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One

The lake still smelled of summer. Juliet Longstreet, her jeans rolled up to midcalf, stood in water up to her ankles. Its warmth surprised her, although it shouldn’t have. As kids, she and her brothers had gone swimming in the small lake into October, not that the water was warm then. But in late September, in the early days of autumn, anything was possible.
She dug her toes into the soft, muddy bottom, looking across the rippling water to the opposite shore, nestled amid the hills of east central Vermont. The leaves were beginning to turn. She could see dots of red, patches of yellow. She breathed in the clean air and suddenly was sorry she had to head back to New York in a few hours. She’d already packed up her tent and rolled up her sleeping bag.
Her work was in New York, if not her life.
But she didn’t know that her life was here, either. She glanced behind her and took in the small clearing where she’d pitched her tent, the cluster of granite boulders amid birch trees, the tall pine trees with their dead underbranches, the huge, ancient sugar maple on the edge of the path to the dirt road that encircled half the lake. She could have stayed with her parents just over the hill, in her old bedroom overlooking the barn, or with any of her brothers who lived in the area, but she liked the quiet and solitude of her five acres on the lake.
A family from Massachusetts and a couple from New Jersey owned second homes on the lake, nothing fancy, just ordinary country houses. A private, nonprofit nature preserve owned the rest of the land on the lake. The only structure on the preserve’s two hundred acres was an early nineteenth-century barn, all that remained of an old farm.
With the increase in land prices, Juliet could sell her quiet lakefront lot for a sizable profit. But given her itinerant lifestyle as a deputy U.S. marshal, she liked having land of her own, the sense of permanence it gave her. And her roots, at least, were in Vermont.
Spaceshot, the family black Lab, waddled down the path from the road and joined her at the lake’s edge, but didn’t get too close to the water. “You could use a swim—the exercise would do you good,” Juliet said to the dog, knowing he wouldn’t have worked up the energy to walk down to the lake by himself. “Who came with you?”
Her niece Wendy followed the dog’s route down the path, walking over the matted-down grass where Juliet had pitched her tent. At seventeen, Wendy was the eldest of the Longstreet grandchildren. She was short and slim and had dark hair and dark eyes like her mother, who’d walked out on Juliet’s oldest brother fifteen years ago. Susie Longstreet had homeschooled her only child. Wendy graduated a year earlier than her peers but decided not to go straight to college. Then, over the summer, Susie announced she was renting her house and leaving on the first of September to study yoga in Nova Scotia for six months.
That left Wendy with few options, but she chose to live with her Longstreet grandparents and work at the family landscaping business. She seemed happy with her decision. She was a hard worker, but she was self-conscious, determined to see herself as something of a mutant because she wasn’t tall and big-boned—or fair-haired and blue-eyed—like her Longstreet grandparents, her father or her four uncles and aunt.
There were days Juliet would have traded Wendy for her long, fine, straight dark hair. Her own was cut short and filled with cowlicks. She’d never figured out what to do with it.
“Grandma said to tell you lunch will be on the table in twenty minutes,” Wendy said.
“Thanks. Who’ll be there?”
“Grandma, Grandpa, Uncle Sam and Aunt Elizabeth.” Wendy studied the water. “Dad.”
For the Longstreets, a small gathering. “All right. I should get moving, anyway.”
“Do you think I could visit you in New York sometime?”
“Sure, Wendy. Of course. Do you have something special in mind you’d like to do there?”
“Everything. I haven’t been since Mum took me when I was ten. I’d love to go to the theater and see Central Park and Fifth Avenue—and go to museums. Mum and I went to the Met, but we didn’t see all of it.”
“My apartment’s only a few blocks from the Museum of Natural History. But I’m only there for another month or so. My friend Freda will be back from L.A. then and need her apartment back.”
“Maybe I can come before you have to move?”
“That’d be great.”
She seemed satisfied. Of Juliet’s seven—and counting—nieces and nephews, Wendy was the most difficult to talk to. It wasn’t just the divorce, the homeschooling, the tension between her mother and the expansive Longstreet clan—it was the girl herself. She was private, cerebral, defensive and very sensitive. “She’s not like all you Longstreet lunkheads,” Susie would say. And she’d be right, Juliet thought. Wendy was her own person; in fact, last night over dinner, she’d informed her father, aunt and grandparents that she was going vegan. She’d been a vegetarian for two years, but now she was locking down even further, eliminating all animal products from her diet, including milk and eggs.
