REVIEWS FOR

JAMES
COMEY

‘A really good mystery — expertly told and filled with the
sort of detail only an insider could provide...
Once I picked it up, I was hooked.’

JOSEPH FINDER

‘Intricately constructed with plenty of surprises.’
BOOKLIST

‘[A] crowd-pleasing blend of financial thriller
and Agatha Christie-esque whodunit.

PUBLISHERS WEEKLY

‘Brimming with been-there-done-that authority,
it’s clear James Comey knows this world like the back of
his hand. And he delivers it with the addictive
style of an expert storyteller”

MICHAEL CONNELLY

‘Reeks of authenticity and the plot goes like a train.
The courtroom scenes are tense and the cast of
characters vivid and compelling.’

IAN RANKIN

‘Memorable characters, a gripping plot, and breathless
pacing... A bold new talent in the mystery genre.

HARLAN COBEN

‘A masterful blend of legal thriller,
police procedural and psychological drama.’

JEFFERY DEAVER



‘Fast-moving and authentic, it grips like a vice and proves
that the former FBI chief has a promising future in fiction.”
DAILY MAIL

‘A powerful mix of courtroom drama, police
procedural and psychological thriller.

SUNDAY EXPRESS

‘It’s not easy to make legal proceedings as
compelling as this on the page.
THE TIMES

“Truly outstanding...
Grabs the reader from the opening
scene and doesn’t let go.’

DOUGLAS PRESTON

‘Comey,... brings impressive insider knowhow
to a twisty contemporary legal thriller”

FINANCIAL TIMES

‘Combines [Comey’s] insider knowledge of every level of
the justice system with a natural storytelling voice.

ALAFAIR BURKE

“Terrific courtroom scenes and a splendidly serpentine plot.’
IRISH INDEPENDENT

‘[A] fast-paced legal drama.
READER'S DIGEST

‘A smart and satisfying read that I could not
recommend more highly.

NICOLLE WALLACE

‘An engrossingly twisty thriller.”
SPECTATOR BOOK CLUB PODCAST



WESTPORT



ALSO BY JAMES COMEY

Central Park West



JAMES
COMEY
WESTPORT



First published in the US in 2024 by Mysterious Press,
an imprint of Penzler Publishers

First published in the UK in 2024 by Head of Zeus,
part of Bloomsbury Publishing Plc

Copyright © James Comey, 2024

The moral right of James Comey to be identified as the author
of this work has been asserted in accordance with the Copyright,
Designs and Patents Act of 1988.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced,
stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means,
electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise,
without the prior permission of both the copyright owner
and the above publisher of this book.

This is a work of fiction. All characters, organizations,
and events portrayed in this novel are either products of the
author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

975312468

A catalogue record for this book is available from
the British Library.

ISBN (HB): 9781837932726
ISBN (XTPB): 9781837932733
ISBN (E): 9781837932702

Interior design by Maria Fernandez

Printed and bound in Great Britain by
CPI Group (UK) Ltd, Croydon cro 4vy

ﬂ 5 MIX
Faer | Supmortng
reaponaizie

-.F-?:gu FSC* C171272

Head of Zeus
First Floor East
5-8 Hardwick Street
London EcIr 4rG

WWW.HEADOFZEUS.COM



To my grandchildren,

an endless source of joy and optimism



AUTHOR’S NOTE

was once lucky enough to serve as the general counsel of a

large investment manager in Westport, Connecticut, where
I worked with extraordinary people. Like all lawyers for
private clients, my duty to protect client information never
ends, but the good news is that it doesn’t preclude me from
using my imagination to write a novel. Westport is a work of
fiction; it’s made-up. And although my former colleagues are
not in the book, I will always be grateful for their friendship
and all they taught me.



