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			PART 1

		

	
		
			THE WHITE HOUSE, APRIL 17, 9:52 P.M.

			Alan Daniels knocked twice on the door to his boss’s West Wing office, waited a moment for a response—but didn’t get one—then pushed the door open. “You got two minutes?”

			The national security adviser already had her purse slung over her shoulder. She let out a long, overly dramatic sigh, then smiled brightly and nodded yes. Julie Fiore liked Daniels. He was her deputy adviser and was loyal and smart. She wanted to get home—her husband was cooking grilled salmon with a honey-mustard glaze, her favorite—but she had two minutes for Daniels. She motioned him across the room.

			He laid a thin file folder on her desk. “Elections. Belarus. Early results just came in.”

			“They have elections in Belarus?” She grinned mischievously.

			“Apparently they do. And as of this morning”—Daniels checked the world clock on his smartphone—“one fifty-three a.m., GMT, they seem to matter.”

			Fiore pulled her reading glasses out of her purse, opened the file folder, scanned the single sheet of paper inside, and frowned. “Not possible.”

			“And yet”—Daniels thrust two open hands in the air as if to signify that this was something only God could fathom—“there you have it.”

			“He’s been reelected four times. They believe in democracy like I believe in unicorns.” She pulled the glasses from the bridge of her nose and rubbed briefly at her eyes with her other hand. She was so tired. “How could this happen?”

			“Fairy dust?”

			Fiore shot Daniels a grim look.

			He straightened up immediately, wiping the smile from his face. “I checked with the CIA five minutes ago. They were blindsided as well. Analysis is going to work on it overnight, lay out scenarios.”

			“Good Lord. After Ukraine, this is . . . this is a disaster. . . .” Her voice trailed off as she turned away from her deputy and looked out her window to the darkened North Lawn. She tried to imagine a faraway place, halfway around the world, a building larger than the White House but just as well guarded, bathed in morning sunlight, full of ministers and generals and their counselors, all simultaneously spitting out their coffee in horror. “Over there. You know where.” She pointed up and into the darkness, as if picking a spot on an invisible map that only she and Daniels could see. “They’re having heart attacks right now. Emergency staff meetings and collective heart attacks.”

			“Yes, they are. And when they recover from their heart attacks . . .” Daniels paused to consider his words. He might have couched the idea in a diplomatic euphemism, something vague and less threatening, but alone, with his boss, at the end of the day, weary and ever so slightly jumpy from monitoring the globe’s seemingly endless crises, that just didn’t seem appropriate. “They’re going to start killing people. A lot of people.”

		

	
		
			LOWER MANHATTAN, JUNE 14, 2:17 A.M.

			Garrett Reilly was good with numbers. He was good at seeing crests in interest rates, downward trends in commodity prices, and convergences in muni bond yields. But he was equally adept at counting the percentage of men wearing Birkenstocks versus Nikes on a summer’s day on West Broadway, or the ratio of car-to-beer commercials in an hour’s worth of prime-time television. Seeing patterns came naturally to him; he felt them as much as he saw them. If asked, he’d say patterns started on the outer layer of his skin, a tingling that began at his fingertips—as the descending sine wave of jets on final approach to LaGuardia began to match phase with the frequency of helicopters over the Hudson River—then ran up through his central nervous system, to finally burst into glorious view in a cascade of numbers in his head.

			Patterns were the air Garrett breathed. They were how he made his money trading bonds on Wall Street, and they were how he organized his life. He was a natural processor of data, and he was comfortable in that role.

			What he was less comfortable with, lately, was distinguishing the real from the unreal.

			For instance, a middle-aged man was sitting across from Garrett in the living room of his fourth-floor walk-up on Manhattan’s Lower East Side. Garrett knew the man well—balding, avuncular, mild mannered. Garrett loved the man and knew that the man loved him back; the man thought of Garrett as the son he’d never had and had looked after him through much of Garrett’s short, tumultuous life. It brought Garrett intense joy to have the man sitting with him, at two in the morning, sharing beers, the only family he had left in the world, talking about this and that, life and love, and nothing at all. Garrett Reilly could not have been happier.