Joshua had stalked from the table, telling his daughter she’d dry up on a stick and blow away if she didn’t get a grip. In the morning, her grandparents had made her an omelet with cheddar cheese, as if she’d never said a word about her intentions. Offended, Wendy marched up to her room and stayed there. When Juliet headed back out to the lake, she’d noticed her niece up in her window seat, scribbling madly on a pad of paper. Her mother said Wendy wanted to be a doctor. Juliet wasn’t so sure.
“Come on, Spaceshot,” Wendy said, cheerfully clapping her hands at the dog. “Let’s go back to the house. Come on, let’s run!”
The dog didn’t follow her lead and run to the path. He resumed his determined but interminable waddle. But at least Wendy was laughing, and, for the first time since Juliet had arrived in Vermont three days ago, she thought her niece would be okay for the next six months, with her mother in Nova Scotia. At least she’d had the sense not to try to live with her father at his place in town. As a Vermont state trooper, Joshua didn’t keep a regular schedule, and he wasn’t an easy man—even on a good day. He was the oldest of the six Longstreet siblings, Juliet the youngest and the only sister. None of her brothers fazed Juliet, but Wendy wasn’t quite as hardheaded as her aunt—or the rest of the “Longstreet lunkheads.”
Juliet rolled down her pants’ legs and slipped into her sport sandals, then joined her niece and Spaceshot on the path. They crossed the dirt road and picked up the wide, grassy lane that put them back on Longstreet land. To their left, a steep dirt driveway shot up to a small hillside cabin that her family used for guests, overflow family, temporary workers or grandchildren’s adventures. Juliet, Wendy and Spaceshot stayed on the lane, which wound around the bottom of the hill, passing through a stone wall into open fields. They came to a fork, one branch leading up into the apple orchard, the other back down to the house. They took the latter, amid wildflowers and pine saplings no more than a foot tall.
“Why do you always wear a gun?” Wendy asked abruptly.
Juliet hadn’t expected the question. “I’m a federal agent—”
“But not here. You work in New York.”
“That’s where I’m assigned, but ‘federal’ means I’m as much a marshal here in Vermont as I am in NewYork.”
“Well, I would think you’d be able to take off your gun for Sunday lunch with your family.”
It was a fair point, but Juliet didn’t respond. Wendy was accustomed to law enforcement officers in the family. Not only was her aunt a deputy U.S. marshal and her father a state trooper, but another uncle was a police officer in town, and her grandfather was a former state trooper on disability since a shooting had left him with one leg shorter than the other. He’d nearly bled out that night. Juliet was a teenager when the troopers showed up at their door. Wendy was a toddler, her parents on the verge of divorce—she wouldn’t remember.
Juliet had no intention of taking off her gun, for one overriding reason that trumped all others.
Bobby Tatro was a free man.
He’d been released from federal prison in late August after serving a four-year sentence on a nonviolent gun charge, but he wasn’t a nonviolent man. Juliet had picked him up in a Wal-Mart parking lot in Syracuse, where she had been assigned at the time. She’d been transferred to New York almost two years ago.
As she’d cuffed him, Tatro had vowed to come after her when he got out. “Your pretty blond ass is mine, Marshal. You can count on it.”
It wasn’t Juliet’s first death threat nor would it be her last, but it was the most memorable since it came from Bobby Tatro. The gun charge was only the tip of the iceberg when it came to Tatro’s crimes. Everyone knew it, but prosecutors needed more evidence to charge him.
In the three weeks since his release, Juliet hadn’t seen or heard from him, but still she watched her back. If Tatro was smart, he’d recognize that he’d served his time, paid the price for his mistakes and was now a free man. He’d move on with his life. Leave his past behind him. Get a job, save some money. Be glad he hadn’t been charged on any of the violent offenses various prosecutors and investigators suspected him of having committed.
That, however, wasn’t what Juliet or anyone else believed Bobby Tatro would do.
