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Prologue







At London RAF Northolt airport, very few planes were cleared for takeoff. The crosswinds were strong; the downpour of sleet reduced visibility to nil. There was only one runway at Northolt, and a congestion of private jets looking to use it. It was six a.m. The crowd of passengers in the waiting area was small but impatient. Most were businessmen who had morning meetings in Paris, Luxembourg, Berlin. Some were booked on flights chartered by their corporations; a few owned their jets outright. These were not men who liked to wait.


A Russian named Popov was making a scene. He yelled alternately at the woman behind the front desk and at someone on the other end of his phone. Neither person was giving him the answer that he was looking for, so he toggled between them, the volume of his voice rising until he could be heard clear across the terminal. His female companion, a bored, willowy blonde in a fox-fur coat and sneakers, stared at her phone. She seemed accustomed to his rages. Everyone else was looking at Popov. Papers lowered; passengers turned to stare. At six feet four and at least 280 pounds, Alexei Popov was hard to miss, particularly when he was angry.


“I understand, sir,” the woman at the front desk said again, trying to remain professional in the face of his verbal barrage. “And I’m sorry for the inconvenience. But for safety reasons, we must advise—”


Popov cursed in Russian and threw his phone. The woman behind the desk ducked; two security guards walked briskly over to see about the fuss. Even the blonde was paying attention now. She took Popov by the arm and whispered something in his ear, attempting to calm him.


Thomas Jensen sat in the corner of the terminal, watched the scene with mild interest from behind a fresh copy of the Financial Times. Like the other passengers present that morning, Jensen wore a well-tailored suit and carried a briefcase. With his neatly combed silver hair and expensive loafers, Jensen looked like what he was: an Oxford graduate with a background in finance and a robust bank account. Unlike most of the other passengers, however, Jensen was not a financier or captain of industry. Though he was at Northolt on business, it was of a very different sort. He worked for a government agency in a capacity that few people knew existed. The only external indication that Jensen’s work was not a desk job but rather a dangerous and occasionally violent enterprise was the distinctive crook in his nose from where it had once been broken. Though he had suffered worse injuries, Jensen’s nose still gave him trouble. For that reason, he always kept a monogrammed handkerchief in his pocket. He removed it now and wiped his nose with it, while keeping a discreet eye on the other passengers in the waiting area.


Because of the fuss over Popov, Jensen was the only person who noticed when a man and woman crossed the terminal quickly and slipped out the exit door onto the tarmac. Jensen stood, put his handkerchief back into his pocket, and ambled over to the window. He studied the woman’s slight figure, her shoulders hunched against the wind, her hair wrapped up, Jackie Onassis–like, in a black scarf that protected it from the rain. The man was well built and a head taller than the woman. When the man turned, Jensen noted his tortoise-shell glasses and salt-and-pepper hair. The man put his hand protectively on the woman’s shoulder as they boarded a Gulfstream G450. Theirs was the biggest and most expensive plane at Northolt on that particular morning. The news would later report that it was being flown by an exceptional pilot. Omar Khoury had spent a decade in the Royal Saudi Air Force before going into private employ. He was a true, seasoned professional, unlikely to be phased by the suboptimal flying conditions. Almost as soon as the plane’s doors had shut, it was cleared for takeoff. Popov was still yelling about the delay when the G450 taxied down the runway and disappeared into the sky.


Once the plane was in the air, Jensen folded his paper in half and tucked it beneath his arm. He walked past Popov, past the front desk, and out of the terminal. A town car was waiting for him at the curb.


His phone rang as soon as the car turned onto the A40 toward London.


“It’s done,” Jensen said. “Only one flight departed and they were on it.” He hung up, unfolded his paper, and read it in silence for the duration of the ride.


Less than one hour later, the G450 lost contact. Somewhere over the French Alps, it simply fell off the radar, as though it had never existed at all.











Marina







Marina stood on the balcony of her suite at Le Meurice and looked out at the glistening lights of Paris. The view was spectacular, particularly at night. To the west, the Eiffel Tower and Roue de Paris stood illuminated against the night sky. Across the rue de Rivoli, les Jardin des Tuileries glowed, as if lit from within. Marina considered waking up her fiancé, Grant, so he could enjoy the view with her. But there would be time for that. Their trip had just begun. Instead, Marina sat down at the table. She sparked a cigarette, inhaled. It felt good to have no work to do, no functions to attend, no emails begging response. She could read a book. She could do her nails. She could do nothing at all. The night was hers. Here in Paris, it was just beginning.


Her phone rang, jarring her. Marina felt a prick of irritation when she saw who was calling.


“Duncan,” she said, her voice curt. “It’s past midnight here.”


“Were you sleeping?”


“No.”


“Of course not. You’re still on New York time. You don’t sleep, anyway.”


“That doesn’t mean you’re allowed to call me during my first vacation in almost ten years.”


“I need you to do something for me.”