			The problem was, the man was dead. Twelve months dead, and Garrett knew it.

			Garrett Reilly, twenty-seven years old, a half-Mexican, half-Irish bond trader from Long Beach, California, had been taking a lot of prescription medication lately. Tramadol, Vicodin, meperidine, Percocet, to name a few. If he could convince a doctor to prescribe it, Garrett would swallow it. He’d fractured his skull in a bar fight a year ago, and while the crack in his head had healed, the lightning bolts of pain from the injury never quite seemed to go away. In fact, the trend line of the ache was upward, and accelerating. If his brain injury were a stock, Garrett would have taken out a long position on it and watched the bountiful returns pour in.

			He used to carefully track the dosages he took, but the pain had morphed into something so persistent, so insidious, that lately he just downed whatever was at hand and tried not to think about the consequences. Of course, one of the consequences was the very deceased middle-aged man sitting in a La-Z-Boy in Garrett’s living room.

			“You need to take care of yourself, Garrett,” Avery Bernstein said, garish green-and-gold sweater vest open over a pressed white shirt. Avery had been Garrett’s boss before he died, a math professor turned brokerage house CEO, one of the few people in the world who saw life much as Garrett saw it—as a series of beautiful equations, waiting to be solved. Avery shifted slightly in his chair, eyes scanning the room. “You need to get out more. Get some exercise. See people.”

			Garrett knew that the thing across the room from him was a hallucination, brought on by a combination of too many meds, too much alcohol, and not enough sleep. But he also understood that whatever the hallucination was saying was some projection of his own unconscious. A message that he was sending himself. He did need to take better care of himself, and he should get out more. As for exercise . . .

			“I hate exercise,” Garrett said to his empty living room. “I’m not going to join some stupid gym and run around in fucking yoga pants. I have some pride left.”

			“That’s my boy.” Avery smiled. “Never change. Why should you? You’re perfect just the way you are.”

			Garrett laughed, and it occurred to him that he was laughing at his own joke. He was going to have to watch that. “You are not here, Avery. I am imagining you.”

			“Of course I’m not here. I died in a hit-and-run accident more than a year ago. An accident that you’ve never really gotten to the bottom of, by the way, the thing that might or might not be,” Avery said. “But you have a serious problem, Garrett, and you need to deal with it.”

			“I know, I know, too many prescription drugs. Don’t nag. You’re not my mother, not that she would give a shit. I’m gonna cut down. It’s just that—”

			He let his jaw hang open, not bothering to finish the sentence. The truth was, his hallucinations had been, in general, benign: a dog leashed to a parking meter had quoted stock prices to him when he had walked past it on Broome Street; an old Carpenters song—“Close to You”—had played, nonstop, from his wing-tip shoes last week at work; and now Avery Bernstein was visiting him in his apartment. He missed Avery horribly. Just seeing him there, overweight and kindly, made Garrett’s heart sing. A thought came to his mind: perhaps he wasn’t taking all that medication to deal with his head pain.

			Perhaps he took it to deal with his grief.

			“No,” Avery said, a hint of stern menace rising in his voice. “You know what the problem is, and you are ignoring it.”

			Garrett’s breath seemed to catch in his throat. He did know what the problem was. He’d felt the pattern growing over the last few weeks. He’d seen it hinted at on the Web and had begun to spot its earliest incarnations on the global equity markets. It was a tangle, complicated and dense, hiding something dark and terrifying. He had tried to ignore it because he didn’t want to get involved. He wanted to stay apart from the wider world and its endless, myriad problems; he’d experienced enough of the globe’s crises lately to last a lifetime. But if Avery Bernstein’s ghost was a projection of Garrett’s unconscious, then his deepest instinct was bubbling to the surface, trying to warn him.

			“They’re coming,” Garrett’s beloved ex-mentor said, the edges of his lips curling down in a sudden, nightmarish scowl. “They’re coming for you.”

			Garrett’s heart thudded alarmingly in his chest.

			“They’re coming to destroy everything.”

		

	
		
			NEW YORK CITY, JUNE 14, 8:17 A.M.