As she and Wendy approached the house, Spaceshot perked up, leading the way through a gap in another stone wall and down to the small barn, where spikes of hollyhocks and dahlias with blossoms the size of dinner plates and tangles of blue morning glories grew up against its rough-hewn boards. The barn and sprawling white clapboard house were pre-Civil War, but the three greenhouses and perfunctory equipment shed were added as Longstreet Landscaping had expanded.
Her parents and three of her brothers—Jeffrey, Sam and Will, Jr.—worked in the family business. Joshua and Paul were in law enforcement. Juliet was in law enforcement, too, but they all persisted in the stubborn hope that she’d give it up soon and come home. It wasn’t that they didn’t believe in her. It was that they worried about her.
Wendy stopped alongside the tidy vegetable garden, fat, ripe tomatoes and pole beans dripping off staked plants, and tilted back her head, looking up at her aunt. “We need to bury Teddy sometime.”
Taken aback, Juliet managed a nod. Teddy was Wendy’s golden retriever, who’d died at sixteen the week before her mother left for Nova Scotia. Wendy had his ashes in a cracker tin in her room. “Sure, Wendy. Do you want to do it before I leave for New York—”
“No!” She seemed almost in a panic, then calmed herself. “No, I’m not ready. I can’t do it today. But I think we should before the ground freezes. Unless—I don’t know. I’ve been thinking about spreading his ashes in the lake. He loved the water.”
“He sure did. I’ve never seen a dog love the water as much as Teddy did.”
That brought a tug of a smile to her niece’s face. “Remember when he jumped in and followed us in the kayak? He didn’t want to give up. I thought he’d drown.”
“He was a great dog, Wendy.”
“Dad says sixteen’s a good run for a golden retriever, but—” Her eyes pooled. “I wanted him to live forever.”
Juliet put an arm around Wendy’s small shoulders. At five-nine, Juliet was half a foot taller. She didn’t want to think about how much she outweighed her. “Whenever you’re ready, whatever you decide to do with Teddy’s ashes, I’ll be here.”
“Dad almost left them for the vet to get rid of. He said he thought it’d upset me, having Teddy’s ashes. It’d upset me more not to have them.”
“I guess he meant well.”
“You know what Grandma says—”
“Yes, I know. ‘The road to hell is paved with good intentions.’” Juliet smiled. “We’ve all had that lecture.”
They started down the stone path to the side porch, Wendy sniffling back her tears. When they reached the country kitchen, Sunday lunch was on the long, scarred pine table. Roast chicken, buttermilk biscuits, gravy—but also vegan ratatouille, salad and, especially for Wendy, a little bowl of kidney beans, pinto beans and chickpeas.
The girl leaned into her aunt and whispered, “Don’t mention my wanting to visit you in New York, okay?”
Juliet nodded her promise to keep her mouth shut.
Joshua sat next to his daughter. At forty, he was the tallest of the Longstreet brothers and also had the hardest head. He didn’t approve of homeschooling, vegans, Wendy’s year off, his ex-wife’s six months in Nova Scotia—none of it. And he wasn’t subtle about it, either.
Sam, two years younger, worked the landscaping equipment and kept it running, and he and his wife, Elizabeth, a nurse, had three kids—two boys and a girl, ages thirteen, ten and eight, all of whom went to public school.
Juliet’s father, Will, Sr., almost white-haired now at sixty-five, settled at the head of the table. He smiled at Wendy and asked her about her walk out to the lake. “The leaves are starting to turn,” she mumbled, but didn’t seem to know what else to say.
Her grandmother set a small pot of hot green tea in front of Wendy’s plate. “I read that tea is the healthiest drink there is. We should all drink more of it.”
Wendy smiled at her, obviously pleased with that small hint of approval. Anne Longstreet was in her early sixties, but looked younger, a fair, strongly built woman whose hard work and worries seemed to have made her stronger instead of wearing her out.
Juliet could see a muscle working in her brother’s jaw; Joshua wouldn’t want his mother or anyone else encouraging Wendy’s, to his way of thinking, weird eating habits. But he kept quiet, and that was something. He loved his daughter. No one, including Juliet, doubted it. He just hadn’t had much say in how she was raised, and now she seemed almost like a stranger to him.
He also hated tea, especially green tea.
