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    To Lysa and Christian—thank you.





AUTHOR’S NOTE

FELLOW Mitch Rapp fans—I never had the pleasure of meeting Vince, but I’ve tried to learn as much about him as possible. Part of this is driven by my desire to do his legacy justice and part because some of the people who were friends of his have now become friends of mine.

When I really want to get in Vince’s head, I’ll go to the Vince Q&A archive on his website (https://www.vinceflynn.com/vince-qa-archives). This section is a treasure trove in that it provides Vince’s thoughts on different subjects in the form of answers to his fans’ questions. During one such exchange, a fan asked Vince how many prequel novels he intended to write.

Vince replied by saying that he’d write at least four.

Double Tap now joins American Assassin, Kill Shot, and Denied Access as the fourth Mitch Rapp prequel novel. I don’t know what Vince had in mind for the four stories he intended to tell about Mitch’s early years.

None of us do.

But I hope he enjoys reading this one as much as I enjoyed writing it.

Keep the faith.

Don





PROLOGUE

ZAGROS MOUNTAINS, IRAQ

AZAD Barzani looked across the valley.

From his perch several thousand feet above the valley’s floor, he felt like he could see eternity. The ridges stretched out in a long line of undulating terrain features culminating with snowcapped peaks far to the east. The lush hollow was blanketed in green and crisscrossed with roads and dotted with settlements. The mountains straddled three countries and stretched from horizon to horizon. Normally, a sense of tranquility seemed to radiate from the ancient stones as Azad guarded his flock of sheep.

Not today.

Today, a column of armored vehicles waited at the base of his mountain.

Azad waited with them. This was easier said than done. As a boy, he’d constantly been in motion. Even if he was forced to sit still, a foot shuffled, a finger tapped, or an eye blinked. Like the torrents that cascaded down the Shevi waterfall, Azad could not keep still. His father claimed that this was because he lacked the discipline necessary for stillness. His mother believed he was imbued with the wild spirit of the mountains themselves.

Azad thought that both might be true.

Or neither.

Most days, Azad didn’t give much thought to his propensity for perpetual motion, but today his agha, or tribal chief, had given him a man’s job and Azad intended to live up to the newfound responsibility even if it required him to remain motionless in order to do so. Though he was in his early twenties, Azad knew he had yet to prove himself to his elders.

Hopefully this would change today.

“Maybe we should go back.”

Azad turned from the awe-inspiring vista to his companion, who was considerably less so. Rizgar had grown up in the same village near the Barzan valley, but the two boys couldn’t have been more different. Unlike the craggy slopes, rocky passes, and hardscrabble mountain trails, Rizgar didn’t reflect the hardness of his homeland. Instead, his features were almost delicate. Dark, brooding eyes, a perfectly shaped chin, and straight white teeth. To Azad’s eye, his friend had always seemed like a prince from a bedtime story who had been mistakenly switched for a herdsman.

But appearances could be deceiving.

In the same manner in which Azad’s rough-and-tumble exterior disguised a surprisingly soft heart, Rizgar’s aristocratic bearing concealed a ruthless intellect. The young men had been inseparable since childhood, and in the way of those who grew up in the austere world embraced by nomadic herders, they’d experienced hardship and trauma early and often in their short lives. Individually, the pair might have seemed ill-suited for the task they’d been given, but together they made a formidable team.

A characteristic the tribal chief had probably had in mind when he’d assigned them this task.

“Not yet,” Azad said, pointing to the mountain’s other occupants. “The column’s lead vehicles still haven’t left the foothills.”

Rizgar sighed.

Loudly.

But he didn’t push the matter. A bleating sheep seemed to voice its agreement for the slender man’s plan, but Azad wasn’t swayed. If there were any constants in these mountains it was that the summers were hot, winters bitterly cold, and sheep always ready to return to their pastures. That Rizgar wanted to follow in the flock’s hoofprints wasn’t a sign of fear.

In fact, it was quite the opposite.

A battle was imminent and Rizgar wanted to fight.

But that wasn’t the chieftain’s plan.

“Do you really think the Americans will come?”

Azad looked at his friend. “You don’t?”

Rizgar shrugged. “Americans love to talk. In the mountains, talk is cheap.”

Azad picked up the binoculars at his feet and swept the Iraqi armored column consisting of T-72 main battle tanks, BRDM-2 amphibious scout cars, and BMP tracked armored personnel carriers. Nothing had changed, but he hadn’t really expected to see anything different. Looking at the column gave him an excuse not to make eye contact with his friend.

Rizgar could always tell when he was lying.

“They did more than talk when Hussein invaded Kuwait.”

Rizgar laughed.

It was a dry chuckle.

The sound of an old man scoffing at a boy’s naivete.

“To us, these mountains are everything. To the Americans, we are as insignificant as a sharp stone beneath a ram’s hoof. Does he notice it when he’s standing on the rock? Sure. But he’s forgotten it by the time he takes his next step. For a moment, the Iraqis were a sharp stone beneath America’s feet. By now, the Yankees are on to the next step and the step after that.”

Azad frowned, glad the binoculars masked his expression.

The notion of his friend as a misplaced prince was from more than just Rizgar’s looks. The other man thought deeply in a way that he didn’t. For Azad, the course of action was clear. The American president had encouraged the Kurds to revolt. His father and other tribal leaders had taken the man at his word. Fighters across Kurdistan had risen up to throw off the chains of oppression that had enslaved their people since Hussein had seized power in 1979.

The Kurdish warriors had done their part.

Now the American president needed to do his.

Preferably before the column of mechanized infantry setting up at the base of the mountain assaulted the Kurdish fighters’ dug-in positions. Azad’s clan knew every inch of the countless goat paths that traversed the range. If the Iraqis decided to pursue the fighters into their home turf, they would pay a heavy price. Hardened mountain men waiting with RPGs, PKM machine guns, and Kalashnikov rifles lurked behind every pile of stones.

Azad’s clan would fight to the last man.

And they would lose.

Azad wasn’t a tactician, but he understood the concept of attrition. The Iraqi army possessed more men, vehicles, and powerful artillery. Without American aid, the fighters would be ground to dust beneath the weight of the advancing armored personnel carriers and tanks. This was why the Kurds had never mounted a serious attempt to overthrow the Baathists before now. The Peshmerga were some of the world’s fiercest fighters, but they needed help to offset the balance of force.

Help from American air power.

“Hear that?” Rizgar said.