PROLOGUE

T he sun was now fully above the horizon and Ernie Sosa could
see the outline of Long Island across the Sound, which meant
the best part of his day was finished. He had squeezed in almost two
hours of fishing by starting while it was still dark. His family would
eat fresh flounder for dinner, and now it was time to get to his real job.

'The route in and out was tricky for a midsize motorboat like Ernie’s
Pride and Joy—the name stenciled on the back. Seymour Rock could
eat your boat. And it was hard to spot that small pile of stone early in
the morning, especially in late October, so Ernie Sosa cut his engine
to a crawl as he headed for the Connecticut side. The water near shore,
still warm from baking all summer, was giving off morning mist like a
steam iron. That, plus the fact that Seymour Rock sat low and directly
in the path to the Saugatuck River harbor, made it a dangerous hazard
for a boat like his.

Not today, rock, Sosa thought. He would just barely have enough time
to dock his boat, change, and make it to his job at Newman's Own, the
charitable food company based in Westport. But he still wasn't going to
hurry past “the rock” and risk the boat it took him twenty years to buy.
So he watched carefully as Seymour Rock slid by the left side—and,
yes, he knew it was called porz, but he still couldn’t get used to saying

fancy boating stuff.
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He saw it, even with the mist. There was something long and red on
the rock—a kayak, canoe maybe. Who the hell would leave their boat out
here? He quickly looked around. There were no other boats or people.
He squeezed his hand on the throttle handle, trying to force himself
to motor past and make it to work on time. Goddammit. Ernie cased
the throttle back and gently steered toward the rock. He could use a
boat pole to grab and tow. It was the right thing to do. Five minutes
late isn’t a disaster.

Ernie paused his boat a few feet from Seymour Rock, throwing two
fenders over the side in case a swell carried him against the rock face.
He reached out with his pole and hooked the back end of the canoe. It
was entirely up on the rock, about a foot above the waterline. He began
to pull the canoe toward the water so it could slalom onto the Sound
without flipping over. It didn't move. Wow, a lot heavier than it looks.

Ernie’s second pull on the pole only moved his boat closer to the
rock. He made sure his third yank was short and sharp, pulling so
forcefully that his boat swayed. That did it. One end of the canoe slid
toward him and slapped the water. Suddenly he couldn’t breathe.

Ernie was looking down at a fully dressed middle-aged woman with
short brown hair. She was lying on her back, with her head toward him,
under the rear crossbeam. Her legs stretched out toward the front of
the canoe, which was still stuck on Seymour Rock. He started to shout,
“Lady!” but stopped. There was no lady here anymore. Her eyes were
closed and her throat was cut wide open. Around her head, the canoe
was filled with partially congealed blood. Ernie dropped the pole and

grappled for his radio, his heartbeat pounding in his ears.



CHAPTER ONE

ora Carleton took a drink from her travel mug and stared out
N at the Long Island Sound, which was like yellow glass in the
morning sun. She really should be getting to work, but the same thing
that made her turn right instead of left from her driveway was keeping
her from getting off this bench at Southport Beach. She lifted the
steel gray mug toward her mouth again, but stopped short this time
to study the faded gold and blue circular logo. The eagle in the middle
was almost gone. As was the red, white, and blue shield. God, I miss
that work.

It had been two years since Nora left her job at the United States
Attorney’s Office for the Southern District of New York. She moved
only fifty miles away, but it seemed like another planet—Westport,
Connecticut, and a job at the world’s largest hedge fund. She liked the
people at Saugatuck Associates. They were brilliant, honest, and some-
times funny, but most of them had never known what it was like to have
a job where you were supposed to do good, to rescue the taken or stop
evil people from harming the weak. They had never been the organized
crime prosecutor she once was. They worked ridiculous hours, as she
had in the government, but it was to make money for the firm’s clients,
and for themselves. Sure, many of the assets were retirement funds for

teachers or firefighters, and making money for those folks was good, but
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even that moral bank shot required squinting past clients like Middle
Eastern oligarchs and genocidal authoritarian governments.