Marina cringed. This was exactly the reason that Grant wanted her to leave Press magazine. In the near decade she’d worked for Duncan, she’d never once taken a vacation. She worked most weekends, countless holidays. She answered her phone at all hours of the night. She had begun her career as Duncan’s assistant. Now, nine and a half years later, despite her senior status on the magazine masthead, he still occasionally treated her as such. Twenty-four hours into this trip, and already, he was tasking her with something. It was unbelievable, really, though not entirely surprising.


Marina intended to quit. She’d promised Grant she would, right after the wedding. The rumors that Grant’s father, James Ellis, was going to run for president were true. The campaign would move into high gear in a matter of weeks. He had already assembled a team of campaign advisors and publicists. He would need it. A hotheaded billionaire from New York, he wasn’t exactly the people’s candidate. But once the spin doctors had done their magic, James Ellis would be transformed into a hardworking success story, a professional deal maker, a fresh alternative to the presumed Democratic nominee—and consummate DC insider—Senator Hayden Murphy. That was the plan, anyway. Murphy, who had been dogged for years by rumors of corruption and cronyism, was a formidable but flawed candidate. Ellis knew this; he was banking on it.


Quietly, Marina had her doubts that her future father-in-law was fit to be the leader of the free world. She’d seen him lose his temper at kind people who made the smallest of errors: at a new housekeeper who stocked the wrong kind of bottled water at the Southampton house, for example, or at a driver who missed the turnoff for Teterboro Airport. She also knew that Grant was a calming influence on his father. Grant would resign from his investment banking job and take over the family business while his father was out on the campaign trail. In his new capacity as president of Ellis Enterprises, Grant would travel constantly, and he would expect Marina to accompany him. There were things one had to do as the wife of a CEO of a multinational corporation. Not to mention the wife of the president’s son, should it come to that. She couldn’t work and be Mrs. Grant Ellis. At least, not at the same time. There was no question what was more important to her. She had to quit. That was part of the deal, and on some level, she’d always known it.


For a moment, Marina considered quitting right then, over the phone. It was justified, certainly. People at Press quit all the time. Duncan was a famously difficult editor in chief, and he paid his staff below the paltry industry standard. But it didn’t feel right. After everything Duncan had done for her—and everything they’d done together—she wanted to resign the right way: in person, at a time that made sense not just for her, but for the magazine, too.


“You’re unbelievable,” Marina said. She stubbed out her cigarette and slipped back inside to find a pencil. “Aren’t you supposed to be on a sabbatical?”


Duncan didn’t answer the question. The topic of his sabbatical was a sore one. It was not something he had agreed to voluntarily. Rather, it was mandated by Philip Brancusi, the CEO of Press’s parent company, who insisted that Duncan use the six weeks to dry out, once and for all. The drinking had become a problem, and everyone in publishing knew it. Everyone except Duncan himself.


“Are you writing this down?” he said.


“Of course I am.”


“I need you to meet someone. He’s coming from Luxembourg. I don’t know how long he’ll be free, so make yourself available. He’s going to give you a USB to bring to me. Be very careful with it. And tell no one.”


“What am I supposed to say to Grant? I have a date with a mysterious European?”


“Who’s Grant?”


“You’re joking.”


“Tell him you’re going for a run. Or you need to meet an old friend. He’s a big boy. He’ll survive without you for forty-five minutes.” Duncan sounded irritated, which irritated Marina. She pressed hard on her pencil, snapping the tip.


“Damn it,” she muttered, and reached for a pen.


“Look, I know you’re frustrated,” Duncan said. “I know what I’m asking is annoying. But it’s important, Marina. This material is highly sensitive. My source doesn’t trust email, even encrypted email. He wants to hand over the data directly. I was going to fly to Geneva last week to meet him myself, but I believe I’m being followed.”


Marina stifled an eyeroll. “By who?”


Duncan ignored her. “I told him you’re the only person I trust.”


“Stop buttering me up, Duncan. I suppose I don’t get to know what this is about?”


Duncan paused. In the background, Marina could hear what sounded like a snowplow. She wondered if Duncan was out of the city, holed up at his weekend house, where he was beginning to spend more and more of his time. She worried about him out there. He drank too much and socialized too little. When Duncan drank, he became dramatic and paranoid. When he got dramatic and paranoid, he usually called Marina.


“We’ll talk when you’re back,” he said. “But, Marina . . . this is it. After all these years, I think we finally found him.”


Marina stopped writing. “Him?”


“Morty Reiss.”


“Alive?”


“Very much so.”


Marina paused, absorbing the enormity of what Duncan was saying. It had been eight years since Morty Reiss’s suicide. Almost to the day. Or rather, it had been eight years since Morty Reiss’s car was found on the Tappan Zee Bridge, a suicide note taped to the windshield. Days after his alleged suicide, Morty’s hedge fund, RCM, was uncovered as one of the largest Ponzi schemes of all time. Reiss saw the writing on the wall and jumped, or so the story went. His body, however, was never found. At the beginning, Marina and Duncan harbored the same suspicion as many: that Reiss faked his own death and disappeared with his ill-gotten gains to some sun-washed country without an extradition treaty. Of all the people Marina had written stories about during her tenure at Press magazine, Reiss was perhaps the smartest, most ruthless con man she’d ever come across. Given that Marina wrote about New York society figures—Wall Street tycoons, real estate magnates, fashion designers, publicists—that was saying a lot. If anyone was smart enough to disappear along with his money, it was Reiss.


