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Chapter 1: Evening Visitor
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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ * * * * * ~ ~ ~ * * * * * ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

The waves called to her, sometimes for good and sometimes for ill. 

There was once a time where I would have stepped into those waters and just kept on walking. The morbid thought hit her like a ghost, so she did what she often did when dark thoughts shimmered like oil slicks on the surface of her thoughts.

She walked into her daughter’s bedroom. Her three-year-old girl lay sleeping. A nightlight fashioned after the planets of Earth’s solar system hung above the bed. Its soft glow seemed to dispel inner demons like an angel’s gaze. 

“Sleep well, my daughter.” Yoon leaned down and placed a kiss on Ryley’s forehead. Immediately she felt a peace bloom inside of her. Just then a quiet buzzing came from the kitchen. She slid away, all nimble feet and soundless footsteps. Even as she grabbed her cell from the tabletop, she already knew who it would be.

“Hi.”

“Hey. How’s our little present doing?”

“Don’t call her that,” Yoon complained.

“Why shouldn’t I call her that?” Jeremy replied. “Our daughter needs a proper nickname of endearment. If you won’t come up with one, then I will,” he threatened.

Yoon laughed softly, but she wouldn’t be so easily dissuaded. 

“It is not proper. Not dignified.”

“There is nothing more dignified than showing our daughter how much we love her,” Yoon’s husband countered. Suddenly overcome with emotion, she wiped at her eyes.

“Fine. You win. Happy?”

“Immeasurably so. Thank you for asking.” 

“You are impossible,” she grumbled. 

“And you are impossibly smart, beautiful, and curmudgeonly, but I love you anyway,” he countered.

Silence hung heavy between them suddenly. He sensed her darkness. He always seemed to be able to tell whenever it stretched out its talons. 

“How are you doing?”

How am I doing? I’m a monster. I’ve failed our daughter and I’ve failed our family. How do you think I’m doing? The thoughts emerged, unbidden, roaring and as dominant as a lion. 

“I should go,” she said softly. She didn’t want to speak to him about her pain. It was just a pain she would have to bear. Yoon thought back to her training... to the North Korean operative who had been her mentor. 

“Always remember, nothing comes before country. Nothing comes before the love of your Supreme Leader.” She had violated that oath to save herself, to have a life with her daughter and husband. She had dishonored herself, but in doing so had gained a kind of honor too. But it all came with a price. Could one good act erase years of ill intent? Could unexpected love wash away years of indoctrination and a rage carefully groomed?

“Wait. Yoon, talk to me.”

Yoon stepped onto the patio overlooking Lake Michigan in the distance. The sun had set. Moonlight shimmered on the water. Waves lapped at the shore like the breaths of a slumbering leviathan.

“What is there to say?” she said dully. Looking down, she stared at the ankle monitor strapped above her foot. Sentenced to seven years of house arrest, in return she cooperated. She helped the U.S. government using all she knew of the inner workings of her former home country’s grooming, training, and deployment of sleeper agents to the U.S. and across the globe. Once her seven years were up, they would consider allowing her to keep her U.S. citizenship and grant her asylum. 

“Yoon?” The worry in her husband’s voice pierced her melancholic bubble.

“I live in a prison, but I know that I am lucky,” she replied. “What else do you want me to say?”

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ * * * * * ~ ~ ~ * * * * * ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Chapter 2: Long Distance Intimacy
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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ * * * * * ~ ~ ~ * * * * * ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

She tried to put more cheer into the word ‘lucky,’ but even she could tell that her tone had fallen flat. It wasn’t that she didn’t love her daughter. She did, and Ryley brought her great joy. But the isolation weighed on her. Knowing that she would never see her family in North Korea ever again, that due to her actions they might have been harmed... or worse... that was a guilt she would have to live with for the rest of her days.