			The June weather was perfect: a cloudless blue sky, a light morning breeze blowing off the Hudson River. Because it was so nice, Phillip Steinkamp decided to get off the 4 train one stop early, at the Brooklyn Bridge station in lower Manhattan, and walk the last eight blocks to his office. Steinkamp did this as often as he could, to get a bit of exercise before his busy day, to clear his head, but mostly to grab a cup of coffee and say hello to the shopkeepers on Nassau Street.

			He knew that he shouldn’t. He knew that he should instead ride the 4 train one more stop, to Fulton Street, and quickly walk the two blocks to his office—two blocks that were lined with policemen and barricades, plainclothes detectives and private security guards—but Steinkamp sometimes felt as if he lived in a bubble, and on a beautiful June morning, a bubble was the last place he wanted to be. He was still an American, after all, free to do as he pleased, even if he was president of the Federal Reserve Bank of New York, the largest and most important of the twelve district Fed banks.

			Yes, nearly a trillion dollars in gold, deposits, and promissory notes were sitting underneath his office at 33 Liberty Street, andL yes, he was the second-most influential banker on the planet, but if he wanted to wave hello to Chanji at the electronics store and buy a coffee from Sal at the Greek diner, goddamn it, he would. Jeffries, his head of security, could yell all he wanted—Steinkamp would not let his job define him. He refused to shut out the real world.

			Steinkamp breathed deep of the morning. He was a slight man, just under five foot eight, with a former accountant’s permanent stoop and a ring of thinning brown hair around his mostly bald head. He could smell a hint of salt water in the air, a taste of the New York harbor, as he turned left onto Nassau Street. He walked fast, but not too fast, waved to Chanji chattering on his cell in front of Value Village Electronics—or was it Ranjee, Steinkamp could never remember—and smiled at the other bankers and brokers striding their way to their myriad offices in lower Manhattan. They all looked so stern and preoccupied. Money on their minds, nothing but money.

			Well, that was always on his mind too. Money and interest rates, and politics as well. His job produced a never-ending litany of worries. Head of the New York Fed was second-in-command to the chairman of the Federal Reserve, and if the chairman had been at her current job longer—and not been appointed a mere three months ago—then Steinkamp could have breathed easier. But the truth was, the current Fed chair was something of an unknown entity, a former Cal-Berkeley professor, reclusive, and a bit of an egghead. Steinkamp had for a moment thought he might get the appointment, but the president went with Hummels, possibly to woo the female vote in the upcoming election, and possibly because Steinkamp sometimes did silly things, such as walk to his office instead of taking the car service that showed up in front of his Park Avenue lobby every morning at 8:00 a.m. sharp.

			Steinkamp was impulsive, and known up and down Wall Street for that quality. He sighed. He could only be himself; that was, in his mind, the key to life. Be yourself. Have no regrets.

			He stopped at Sal’s and leaned in through the open service window that faced the street. Sal, an old-timer, a Greek immigrant with a potbelly bulging under his dirty white apron, beamed at the sight of Steinkamp. “One coffee, light and sweet, for the big shot of the big shots,” Sal said, filling a to-go cup and tossing two packets of sugar onto the service-window counter.

			“Good morning, Sal,” Steinkamp said, topping off the coffee with a tankard of cream and waving to Sal Jr., who was cooking bacon at the diner griddle inside. Steinkamp loved Sal, Sal’s son, and the entire Panagakos family. He loved their hard work. He loved their spirit. “And good morning to Sal Jr. as well.”

			“Hey, boss.” Sal’s son waved. “How’s my money doing?”

			“I wouldn’t have the slightest,” Steinkamp said, and the guys in the diner all laughed. They had said some version of the same thing to him every morning he stopped by, and he’d been doing it for ten years now, answering with pretty much the same line. But they all laughed nonetheless, bless their hearts.

			Sal wiped the counter clean with a white rag. “Hey. Meant to tell you, boss. A lady asked for you. Asked when you’d be coming through again.”

			“Oh, yeah.” Steinkamp smiled. “Was she pretty?”

			Sal shrugged. “Maybe a little. Maybe she doesn’t make your standards.” Sal still had a Greek accent, an inventive immigrant’s grammar, and a singsong lilt to his English. “You can have any woman in the world, Mr. Big Shot. Why bother with some lady on Nassau Street?”