Reiss was brilliant—as brilliant as they come—but eventually all Ponzi schemes necessarily come to an end, and that was the one thing that had always niggled at Marina about the RCM story. Insider trading, embezzlement: anyone could get away with these crimes if they were clever enough. Just steal the money and ride off into the sunset. But a Ponzi scheme required an unending supply of investors. Without new investors, the whole scheme collapsed like a house of cards. So why would Reiss opt into a crime with no end? He seemed too smart for that. That is, unless he’d planned on faking his death all along.


If that was the case, Marina had to hand it to him: Reiss was potentially the most cunning financial criminal of all time.


As the years passed with no news or trace of Reiss, however, Marina’s disbelief faded slowly into acceptance. Was it really possible for a man like Reiss—whose face flashed across television screens worldwide for months on end—to disappear? Marina didn’t think so. It seemed too far-fetched—fantastical, even. A Hollywood plotline instead of a real news story. Reiss was smart, but he was also human. Perhaps his greed or hubris did end up getting the better of him.


While Marina’s interest with Morty Reiss waned, Duncan Sander’s blossomed into a full-blown obsession. After he and Marina cowrote the original exposé of RCM, Duncan went on to pen several more pieces about Reiss and his coconspirator, Carter Darling. His theories about Reiss’s whereabouts became outlandish and unsubstantiated, and Marina feared that Duncan’s fixation had irreparably damaged his reputation as a serious journalist. Six months ago, it had almost cost him his career. On a morning talk show, Duncan claimed Reiss had hundreds of millions stashed in an account at Caribbean International Bank in the Cayman Islands. US authorities looked the other way, Duncan said, because a ring of high-profile politicians, who also happened to have millions stashed away in numbered accounts, were protecting the bank. The interview caused a sensation, not only because of what Duncan said, but how he said it. His slurred speech and sweaty, unkempt appearance did not go unnoticed by viewers. Soon, there were rumors that Duncan Sander was headed for a public meltdown. Caribbean International Bank threatened to sue not only Duncan, but Press and its parent company, Merchant Publications. Under pressure from CEO Brancusi, Duncan issued a hasty retraction. Then he made a show of heading to a rehab facility in northern Connecticut, where he spent a few weeks drying out and nursing his ego. As far as Marina could tell, rehab hadn’t helped much with Duncan’s drinking. It bought him a reprieve at Press, however, and Duncan had returned to work a month later.


Now he was on his second attempt at rehab, and Marina knew it was the last chance with Brancusi. He had given Duncan an ultimatum: dry out for good and come back ready to work, or don’t come back at all. Duncan couldn’t afford another misstep. One more lapse in judgment, and Brancusi would have his head.


“Duncan, can you prove this? You’ll need to. We can’t have another—” Marina stopped short, not wanting to finish that sentence. Duncan did not like being reminded of the interview, or his drinking problem, or frankly any mistake he’d ever made, ever. They’d never spoken of it, except in the vaguest of references.


“I can, this time. He’s got more than seventy million at Swiss United.”


Marina wrote down Swiss United and underlined it. “Swiss United. So not at Caribbean International,” she said, trying not to sound skeptical.


“No, that’s the thing. It was there. I was right about that. And he moved it. Just before I gave that interview.”


“And you have proof. Account records or something?”


“My source does. Marina, this is the story of our careers.”


Marina jumped when she felt a hand on her shoulder. Behind her stood Grant, looking sheepish.


“Hi,” he whispered. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”


“I’ve got to go,” Marina said to Duncan. “We’ll talk later.”


“Is Grant there?”


“Yes.”


“Okay. I’ll call you tomorrow when I have the details about the drop.”


“Fine. Good night, Duncan.”


“Sorry,” Grant said, kissing Marina on the head as she put down the phone. “I heard your voice and hoped you were ordering room service. I’m starving.”


Marina laughed. “I wasn’t, but I can. What do you want?”


“Let’s look.” Grant reached over her and picked up the menu.


“Who were you talking to?”


“Duncan.”


“What did he want?”


“He’s working on a story. Wanted me to help.”


Grant glanced up from the menu. “I hope you said no.”


“Of course I did.”


“Isn’t he supposed to be in rehab?”


“Sabbatical.”


“Whatever. It’s totally inappropriate for him to call you in the middle of the night during your vacation.”


“I think he was just excited about the story.”


Grant shook his head. “He has no boundaries, Marina.”


Marina sighed. “I know. He frustrates me, too. But you have to understand: Duncan is the reason I’m a journalist. When I started at Press, I honestly just wanted to work at a fashion magazine because I thought it sounded cool. I thought I’d go to great parties and try on couture clothes and meet interesting people. But Duncan saw something more in me. And he expected more from me. When we worked on the story about the Darlings, he treated me like his colleague instead of his twenty-two-year-old assistant. He really let me run with it. And when it was over, he listed me as his cowriter. So yes, he drives me insane sometimes. A lot of the time. But I also owe him my career.”