He did. A deep whump, whump, whump echoed across the mountain. The sound seemed to be coming from everywhere and nowhere. Though he’d never experienced anything quite like the noise, Azad understood what the reverberation signified.

“The Americans,” Rizgar said. “They’ve come!”

Azad’s friend was smiling. Almost ready to dance. The sheep had other ideas. Two bolted for the perceived safety of the underbrush, voicing their displeasure. The third, a headstrong ram, sprang toward a craggy cliff face that was more shale than rock. The scree gave way a heartbeat later, sending the prized animal tumbling into space.

“No!” Azad screamed.

“It’s okay,” Rizgar said, clapping him on the back. “One ram is a small price to pay for our freedom.”

“You don’t understand,” Azad said, turning to confront his friend’s smiling face. “Those are helicopters.”

Rizgar’s grin drained away, replaced by a puzzled expression. “So?”

“The Americans don’t have helicopters. Not here.”

“Then who…”

As if in answer, a pair of insectoid aircraft rounded the slope to Rizgar’s left.

Azad instantly recognized their distinct profile.

Soviet-made Mi-24 Hind gunships. The fearsome aircraft were armed with an autocannon and could carry an array of rockets and missiles as well as dismounted infantry soldiers. Hinds had wreaked havoc on the mujahideen fighters during the Soviet occupation of Afghanistan and were nearly impervious to small-arms fire. Absent shoulder-fired missiles, of which the Kurds had none, the flying tanks were almost impossible to shoot down.

The aircraft were also the Iraqi army’s preferred close air support platform.

The lead helicopter soared over the stalled armored column before pointing its bulbous nose upslope. Upslope toward where Azad’s father and the rest of the village lay in wait. Suddenly, he understood why he and Rizgar had been given the task of monitoring the collection of mechanized vehicles. It hadn’t been because the chieftain was worried about a surprise Iraqi ground assault.

The pair had been directed to a section of mountain that would keep the younger men from danger. Danger of the sort that was even now streaking from the dual rocket pods slung beneath the helicopters’ stubby wings.

“No,” Rizgar said as the ground shook from detonating rockets. “No!”

“Come on,” Azad said, grabbing his friend’s shoulder, “we need to hide.”

“Hide?” Rizgar said, ripping from his grasp. “We must fight.”

“There’s no fighting those demons. That’s why we’re here.”

As if to punctuate his point, a single canister tumbled from the lead Hind’s underbelly. Azad tracked the munition’s progress, waiting for the thunderous explosion that would accompany the detonating high explosives. But when the metal cylinder broke in two, it wasn’t to unleash fire or shrapnel.

Instead, yellowish-brown mist smudged the blue sky.

“But our fathers—”

“Want us to live,” Azad said as the rationale to his strange assignment suddenly became clear. “Don’t you see? The older men didn’t believe they could trust the Americans, so the chieftain sent us away from the battle.”

“Why? We’re warriors. We should be standing with the others.”

“We are warriors. Maybe the last of our tribe.”

The dirty brown cloud settled among the trees as it drifted earthward. The gunships came around for another pass, and a second canister fell from the trail aircraft. Like the first, it broke apart midair, releasing more yellowish-brown mist.

“What is that?”

“Gas,” Azad said as the final piece of the puzzle clicked into place. “The Baathists are poisioning our people.”

“What will we do?”

“Remember. Remember and take our revenge.”





CHAPTER 1

FOUR YEARS LATER

VERONA, ITALY

MITCH Rapp eyed the man he intended to kill.

He wasn’t much to look at. Average build and average height, thick hair, and a clean-shaven face. He didn’t give off an air of menace or evil genius. He didn’t have a soldier’s wariness or a spy’s relaxed mannerisms. His clothing choices were distinctly European, and his dark complexion could have signified a home in any number of countries from Greece to Spain.

Taken in whole, the man was completely and utterly unremarkable.

Except for his eyes.

A pair of wire spectacles with round frames gave him a slightly John Lennon vibe, but Mitch thought the glasses served another purpose. To distract. The man’s eyes did not belong to a musician or poet. Nor were they those of a banker or painter. Neither love, knowledge, nor art shone from their depths. Instead, the dark orbs burned with something beyond zeal or passion.

Rapp had seen eyes like this before. He knew what they signified.

Hunger.

A hunger for money.

“Mi scusi. Could you take our picture?”

Rapp turned from the man to the happy couple to his left. Though the first half of the request had been rendered in fairly respectable Italian, the man and woman were decidedly American. They were young—early twenties probably—and doing their best to avoid the stereotypes most often ascribed to their fellow countrymen. Neither wore the typical American tourist wardrobe of garish T-shirt, ball cap, cargo shorts, and tennis shoes. The woman was dressed in a stylish short-sleeved blouse, tailored shorts, and sandals.

Her husband was slightly more formal in linen trousers, an untucked white cotton shirt, and loafers. She had shoulder-length chestnut hair, a pale complexion, brown eyes, and a bright smile. He was the tall and dark to her fair and slight, with thick black hair, a goatee, and a trim build. Judging by the way the husband kept toying with his wedding ring, it was a fairly new accessory.

Rapp’s mother would have termed them precious.

Which was a shame, because they were about to be robbed.

“Sure,” Rapp said with a smile, accepting the camera. “Honeymoon?”

Rapp did not often agree to take pictures for happy couples or make small talk with strangers. But today, he was not Mitch Rapp. Instead, he was a Canadian tourist on holiday to the City of Love, and Canadian tourists were nothing if not friendly.

“Is it that obvious?” The wife blushed, but her eyes sparkled. To his credit, the husband seemed more wary of the friendly stranger. He smiled, but also laid a protective hand on his wife’s shoulder.

His instincts were correct, but his target identification needed work.

Rapp chuckled. “Lucky guess. We’re at Juliet’s window, right? Besides, you two embody young love.”

Keeping the bitterness from his voice was difficult.

He too had once embodied young love.

The woman’s blush deepened, and her smile widened. Even the husband seemed to relax. His tense shoulders loosened, and his posture softened.

Everything was great.

Everything but the pickpocket angling in from behind them.

“A little to the left,” Rapp said, raising the camera to his eye. “I want to frame you beneath the balcony.”

Unlike the happy couple, his smile was strained.

This was partially because their obvious affection hit a little too close to home.