“It’s not about what I want, Yoon.” Jeremy paused. The heavy silence slid between them again like a tide coming in to swallow up the shoreline. “Look, I knew this was a mistake. This was too soon. I should have stayed.”

“No,” Yoon replied, trying to ignore the heaviness in her heart. “You needed to go. Your company is important. You can’t neglect that, and I won’t have you neglect it, especially on my account.”

“Some things are more important than the company,” Jeremy replied. “I can think of two things in particular,” he said drily, yet somehow tenderly too.

“You do not have to worry so much about me. I will be fine.”

She heard him sigh and could almost envision him wincing as if in pain.

“Please never use that word again.”

“What word?”

“Fine. It’s the most useless word in the English language, and on top of that it basically means the opposite of what it claims to mean 99.9% of the time.”

Yoon found herself giggling.

“Now that’s the sound I’ve been waiting to hear all day.”

Yoon found a lightness inside of her that she hadn’t dared to notice until now. “When is your flight back?”

“I fly into O’Hare day after tomorrow. Red-eye.”

“I should let you go. You have a busy day tomorrow. My big-wig husband CEO has a conference to run,” she teased.

“Are you kidding me? Not a chance. I can’t sleep without...” He let the sentence hang, his meaning plain. Yet it wasn’t a request but a question. He sensed the change in her mood, her spirits lifted. If emotional intimacy and physical intimacy were two sides of the same coin, he was asking her the question.

Yoon considered. Thinking of her husband and of the physical pleasure in their marriage offered a welcome haven from the insidious recriminations that plagued her. The fact that he desired her, avidly so, even after discovering what she was... the fact that he had forgiven her and stood by her after everything she had done...

At times a tiny part of her still doubted his sincerity. That tiny, disparaging voice nagged at her that he was only treating her well for their daughter’s sake. Yet the love in his voice tore down her walls, or barring that, at least scaled them. Once a spy and a killer, she’d exposed and even eliminated some of her colleagues because of what that voice and the man behind it had made her realize. Jeremy had shown her, without even knowing it, that what she had been taught was ‘honor’ was in fact death, and that what was supposedly noble sacrifice was no more than nihilistic squandering. 

“You can’t sleep without...what exactly...?” she prodded. “I cannot have my important husband getting a poor night’s sleep. What can I do to help?” The playfulness in her tone offered a resounding yes. 

“Can I call you back on Vid-Chat?”

“OK. See you soon.”

Yoon walked to the master bedroom. Slipping out of her pajamas, she laid back on the bed and waited for her husband’s video call to come through. She slipped a hand between her legs and waited.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ * * * * * ~ ~ ~ * * * * * ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Chapter 3: On the Edge of a Knife
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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ * * * * * ~ ~ ~ * * * * * ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

A moment later, there it was.

“Hi.” She saw him. He was in his suite at the conference hotel, on a bed that looked luxuriant and as comfortable as a cloud.

“Will this help you sleep?” She reached up to touch what her husband liked to affectionately call ‘the twins.’ 

Jeremy nodded. “You have no idea. I’ll have dreams of you tonight, baby. So many dreams,” he said with a husky promise that sent a certain warmth coursing through her veins. 

“Tell me what you want to do to me,” she quipped, her own voice dipping to that same tone of need and yearning. The next hour or so vanished like stars after daybreak. Sharing a moment of love and intimacy despite the several thousand miles that separated them kept the loneliness at bay for each of them even if those two types of loneliness might have looked very different. Yoon was panting, her racing heart finally slowing, when she heard the baby monitor. Their daughter was stirring.

“Ryley’s waking up. Duty calls. Get some sleep now. That’s an order, Mister.”

“Bye, babe. Love you.”

“Love you more, you ridiculous man,” she replied, swiping off the app. Slipping back into her pajamas, the former North Korean spy walked through the darkened hallway toward her daughter’s bedroom.

Since her arrest three months ago, this was as close as she ever got to that thing called ‘happiness,’ in stolen moments like these with her husband and in those
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