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To the men and women who stand as the thin line between civilization and engineered chaos.

To the specialized tactical units who breach Code Black lockdowns and race toward bio-drop sites before their timers reach zero. To the medical and scientific professionals who fight through the flood of mass-casualty events, decoding unnatural genomes and algorithmic signatures to reveal the enemy’s intent. To the intelligence operatives who find patterns in the madness, tracking elite Cachers across the dark web before the next coordinate falls.

These individuals embody more than expertise. They represent integrity when bureaucracy hesitates and courage when containment zones become crucibles. They walk into HELIX tunnels and unknown vectors to protect a public that may never know their names.

Respect. Honor. Valor.

We sleep soundly because they do not.
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Chapter 1 - Toronto
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The first scream didn’t sound like a scream at all.

It was thin, reedy, the kind of startled yelp a child makes when a soccer ball hits them in the stomach. Most people in the park didn’t even look up. It was a warm June afternoon in Toronto, the kind that made the city feel almost European: families picnicking on the grass, cyclists weaving between benches, dogs tugging at leashes, the skyline rising clean and glassy behind the trees.

The second scream was different.

Sharper.

Wet around the edges.

A jogger stopped mid-stride, earbuds dangling, head turning toward the sound. A mother pushing a stroller paused, one hand instinctively covering her child’s chest. A group of teenagers playing frisbee froze, the disc wobbling in the air before dropping to the grass.

Then the third scream came, and this one tore through the park like a blade.

People ran toward the noise. Others ran away from it. Confusion rippled outward in concentric circles, like a stone dropped into still water.

At the center of the chaos, a man knelt beside a picnic blanket, his hands trembling violently. His wife lay on her side, her body curled inward, fingers clawing at the grass. Her skin had gone a mottled gray, veins rising like dark blue wires beneath the surface. Her eyes fluttered, unfocused, as if she were trying to see something that wasn’t there.

“Help!” the man shouted. “Somebody help her!”

A young woman in scrubs, off-duty, carrying a coffee and a paperback, rushed forward. She dropped to her knees, checked the woman’s pulse, then recoiled slightly. Not from fear. From confusion.

“What the hell...” she whispered.

The woman’s pulse was racing, but her breathing was shallow, erratic. The nurse pressed two fingers to the woman’s neck again, then to her wrist, then back to her neck. Her brow furrowed deeper each time.

“Sir, has she taken anything? Medication? Drugs? Allergies?”

“No,” the husband said, voice cracking. “We were eating lunch. She said she felt dizzy. Then she...”

His wife convulsed, her back arching off the ground. A strangled gasp tore from her throat.

The nurse grabbed her shoulders. “Call 911! Now!”

But someone already had. Sirens wailed in the distance, faint at first, then growing louder, closer, urgent.

The woman’s convulsions stopped as suddenly as they began. Her body went slack. Her eyes rolled upward, showing only the whites.

The nurse leaned in, listening for breath.

Nothing.

She began CPR, counting under her breath, her palms pressing rhythmically against the woman’s sternum. Sweat beaded on her forehead. The husband sobbed beside her, hands shaking uncontrollably.

Around them, the park had fallen into a stunned, horrified silence.

Then a child collapsed.

A boy, maybe eight years old, standing beside an ice-cream cart. He dropped his cone, swayed, and crumpled to the ground. His father lunged to catch him, shouting his name.

A second person fell.

Then a third.

The nurse looked up, eyes wide with dawning terror.

“This isn’t normal,” she whispered.

The first ambulance screeched to a halt on the park’s edge. Paramedics sprinted out, pushing a stretcher, medical bags bouncing against their hips. They reached the woman first, but the nurse shook her head.

“She’s gone,” she said quietly. “Something’s happening. People are dropping all over the park.”

The lead paramedic scanned the area.

“Dispatch said one patient,” he muttered. “Not a mass casualty.”

“Well, it’s a mass casualty now.”

The paramedic knelt beside the boy next. His pupils were blown. His skin was cold. The paramedic checked his pulse, then his airway, then his pulse again, disbelief tightening his features.

“What the hell is this?” he murmured.

Another scream cut through the air, this one from a teenage girl clutching her stomach, collapsing beside a picnic table. Her friends backed away, horrified, unsure whether to touch her.

The second ambulance arrived. Then a third.

The park was no longer a park.

It was a battlefield.