His version of young love had come to a flaming end only a few months prior. Though he was also in his early twenties, Rapp had loved deeply twice, and both of those relationships ended tragically. The first with the death of his girlfriend Mary. The second had been a different sort of death. The kind that happened when two people realized their worlds were incompatible. The second ending hadn’t been as tragic as the first, but it was just as final. His chance at relational happi-ness wasn’t over, but he suspected he wouldn’t experience this couple’s bliss again anytime soon. It didn’t help matters that the blushing bride bore more than a passing resemblance to Mary. For a moment, he found himself wondering how his life might have turned out if the world had been a gentler place.

But it wasn’t a gentler place.

Rapp understood this at a visceral level even if the couple did not. He might not be able to single-handedly rid the world of evil, but he could keep it from infecting the happy pair.

At least for today.

“Perfect,” Rapp said, triggering the camera’s shutter.

Whether or not the shot was perfect would remain a mystery until the newlyweds developed their film. This was because Rapp’s attention wasn’t on the couple, the scenic backdrop, or the camera’s viewfinder.

Instead, he was focused on the piece of Eurotrash edging toward the wife’s purse.

“One more,” Rapp said. “Turn a little to your right.”

They did.

Besides providing the perfect shot of Mr. and Mrs. Americana, the new angle gave the purse snatcher an opportunity to lift the wife’s handbag from her shoulder. It was a knockoff Chanel, so Rapp wasn’t terribly concerned about the metal buckles snapping or the leather fraying. He was, however, worried that the husband might feel obliged to try something heroic. Something that might end with his spleen impaled on the glittering switchblade clearing the purse snatcher’s pocket.

With a career criminal’s smooth motions, the purse snatcher slit the fabric binding the leather strap to the purse’s body, and relieved the woman of her burden. She felt the weight lessen and turned, her toothy smile transforming into a frown. Her husband proved to be more in tune with his surroundings. He seemed to grasp the significance of the figure sliding past, but couldn’t get to the man without trampling his bride.

Rapp didn’t have that problem.

“Here you go,” Rapp said, stepping toward the couple and holding out the camera like he intended to hand it back.

He did not.

Instead, Rapp’s careful choreography accomplished two things—one, the husband was out of play. Two, he stood between the thief and freedom. Rapp turned as if surprised to see the purse snatcher, and for a fraction of a second, they made eye contact. He knew what the other man saw—an olive complexion, thick black hair, a muscular build, and eyes that were so dark as to be black. Nothing that would suggest Rapp was anything but what he purported himself to be—a friendly tourist assisting a honeymooning couple.

The thief faced a choice—go around the human obstacle or through him.

He made his decision.

And Rapp made his.

The thief dropped his shoulder, intending to bowl Rapp over. Rapp obliged the man by dropping something of his own. An elbow directly into the bridge of the thief’s nose. Cartilage shattered with a satisfying crunch.

The thief dropped the purse and reached for his broken nose. His face contorted into a mask of rage as blood spurted between his fingers. His eyes narrowed as if seeing Rapp for the first time.

Moment of truth.

Rapp stepped back, clearing an avenue of escape.

The purse snatcher hesitated for a fraction of a second, questioning whether this was too good to be true. Then he bolted. Rapp watched him go for a beat. Only once he was sure the thief was actually fleeing did he crouch down and retrieve the purse.

Turning, he offered it to the stunned woman.

“I think you dropped this.”

Like most people not intimately familiar with violence, she appeared overwhelmed. She took the offered purse along with her camera, and babbled something.

Her new husband was on stronger footing.

“Thank you,” the man said, grasping Rapp’s hand. “Truly.”

Rapp returned the handshake with his best Canadian grin even as he tracked the thief’s progress out of the courtyard and into the crowd. Contrary to his smile, Rapp was not amused. His sense of right and wrong didn’t like that the purse snatcher had escaped justice. The man’s shattered nose and looming dual black eyes would temporarily keep him from practicing his nefarious trade, but this was a short-lived solution for a permanent problem.

Rapp lived in a zero-sum world.

A world in which, absent sheepdogs, wolves preyed upon the weak. The purse-snatching wolf had been lamed, but he hadn’t been exterminated. Once he finished licking his wounds, the thief would be back to his old tricks. Next time the purse snatcher’s shiny knife sought a target, Rapp wouldn’t be there to guard the herd.

But that couldn’t be helped.

While he was a force for good, Rapp was not a superhero. He’d come to Verona for a very specific purpose and that purpose was not yet fulfilled.

He still had a man to kill.





CHAPTER 2

AS Rapp had hoped, his target had not noticed what had just transpired.

The slight man with the John Lennon glasses had not sensed the unfolding violence or bothered himself with the raised voices, commotion, or sudden shift in the crowd’s energy. This could be because he was completely enthralled with the window beckoning from the far end of the cobblestone courtyard. The same window from which Shakespeare had once imagined star-crossed lovers promising eternity to each other.

He was not.

Rapp had been shadowing the man for the past two days. During this time, the man’s City of Love routine had not varied from the dossier the CIA advance team had compiled. He took his breakfast at one of two caffetterias before spending the morning wandering the city streets. He then enjoyed a late lunch at the Piazza Bra in the Colosseum’s once-magnificent shadow. The afternoon was passed at his apartment with a long nap, while the evening consisted of a drink at one of several touristy cafés followed by dinner at an osteria. This was the routine of someone trying hard to look like they were on holiday.

The man in the John Lennon glasses was not on holiday.

He was a Pakistani scientist. A man who had made his reputation by developing weapons of mass destruction on behalf of an unstable Islamic nation perpetually on the brink of war with its neighbor, India. This in itself would have been enough for the man’s name to be added to the now-infamous Orion team kill list—a dossier of terrorists and their enablers that was compiled by the CIA and blessed by the president.

A list of dead men walking.

As an assassin in the Orion program, Rapp was charged with hunting such men on their own turf. While he did not personally select his targets, he’d prosecuted enough to have a rough understanding of how a person ended up on the list. Pakistan’s government and intelligence service was rife with sympathizers with, if not outright participants in, the radical Islamic cause. Giving such men access to weapons of mass destruction wasn’t just bad political policy.

It was suicide.

But it wasn’t the scientist’s official work that had brought the Pakistani to Rapp’s attention. According to Irene Kennedy, Rapp’s CIA handler, the scientist was freelancing. Offering his expertise and services to the highest bidder. Whether these extracurricular pursuits were driven by ideology or old-fashioned greed didn’t matter.

The Pakistani was marked for death.

As if he could hear Rapp’s thoughts, the scientist turned.

