preparation had been finished...the planning had been laid down months before...getting key people in place and identifying the targets, targets that were meticulously chosen.

As another state closed its polls, the projection of the winner was reported immediately based on exit interviews...if it was one-sided.  A grin flashed across Bolotnikov’s face as his candidate didn’t necessarily need to win.  He just had to make it close, and by nearly unanimous prognostications of the so-called experts the election would be extremely close.  Cable’s talking heads were having a field day saying the election could go either way.

Bolotnikov’s grin widened, as he spoke out loud, “The election is going how we and almost everyone else calculated it would...and we are ready to act,” he added ominously.

Suddenly, a side door swung open.  Bolotnikov turned to see a tall blonde posing in the doorway... Marisha Fedorov...attired in a red lace negligee and white nylon stockings.

“Ah, my sweet cyka,” Bolotnikov grinned widely.

Marisha was one of Yulian Bolotnikov’s favorites and she knew it.  She also knew she would need to continually maintain the spice in their encounters or he would tire of her and exchange her for another as readily as he changed his shirts.  She didn’t want that to happen with such a lucrative client.  She wanted to keep this going as long as possible.

Slowly, seductively, she moved toward him, his eyes fixed upon her as lasers.

While Bolotnikov remained seated in his English Chesterfield leather chair, Marisha leaned toward him.  As he eyed her voluptuous breasts through her lacy negligee, his previous self-assured grin evolved into one of lustful desire as he proceeded to satisfy his carnal craving.

Suddenly, Bolotnikov grabbed Marisha Fedorov with his right hand.  She struggled to break his grip...her arms flailing wildly.  With his left hand Bolotnikov yanked something from beneath his desk and dangled it in front of her.

Marisha’s eyes widened in horror—-as she continued to flail wildly to no avail.
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Chapter 1
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In Rome a ringing phone startled a woman and caused her to roll over in bed and grab for the intrusive device while simultaneously elbowing her slumbering companion.

“You know, cell phones can be set a helluva lot quieter,” she complained, as she handed him the phone without ever opening her eyes.

“Huh?” muttered Bob to his female companion, as he attempted to shake the cobwebs from his mind, and then proceeded to utter but a single word into the phone, “Who?”

“It’s Ben,” the voice boomed causing Bob to jerk slightly from the loud bellow.

“Why do you always call me when I’m asleep?” Bob griped into the phone.

“Because I can’t call you when I’m sleeping.”

“Real funny,” Bob moaned.

“I just received the official word.  We’ve got an assignment.  Get your ass to Miami a.s.a.p.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” moaned Bob.

“It’s no joke,” Ben replied.

“What time is it?”

“It’s 1:15 am your time...so haul ass.”

When Ben heard no response, he added, “What’s the matter?  Don’t you want to team up with your partner anymore?” Ben laughed.

“I’ve got a date tonight.”

“It sounds to me like you’ve already had your date, so get out of bed and think of the bright side.”

“There’s a bright side?” Bob grumbled, as he swung his legs out of the bed and sat up.

“Yeah, this is Election Day here
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