Grant reached for Marina’s hand. They interlaced their fingers and smiled at each other. “I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m just protective of you.”


“And I think you’re very sweet.”


Grant cocked one eyebrow. “And sexy?”


“Very sexy.”


“Is it sexy if I order myself a double bacon cheeseburger with fries now?”


“Incredibly.”


“It won’t be here for at least thirty minutes. Join me in the bedroom while I wait for my midnight snack?”


“Order me fries, too, all right? I’m an only child. I don’t share well.”


“I don’t, either. So promise me something.”


“Anything.” Marina wrapped her arms around Grant’s neck and smiled up at him.


“Promise I won’t have to share you on this trip. It’s just a few days. I want us to unplug and enjoy each other.”


Marina nodded. “Mm-hmm,” she said. She reached up for a kiss. She felt Grant’s hands on her backside and suddenly she was in the air, her legs wrapped around his waist. “I promise,” she murmured, as he carried her to bed.











Annabel







Matthew Werner was late. His wife, Annabel, sat alone on the veranda of their Geneva flat, wearing a black cocktail dress and the long sable coat that Matthew bought for her when they first moved to Switzerland. A hairdresser on the Cours de Rive had coaxed her auburn hair into a twist. Her shoes, five-inch pumps that a salesgirl in a boutique on rue du Rhône convinced her to buy against her better judgment, pinched at the balls of her feet. In the dressing room mirror, the shoes had made Annabel’s legs look impossibly long and slim. Two black satin ribbons extended from each heel and laced up around her ankles and lower calves, giving the impression of a ballerina en pointe. Back in New York, she might have lingered by a window display of shoes like these. But she wouldn’t have gone into the store. She wouldn’t have bought them. Too impractical, too expensive. In New York, Annabel wore mostly flats or wedge heels, with rounded toes suited to days spent on her feet. In New York, Annabel had worked. She had taken the subway, not a car with a driver. She didn’t spend her money on shoes that cost a week’s salary. Here in Geneva, she’d sign the receipt before bothering to glance at the price tag.


At home, she found she could hardly walk in them. In the harsh lighting of her closet, the lacing at the ankle looked theatrical. She wasn’t sure if she looked like a banker’s wife or a courtesan. All the other wives shopped at the boutique where she’d bought the shoes. They all looked the same, dressed the same, played tennis together. Sometimes Annabel felt as though she missed a memo when she had arrived in Geneva: How to Be a Banker’s Wife. Most of the others were polite but distant. After an initial spate of lunch invitations, Annabel stopped hearing from them. They were polite enough at firm events, of course, but they seemed to understand, as she did, that she was different from them. Annabel had decided this was fine with her. Most of the other wives just wanted to talk about the Paris fashion shows and their country houses and their latest weekend jaunt to Sardinia. And they dressed up for everything, even a casual brunch on the weekends. Of course, it would be nice to be included some of the time. But most days, Annabel was content to wander a museum by herself, sit in a café with a book, and go to bed early. Charity balls and black-tie dinners held no appeal for her. And she had always hated tennis.


The shoes had been so expensive that she couldn’t bear not to wear them. Once, at least. Annabel hoped they looked as expensive as they were. Matthew loved to see her in expensive things. It was the reason he worked as hard as he did, he said. He liked to show her off. 


For now, though, Annabel unlaced the shoes and released her feet from their bondage. She tucked them up against her slender thighs to keep them warm. She was tempted to light a cigarette to take the edge off but stopped herself. Matthew would be angry. For all Matthew knew, Annabel hadn’t touched a cigarette since New York. She kept a pack hidden behind her art books in the living room. Matthew never looked at them, so Annabel was in no risk of being found out. Art had never interested Matthew, unless it was a client’s investment, and then it was just that: an investment. Annabel allowed herself one cigarette—occasionally two—at a time, but only when Matthew was away for the night. Lately, that was often.


From the veranda, Annabel could hear the gentle roll of the trams below and the clop-clop-clop of tourist carriages on the cobblestones. Usually, she found these sounds soothing. Not today. She was too nervous. She glanced up at the steel-gray sky and wondered when it would start to snow. They’d been predicting a storm for days now. She wanted Matthew home. Without him, their flat felt like a hotel instead of a home. A luxury hotel, but a hotel nonetheless. It was still furnished with the same charcoal-colored sofas, ikat-patterned silk pillows, and glass-topped tables that had come with it. Chic but corporate. It was, after all, corporate housing, belonging to Swiss United and rented to them at well below the market price. One of the many perks of Matthew’s job. Annabel had added a few personal touches over the past two years—a painting of hers hung in the living room, an impressionistic cityscape of Florence she’d given to Matthew to remind him of their honeymoon. Her books filled the shelves. Though Matthew told her it was unnecessary, she’d brought their linens from New York: crisp white sheets with dove-gray borders, a W embroidered on each of the pillows, towels to match. They made her feel more at home. At first, she had put out photographs everywhere: on side tables, tucked in the bookshelves, on the mantel. Annabel and Matthew kissing in the back of the old checkered cab they’d hired to whisk them away from their wedding in Tribeca. The two of them cooking lobsters in the rickety Montauk beach house they had rented the summer before they left. Annabel at her first gallery opening, surrounded by friends. She’d put most of them away now. She’d thought, at the beginning, that photographs would make her feel less homesick. The opposite had been true. When she looked at them, she felt horribly lonely. So one night while Matthew was at the office, she’d drunk a bottle of wine and wrapped all the photographs up in bubble wrap and stashed them on a high shelf in her closet.