Rapp didn’t avert his gaze.

They were standing on opposite ends of a crowded courtyard, and though he’d done his best to keep the earlier commotion with the purse snatcher to a minimum, Rapp was on the receiving end of several pairs of eyes. Though not a surveillance expert like the members of his CIA advance team, Rapp had conducted enough pattern-of-life operations to know when he might have been compromised. He’d been shadowing the scientist, but he’d also been overly conservative in his actions. There was no reason why the Pakistani should see anything but a tourist when he looked at Rapp.

In theory.

In practice, things were playing out a bit differently. The scientist locked gazes with Rapp. Then the eyes behind the John Lennon glasses widened. Like a startled jackrabbit, the Pakistani bolted from the courtyard for the corridor leading west toward Via Cappello.

Rapp fought the urge to give chase even as he replayed the man’s actions, searching for their cause. Something had spooked him, but Rapp couldn’t determine its source.

Turning, he glanced behind him.

And swore.

A pair of polizia locale were exiting a patrol car.

Though the police officers hadn’t activated the vehicle’s siren, the light bar atop the roof strobed. As befitting their national image, the Italian intelligence services approached foreign terrorism with a live-and-let-live mentality. Between the ravages of organized crime and rampant political corruption, the various law enforcement organizations had enough on their hands without looking for trouble. As long as the jihadis didn’t start detonating car bombs in front of the Vatican, they could do what they wanted in nations that were far from Italian soil. Unless the Pakistani had suddenly developed a taste for stolen art, Rapp didn’t think he had much to fear from Italian authorities.

Still, something had caused the man to alter his daily routine in favor of braving the crowds circling a decidedly Western tourist attraction. Rapp was willing to bet that the scientist was supposed to meet someone.

Someone he didn’t trust enough to liaise with in a more intimate setting.

When it came to eliminating bad guys, Rapp wasn’t a fan of letting targets run in the hopes of generating additional intelligence. If someone landed on his list, they deserved to die regardless of who they might be whispering to in a shadowy room.

And yet.

And yet, if a scientist who specialized in creating unthinkable weapons was interviewing a potential customer, maybe Rapp should give the Pakistani a little line to see who bit.





CHAPTER 3

VIA Cappello was charming in the way of many old-world streets.

Though barely wide enough for a handful of pedestrians standing side by side, the cobblestone thoroughfare was easily trafficked on foot. The road was bordered by sidewalks made of marble, as befitted the high-end stores that faced the narrow walkway. Apartments sporting the occasional balcony sat above the stores, and streetlights perched on electric wires spanned the alley.

The ambience was quite charming.

It was not conducive to a foot pursuit.

The tight confines and heavy pedestrian traffic made chasing a running suspect through the warren of side streets difficult. Verona’s roads were not laid out on a grid that mirrored the cardinal directions. Via Cappello ran from the southeast to the northwest, but the thoroughfare was intersected by west−east running tributaries and narrow alleys too numerous to count. The streets were packed with tourists and locals alike. Were he the one being chased, Rapp would have used this to his advantage by surging deeper into the city.

The scientist did not.

Instead, the Pakistani seemed to be fleeing toward space and the perceived freedom that accompanied it. Space meant turning right once the scientist reached Via Cappello and heading northwest toward Piazza Erbe. Rather than follow the fleeing Pakistani, Rapp intended to head him off at the pass. He threaded through the crowd, angling toward an ivy-covered brick wall. A dark archway beckoned, no doubt leading to an alley that was cramped, damp, and littered with refuse.

But it was an alley that led northwest.

Rapp pushed through the crowd, sprinkling in the occasional scusi as he jostled bystanders out of the way. The scientist had a head start, but he also had a greater distance to travel, assuming Rapp was correct about the alley’s provenance. The closer he came to the brick archway, though, the more he began to second-guess his choice. The smells wafting from the darkness were in a word unpleasant. A mixture of decay, trash, and the moldy scent of crumbling stone.

Taking a final breath of fresh air, Rapp plunged inside.

The claustrophobic alley did not disappoint. His unexpected presence startled something that scurried out of the way, heading for the darker recesses. Rapp chose to believe it was a cat. A skinny, hairless cat with a curly tail. As was typical of Verona’s old sections of town, the buildings on either side of the alley met somewhere above his head, meaning that sunlight did not venture here.

Or perhaps light of any kind.

Rapp sloshed through puddles of unknown origin, pumping his arms and legs. His haste was driven partially to minimize his span in the squalor, but more so in order to arrive at the plaza with enough time to plan what he intended to do next. As a former all-American collegiate lacrosse player, he was pretty good at thinking on the move. But war-gaming how to set up a pick-and-roll on the fly wasn’t quite in the same league as spontaneously determining how to kill a man.

Or whether he still should.

The methods by which Rapp went about his business varied from job to job. Killing a senior member of a terrorist cell undoubtedly made that organization less effective, but done correctly, the assassination could also send a message. Killing a Libyan finance minister in his Paris hotel room as he slept shouted to the world that his operational security had been thoroughly penetrated. Killing a bomb maker on the streets of Beirut proclaimed that there was nowhere the enemies of freedom could take refuge.

But the Pakistani scientist was… different.

Pakistan was notionally an American ally, and the scientist was still employed by his government. That neither of these facts was precisely true was widely understood on both sides of the Atlantic. Be that as it may, there were conventions to uphold. The scientist was still slotted to meet his maker, but the manner of his demise was meant to be subtle. A message for those who cared to dig, but explainable enough so that his government benefactors could save face.

Rapp wasn’t usually much for subtle.

But in this case, he understood that discretion might just be the better part of valor. A weapons scientist who died in a mugging gone wrong was still one less shitbag in the world, and if the powers that be didn’t get the message, Orion team members could always escalate.

Rapp was big on escalation.

He hurdled a final pile of garbage and left the darkest part of the tunnel behind. Light was now filtering from an opening ahead, which meant that he was almost to the piazza.

And his decision.

Rapp didn’t know for certain what had spooked the Pakistani, but the sudden appearance of the Italian police officers seemed to be a safe bet. Whether this assumption was correct was immaterial. When it came to the proliferation of chemical weapons, safe was better than sorry.

Rapp did not intend to allow the scientist to be arrested.

The Italians had elevated corruption to an art form, and while this wasn’t to say there were no honest cops in Verona, Rapp wasn’t willing to bet his operation on the polizia’s integrity. Maybe the Pakistani had forgotten to pay a parking ticket, or maybe one of his would-be clients was unhappy that their bid hadn’t been enough to secure the scientist’s services.