			Steinkamp smiled. People asked for him all the time in lower Manhattan. Brokers, bankers, traders. They knew him by sight, or from the occasional newspaper article. The presidents of the district Fed banks were faceless bureaucrats mostly, but Steinkamp had been around long enough to be ever so slightly famous. They stopped him on the street, or at the deli on Chambers where he liked to grab a Reuben, to ask which way interest rates were going or if the Fed would taper its bond-buying activity. Or sometimes just to shake his hand.

			Lately, though, they’d been asking about the president of the St. Louis Fed, Larry “Let ’Em Fail” Franklin. Franklin and Steinkamp had been at loggerheads—pretty nasty loggerheads. Franklin was a moralist and had been touring the country, speaking at college campuses and biz schools, making clear that if another Too Big to Fail bank started to totter in the United States, he would oppose any kind of bailout. “If banks get into trouble,” Franklin had told the Chicago Tribune, “then they need to get out of it themselves. Bankers need to be held responsible for what they do.”

			Steinkamp thought this was ludicrous. Well, yes, bankers did need to be held responsible for their actions, but in 2008, the Federal Reserve had been the only thing left between a crapped-out world economy and financial Armageddon. The Fed had been heroic in keeping the credit markets working, and in propping up one sickened brokerage house after another. If any more banks had collapsed, there would have been riots in the streets. To Steinkamp’s mind, “Let ’Em Fail” Franklin was a menace. A menace to the United States—hell, to the world. And he, Steinkamp, was the last man standing between Franklin and future financial chaos.

			“Hey, speak of the devil.” Sal pointed across the street. “There she is.”

			Steinkamp dropped a $5 bill on the counter, put a lid on his coffee, and turned to see who wanted to meet him. He didn’t mind. A little bit of celebrity made up for all those hours in committee meetings. He worked his lips into a wide smile.

			But one glimpse of her face, and Steinkamp suddenly thought that maybe it hadn’t been such a good idea to get off the train a stop early. She was young, but looked old, with pale skin and black hair. She wore a green trench coat, which was odd, as it was June and warm and would only get warmer through the day. Yet that wasn’t what sent a shiver down Steinkamp’s spine. There was something about the look on her face: not exactly aggrieved, like some of the people who accosted him, but not happy. Determined. That was what she was. Determined to do something.

			Something bad.

			“Phillip Steinkamp?” she asked as she crossed Nassau Street and stepped onto the sidewalk. She had a trace of an accent, from some place Steinkamp couldn’t quite pin down. Spanish? Portuguese? No, that wasn’t right. . . .

			“That’s him.” Sal grinned and pointed at Steinkamp. “The big boss.”

			“I’m afraid I’m late for work.” Steinkamp’s words came quickly. “If you need to contact me, you should call my office. You can look it up online. We’ll be happy to schedule an appointment.” He was suddenly afraid, very afraid, and annoyed at Sal for confirming his identity. He took one long stride south, down Nassau, when the woman stepped in his path and pulled something from the pocket of her trench coat.

			Steinkamp knew immediately that it was a gun.

			“Mother of Jesus,” Sal said behind him, from the counter window. “She’s got a gun!”

			Steinkamp froze. His eyes locked on the weapon, a nasty, streamlined piece of gray metal. He could not look away. The woman raised the gun with one hand and aimed it at Steinkamp’s chest.

			“No, lady, don’t. I don’t know you. This is a mistake.”

			Someone screamed from across the street. A taxi horn blew. The woman in the trench coat pulled the trigger three times in quick succession.

			The first bullet winged Steinkamp in the shoulder. The next, coming a fraction of a second later, hit him in the right arm. But the third bullet ripped open his blue Brooks Brothers shirt and plunged into Steinkamp’s heart, stopping it instantly. The president of the Federal Reserve Bank of New York let out a weak gasp, then crumpled to the ground as pedestrians up and down the street dove for cover, screaming in terror. Only Sal, at the open service-counter window of his diner, didn’t duck or flinch. He stared at the woman, stunned, as she prodded the lifeless body on the pavement with her scuffed high-heeled shoe.