She tried to replace them with more current pictures from their life here in Geneva, but she didn’t have many. Matthew traveled so much during the week that by Friday, he’d just as soon stay home, catch up on rest, hit the gym. Occasionally Matthew would visit a client somewhere exciting—Madrid or Berlin or the South of France—and Annabel would tag along. Those were work trips, though, and Annabel never saw much of Matthew during them. They’d gone to Venice for Annabel’s thirtieth birthday, but Matthew had spent most of that trip on the phone with a hysterical client in the middle of a nasty divorce. Annabel had wandered the city alone, and the only pictures she’d taken were of a gelateria her friend Julian told her to visit and a flock of pigeons in Piazza San Marco. They’d gone skiing several times, usually in Zermatt, where Swiss United kept a chalet for the senior bankers to use, but Matthew’s colleagues were always there. Most were expert skiers, who, like Matthew, were eager to hit the black diamonds or try off-piste or heli-skiing. Not wanting to be a stick in the mud, Annabel always waved Matthew off, booking herself a lesson on the bunny slope or just curling up with a book in front of the fire. No point in taking a photograph of that.


When they’d first come to Geneva, they’d planned on two years. Two years to amass some money, and then they’d return to New York, buy an apartment, think about trying again to start a family. Annabel was only twenty-eight when they’d arrived; Matthew, thirty-three. They had time. It would be an adventure, he said. An extended vacation. Venice, Prague, Paris, Bruges: so many romantic places, just a short flight or train ride away. The best art in the world would be at their doorstep. Annabel could brush up on her language skills. Her French was good but rusty. Her German—a useful language in the art business—was middling and in need of improvement. Matthew would teach her how to ski. They could take cooking lessons or a wine class. They’d eat fondue. Because it was for only two years, Annabel hadn’t gotten a job. Getting a work permit could take months. It was a complicated process for someone who didn’t work for a global corporation. Anyway, Matthew would be working hard enough for the both of them. He preferred her not to work. He wanted her to be free when he was free. It wasn’t like he was asking her to quit her job forever. Only temporarily. All of it was temporary.


It hadn’t been all bad, of course. Some of it was lovely. The grand apartment. The beauty of the Swiss countryside. Sometimes, Matthew would come home happy, and Annabel would remember why she’d fallen in love with him so quickly in the first place. He would whisk her away for dinner somewhere special. He’d be attentive and caring. He’d make her laugh. They’d watch the sunset over Lake Geneva and talk about an art show she wanted to see, a book she was reading. They’d reminisce about their friends back in New York. They’d light candles on their terrace and drink wine and play Scrabble. On nights like that, when Matthew was not just present but really there, Annabel thought she could learn to love Geneva. Her homesickness would drift away, replaced by a sense of calm and deep appreciation for the beauty and history of the place.


And there was the money. Annabel hadn’t wanted for anything in New York; Matthew made more there than Annabel ever dreamed she’d have, growing up as she did in a small, blue-collar town in upstate New York. But here, their bank accounts swelled remarkably fast. Every month there was more. The money made Matthew proud, and, in turn, Annabel was proud of him. And she found that she liked having money. Suddenly, things that Annabel never considered buying were available to her. The shoes, for example. A decadent lunch, alone, on a Wednesday. Getting her hair done whenever she wanted. There was an ease to having money that Annabel had never experienced. She no longer studied price tags or cringed over credit card bills. There was more than enough.


With more money came more gifts. Matthew had always been wonderful at gift-giving; it was one of the things that Annabel loved about him. It wasn’t about the extravagance. Matthew was thoughtful. He remembered things. Most mornings, he wrote her notes and tucked them in places she was sure to find them. It had become a little game between them. She’d find them in her purse, next to the coffeemaker, inside her compact mirror, taped to the creamer in the fridge. Once, she’d found a pair of tickets for the Metropolitan Opera tucked inside her wallet. They were for the next night’s performance; Matthew would be out of town. Take Marcus, read the attached Post-it note, referring to Annabel’s favorite coworker at the gallery, who loved opera more than anything. “He’s a keeper,” Marcus had said, when Annabel showed him.


Recently, the gifts had become lavish. A handbag she’d stopped to stare at in a store window. A pair of earrings she’d noticed on a colleague’s wife. Last week, a painting that Annabel had admired at Art Basel. It was a smallish piece by Marshall Cleve, a little-known artist from Maine. Annabel had spent a good ten minutes staring at it in meditative silence. It was a series of looping blue lines that conjured up Brice Marden, one of Annabel’s favorite painters. Brice Marden at the sea. It was the kind of thing she’d tried to paint herself at her small studio in Montauk, with only moderate success.