The specifics didn’t matter.

Italian law enforcement could not be allowed to take the Pakistani into custody. This meant that an operation that had been built around subtlety now stood a very good chance of becoming high-profile. That was okay. Rapp had only been in the killing business for a handful of years, but his mentor and trainer, Stan Hurley, had been doing this for the majority of his thirty-plus-year career. During a session at the firing range, Hurley had once boiled down the essence of the Orion program into one of his trademark pithy lines.

When in doubt, plug the son of a bitch.

Rapp subscribed to this philosophy wholeheartedly.





CHAPTER 4

AS with much of Verona, the Piazza Erbe was a sight to behold.

Rapp’s trek had landed him on Via Cairoli, where a left turn and a quick sprint had taken him to the intersection with Via Cappello. To his left, the wide cobblestone street led southeast back toward Juliet’s balcony. To his right sat the piazza in all of its glory. Where before Verona’s streets had felt enclosed and cramped, the piazza was airy and full of light. An area for vehicular traffic on the piazza’s western side coexisted with a pedestrian area delineated by slabs of lighter-colored stone to the east. Rows of stores and restaurants lined the piazza, with the structures’ upper floors dedicated to apartments, many of which had flowers or lush greenery cascading down the wrought-iron balconies. This was the postcard-worthy version of Verona.

Except for the row of police motorcycles lining the piazza’s northern end.

Rapp counted six motorbikes. Short of serving as a backdrop for a Hollywood espionage movie, he couldn’t imagine why such a large police presence would be concentrated in such a relatively small area.

Something wasn’t right.

At this time of the afternoon, the piazza was only moderately full. Most Italians were lingering over long lunches or perhaps an afternoon cup of espresso. Never a cappuccino. That drink was reserved exclusively for mornings.

The limited pedestrian traffic made the row of motorcycles all the more imposing, and the officers lounging with them intimidating. The men were dressed in blue on blue—light blue shirts tucked into darker blue pants, which in turn were bloused into leather riding boots. Six riders were clustered in a loose group around their bikes, sans helmets, smoking and talking. They didn’t appear to be paying attention to their surroundings. Had he not been on the tail of a fleeing weapons scientist for hire, Rapp would have pegged the men as ornamentation rather than a squad about to make an arrest. Maybe a show of force to keep rabble-rousers in line.

But he was tailing a fleeing weapons scientist.

Rapp turned left, scanning south down Via Cappello.

While he didn’t see the scientist’s John Lennon glasses bobbing along in the sea of faces, the man had to be heading this way. Via Cappello narrowed significantly as it flowed south, but the street enjoyed a bit of a reprieve in the form of an intersection with Via Giuseppe. The narrow west−east-running pedestrian area widened as it met Via Cappello, forming a space that while nowhere near as large as the piazza still provided room for pedestrians to congregate. Acting on a hunch, Rapp followed Via Cappello south and gave Via Giuseppe a quick glance as he passed the intersection.

The space was surprisingly empty of window-shoppers and passersby. Probably because of the motorcycle cops blocking off the miniature plaza from foot traffic coming from the west. As before, the men were standing near their bikes rather than straddling them, but unlike their compatriots to the north, these officers were actively routing pedestrians around the cordon they’d established.

But that wasn’t the worst of it.

Four additional men were congregated just around the corner. While they were dressed in plain clothes, their mannerisms and posture screamed law enforcement. One of the men made eye contact with Rapp before glancing at the paper he was holding.

Probably a headshot of a certain Pakistani weapons scientist for hire.

Rapp quickened his pace.

Several tools of his trade were hidden on his person, including a 9mm Beretta, a suppressor for the pistol, an extra magazine, and a knife. If given the choice, Rapp would choose the suppressed pistol for the job, but that was probably not an option. The weapon was too bulky to conceal with the metal cylinder screwed onto the barrel, so he carried the component separately. He had neither the time nor opportunity to remedy that shortcoming now. The Beretta would function without the suppressor, but a pistol’s report would echo through the man-made canyon of buildings. If he was going to get to the Pakistani before the polizia reached the scientist, he’d need to utilize something quiet but just as effective.

Rapp continued south down Via Cappello, opening his stride.

If done correctly, knife work could be quick and quiet.

It was never clean.

To keep the scientist from crying out, Rapp would need to target the brainpan or a lung. This was difficult to accomplish on a moving person and almost impossible to do in a surreptitious manner. Even the least security-minded person would guess something was amiss if they saw Rapp immobilize the Pakistani’s head with one hand while driving a six-inch blade into the base of his skull or up through his rib cage with the other. To make this work, he needed privacy.

But privacy was nowhere to be found on Via Cappello.

As if adding a soundtrack to his urgency, the unmistakable high-low pitch of a European police siren filled the air. Rapp was proceeding under a worst-case scenario, in which the police officers intended to arrest the scientist. If this was true, the siren might be a mechanism to drive the Pakistani north into the interdiction squad’s waiting arms. For a moment he wondered whether the scientist had followed one of the western-leading side streets deeper into the city, but he discounted the idea. Whoever had orchestrated this arrest had gone to great lengths to herd the scientist toward the rendition team. Surely the planners would have made westward travel a similarly unattractive choice.

Unless the scientist had turned around completely.

He could be heading east toward the Adige River. The body of water twisted its way through the city, forming a natural boundary that could only be crossed at one of the bridges. Moving in this direction made zero tactical sense, but people fleeing law enforcement often made poor choices.

Rapp frowned.

He’d been hunting his quarry as if the scientist were a fellow operative rather than a frightened academic. Rapp’s boxing coach had once remarked that the most dangerous opponent was an untrained fighter because they fought unpredictably. Maybe the Pakistani had seen the police and doubled back with the intention of working his way south once he reached the river.

Or maybe not.

The crowd parted revealing a familiar face.

The man with the John Lennon glasses.





CHAPTER 5

THE Pakistani met Rapp’s gaze without so much as a flinch. While he’d been reasonably sure that he hadn’t been the one who’d spooked the scientist, this bit of confirmation was welcome.