			“Is he dead?” Her voice was flat, emotionless.

			“I—I think so,” Sal said, not really knowing why he said it. “You killed him.”

			She turned to face Sal. She spoke calmly and clearly, as if to make sure that anyone listening would understand every word. “Garrett Reilly made me do this.”

			Then the woman in the green trench coat stuck the pistol in her mouth and pulled the trigger one last time.

		

	
		
			JENKINS & ALTSHULER, NEW YORK CITY, JUNE 14, 8:52 A.M.

			The ringing phone was getting on Garrett Reilly’s last nerve.

			He checked the incoming number on his work phone, but didn’t recognize it. Someone was calling his direct line, not the front desk, and his caller ID said it was from a pay phone without an area code attached. Nobody called him from pay phones, and certainly not clients. Garrett remembered pretty much every phone number he’d ever dialed, and the number on the caller ID wasn’t one of them.

			So he ignored it.

			Anyway, he was busy. He’d found the thing he’d been looking for—that dark, tangled pattern—and there was no chance he was going to let it slip away now.

			This particular pattern wasn’t easy to pick out—in fact, it had been incredibly hard. Garrett likened finding it to how astronomers had spotted the first planets outside our solar system. The exoplanets, as they were called—he had read about this in a Discover magazine in the waiting room of a doctor who Garrett had heard played fast and loose with Roxicodone scrips—were too far away and too small to be seen by regular telescopes, but astronomers had been pretty sure they existed. They just had to find another way to see them. So the astronomers looked for the effect the planets had on the things that they could see, which in this case were bigger, brighter stars. Every planet orbiting its own sun makes that star move, or wobble; the gravitational pull of the planet tugs at the star, distorting its orbit in specific, detectable ways. So astronomers studied stars—the visible—to find proof of the invisible.

			Which was what Garrett was doing as well, only in Garrett’s case he was watching money, not stars. Somewhere out there in the vast swirl of international finance, Garrett believed he’d found evidence of an enormous accumulation of money—sitting in a dark pool—that someone, somewhere, wanted to remain hidden. Dark pools were common enough—private exchanges that countries or investors used to trade equities away from the gaze of journalists or regulators or governments. This particular pool of money was buying and selling stocks in coordination with real-world events, and Garrett could see the ripples of that buying and selling as they radiated out through the global economy.

			Gather up enough money in one place, Avery Bernstein had once told Garrett, and it begins to create its own gravity. Words to live by, Garrett thought.

			Garrett pushed back from his desk and looked across the trading bull pen of the sleek Jenkins & Altshuler offices. Young men and women were busily tapping on their keyboards, buying and selling Treasuries and corporate-debt issues, derivatives and credit default swaps, none of them paying Garrett any notice. Garrett didn’t feel particularly close to any of them anymore; over the last year he’d begun to drift away from his Wall Street friends. He’d begun to drift away from everyone. And he no longer had that burning desire to make as much money as possible, to conquer the world. Where had it gone? He wasn’t sure. He was no longer sure of anything.

			A few traders had their faces pressed up against the windows that looked out onto lower Manhattan and the Hudson River beyond. Police sirens had begun to howl about ten minutes ago, and Garrett’s coworkers were speculating on what had happened. A fire? A terror attack? Whatever it was, the NYPD was taking it seriously. Garrett didn’t care. He was discerning order out of the chaos of the global information flow, hunting for a narrative in the random noise of the modern, interconnected world. What could be more important than that?

			His phone rang. That same number, a pay phone, with no area code listed. Garrett thought about answering, then ignored it once again. He went back to his screens, and the pattern that was unfolding there.

			On June 4, at 7:30 a.m., GMT, Sedman Logistics had moved down 5 percent on the Nordic exchange, a smaller European stock market based out of Stockholm. Within five minutes an intrusion hack was made against a corporate network in Munich. In the sixth, Hunca Cosmetics dropped 7 percent on the Borsa Istanbul. Two minutes later, an IT system went down in Lyon, France. Two days ago, Navibulgar, a Bulgarian shipping company, tumbled 10 percent in after-hours trading on the Bulgarian Stock Exchange, and within thirty seconds twenty thousand customer passwords disappeared off a department-store server in Liverpool. Then this morning, about half an hour ago, two auto-parts manufacturers were hit hard on the Borsa Italiana, Italy’s small stock exchange, each dropping more than 20 percent in minutes.