Paramedics moved from body to body, triaging, shouting vitals, calling for backup. Police officers arrived next, trying to push back the growing crowd. Someone livestreamed the chaos on their phone. Someone else vomited into a trash can. A dog barked frantically, pulling at its leash as its owner lay motionless beside it.

A paramedic knelt beside a middle-aged man who had collapsed near the fountain. The man’s skin was clammy, his breathing shallow. The paramedic lifted the man’s shirt to place defibrillator pads, and froze.

The man’s abdomen was mottled with dark, branching patterns beneath the skin. Like roots. Or cracks in ice.

“Get Public Health on the line,” the paramedic said, voice shaking. “This isn’t cardiac. This is something else.”

A police officer jogged over. “What are we dealing with?”

“I don’t know,” the paramedic said. “But it’s spreading fast.”

“How fast?”

The paramedic pointed.

Across the park, another person collapsed.

Then another.

Then three more.

The officer’s radio crackled.

“Units be advised, reports of additional victims outside the park perimeter. Repeat: victims collapsing on adjacent streets.”

The officer’s face drained of color.

The nurse, the one who had tried to save the first woman, stood slowly, wiping her hands on her scrubs. She looked around at the bodies, the chaos, the terrified faces.

“This isn’t a toxin,” she said softly. “It’s not food poisoning. It’s not heatstroke.”

She swallowed hard.

“It’s acting like a virus.”

The paramedic stared at her. “Viruses don’t work this fast.”

“This one does.”

A gust of wind swept through the park, carrying with it the faint scent of cut grass, sunscreen, and something else, something metallic, sharp, almost electric.

The nurse shivered.

The paramedic looked at the branching patterns beneath the man’s skin again. They seemed to be spreading, darkening, crawling outward like living ink.

He whispered the words he didn’t want to believe.

“This thing is choosing who to kill.”

The sirens grew louder. More ambulances. More police. A helicopter thumped overhead.

The world was shifting.

Right here, in this quiet Toronto park, something new had been born, something engineered, something intelligent, something that had waited years for this moment.

And it had just begun.

***
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THE AUTOMATIC DOORS at St. Michael’s Hospital slid open with a hiss, and the world outside seemed to collapse into the fluorescent-lit chaos inside. Paramedics rushed through the entrance pushing gurneys, shouting vitals, their boots squeaking on the polished floor. The air smelled of antiseptic, sweat, and something else, something metallic and faintly electrical, like the charge before a lightning strike.

Dr. Lena Hartman, the ER’s attending physician, stood at the center of the storm, her dark hair pulled into a tight bun, her eyes sharp and alert despite the exhaustion etched into her features. She’d been on shift for nine hours already, but the moment the first call came in, multiple collapses in a downtown park, she felt the shift in her gut. Something was wrong. Something big.

“Three incoming, unresponsive,” a paramedic shouted as he barreled toward her. “Two adults, one child. No trauma. No known cause.”

“Put them in Trauma One,” Hartman ordered. “Get respiratory on standby.”

Another gurney rolled in behind the first. Then another. And another.

Within minutes, the ER was overflowing.

Nurses scrambled to triage patients, but the usual rhythm, the controlled chaos of emergency medicine, was gone. This was different. This was a flood.

Hartman moved from bed to bed, her mind racing faster than her hands. A middle-aged woman lay pale and motionless, her breathing shallow. A teenage boy convulsed violently, his limbs jerking in sharp, unnatural angles. A man in his sixties gasped for air, his chest rising and falling in rapid, panicked bursts.

“BP is crashing!” a nurse shouted.

“Get me a crash cart!” another yelled.

Hartman leaned over the teenage boy, shining a penlight into his eyes. His pupils were blown wide, unresponsive. She lifted his shirt to place defibrillator pads, and was shocked.

Dark, branching patterns spread beneath his skin, radiating outward from his sternum like black lightning.

“What the hell...” she whispered.

She moved to the next patient, the middle-aged woman. Same pattern. Same branching. Same unnatural spread.

“Lena!” a nurse called. “We’re seeing this on all of them.”

Hartman’s pulse quickened. She’d seen rashes, bruising, cyanosis, but nothing like this. This looked engineered. Designed.

“Get Infectious Diseases down here,” she said. “Now.”

“They’re already on their way,” the charge nurse replied, her voice tight.

A paramedic rushed up beside her, sweat dripping down his temple. “Doc, we’ve got more coming. Dispatch says the entire park is going down.”

Hartman stared at him. “How many?”