The motorcycle cop roaring up to the intersection just behind the scientist was a different matter. The bike’s lights were extinguished so the crowd didn’t react to the police officer’s presence. Even the scientist didn’t so much as blink an eye. Whether this was because the ambient noise had masked the motorcycle’s approach or because the scientist was too focused on getting away to look behind him didn’t matter. Like a lacrosse ball rifled from midfield, the scientist kept moving unerringly toward the piazza and his unknowing rendezvous with the interdiction team. The motorcycle cop was probably closing the police dragnet behind the fleeing scientist. With an expert kick, the officer deployed the bike’s kickstand, killed the engine, and set off after the scientist on foot. So great was his haste that the policeman didn’t stop to shuck his helmet. The scientist was about to be snatched off the street.

Rapp couldn’t allow that to happen.

No kids. No women. No cops.

Rapp could almost hear Hurley’s raspy voice reiterating the Orion team’s nonnegotiables. While he agreed with the first two tenets, the third might be a sticking point. He hoped that what he was about to do would follow to the spirit of his mentor’s commandment if not the letter.

Rapp strode past the scientist.

The Pakistani registered his presence with a flicker of his eyes. Then the target was past Rapp and the motorcycle cop loomed. Rapp had spent the last several years honing his skills. Sharpening his edge in order to become a more lethal, efficient assassin. In other words, the opposite of what he was about to do. As if of its own accord, his toe found an upraised section of cobblestone.

“Shit,” Rapp exclaimed, putting his full American accent behind the expletive. He windmilled his arms for an instant before sprawling across the cobblestones.

Directly into the motorcycle cop’s path.

The man was already running. His leather boots, which made for great riding footwear, weren’t so nimble in a foot chase, but Rapp wasn’t taking any chances. His fall was anything but graceful, but what happened next would have made his jiujitsu instructor smile. Rapp turned his head to the side and slapped the concrete with the palms of his hands to keep from face-planting onto the hard stone. Under the guise of scrambling out of the motorcycle cop’s way, he snagged the man’s leg with a perfect ankle pick.

The cop sprawled across the pavement.

Rapp tangled his long legs in the officer’s short ones as the cop tried to get up.

“So sorry,” Rapp said. He made a show of attempting to help the officer to his feet while still holding him down. “Are you okay?”

The officer spat a string of Italian that didn’t sound particularly complimentary of Rapp, his parentage, or the nation from which he hailed. Then the officer stiff-armed him in the chest. The blow was an assault on his pride more than his person, but Rapp turned the strike into a flop that would have done Vlade Divac proud.

“Hey,” Rapp said, letting equal parts anger and surprise color his response, “I said I was sorry. Mi dispiace.”

“Stupido americano.”

The officer shot a look at Rapp that seemed to say he wanted to murder the assassin, but it wasn’t worth the trouble. Then he sprinted after the scientist. The Pakistani was still moving north toward the piazza with his peculiar shuffling pace—not quite a leisurely walk but not fast enough to be considered a run. Rapp had hoped his stunt would give the man an opportunity to disappear down one of the side streets, but he’d accomplished nothing. Absent an act of God, the scientist would be in Italian custody in less than thirty seconds.

With an almost apologetic honk of its horn, a red panel van nosed its way south from the piazza on Via Cappello. The honks turned less apologetic and more urgent when the lethargic Italian crowd appeared disinclined to make way for the vehicle. Perhaps because the street the van was attempting to navigate was for pedestrian use only. The van nudged past a bystander while continuing to sound its horn.

The crowd grudgingly moved out of the way.

Rapp got to his feet.

Clearly the van was in the wrong, but the vehicle’s slow speed and judicious use of the horn didn’t suggest a malicious intent. The motorcycle cop bellowed something unintelligible at the van’s driver as if the vehicle had taken a wrong turn.

Rapp thought differently.

He edged north, slipping around irate bystanders as he reached for the Beretta holstered at the small of his back with his left hand.

The van stopped, and the panel door slid open.

A pair of masked men exited.

Rapp wrapped his fingers around the Beretta’s grip.

The men surged into the crowd. The larger of the two pinned the Pakistani’s arms to his sides with a bear hug while his partner secured the scientist’s legs. With an economy of movement that suggested practice, the pair hauled the scientist to the van, tossed him inside, climbed in, and closed the sliding door.

The entire incident lasted seconds.

The motorcycle cop watched with his mouth agape. A career spent issuing tickets and bickering with irate Italian drivers had not prepared him for the rendition’s speed and violence.

The van was about twenty yards away. Rapp felt confident he could place an aimed pair in the driver’s section of the windshield at this distance, but was less than certain about what those shots might yield. Firing through safety glass produced notoriously unpredictable outcomes. Maybe he’d put a round into the driver’s chest or maybe the bullet would fragment or ricochet in unpredictable directions inside the van. But this uncertainty wasn’t what stopped him from bringing the pistol up to his left eye and putting the long hours he’d spent on the shooting range to work.

That honor belonged to the object pressing against his left kidney.

An object that felt an awful lot like a pistol.





CHAPTER 6

DON’T.”

It wasn’t so much the command that caught Rapp by surprise as the language in which it was uttered.

Arabic.

Arabic voiced in the melodic syllables of a Lebanese accent.

The list of people who had pointed a gun at Rapp and lived to tell about it was short.

Extremely short.

Not to mention that pressing a pistol against a person’s back was a rookie move. Sure, a certain amount of psychological damage could be inflicted by a firearm’s cold, metal touch. The victim was forced to confront their own mortality and acknowledge that their ability to draw another breath was now in someone else’s hands. At least this was the case if the target was untrained.

Rapp was not untrained.

Sprinkled amid the near constant pain Hurley inflicted in the Orion team’s grueling selection course he ran out of an unassuming barn near Lake Anna, Virginia, were some genuinely useful lessons. Chief among those was the principle of action versus reaction. In short, the former always beats the latter. To drive this home, Hurley had his trainees drill disarming techniques again and again. The men began with fake rubber weapons but, by the end, had graduated to real pistols loaded with pain-inducing Simunition rounds.

While successfully disarming an armed opponent was not a hundred percent proposition, there was a window of constraints that made success more likely. The first of those constraints was distance. If the victim could touch the weapon, he could probably disarm his attacker before the attacker could squeeze the trigger. For a graduate of Hurley’s school of hard knocks, this touching included the instance in which a weapon was pressed against the small of an opponent’s back.

With slow, exaggerated movements, Rapp released his hold on the Beretta’s pistol grip. Then he shifted backward. The movement was so slight as to be nonexistent, but it served a critical purpose. Rapp needed to verify the pistol’s exact location. Counterintuitive though it may seem, the easiest way to accomplish this task was to back into the pistol until he could feel the muzzle pressing against his spine.