			Garrett scanned the international news ticker on his Bloomberg terminal, looking for a correlated real-world event. But none came. Not yet. But he was sure that there would be one. The tug and warp of invisible money created gravitational ripples, and next would come the visible criminal strike. This was a surefire pattern; Garrett could feel it in his bones. Complicated. Dense. Dark. And coming this way.

			Whoever had done this—and he was pretty certain one person, or one group, was behind it—was good at the job. They were criminals, but talented ones, able to hack and steal across a number of platforms, in a number of countries, all with relative ease. The attacks had started small, but they were growing.

			Clearly, they had financial backing. You needed a lot of cash to short stocks and move markets, and you needed to be willing to lose that money if things didn’t go your way. A sovereign wealth fund was probably the source, or perhaps a fabulously wealthy investor. But having that much money to back a criminal enterprise seemed extraordinary to Garrett. Why spend so much just for a few thousand passwords? You could buy them on the darknet for a fraction of the price.

			They also had people on their payroll. A large number of people, who were able to move in and out of the defenses of department stores and sophisticated IT companies without being found out. In the world of hackers, those people were called social engineers. They were illusionists, performers, conjurers—people who lured the innocent, or not so innocent, into doing things they wouldn’t normally consider doing. They dangled money, or sex, or sometimes they just pulled the wool over your eyes. Outside the world of hacking, social engineers were simply called con men. And these guys were exceedingly good con men.

			Garrett stretched his legs and rubbed at the edges of his forehead. His head was beginning to hurt again. He’d managed a few hours of sleep after his long night with Avery Bernstein’s persistent ghost, but now he wished he’d managed a few more. He fished a pair of tramadols out of his pocket and dry-swallowed them. The more medication he took, the harder it was for him to see patterns; the narcotics dulled his senses. But he’d already done the heavy lifting for the day. He felt he could coast through the afternoon.

			He checked the prescription stash he kept in his work desk. He was good for another week or so. His anxiety slacked off noticeably. He knew that was a bad sign: only addicts cared how much product they had on hand. But he just needed to get through the day.

			His phone rang again. The same number. Outside, the sirens kept screaming. They were not helping his head. Frustrated, he grabbed the handset.

			“Garrett Reilly, bonds. Who is this, and what the fuck do you want?”

			There was a moment’s silence on the other end of the line. Garrett thought he could hear traffic, an engine rumbling, a car horn. A pay phone, for sure.

			Then a voice cracked the silence—a muffled voice, as if the caller was trying to disguise his or her identity, maybe talking through a piece of thick fabric. “The president of the New York Fed has been shot. Assassinated on Nassau Street thirty minutes ago. The news is about to break.” The voice clearly belonged to a woman. She was tense, nervous. On the edge of true fear. “It’ll be everywhere.”

			“What?” Garrett asked, half-listening. The words didn’t quite sink in. “Who is this?” He blinked rapidly to concentrate. The president of the Federal Reserve Bank of New York? Killed? Who the hell would want to . . . ?

			Suddenly the thought occurred to him. The dark pool. A stock sell-off. A correlated real-world event. Could it be? A pulse of excitement—and fear—ran from his heart, out to his fingers, then back to his brain.

			“Holy shit.” His voice was a whisper.

			“But Garrett, you have to listen carefully. The woman who did it, she mentioned you. By name. She said you told her to shoot him.”

			Garrett’s mouth went dry. The pulse of fear became a wave of dread. He knew, immediately, who was calling him, why she was using a pay phone, and why she was trying to disguise her voice. Garrett tried to form the words for a response, but he could barely manage “I had nothing to do with—how could—” The words came out in a strangled grunt. His thoughts flashed to Avery’s ghost, to his own subconscious warning. How could he have known so clearly, and yet . . . “I never told anyone to shoot anybody in my life.”

			“That doesn’t matter now. She killed herself. At the scene. She’s dead.”