“You remembered,” she said, when Matthew gave it to her. Her breath caught in her chest.


“You should own this,” Matthew said. “You love it. I could see it in your eyes when you first looked at it.”


“I can’t explain why. I don’t know much about the artist. I was just drawn to it.”


“That’s love, then, isn’t it? A connection. Electricity. You feel it in your gut. I felt it when I first saw you. I still feel it when I see you.”


Annabel pulled Matthew to her. “Yes. That’s love.”


“Do you remember how I used to walk by your gallery every morning, just to look at you through the glass?”


Annabel laughed. “Marcus used to think you were looking at him.”


“It took me weeks to get up the confidence to go in and talk to you. And I studied first. About the artists you represented. I was smooth, right?”


“You knocked over the catalogs at the front desk and spilled coffee on the receptionist. But yes, you were smooth.”


“I keep hoping you’ll forget that part.”


“It’s the part I like best. It’s sweet to see a handsome man get so nervous.”


“You were awfully intimidating back then. With that short hair and the all-black wardrobe and the tattoo on your wrist, right under those bangles you used to wear. God, you were hot.”


“And I’m not now? Watch it, mister.”


“Hotter now. Hotter every day.”


“Do you miss the short hair?”


Matthew cocked his head, appraising her. “Sometimes,” he said with a small smile. “But I like it this way, too. It’s elegant long. It suits you now.”


He kissed her then but pulled away more quickly than she would have liked. “I want you to have this painting,” he said, his voice serious. “I know how much you’ve given up to be with me here. I know you miss being surrounded by beautiful art. Part of the reason I took this job was so that I could buy you art. So you could own the pieces you loved. Your own private gallery.”


Annabel paused. Something about this pronouncement struck her wrong. She loved being a gallerist. Owning art was nice, of course, but it wasn’t a substitute for work.


“That’s very thoughtful, but I don’t need it in our home. Really. I hope this wasn’t terribly expensive.”


“It wasn’t,” he said, though Annabel suspected he was lying. “Honestly, the frame is the most valuable thing about this. I want you to remember that. If ever anything happens to me—”


“Don’t say things like that.”


“I just want you to know. The frame. There’s value in the frame. Okay?”


“It’s stunning,” Annabel said, because it was. She appreciated a good frame. She ran her finger along its edge. It was a thick wood, gilted in silver leaf. Simultaneously modern and rustic, it drew out the bluish-grays of the painting. “Let’s hang it over the bed,” she said, her face softening. “That way, we can go to bed each night and dream about love.”


The painting marked the beginning of their second year in Geneva. Annabel let the anniversary slide without comment. In the past few weeks, she’d wondered more than once if the painting was a bribe, a payment of some kind. Because they were staying. Matthew had started saying that he needed more time. For what, she wasn’t sure. There was so much money. Not enough to retire on, or to buy that beach house in Montauk they always talked about, the one with the wraparound porches and the barn out back that had been turned into an art studio. But there was more than either of them ever dreamed possible. So more time for what, then? How much would be enough?


Annabel told herself that a little more time in Geneva didn’t matter; home was wherever Matthew was. But the truth was, it was beginning to matter. It had always mattered. Geneva would never be home. Annabel was bored, listless. She missed work. She wanted children. She wanted her life back. She couldn’t exist in this state of suspended reality forever. At least, not without going mad.


To bide the time until Matthew came home, Annabel pretended to read a novel in the waning afternoon light, but her eyes kept dancing over the words and straying toward her phone. It was a domestic thriller, about a wife who disappears on her commute home from work. It felt like the kind of book she’d read a million times before, a book with “Girl” in the title and an unreliable narrator, and she kept forgetting all the characters’ names. Why hadn’t Matthew called? It wasn’t like him. If it got too much later, she would have to leave for the Klauser party alone. Annabel never felt comfortable at the Klausers’, with their uniformed staff and stiff friends, most of whom were decades older than Annabel. Matthew knew that. Matthew was mindful when it came to things like that. He wouldn’t ask her to walk into that party alone. “If Jonas wasn’t my boss . . . ,” he always said with an apologetic smile. He never finished that sentence. Jonas Klauser wasn’t just Matthew’s boss. He was the head of Swiss United, the biggest bank in Switzerland. He was Matthew’s godfather. He was the reason they were in Geneva to begin with. As long as they were there, the Werners had to make nice with the Klausers. “It’s just business,” Matthew said. But everything with Matthew had become business.