When Wendy heaped ratatouille onto her plate, he relaxed somewhat. Juliet understood—they’d all worried that with her mother’s departure and her dog’s death, Wendy would lose her taste for food altogether. She was hard on herself by nature. An eating disorder wasn’t an unreasonable worry.
Talk shifted to autumn landscaping jobs, the apple and pumpkin crops, and Wendy grew animated, telling how she had an idea for arranging pumpkins out front to sell. Juliet didn’t contribute to the conversation but enjoyed it, and pictured herself if she’d stayed—if she came back.
When she got ready to leave, she thought about pulling Joshua aside to tell him about Bobby Tatro, but decided against it. Tatro was her problem. And he wouldn’t look for her in Vermont. With any luck, he wouldn’t look for her at all. Three weeks had to be a good sign.
But Joshua ended up pulling her aside. “You okay, Juliet?”
“Yes, fine.”
“You looked preoccupied all weekend. That business last month with the assassin—”
“It’s over,” she said. “I was never that involved.” In light of Tatro’s release, she’d all but forgotten about her encounter in August with an international assassin.
Ethan Brooker had turned up at her apartment in New York and swept her into his hunt for what turned out to be a clever, dangerous killer with a long list of targets. Ethan was almost killed. It wasn’t the first time—he was a Special Forces officer with a knack, at least lately, for attracting trouble.
“Brooker?” Joshua asked, as if he could read his sister’s mind. “What happened to him?”
“He took off once the dust settled.”
“That’s what he did back in May, too.”
Juliet tried to smile. “No, in May he took off before the dust settled. He’s lucky he didn’t get himself arrested.” Brooker had eventually come back, and he’d told the FBI and the marshals and the Secret Service what he knew about the crazy plot to extort a presidential pardon that he’d helped expose, although not by following the rules. And Brooker had never been that interested in the plot. All he’d cared about was finding out who had murdered his wife and why.
“Juliet, guys like that…should be left alone.”
“Ethan’s gone, Joshua. I have no idea where he is. I couldn’t contact him if I wanted to.”
Her brother gave her a curt nod. “Yeah. Okay. If you ever want to talk, you know where to find me.”
It was as brotherly a comment as he’d ever made, and Juliet had to force herself not to let her jaw drop. “Thanks,” she said, meaning it, “but Brooker and me—well, there is no such thing.”
For once, Joshua didn’t argue with her.
On the five-hour drive back to New York, Juliet kept telling herself that her brother—everyone—was right. For the past year, Ethan Brooker had been a man out of control, willing to do what it took to find his wife’s killers and get the answers to her murder, to satisfy himself that he’d left no stone unturned. Juliet thought back to the time she’d first met Brooker, just before they found the bodies of two thugs in the backyard of the Tennessee boyhood home of the president of the United States. It wasn’t an auspicious start to any kind of relationship.
He hadn’t turned up in her life in August and stayed at her apartment—on her futon couch—out of any romantic pull to her. He’d needed her help.
And when he didn’t anymore, he took off.
Just as well, Juliet told herself, and concentrated on her driving as traffic picked up and the New York skyline came into view.
 
Four hours after arriving back in New York, Juliet sat at a grime-encrusted table on the back wall of a Bronx bar that smelled of stale cigars and, somewhat less strongly, urine. She hadn’t touched the coffee she’d ordered. Its color didn’t look right, not that she was fussy. She didn’t point out to the bartender that there was no smoking anymore in New York’s bars. There was probably no peeing on the floor, either.
George O’Hara—his real name, although he himself said he didn’t have a drop of Irish blood in him—didn’t seem to care as he sat across from her. Dark and hugely overweight, O’Hara was a one-time felon who’d pulled himself together after his release from prison and made a fresh start. He cleaned bars during the day and performed comedy at night. On occasion, he provided Juliet with information. He was selective in what he told her; he had no great desire to tell her anything. But he accepted that some people simply needed to be off the streets.
Juliet fingered the handle on her coffee mug. “What do you tell people who ask about me?”
“I tell them you think I’m funny. You do, don’t you?”
She’d seen his act once. “You’re very funny.”
“Like my federal agent jokes?”
“I’m material,” she said. “That’s what you tell anyone who asks about me, isn’t it?”