But when he shifted backward, the small of his back touched air.

“I don’t think so.”

The statement, still delivered in Arabic, carried a sense of amusement.

Rapp was not amused.

“What do you want?” Rapp said, asking the question in Arabic. Unlike the unseen speaker, Rapp’s pronunciation marked him as Iraqi. Whether or not that was advantageous in this particular situation remained to be seen.

“A great many things. The list is both long and exhaustive, so I won’t bore you with it. Instead, I find myself wondering whether we could help each other.”

“Why would I want to help you?”

“Why indeed?” The man sighed. “Let’s just say that I have an eye for talent and a belief in the utility of shared purpose. For reasons I don’t yet know, you chose to involve yourself in a situation which has produced a beneficial outcome for me. Now I’m considering whether I have it within my power to offer a similarly beneficial outcome to you.”

A burst of police sirens washed over the street as a parade of motorcycle cops headed toward them from the piazza. One by one, they turned right, pursuing the fleeing van east. The motorcycle cop Rapp had tackled was retracing his steps in the direction of his parked bike toward the hapless American who had thwarted his efforts to reach the Pakistani scientist.

The American now conversing with an unseen gunman in impeccable Arabic.

Time to end this interaction.

“This doesn’t feel beneficial,” Rapp said.

The man chuckled. “Of course not. We’re still getting acquainted. If you’d like to continue our conversation meet me at the Café Bongiovi tomorrow evening. Say around seven?”

“If I don’t?”

Another chuckle. “Then I thank you for your help. Though in my experience, Good Samaritans don’t often travel with pistols tucked into their waistbands. Good day.”

It wasn’t lost on Rapp that the gunman timed the interaction so that it ended when the motorcycle cop was just feet away. Presumably, this was so he wouldn’t be inclined to pursue the man with the Lebanese accent. On the whole, not a bad plan, but Rapp wasn’t about to let him vanish without at least attempting to get a look at the man. The CIA employed a cadre of facial sketch artists. If Rapp could get a glimpse of him, perhaps an agency analyst might be able to match his likeness to a photograph.

Rapp was in the middle of turning when a thunderclap echoed down the street. A cloud of smoke drifted from a store to his right. The motorcycle cop changed directions and sprinted in the direction of the explosion. It only took Rapp a split second to process what he’d seen, but that was long enough. By the time he turned back toward where the speaker had been standing, the street was a mass of fleeing pedestrians.

He’d been outplayed.

Sighing, Rapp moved with the crowd, using the chaos to effect his escape. He was an assassin, not a CIA case officer. His job was to service targets not recruit assets, and his safety lay in his anonymity. He could still return to his apartment, pack his belongings, and ghost out of Italy with no one the wiser.

That was the safe and arguably smart play.

But it meant returning to Paris and his cover life empty-handed. People who chose to become assassins weren’t known for playing it safe or, for that matter, smart. The Pakistani was a sensitive target that had required weeks of prep work and planning. He was now probably beyond Rapp’s reach, but that probability became a certainty if Rapp abandoned his mission. This was to say nothing of the Mystery Man with the Lebanese accent.

Rapp was not tasked with providing intelligence, but neither was he ignorant of the fact that he worked on behalf of the Central Intelligence Agency. The scientist’s rendition had been flawlessly executed. Any thug could stage a kidnapping, but snatching someone from a crowded street in broad daylight under the nose of a substantial police presence required finesse. The men in the van were pros, as was the Mystery Man.

Maybe he ought to see what he could learn about his competition.

Rapp could almost hear Hurley’s cigarette-ruined voice respond. His job was to execute the OPLAN, not freelance. Rapp considered the wisdom of these words as he paused at the next intersection. Left led back toward his hotel. Right would lead deeper into the city. He lingered for another moment, thinking through the ramifications of his choice.

Then he turned right.

Hurley wasn’t here.

Rapp was.





CHAPTER 7

VERONA, ITALY

IN position. Standing by.”

Eliana Levy didn’t reply.

At least not at first.

What was supposed to have been a simple surveillance operation had now ballooned out of control. There was a fine line between audacity and stupidity, and if she were being honest with herself, she was no longer entirely sure on which side of that division she’d landed.

“Eliana?”

Eliana pushed a handful of dark curls from her face as she eyed the apartment door looming at the end of the long, unassuming hallway. Her only chance at salvaging this mission lay beyond its oak exterior.

“Stay on both men,” Eliana said. “I’m almost in.”

“Okay.”

Eliana knew from the tone of voice it was not okay.

Her second-in-command was not a career intelligence officer like the rest of her team. As with a fair number of Mossad officers, Mark had spent the first part of his government service as a member of one of the IDF’s many special operations units. Though he had become a competent agent runner, his first specialty had been that of a breacher blowing doors off their hinges in preparation for an entry team of assaulters.

Breachers were not known for their patience.

“We are out of time, and we can’t stay on both. Who do you want us to follow—young or old?”

This was the question she was here to answer.

This question among others.

“Two more minutes,” Eliana hissed. “Buy me two more minutes.”

Though she couldn’t see it, Eliana could imagine the thundercloud now enveloping Mark’s face. That was fine. She would deal with his tongue-lashing later as long as he dealt with the tactical problem she’d just handed him now. Was observing two targets with an undermanned surveillance team difficult?

Of course.

Impossible?

No.

At least not for another two minutes. Unlike the rest of the world, Israel had neither oceans nor continental landmasses to insulate it from its adversaries. When your enemy was also your neighbor, you became very adept at your job. Mark would solve the problem because that’s what special operations operatives did.

With a confidence she didn’t feel, Eliana strode down the hallway leading to the door. The apartment building’s interior was as unremarkable as its exterior. The second floor was clean and boasted just one other flat. Eliana passed the freshly painted entryway to the second apartment without breaking stride. The key to the target door was already in her left hand, while her right clutched a small purse. A purse containing a Beretta Model 71 pistol equipped with a suppressor.

An assassin’s weapon.

While Eliana had no intention of killing the man residing inside the apartment, that wasn’t to say someone else didn’t feel differently.

Or had already felt differently.

The apartment’s occupant was a member of the Syrian Mukhabarat, or intelligence service. He was also a Mossad asset. An asset who hadn’t left his apartment this morning to conduct his daily SDR (surveillance detection route). Even more important from the State of Israel’s perspective, the asset had missed his meeting with the Pakistani scientist, whose services his Syrian masters were interested in procuring. After the asset hadn’t shown, Eliana had made the decision to split from her team. Mark would continue to shadow the Pakistani. She would go to her asset’s apartment.