			“Why would I want the New York Fed president killed? It makes no sense.”

			“It gets worse. The FBI. They’re coming to your office. They’re going to arrest you. They’ll be arriving in a matter of minutes.”

			“Ale—” Garrett started to say the caller’s name, but caught himself. What if the call was being recorded? What if the NSA—or the police—were listening? His head was swimming. There was a moment’s silence on the line. Outside, the sirens suddenly stopped. Garrett closed his eyes to gather his thoughts. To concentrate. To think. Think hard, and push the pain and drugs from his mind.

			The FBI were coming. They were coming for him.

			“Garrett,” the voice on the phone said. “Run.”

		

	
		
			WASHINGTON, DC, JUNE 14, 10:05 A.M.

			When she returned to her office, the first thing Captain Alexis Truffant saw was a message scribbled on a Post-it note and pasted square in the middle of her computer screen: See me. Now. Kline.

			Alexis tried to calm herself, then hurried up the two flights of stairs toward her boss’s office on the fourth floor of the Defense Intelligence Agency building. She stopped at a bank of windows that looked out over the shimmering Potomac and suburban Virginia beyond the river. The DIA was located on Joint Base Anacostia–Bolling, just south of downtown Washington, DC, and the Potomac bordered the base’s western edge. She took in the brilliant June morning, patted down her green-and-brown US Army combat jacket, then marched into General Kline’s office.

			He starting talking before she had a chance to salute. “Reilly bolted from his office before the FBI got there. They’re saying somebody tipped him off.” General Kline was standing behind his desk, and his face was flushed and red. “You know anything about that?”

			“Sir.” Alexis stood at attention. “It’s Washington. Information travels fast. Rumor faster.”

			“That is not what I asked you, Captain.” Kline charged out from behind his desk in a rush of motion. Barrel-chested, he had a head of thick gray hair and a booming voice. He had been head of the DIA’s Directorate of Analysis, responsible for understanding all the threads of intelligence that came into the military daily, but he’d been transferred to a bureaucratic pencil-pushing job six months ago. Now he was reorganizing how analysts disseminated reports to junior field officers—and he hated it. He vented that anger at everyone within shouting distance.

			Kline stood toe-to-toe with Alexis. “Answer the question.”

			“Sir. Why would Garrett Reilly have anything to do with the shooting of a Federal Reserve president? He’s a bond trader. He works for us—”

			“Worked for us. He quit Ascendant. Or have you forgotten that bit of his history?”

			“I haven’t forgotten.” Alexis knew that no incident in Kline’s career was more painful than the collapse of the Ascendant project. Ascendant had been his brainchild, an attempt to assemble a team of out-of-the-mainstream thinkers to help America fight the next generation of wars. Cyber wars, economic wars, psychological wars—outside-of-the-box wars. Garrett Reilly had been the lynchpin of that team, a master of pattern recognition, an aggressive, no-holds-barred street brawler who would take the fight to the enemy in ways that they would never see coming. And Garrett had done exactly that to China, throwing the country into a brief turmoil—and perhaps even averting World War III.

			But then Garrett had quit, a broken man, damaged emotionally as well as physically. Ascendant had fallen apart. Kline’s career, as well as Alexis’s, had stalled; the brief hint of her promotion up the ranks had disappeared. They’d both been reassigned, transferred, then neglected. The close bond between the two of them had frayed. And Kline still hadn’t forgiven Garrett Reilly. He hadn’t even come close.

			“You have no idea if Reilly had anything to do with this morning’s shooting. He’s a subversive, willful, obnoxious son of a bitch, and I wouldn’t put it past him to do absolutely anything he pleased, including having someone assassinated,” Kline said.

			“But why would he do it, sir? For the money? He has plenty. For notoriety? There are hundreds—maybe thousands—of people trying to track him down every day. He’s desperate to avoid recognition.”

			“We are not in the business of guessing Garrett Reilly’s motivations.”

			“I can guarantee you he did not have—”

			“You cannot guarantee me anything!” Kline exploded.