He leaned his bulk about a quarter inch closer to her, the best he could do in the cramped quarters. “Nobody asks.”
“How’s the cleaning?”
“Pays more in three months than you earn in a year as a marshal.”
No doubt it did. “You don’t clean this place, do you?”
George seemed offended. “It wouldn’t smell like pee if I cleaned it.”
Juliet breathed in through her teeth. That morning, she’d gone kayaking in a pristine Vermont lake. “The cigar smoke’s getting to my sinuses,” she said, then looked out at the crowd of loud, happy drunks, a third of whom were as overweight as O’Hara. Without turning to him, she went on. “I need anything you can give me on Bobby Tatro.”
She’d given George a heads-up. Her mention of Tatro wasn’t out of the blue. George sat back, his chair groaning under him, and when she finally shifted her attention back to him, he sighed. “Word is he’s out of the country.”
“Where?”
“South America.”
“That’s a whole continent, George. Can you be more specific?”
He shook his head. “He’s hooked up with some vigilante-justice types. He’s going to save the world.”
“Good. It’ll keep him busy.”
She picked and prodded some more, but it was all O’Hara had to offer. He promised to keep his ears open—he prided himself on his listening skills. He said they helped make him a better comic. He wasn’t after just the content of what other people were saying, but the rhythm of their speech, its syntax and cadences. Juliet had suggested he put together a class for her fellow deputies, and he’d almost choked on his tongue laughing at the idea.
But he wasn’t laughing now. “Nobody likes this guy Tatro.”
“Smart.”
“What does he want with you?”
“Nothing, I hope.”
“You put him away?”
“I caught him after he was convicted in a federal court and didn’t turn up to serve his sentence.”
“Ended his party.”
“I found him in a Wal-Mart parking lot. It wasn’t much of a party.”
O’Hara held up his beer glass to the dim light. “Those aren’t my fingerprints,” he said, frowning, then set the glass back down on the dark wood table. “How’s your Special Forces guy?”
“I have no idea. And he’s not ‘my’ Special Forces guy.” Juliet paid for their drinks and got to her feet. “You know how to reach me?”
“You gave me your cell-phone number, apartment phone, apartment address, office phone, page number, personal e-mail, office e-mail—”
“I didn’t give you my apartment address.”
“Oops. Forgot that one didn’t come from you.” He didn’t seem particularly worried or apologetic.
“If you hear anything, let me know. Do not underestimate this guy. Even if he is a free man, Bobby Tatro is one very bad actor. If you run into him, don’t approach him. Don’t even think my name.”
George’s expressive eyes—a warm, deep brown—showed concern mixed with outright fear, but not for himself, Juliet realized. For her. But he simply said good-night and thanked her for the beer, ordering another as she made her way through the crowd and back outside. She took the subway back to her borrowed apartment on the Upper West Side, making a point to smile at Juan, the new doorman—Ethan’s success at sneaking into the building had been the last straw for the old one.
On the elevator, she spoke briefly to a middle-aged couple who seemed self-conscious around her. It took her a few seconds to realize it was probably her badge; she doubted they ran into many federal agents. They were pleasant, artsy types who lived on a higher floor in a bigger, fancier apartment than hers.
Freda, her theater friend, would be back in just a matter of weeks, but Juliet hadn’t done a thing to find a new apartment. Even a less desirable street on the Upper West Side would be tough on her salary, assuming she could find something.
She flopped on her futon couch, listening to the familiar, soothing gurgle of her four fish tanks. Why four, she didn’t know. She didn’t even know why she had one fish tank. And her plants—the place was a jungle. But a lady slipper orchid she’d bought at the New York Orchid Show at the World Trade Center, before 9/11, was in bloom, and that pleased her.
Her cell phone rang. She debated not answering it but rolled off the couch and headed down the hall to her small bedroom. She grabbed her phone off the dresser and took a quick glance at the readout: private. No help there.
She barely got a chance to say hello when she heard a deep, familiar male voice with a west Texas accent. “Hey, Marshal. I didn’t wake you, did I?”
“Brooker—Ethan.” Had she conjured him up by talking about him, thinking about him twice that day? She shook off the thought. If he was calling her, it wasn’t because anything good had happened. “Where are you?”
“On the same island as you.”