He swallowed. “Dozens.”

Her stomach dropped.

“Start diverting ambulances to other hospitals,” she said. “We’re at capacity.”

“We tried,” the paramedic said. “They’re full too.”

Hartman closed her eyes for half a second, the only moment she allowed herself, then snapped back into motion.

“Okay,” she said. “Then we make room.”

She turned to the nearest nurse. “Clear the minor injury bays. Move stable patients upstairs. Anyone who can walk gets discharged or relocated.”

The nurse nodded and sprinted off.

Another gurney rolled in, a young woman in her twenties, her skin gray, her lips blue. Her boyfriend clung to her hand, tears streaming down his face.

“She just collapsed,” he said, voice breaking. “We were walking. She said she felt dizzy and then...”

The woman convulsed, her back arching violently. A monitor beeped frantically.

“Seizing!” a nurse shouted.

“Get Ativan!” Hartman barked.

The nurse injected the medication, but the convulsions didn’t stop. They intensified.

Hartman grabbed the woman’s jaw, checking her airway. “She’s not breathing. Intubate.”

A respiratory therapist slid in beside her, hands steady despite the chaos. He inserted the tube, securing it as the woman’s body jerked beneath them.

“Heart rate dropping!” someone yelled.

“Push epi!”

The woman’s heart rate spiked, then plummeted.

“Come on,” Hartman whispered. “Stay with me.”

But the monitor flatlined.

A long, piercing tone filled the room.

“No,” the boyfriend whispered. “No, no, no!”

Hartman placed a hand on his shoulder. “I’m sorry.”

He collapsed into a chair, sobbing.

Hartman turned away, jaw clenched. She didn’t have time to grieve. Not now.

A nurse rushed up beside her. “Dr. Hartman, we’ve got a problem.”

“We have a lot of problems,” Hartman said.

“This one’s worse.”

The nurse handed her a tablet showing the hospital’s internal vitals dashboard. Every patient from the park, every single one, showed the same pattern: rapid cellular degradation, neurological collapse, and the branching subdermal discoloration.

Hartman scrolled through the data, her eyes narrowing.

“This isn’t a toxin,” she said. “It’s not environmental. It’s not foodborne.”

She zoomed in on the cellular breakdown markers.

“It has all the characteristics of a virus.”

A voice called out from behind them. “Dr. Hartman!”

She turned. A lab tech sprinted toward her, holding a printout.

“We ran a rapid PCR panel,” he said, breathless. “We found something.”

Hartman snatched the paper. Her eyes scanned the results.

Her blood ran cold.

“This can’t be right,” she whispered.

“It’s right,” the tech said. “We ran it twice.”

Hartman looked up, her face pale.

“This sequence... it’s not natural.”

The nurse frowned. “What do you mean?”

Hartman handed her the printout.

“It’s engineered.”

The nurse stared at the data, her mouth falling open.

“Engineered by who?”

Hartman didn’t answer.

Because she already knew the real question wasn’t who.

It was why.

Before she could speak, the hospital intercom crackled to life.

“Attention all staff: Code Black. Repeat: Code Black. Lockdown procedures are now in effect.”

The ER fell silent for a heartbeat.

Then the chaos exploded again.

Hartman looked toward the entrance as security guards rushed to seal the doors. More ambulances screeched to a halt outside. More victims were carried in. More screams echoed down the hallway.

The virus, whatever it was, had arrived.

And it wasn’t done.

***
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THE CONFERENCE ROOM on the twelfth floor of the Public Health Canada building wasn’t designed for panic. It was designed for quiet meetings, for policy discussions, for the slow, bureaucratic machinery of government. But now it hummed with tension, the air thick with urgency and the metallic scent of too many bodies in too small a space.

Dr. Elise Moreau stood at the head of the table, her hands braced against the polished wood, her knuckles white. She was in her late forties, sharp-eyed, sharp-minded, and known for being unflappable. But even she felt the tremor beneath her ribs as she scanned the live feed on the wall-mounted monitor.

The footage showed St. Michael’s ER, overflowing, chaotic, bodies on gurneys, nurses shouting vitals, doctors moving with frantic precision. A scrolling ticker at the bottom of the screen displayed the current casualty count.

Confirmed victims: 27

Critical: 19

Deceased: 8

Suspected cases outside park perimeter: 14

The numbers were rising every minute.