The church bells rang. Annabel put down her novel. The wife had been missing for ten days, but Annabel didn’t care what happened to her. She didn’t bother to mark her page. She hadn’t finished a book in ages. The verandas off the neighboring apartments were empty; it was too cold now for most people to sit outside the way Annabel did, even with heat lamps. She liked the cold. It made her feel awake, alive. A brisk wind picked up, causing her eyes to water. Snow began to drift down from the darkening sky. The party was beginning. If there was a miscommunication and Annabel was meant to meet Matthew at the Klausers, she would embarrass him if she were late. Annabel hated embarrassing Matthew. Her lateness was something he found charming back in the States, part of the bohemian allure of dating a downtown gallerist instead of one of those Upper East Side socialites Matthew dated before Annabel. Bonfire Blondes, Annabel called them, after the X-ray-thin women in Bonfire of the Vanities. Matthew, having grown up on the Upper East Side, seemed to know them all. The Lindseys and Bitsies and Kicks. The ones with fancy last names for first names: Lennox and Merrill and Kennedy. Girls who had been raised to write thank-you notes on engraved stationery and arrive fashionably late, but not forgetfully late, as Annabel often did. Here in Geneva, her lateness bothered Matthew, especially when it happened in front of someone from the bank. It wasn’t as though she had a reason to be late. She had no job. No children. No friends, except for Julian. She couldn’t chance it. Back on went the heels.


The Klausers lived in Cologny, a suburb northeast of the city with winding roads and open fields. They kept a flat in town, too, for the nights that Jonas worked late (or, Annabel suspected, for holing himself up with his mistress, a B-list French actress Jonas had met in Cannes, and whom he squired about openly while his wife was off riding horses or shopping the Paris fashion shows), but they never entertained there. Why would they, when their chalet—château, really—had a nine-hole golf course, a tennis court, a pool, a ten-car garage for Jonas’s car collection? The art was not Annabel’s style—it was all flashy, recognizable stuff, the sort of collection that an art advisor would foist onto a client with no taste and no budget to speak of—but it was outrageously, jaw-droppingly expensive. More impressive than the best galleries in New York on a good day, Annabel thought. Most of the rooms in the Klauser house had at least one major piece: a Damien Hirst, a Jasper Johns. A hideous Botero sculpture of an obese woman on a chaise, dead-smack in the middle of the living room. “They might as well wallpaper the house in money,” Annabel had said to Matthew, the first time they went there. “They must be richer than God, to have a collection like that.”


More impressive to Annabel than the Klausers’ art collection were their unobstructed views of the Alps and the peak of Mont Blanc. She’d been to their home a dozen times, but those snow-capped mountains in the background never ceased to strike her into awed silence. It looked like a postcard, a fairy tale. She just couldn’t believe a view like that was real. The sky was so blue and the snow was so crystalline and the lines of the mountains were so precisely drawn, it looked as though it had all been digitally enhanced somehow. Everything about the Klausers felt that way. Elsa Klauser, for example. She claimed to be the daughter of a minor Austrian royal, a viscount maybe, or something similarly ridiculous. Annabel suspected this was made up, part of a carefully curated pedigree that Elsa had adopted once she’d landed Jonas Klauser as a husband. It didn’t jibe with her slightly too-large breasts, her shock of white-blond hair, or her accent, which was muddled and unplaceable. She wore all the right clothes—Loro Piana and Chanel and Brunello Cucinelli—but her leather pants were ever so slightly too tight, her hemlines too short, her necklines alluringly low, for a woman of supposedly noble birth. She draped herself in fur all year long, even in the summer. “Like a character from Game of Thrones,” Matthew had joked one night after too much wine. It didn’t matter now, anyway. The Klausers were royalty of a different kind. In this world of hidden bank accounts and secret money, Jonas Klauser was king.


Unlike his wife, Jonas carried himself like a true aristocrat. He remembered the names of everyone’s children and parents and spouses and mistresses, even if he’d met them only once, years ago, during a cocktail party at which they were the least important person in the room. He could chatter on about art or wine or parasailing or stamp collecting—anything, really—and he could do it in five languages. He was a true gentleman’s banker, Matthew said about him. Whenever he talked about Jonas, his voice was steeped in reverence. During their first week in Geneva, the Klausers arranged a welcome party for Matthew and Annabel at Skopia, a gallery known for promoting Swiss artists. Jonas took Annabel by the arm and introduced her to a mix of local curators, gallerists, and artists. He wanted her to feel welcome, he said. Matthew was family to him, and now so was she. If there was anything he could do to make Geneva feel more like home, all she had to do was ask.


Annabel called Armand, the driver. She jotted a note on a napkin and left it on the foyer table, where Matthew was sure to find it. Matthew kept all their notes in a box in his closet. Even the throwaway ones, written on receipts or napkins or old movie ticket stubs that Annabel had dug up from the bottom of her purse. Annabel discovered this after they were married and still found it terribly romantic. She was more careful with her handwriting now that she knew the notes would be preserved. Sometimes she drew little sketches for him, knowing it would make him smile. She had, over the past few years, cultivated a talent for naughty drawings.


Today there would be no sketch. She signed it, x, A. Less affectionate than Love you, A., which she wrote sometimes, but warmer than simply A. He’d better have a good excuse, Annabel thought. He’d better not be with Zoe.


When she opened her front door, Annabel inhaled sharply. Two men stood in the vestibule outside her apartment. One held a briefcase. Both wore suits, overcoats, somber expressions. Their cheeks were red from the cold. Their hair was damp from the snow.