He was in New York. She sat on the edge of her bed. “At least you sprang for your own room this time.” In August, he’d spent two nights on her futon. She’d slept badly both nights.
“I need to see you. Tomorrow morning. Federal Hall at 9:00 a.m. Wait for me at the George Washington statue.”
“I’m not waiting for you, period—”
“Don’t tell your fellow marshals.”
“Marshals are political appointees. One to a district. Technically, my colleagues and me are deputy U.S. marshals.” She sighed. “Damn it, Brooker. Why can’t we just meet for coffee? What’s going on?”
“I’ll find you in the morning.”
He disconnected.
Juliet threw her phone down on the bed. The bed, the bureau, the refinished ladder-back chair—all Freda’s. Juliet had tacked up drawings her nieces and nephews had sent her, photographs of family gatherings she’d missed, a Vermont calendar. Except for her plants and fish, nothing else was hers. When she found a new place, she wasn’t relishing having to furnish it. Subletting had seemed like a good idea at the time. Six months on the Upper West Side—why not? Now, her time was up, and she had to find a new place. At best, a pain in the neck. At worst—it made her realize what a tumbleweed she’d become.
She tried not to let Brooker’s call get to her. He was dramatic, accustomed to the blackest of black ops and not one, by nature, to reveal too much—especially over the phone.
Would she meet him at Federal Hall?
Of course. There’d never been any doubt. Ethan knew it, and so did she.


Two

Juliet arrived at Federal Hall on Wall Street at nine on the dot and stood next to the impressive statue of George Washington, who’d been sworn in as president there in 1789.
She’d decided not to be early for her clandestine meeting—or late. She was up at her usual time of 5:30 a.m., did her three-mile run, lifted a few free weights in her apartment, stretched, showered and dressed in jeans, running shoes, a stretchy button-down shirt and her black leather jacket—a recent splurge.
She started three hours of firearms training at ten. She meant to have Ethan sent on his way and be back at her desk by then.
The raspberry lip gloss she’d dabbed on before leaving the U.S. Marshals Service Southeastern New York District Office wasn’t for his sake. It was a cool, dreary morning, and she didn’t want to get chapped lips.
Juliet recognized one of the heavily armed NYPD officers guarding the New York Stock Exchange, a huge American flag draping its familiar colonnade exterior. New York remained at Orange Alert. Cars had been barred from narrow Wall Street since 9/11. Security was as tight there as anywhere on the planet.
She wondered what old George would think if he suddenly came to life. It wasn’t even the same building behind him. The original Federal Hall, where the Bill of Rights had been written and the First Congress had met, was torn down; the current one, with its beautiful Greek Revival architecture, was erected in its place in 1842. It was now a National Park Service site.
Brooker turned the corner of Nassau Street, and as she watched him approach the statue, Juliet didn’t notice anything different about him since she’d last seen him in late August. Except maybe his concussion from his fall in Ravenkill Creek had healed. The assassin he’d followed to Ravenkill, a picturesque village on the Hudson River an hour north of New York, had beaned him on the head with a rock, nearly killing him.
But that ordeal was over now, and Juliet had hoped Ethan had gone home to Texas finally, to mourn his wife and come to grips with his guilt and regrets—the unalterable fact that he was still alive and she wasn’t.
He walked between two planters—car bomb deterrents—and walked up the two steps to where she stood. He was a few inches taller than she was and broad-shouldered, his dark hair cropped shorter than a month ago. Whether he was on the periphery of the action or right in the middle of it, Ethan Brooker was a catalyst, was the sort of man who made things happen.
“I like the leather,” he said.
“Keeps me warm.” Juliet noticed that his dark eyes were as superalert as ever. “You’re right on time.”
The sprinkle of rain had turned into a steady drizzle. Pedestrians by the dozen unfurled black umbrellas. Juliet didn’t have one on her. Neither did Ethan. He had on dark charcoal pants, an expensive denim jacket and cowboy boots. His silver belt buckle was right out of the Old West.
She shoved her fists into her jacket pockets. “No Stetson?”
“I didn’t want anyone to mistake me for a stockbroker.”
As if there were a chance.
His gaze locked on her. “I need your help.”