A man in a gray suit, Deputy Minister Alan Keating, paced behind her, his phone pressed to his ear. “No, we don’t have a cause yet,” he snapped. “Yes, we’re escalating. No, we can’t confirm terrorism. Because we don’t know what it is, that’s why.”

He ended the call with a frustrated exhale.

“Who was that?” Moreau asked without turning.

“Prime Minister’s office,” Keating said. “They want answers.”

“So do I.”

The door opened, and Dr. Ravi Patel, head of Infectious Disease Response, hurried in. His tie was crooked, his hair disheveled, and his face pale.

“I came straight from the lab,” he said, dropping a stack of printouts onto the table. “We ran preliminary analyses on the samples from St. Michael’s.”

“And?” Moreau asked.

Patel hesitated, a beat too long.

Moreau’s stomach tightened. “Ravi. What did you find?”

He exhaled slowly. “It’s a virus.”

A murmur rippled through the room.

“We suspected that,” Moreau said. “What kind?”

Patel tapped the printouts. “That’s the problem. It doesn’t match anything in our database. Not influenza, not coronavirus, not hemorrhagic fever, not any known engineered strain.”

Keating frowned. “Engineered?”

Patel nodded. “The genetic structure is... unnatural. Too clean. Too deliberate. It’s like someone designed it with a specific purpose.”

“What purpose?” Moreau asked.

Patel swallowed. “Selective cellular targeting.”

The room fell silent.

“Explain,” Keating said.

Patel pulled up a slide on the monitor. It showed a microscopic image of human cells, some intact, some collapsing in on themselves like punctured balloons.

“This virus doesn’t attack all cells,” Patel said. “It evaluates them. It identifies weakened or compromised cells, damaged mitochondria, unstable membranes, low metabolic resilience, and destroys them first.”

“Like a pruning mechanism,” Moreau murmured.

“Exactly. It’s almost... algorithmic.”

Keating stared at him. “Viruses don’t make decisions.”

“This one does.”

Moreau leaned forward. “Ravi, are you telling me this pathogen is AI-driven?”

Patel hesitated again. “I’m telling you it behaves like it is.”

A chill swept through the room.

Moreau straightened. “What about the branching patterns under the skin?”

Patel clicked to the next slide. The image zoomed in on the dark, lightning-like discoloration spreading beneath a patient’s skin.

“That’s microvascular collapse,” Patel said. “The virus is shutting down capillaries in compromised tissue. It’s not random. It’s targeted.”

Keating rubbed his temples. “Jeez.”

Moreau’s voice was steady, but her pulse hammered. “Ravi... could this be related to Project HELIX?”

Patel didn’t answer immediately.

Keating looked between them. “What the hell is Project HELIX?”

Moreau exchanged a glance with Patel, the kind that carried years of classified history.

“It was a joint U.S.–Canadian research initiative,” she said carefully. “Early 2000s. The goal was to develop a biological screening tool for military recruitment.”

Patel added, “A virus that could identify weak soldiers by attacking compromised cells.”

Keating stared at them, horrified. “You’re telling me we built this?”

“No,” Moreau said. “We built something crude. Primitive. It never worked. The project was shut down.”

Patel’s voice dropped. “But someone kept working on it.”

The room went still.

Moreau turned to the operations officer. “Activate Protocol Black.”

The officer blinked. “Ma’am... that’s a national emergency protocol.”

“I’m aware.”

“But we don’t have confirmation this is...”

“We have confirmation it’s killing people,” Moreau snapped. “And we have confirmation it’s engineered. That’s enough.”

The officer nodded and began typing commands into his tablet.

Keating stepped closer to Moreau. “Protocol Black triggers international alerts. Border closures. Military readiness. Are you sure?”

Moreau looked at the live feed again, the ER overflowing, the bodies, the panic.

“I’m sure.”

The intercom chimed.

“Attention: Protocol Black has been activated. All departments initiate lockdown procedures. All personnel report to emergency stations.”

The room vibrated with a sudden shift, the moment when bureaucracy gave way to crisis.

Patel cleared his throat. “There’s something else.”

Moreau braced herself. “What?”

“We found a signature sequence in the virus’s genome.”

“A signature?”

Patel nodded. “A tag. Like a watermark.”

He tapped the printout.

“It matches a classified sequence from the original HELIX Division files.”

Moreau felt the blood drain from her face.

“That’s impossible,” she whispered.

Patel shook his head. “It’s not. Someone resurrected HELIX. And they perfected it.”