Alone.

She knew this wasn’t the most tactically sound plan, but her surveillance team wasn’t large enough to cover two geographically disparate areas. The scientist was the priority, so it made sense to leave Mark and her other watchers on him, but Eliana had questions for her Syrian agent that needed to be answered.

Assuming someone else hadn’t already asked them.

Eliana slipped the key into the lock, felt it slide home, and turned it.

The bolt disengaged.

She drew her pistol and then let the purse fall to the floor. Squaring her shoulders, she turned the doorknob, pushed open the door, and slid into the apartment in a crouch. The maneuver probably looked ridiculous. It certainly felt ridiculous, but it might just save her life. She was a small woman. Tiny, really. At barely five feet tall, she’d almost been disqualified from service with the Mossad because she hadn’t met the height standards.

Almost.

In a show of tenacity that would serve her well in her espionage career, Eliana had petitioned for a waiver three separate times. She’d succeeded on the fourth. Apparently, someone inside the Institute, as the Mossad was known, had realized that a four-foot-eleven-inch woman who could speak four languages was a greater asset than someone an inch taller without her linguistic skills. She’d had a harder time with the physical aspects of her training, but every now and then being small had its advantages.

Like when entering a flat in which a gunman might be waiting.

Eliana scurried across the floor, her head and torso a good five inches below where an assassin might be aiming. She panned her pistol across the kitchen, the tritium night sights floating in the dimness like the Orion’s Belt constellation. To her relief, no muzzle flash announced an assassin’s presence.

Yet.

Staying low, Eliana kicked the apartment door shut. Then she felt for the light switch and clicked it on.

Fluorescent bulbs buzzed to life.

“Last chance. Young or old?”

Though she’d turned down her radio’s volume before entering the apartment, Mark’s exasperation came through loud and clear. She hadn’t realized there was a way to pack a shout’s power into a whisper.

Until now.

“Thirty seconds,” Eliana hissed back.

The Syrian Mukhabarat had been nosing around Verona in preparation for the meeting with the Pakistani scientist for weeks. Safe houses had been requisitioned, cars had been rented, and front companies established. Since no intelligence officer worth his salt would attempt to work clandestinely over long periods of time from a hotel, a series of flats for the in-country advance team had also been procured.

This was one of them.

Eliana had never been inside the flat, but she had the layout memorized. Shortly after her asset had taken up residence, a Mossad intelligence officer had hacked into the rental company’s computer and downloaded a copy of the floor plan. A kitchen, a small living room, a bathroom, and a bedroom at the end of the hall. The entire place was no bigger than a postage stamp.

And it was empty.

“Eliana!”

Eliana had been a field operative for almost a decade. Her work had taken her to spots to which she’d love to return and other locations she hoped to never see again. She was no stranger to a quick bugout from a compromised operation. This didn’t feel like that. The inside of the apartment was too orderly. The sink was clear of dishes, the trash cans empty of rubbish, and the table absent the usual assortment of take-out boxes, overflowing ashtrays, and stained coffee cups. Eliana could think of just one word to describe the flat.

Sanitized.

“The young one,” Eliana said after mentally flipping a coin. “Follow the young one.”

“Roger.”

First the Pakistani’s arrest had gone sideways and now her asset was missing. This was not a coincidence. Someone was running an operation against her, and they’d completely covered their tracks.

Almost.

The encounter her surveillance team had witnessed between the young man who had abetted the Pakistani scientist’s rendition and the older gentleman who’d shoved a pistol into his back represented a wild card. A chance interaction which could be exploited. With the Pakistani scientist missing and her Syrian asset unaccounted for, the young man represented the single remaining thread to an operation precariously close to unraveling.

Eliana didn’t know what this new thread represented, but she intended to pull it.





CHAPTER 8

CIA HEADQUARTERS

LANGLEY, VIRGINIA

I’M telling you, Irene, it doesn’t feel right.”

As a CIA case officer, Irene Kennedy wasn’t much on feelings, at least in so much as they pertained to intelligence products. A finding either was or it wasn’t. Too often an analyst allowed personal biases to intrude into what should be an analytical summary of raw intelligence. As with a journalist desperately chasing a story they want to be true, the temptation to twist facts and asset reporting to fit a predetermined narrative was real. Normally, the moment an analyst started talking about feelings, hunches, or their gut, Irene made a beeline for the door.

Normally.

But this was Hannah Edwards.

“What has you concerned?” Irene said.

Technically, this wasn’t even Irene’s billet. While she was notionally assigned to the Counterterrorism Center in the basement of the CIA’s Original Headquarters Building as the expert on all things Arab and Islamic, this role was a stand-in for her true job. A way to satisfy snoopers, busybodies, and the occasional congressional staffer. According to the organizational chart, Dr. Irene Kennedy spent her days sifting through data related to Islamic terrorism and relaying her findings to Thomas Stansfield, the CIA’s director. At not yet thirty, Irene was young for such an important role, but her rapid progression wasn’t unheard of. Stansfield was known for prizing talent over seniority, so while her close proximity to the director did raise eyebrows, her basement office tended to assuage her critics.

The truth of what Irene did for Stansfield was much more controversial.

“This column of trucks,” Hannah said, tapping a finger on one of the many photographs spread across her desk. “They’re heading the wrong way.”

Irene frowned as she studied the imagery, intrigued despite herself. The picture had come courtesy of a KH-11 Key Hole satellite circling the earth at an altitude of nearly two hundred miles. The imagery had been an opportunistic grab, meaning that the satellite was not in a geostationary orbit above this section of Iraq. Instead, it had been expending precious maneuvering fuel to obtain a better view of Iraqi air defense emplacements when some enterprising controller at NRO, the National Reconnaissance Office, decided to take footage of the Iraqi-Syrian border crossing. It might seem odd that she was poring over imagery obtained via a chance decision, but Irene had learned long ago that in the world of espionage luck often played an oversized role.

“Not sure I follow,” Irene said.

Actually, Irene was very sure that she was not following Hannah’s logic, but she knew to temper her instinct toward bluntness. Though they both worked for the CIA, analysts and case officers were very different. Irene and her fellow spies were modern-day swashbucklers. Men and women charged with boarding an enemy nation and stealing its treasure in the form of secrets.

Analysts on the other hand were trained to be conservative in their approach and analytical
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