The drizzle glistened on his hair and jacket, but he didn’t seem to notice. Juliet licked her lips, tasting the gloss. “I hope you want me to help you move a sofa or something, because if it involves my work—”
“I need a name.”
Juliet pulled her hands out of her pockets and realized the steps were shiny with rain, that she and Ethan were the only ones on Wall Street not rushing for cars, cabs, restaurants and offices. “Sure you don’t want to go for coffee? We could get out of the rain.”
Brooker shook his head. “I have a flight that leaves in ninety minutes.”
“Ethan, what the hell—” She contained a sudden bite of impatience. “All right. Go ahead. Give me what you’ve got. If it makes sense and I can help you, I will.”
“I need the name of a man—an American in his midthirties. I don’t have a good description. Dark, curly hair. Good-looking.”
“That doesn’t give me much to go on. What else?”
“He’s an ex-con.”
“Ah. Now we’re in my world. But you still have to narrow down the possibilities—”
“He’s after a blond, female marshal.”
Juliet looked at her hands, saw that they were slick now with the rain. “There are other blond, female marshals.”
“I need a name, Juliet.”
She leveled her gaze on him. “Why?”
He shook his head. “I can’t say. If you take this up the food chain, I still won’t be able to say. But I’ll get my name, one way or the other.”
A year ago, Ethan Brooker was a respected, decorated career Special Forces officer. Then his wife, an army captain, was murdered in Amsterdam. When the official investigation stalled—Ethan went after answers on his own. His search took him to Night’s Landing, Tennessee, where he posed as a property manager for the Dunnemores, a prominent southern family whose friend and neighbor was John Wesley Poe, the newly elected U.S. president.
Ethan ended up helping to expose Nick Janssen, who’d schemed to capitalize on his connection to both the Dunnemores and President Poe and extort a presidential pardon for himself. Months earlier, Janssen had skipped the country to avoid federal tax fraud charges—but he wasn’t a simple tax evader. By the time his plot backfired, the world knew he was an international criminal with an extensive network of illegal arms traders, drug dealers, murderers and extortionists.
Janssen had deliberately ordered the murder of U.S. Army Captain Charlene Brooker, whose questions the previous fall had come too close to him and, ultimately, led to her death.
But it wasn’t until August that Nick Janssen, with Ethan hot on his tail, finally was taken into custody in the Netherlands. He was still in a Dutch prison, fighting extradition to the U.S. to face a jury for his crimes. In a last-ditch attempt to control his own fate, he’d hired an assassin—Ethan had been on her target list. But Libby Smith, too, was in prison, not far, Juliet thought, from where she, Ethan and George Washington stood.
“Ethan,” she said, pausing for a breath. “I can’t let you suck me into another of your semi-legitimate enterprises.”
“This one’s legit.”
“How? Who are you working for—”
“I need the name, Juliet. Everything you have on this guy.”
She squinted up at the gray sky amid the skyscrapers, a fat raindrop splatting hard on her forehead. Wiping it off, she looked down at the pedestrians enduring the tight Wall Street security with a nonchalance that was both inspiring and sad. There’d be no going back to pre-9/11 days.
And no going back, she thought, to the days before she’d met Ethan Brooker over two of Janssen’s dead henchmen, one of whom had pulled the trigger on the gun that had killed Ethan’s wife.
Char Brooker had died just a year ago. Ethan hadn’t even remotely begun to live a normal life again.
“Bobby Tatro,” Juliet said. “That’s the name you want.”
“Who is he?”
“An ex-con who doesn’t like me. He got out of federal prison in late August, about the time you were here.”
“Have you heard from him?”
She shook her head, feeling the rain dripping from the ends of her short curls now. Although her hair wasn’t saturated, it was getting there. “Not since he went to prison. I picked him up in Syracuse four years ago. He failed to deliver himself to serve his sentence—he was on the lam for about three months.”
“How’d you find him?”
She ran a toe over a tiny pool of freshly fallen rain and didn’t look at Brooker. “I was in the right place at the right time. A Wal-Mart parking lot, as it turns out.” She raised her gaze to the man next to her, realized she didn’t know him at all—and she shouldn’t fool herself into thinking she did. “You have access to his file, don’t you?”
He nodded. “I can get his file.”
“Everything I have is there—”
“No, it isn’t.”