Keating’s voice was barely audible. “Why would anyone do that?”

Patel looked at him, eyes dark.

“To finish what HELIX started.”

Moreau turned to the operations officer. “Get me a direct line to the CDC, the WHO, and the U.S. Department of Defense. Now.”

The officer nodded and began dialing.

Moreau stared at the monitor one last time, at the chaos, the bodies, the branching patterns beneath the skin.

Then she spoke the words she hoped she’d never have to say.

“Ladies and gentlemen... we are facing a bioweapon.”

The room fell silent.

Outside, sirens wailed across the city.

And somewhere in the shadows, someone watched, waiting for the next coordinate to fall.

***
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THE SUN HUNG LOW OVER the water, turning the ocean into a sheet of molten gold. Waves rolled in slow, lazy arcs, brushing the sand with a sound like a long exhale. The resort was quiet at this hour, the late-afternoon lull when most guests drifted back to their rooms for showers, naps, or cocktails.

Connor Malloy sat on the balcony of their villa, a cold drink sweating in his hand, sunglasses pushed up into his hair. He looked relaxed, but Jill Prince knew better. His body was here, warm breeze, salt air, the faint scent of sunscreen drifting from the beach, but his mind was still wired, still scanning, still waiting for the next threat.

She stretched out on the lounge chair beside him, her legs crossed, a book open on her lap. She wasn’t reading. She was watching him.

“You’re doing that thing again,” she said.

Connor glanced over. “Which thing?”

“The thing where your brain refuses to take a vacation.”

He smirked. “I’m sitting. I’m drinking something cold. That counts.”

“Your shoulders are tense,” she said. “And you keep checking the horizon like you’re expecting pirates.”

“Could be pirates.”

“Connor.”

He lifted his hands in surrender. “Fine. I’ll relax.”

He didn’t relax.

Jill smiled, shook her head, and returned to her book, or pretended to. She’d known him long enough to recognize the signs. Connor Malloy didn’t unwind. He decompressed in layers, like a bomb tech disarming himself one wire at a time.

***
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THE CARIBBEAN SUN WAS an abrasive gold, reflecting off the infinity pool with a glare that should have been relaxing. Connor Malloy sat on the edge of a teak lounger, a condensation-slicked glass of lime juice in his hand, trying, and failing, to listen to Jill describe the resort’s architectural symmetry.

Then, his phone buzzed. Not the sharp, rhythmic vibration of a secure Bureau line, but the chirping trill of a Geocaching notification.

Connor frowned, squinting at the screen. "That’s impossible."

Jill didn’t miss a beat. "What? Did someone beat your record in Ottawa?"

"No," Connor said, his thumb hovering over the glass. "It’s a New Cache Alert. An FTF opportunity. But it’s practically on top of us. Less than half a mile from the resort grounds, tucked into the sea caves at the north cliff."

Jill leaned over, her sunglasses sliding down her nose. "A '5/5' Difficulty and Terrain? In a tourist zone? That shouldn't have been cleared by a reviewer this fast."

"The name," Connor whispered. "Look at the CO (Cache Owner)."

The screen read: Published by: HEL1X_ARCHITECT.

"I’m going," Connor said, already reaching for his shirt.

"Connor, we’re off the clock," Jill warned, though she was already pulling her hair into a tight ponytail. "If this is a 'muggled' setup..."

"It’s not a setup. It’s a beckoning."

Ten minutes later, they were off the manicured paths. The terrain shifted from soft sand to jagged limestone. The GPS on Connor’s handheld unit ticked down: 50 feet... 20 feet... 5 feet.

Ground Zero (GZ) was a narrow crevice in the cliffside, slick with salt spray and smelling of rotting kelp. Connor clicked on his tactical light. Tucked into a natural shelf was a standard ammo-can, but it wasn't rusted or weathered. It was pristine, wrapped in a surgical-grade biohazard seal.

"Connor, wait," Jill said, her voice dropping an octave. "Look at the lid."

Instead of the traditional Geocaching logo, a small digital display was recessed into the metal. It wasn't a combination lock; it was a sensor.

"It’s a Mystery Cache," Connor murmured. He reached out, his fingers hovering over the seal.

"Don't touch it," Jill snapped. She pulled a pair of TOTT (Tools of the Trade) from her pocket, a pair of fine-tipped tweezers and a portable UV light. She clicked the UV on.