Nora was careful how she talked about this at work—it wouldn't
do for the firm’s general counsel to be badmouthing the business—but
some of her friends there knew what was eating at her. Her mentor and
boss, Chief Operating Officer Helen Carmichael, urged her to try to
find meaning through the “kibbutz theory.” There was a moral purpose,
Helen argued, in the collection of people who had come together to
work at Saugatuck. They cared for one another, shared a goal of excel-
lence, and promised to tell one another the truth at all times. Whether
they made shoes or invested money, she said, the community itself was a
source of meaning. And in a world where lying seemed to be epidemic,
a culture based on truth above all else intrigued Nora. She took the
job mostly for the money and the location, but it was a benefit that the
place apparently despised liars as much as she did.

Nora liked and trusted Helen, who was kind and protective of “her
people,” but she wasn’t persuaded by the kibbutz argument. Of course,
even with Helen she didn't say so. But she didn’t have to. After all, the
company’s founder, legendary investor David Jepson, had explained the
shared commitment to honesty this way: You don’t need to say everything
that's on your mind, but if it’s on your lips, it better be what’s on your mind.
So Nora couldn’t lie about it, but she kept quiet about her growing
doubts, the ache that kept her staring out at the Sound when she should
be making the short drive to her office. It wasn’t on her lips, but it was
cating a hole in her heart.

Still, the money was damn good. She ran her fingers through her
hair and smiled. With Nora’s starting bonus and the money her mother
made from selling the family town house in Hoboken, New Jersey, they

had purchased a big house in Westport. Sure, it was close enough to



WESTPORT 5

Interstate 95 that the dull roar of traffic was a constant feature. But it
was a “water feature,” Teresa Carleton routinely insisted, with a smile.
“Our waterfall.” Nora didn't find it so charming, but the third genera-
tion of Carleton women in the house—eight-year-old Sophie—did.
“Nana'’s waterfall,” she called the noise, which grew louder on her short
drive to school, then somehow disappeared as they passed under 1-95
to the lush campus of Greens Farms Academy on a former Vanderbilt
estate overlooking the Sound. Nora liked to joke that rich people had
found a way to pay the highway noise to move only inland, so as not
to mar the sparkling vistas along Beachside Avenue.

She took another sip from her aging Department of Justice mug and
laughed at her own moping. There was no disputing that life on Con-
necticut’s “Gold Coast” had been good to them. Sophie was thriving
in the second grade at GFA, with small classes and deeply committed
teachers. Sophie’s father, Nick, lived nearby with his new wife, Vicki,
and had the good grace not to mention that Vicki’s extremely wealthy
father had helped Nora get her job at Saugatuck Associates and paid
Sophie’s tuition at her fancy private school. But Nora knew it, and was
grateful, both for the help and that it went unspoken.

She and Nick had never been a great couple, even when they were
dating in Hoboken and created Sophie by accident. But they agreed
Sophie was a gift and easily cooperated to move her between their
Westport homes on alternating weeks. She missed the “nesting” days
in Hoboken—Dbefore Nick got married—when Sophie lived with Nora’s
mom, leaving Nora and Nick to take turns staying in the “nest” with
Sophie. Teresa continued to be a huge help with Sophie, while also
volunteering in Bridgeport, a less wealthy, very diverse city nestled up
against the rich, predominantly White towns that gave the Gold Coast
its name. Her family was happy and thriving. Things were good.
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Nora imagined her mother’s voice. C'mon Debbie Downer, time to
get to work. Smiling, she levered her six-foot frame off the bench and
stepped to the sidewalk, stomping her feet to get the sand off her shoes.
She backed the car out and steered down Beachside. She would drive
past Greens Farms Academy—Sophie was at Nick’s this week, so he
had taken her to school—and parallel to I-95 until she reached the
Saugatuck, and the firm's modern fieldstone and glass offices on the

bank of the river.