“Annabel Werner?” the one with the briefcase said. He pronounced her name Verner, with a hint of a Germanic lilt. His dark eyes blinked at her from behind clear-rimmed glasses.


“Yes?”


“Sorry to have startled you.”


He reached into the breast pocket of his overcoat and withdrew a badge, which he held up for her. His partner did the same.


“My name is Konrad Bloch, I’m with the Fedpol. This is my colleague, Phillip Vogel. May we come in? We have a personal matter to discuss with you.”


Before she could reply, Annabel’s phone buzzed.


“I need to get this,” she said. “Could you excuse me for a moment?”


Bloch nodded but didn’t move aside. Instead, she could feel his eyes on her as she fished about in her purse, searching for the phone.


It wasn’t Matthew.


“Hello? Yes, Armand. I’m on my way down. Could you wait just a moment . . .” She cupped her hand over the phone. “It’s the driver. I’m on my way out. Perhaps you could come back at a different time—”


“Mrs. Werner, it’s urgent that we speak to you. I suggest you let the car go.”


In the apartment, Annabel gestured for the men to sit. She thought to offer them water or coffee but didn’t; she wanted them to leave as soon as possible. Outside, the sky was dark. Snow collected on the window ledges. The roads to Cologny would be slow. The men removed their coats. Annabel left hers on as she perched at the edge of the sofa. It was too hot to be inside in a fur coat, and she felt herself growing light-headed.


“Mrs. Werner,” Bloch started. “Your husband’s plane from London did not land as scheduled. We believe it crashed in the Alps.”


Annabel stared at him, blank.


“A search has commenced in the Bauges Mountains, just east of Chambéry. There is a storm there, which is making the search difficult. But wreckage from what we believe was the plane was spotted atop Mont Trélod.”


Annabel frowned, processing this.


“No,” she said, after a long moment. She shook her head. “That’s not right. My husband has been in Zürich, on business. There’s been a mistake.”


“Your husband is Matthew Steven Werner?”


“Yes.”


“An employee of Swiss United Bank.”


A siren shrieked by, piercing the air. Annabel waited until it passed before answering. She was unnerved by the sound of sirens here. They weren’t like the ones in New York. Here, they were eerie instead of merely loud, like a howling dog, a cry for help.


“Yes, that’s where he works.”


“He was listed as the second passenger aboard a private plane that departed from Northolt Airport in London this morning. It was scheduled to land at Genève Aéroport at 8:20 a.m. The other passenger was a woman named Fatima Amir. The plane belonged to her.”


Annabel shook her head. She had never heard of Fatima Amir.


“It’s not possible,” she said. “Matthew was in Zürich. For a bank off site. They hold them once a quarter. I spoke to him last night.”


After saying this, she realized it was not true. It was two nights ago that she had spoken to Matthew. He was at the office. He was scheduled to take a train to Zürich after a meeting, he had said. He’d be home in time for the Klausers’ party. He sounded rushed, brusque, even. She could hear voices in the background and she knew she did not have his full attention. He had been reticent to set up a time later that evening when they could talk and say good night, and this had upset her. She had grown snappish, said something about how it felt as though he was never home anymore. He said that he hated being apart, more than she knew. That he’d be home soon, that he’d always come home to her. He’d made her repeat that back: You know I always come back, don’t you? As soon as I possibly can? Tell me you know.


Yes, of course, she’d said. I know you always will. This had lessened the sting, though only slightly. She had not heard from Matthew since.


Annabel said none of this to Bloch. She was not wrong about the essential point, which was that Matthew was in Zürich, not London. Annabel was certain of this. Matthew had flaws, but dishonesty was not among them. She felt suddenly protective of her husband. She did not want these men to think Matthew was the sort of person who didn’t call his wife when he was away on business. A typical American banker who cared only about making money and not a lick about his family. Matthew was not that.


“Perhaps there was a miscommunication. Or a last-minute change of plans. I am very sorry, Mrs. Werner.” Agent Bloch spoke with finality, as though there was no possibility for error on his part. Annabel looked at his partner, Vogel. He, too, looked at her with sympathy. For the first time, she understood what was happening. These men were here to tell her that Matthew was dead.


“There’s been a mistake,” Annabel repeated. She had to force the words out of her mouth. Her throat was tightening, making it hard to talk or breathe. “Isn’t that right? You’ve made a mistake?”


“Mrs. Werner, the likelihood that anyone might survive a crash such as this is extremely low. We do not expect it in this case. We understand this is a very difficult thing to hear. Is there someone we can call for you? A family member, perhaps?”


“Matthew’s my family. I have no one else.”


Later, Annabel would not remember what happened next. Only that she began to scream as she fell to her knees on the floor.











Marina







Ditching Grant proved to be surprisingly easy. Marina felt a flicker of guilt when she lied to him—they were going to be married, after all—but it was fleeting. It wasn’t really a lie, she told herself. She was going for a run. She just happened to be meeting Duncan’s source halfway through it. As she laced up her sneakers, her heart pounded with nervous excitement. There was no high like the one Marina got when she was on the tail of a good story.
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