Under the purple glow, the ammo-can wasn't clean. It was covered in a faint, iridescent residue that pulsed in a rhythmic, geometric pattern. A Fibonacci spiral, glowing like ghost-fire.

"It’s been tampered with," Jill whispered, her face pale. "This isn't SWAG inside, Connor. I can hear it."

A faint, high-pitched hum emanated from the box, the sound of a pressurized aerosol release valve. On the digital screen, a message flickered into existence:

CONGRATULATIONS ON THE FTF, MALLOY. LOG YOUR VISIT BEFORE THE CLOCK EXPIRES.

A timer appeared: 00:59... 00:58...

Connor grabbed Jill’s arm, pulling her back toward the mouth of the cave. "It’s not a cache. It’s a delivery system."

They scrambled back toward the light of the resort.

The resort TV mounted on the balcony wall flickered as the channel shifted to a breaking news alert. Jill looked up, expecting weather or a local announcement.

Instead, the screen showed chaos.

People running.

Bodies on the grass.

Paramedics shouting.

A child lying motionless beside a toppled stroller.

Jill sat up straight. “Connor.”

He was already reaching for the remote.

The reporter’s voice cut through the tropical calm.

“—multiple victims collapsing in a downtown Toronto park. Emergency services are overwhelmed. Officials have not yet identified the cause—”

Jill leaned forward, eyes narrowing. “That’s systemic collapse. Look at their posture. Their breathing.”

Connor studied the footage, jaw tightening. “And the timing. They’re dropping within seconds of each other.”

The camera zoomed in on a man’s arm, mottled with dark, branching lines beneath the skin.

Jill inhaled sharply. “That pattern... Connor, that’s microvascular failure.”

“And it’s spreading along compromised tissue,” he said. “Not random. Not diffuse.”

Jill’s mind was already moving. “A natural pathogen wouldn’t target weak cells first. That’s selective.”

“Purposeful,” Connor added.

She looked at him. “Engineered.”

He didn’t argue. He didn’t need to.

The reporter continued, “—Public Health Canada has activated emergency protocols. Residents are urged to avoid the downtown core—”

Connor muted the TV.

Jill turned to him. “Walk me through what you’re thinking.”

He appreciated that about her, she never asked him to explain himself like she was confused. She asked because she wanted to build the picture with him.

“Years ago,” he said, “when I was still with the Bureau, we got briefed on a classified project. A joint U.S.–Canadian initiative.”

Jill’s eyes sharpened. “HELIX Division.”

He blinked. “You know about HELIX?”

“I read the redacted files during my grad work,” she said. “A biological screening tool for military candidates. A virus that evaluated cellular integrity.”

“And eliminated compromised cells,” Connor said. “That was the theory.”

Jill nodded slowly. “This looks like the theory made real.”

Connor exhaled. “HELIX was supposed to be buried.”

“Projects like that don’t stay buried,” Jill said. “Someone always thinks they can finish the work.”

The warm breeze suddenly felt colder.

Jill wrapped her towel around her shoulders. “If this is HELIX... someone perfected it.”

“Someone with access,” Connor said. “And motive.”

Jill’s gaze drifted back to the screen. “Connor... this wasn’t an accident.”

His phone buzzed on the table.

Unknown number.

International code.

He frowned. “Ireland.”

Jill raised an eyebrow. “Paddy?”

“Probably.”

He answered. “Malloy.”

Static crackled. Then Paddy O’Brien’s voice came through, fast, urgent, unmistakably Irish.

“Connor? Tell me you’re watching the news.”

“We are,” Connor said. “What do you have?”

“Chatter,” Paddy said. “Dark-web geocaching boards. The ones with more lunatics than logic.”

Jill leaned closer, listening.

“People are talking about ‘bio-drops,’” Paddy continued. “Caches that aren’t caches. Coordinates that lead to something else entirely.”

Jill’s eyes widened. “Connor...”

Connor gripped the phone tighter. “Paddy, are you saying—”

“I’m saying someone’s using the game,” Paddy cut in. “Someone’s turning geocaching into a delivery system.”

Jill’s pulse kicked. “That would explain the timing. The clustering.”

Connor nodded. “And the precision.”

Paddy lowered his voice. “Connor... one of the elite Cachers I track was in Toronto last night.”

Jill’s stomach dropped.

Connor’s jaw clenched. “Do you have a name?”

“Not yet,” Paddy said. “But I’ve got a handle. And Connor... if HELIX is involved—”

“You know about HELIX?” Connor asked.
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