“He was born and raised in Syracuse. His mother’s a domestic, his father’s a chronically unemployed alcoholic. He started getting into trouble as a teenager, but he managed to do two semesters of community college before dropping out.” Juliet shrugged. “That’s all in his file.”
“What were you doing at Wal-Mart?”
“Buying potting soil.”
“Right.”
She heard the skepticism in his tone, remembered that same kind of skepticism in her law enforcement colleagues at the time.
She felt the burn of the three cups of coffee she’d had since five-thirty. She’d pushed herself on her run, did her weights too fast, rushed her stretches. Muscles, stomach, brain cells. Everything about her seemed charged up. “The means I used to find Tatro are irrelevant.”
“I’ll bet not to him. He went to prison because you found him.”
“He went to prison because he was convicted by a jury.”
“But he was mad at you, wasn’t he?”
“Yes.” Juliet let herself remember Tatro sneering at her, spitting at her, when she’d arrested him. “He threatened to come after me when he got out. His exact words were, ‘Your pretty blond ass is mine, Marshal. You can count on it.’”
“Anyone watching him since he got out?”
“Bobby Tatro served his time. He’s a free man.”
“Then you have no idea where he is?”
She sighed, hesitating.
“Juliet—”
“I heard a rumor that he’s in South America and may be mixed up with vigilantes. He didn’t strike me as the kind of guy who’d want to save the world when he was a free man, but you never know.”
Ethan’s expression remained neutral.
“You really should just forget whatever you’re into that involves Bobby Tatro and take me for coffee,” she said.
He smiled suddenly. “How many cups have you had already today?”
She didn’t tell him. “Ethan, you shouldn’t underestimate Tatro’s capacity for violence.”
The smile evaporated, and his dark eyes grew distant. “I never underestimate anyone’s capacity for violence.” He looked up at the massive statue of George Washington. “He’s your guy, isn’t he? He formed the Marshals Service.”
Juliet nodded impatiently. “We’re the oldest law enforcement agency in the country. Ethan, why did Bobby Tatro pop up on your radar screen? It’s too damn coincidental—”
“How did you know he’d be at the Wal-Mart that day?”
“I’m clairvoyant,” she snapped.
“Isn’t threatening a federal agent—”
“It was your basic emotional threat against the law enforcement officer who caught him. He knew he couldn’t stay on the farm forever. The Marshals Service catches thousands of fugitives every year. That time, it was Bobby Tatro’s turn.”
Ethan caught his fingers around hers, then dropped her hand and touched her hair, his fingertips coming away wet from the steady drizzle. “One day we’ll have that cup of coffee, Deputy Longstreet. Not on Wall Street in a cold rain. At a sun-kissed café, with roses and bougainvillea.”
“Bougainvillea doesn’t grow in New York.”
His smile eased into a laugh. “Exactly my point.”
“And sun-kissed.” There was a disturbing undertone to his laugh—she couldn’t quite describe it—that Juliet tried to pretend she didn’t hear. “What kind of word is sun-kissed for a special-ops type to use?”
“I think ‘sun-kissed’ every time I see your hair.”
“Brooker, you are so full of shit.”
He laughed again, and it was there again, a soul-deep regret, a sadness that reached into all the dark places of the heart a man like him preferred not to go.
“Good luck, Ethan.”
He didn’t respond, and when he turned and started down the steps, back out toward Nassau Street, Juliet knew.
Whatever he was doing—wherever he was going—he wasn’t at all convinced he’d get out of it alive.
 
Ethan took a cab to LaGuardia.
He’d left Juliet standing in front of George Washington, as still and unreadable as a statue herself. She was hardheaded and good at her job, and she could probably mop the floor with him, but his mention of Bobby Tatro, their clandestine meeting… Ethan had seen the dread creep into her eyes, overwhelming her questions about what he was up to, her doubts about why she’d agreed to see him in the first place.
If she’d had to do it all over again, Juliet Longstreet probably would have just let Conroy Fontaine shoot him that day in Tennessee back in early May.
Fontaine had convinced himself he was doing Nick Janssen a favor by meddling in his attempt to get himself a presidential pardon.
In accepting the voluntary mission he was now in the process of executing, Ethan had no illusions he was doing anyone
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