			The two of them fell silent as the room echoed with his words. Kline stalked back behind his desk and slumped into his chair. Alexis stood motionless in the middle of the room. She kept her eyes focused on the back wall. She was tall and lean, with an athlete’s spare body. She had olive skin and blue eyes and she kept her fine, black hair tucked up in a bun. She was generally acknowledged to be beautiful, and men often reinforced this idea by lying down at her feet and promising her the world, something she had been trying to dissuade them from doing for her entire life. She was serious, hardworking, and above all, ambitious—but the last eight months had blown a ragged hole through all of that.

			Still, Kline was being willfully blind, and Alexis knew it. There was no way Garrett Reilly could have had someone shot.

			Kline looked up at Alexis, his voice quieter. “All we really know about Reilly is that he walked away from Ascendant, has been erratic at his job, and that he’s been taking way too many painkillers. Are you still tracking his medical records?”

			Alexis shot a glance at the office’s open door.

			“No one can hear you. No one is listening.”

			“I am.” She’d been pulling Garrett’s online prescriptions for months now—illegal as that was—and had been growing alarmed at the quantities of drugs he’d somehow persuaded doctors to order for him. She’d shared her concerns with Kline. Now she was sorry she had.

			“And is he still taking them?”

			“He’s still getting the prescriptions, so I can only assume that he is.”

			“Then he is a drug addict and we both know it. Now if you have hard evidence that Garrett had nothing to do with what happened this morning, tell me.”

			Alexis hesitated. “I do not.”

			“Do you know where he is now?”

			“No, sir.”

			Kline grimaced and sucked a breath in through his teeth. “Do you still have feelings for him?” Kline hesitated for a moment, as if searching for the appropriate phrasing. “Do you love him?”

			Alexis shot a look at Kline. A year ago, she’d had a brief affair with Garrett. The affair had ended almost as soon as it started, but the emotions involved had been intense. In a sense, she and Garrett had fought a war together. They’d saved the world, and that was a bond not easily broken. But still—love?

			“No, sir. I do not love Garrett Reilly.” She wasn’t entirely sure that her answer was true, or that Kline had any right to ask, but at this point that seemed of little importance.

			Kline stared up at her iridescent blue eyes. “Then I just don’t get it. Here’s a guy who completely screwed us over. Walked away from the program after a great triumph. Left us in the lurch when we needed him to build Ascendant and continue to protect this country. Left us with no one to fall back on. Funding cut. Made us look like fools. If he did all of these things—and you know he did—then why in God’s name would you help him? He has no loyalty. You cannot trust Garrett Reilly.”

			Alexis waited before answering, letting the heat of her boss’s emotions leak out of the room. Then she spoke quietly, trying to sound as rational as the moment would permit. “Somebody shot and killed the president of the Federal Reserve Bank of New York this morning. And they went to the trouble of trying to pin the blame on a member of Ascendant—”

			“A former member of Ascendant.”

			“They knew who he was, they must have known what he did. In China. And here. They have been tracking him. And I suspect they are trying to get him—and us—out of the way. I don’t believe it’s random. Something is happening, sir. Something big, right now, which would seem like the exact moment when we need Garrett Reilly the most.”

			When Alexis finished, the room settled back into silence. Kline nodded ever so slightly, as if to acknowledge the truth of what she had said without lending that truth too much weight. Then he reached across his desk and slid a piece of white printer paper toward Alexis. She glanced down at it.

			“A transcript of an NSA recording of a call made from a phone booth on the corner of Alabama and Fifteenth, forty-five minutes ago. Ten blocks from here. My source at NSA just sent it to me.”

			Alexis took in a sharp breath of air.

			“Interfering with an FBI investigation is a federal offense, punishable by severe jail time. If the voice on that conversation is yours”—Kline’s tone was quiet, almost a whisper—“there is nothing I can do to help you.”

		

	
		
			VALLETTA, MALTA, JUNE 14, 4:43 P.M. (GMT +1)

			The rumors had been circulating through the First European Bank of Malta for a week.

			Matthew Leone knew them well enough, even if he wasn’t involved in the banking or securities side of the business, but was just an assistant VP of human resources. They were everywhere, the rumors, discussed at the coffee machine and in the men’s room, then later at bars on the waterfront that the bank employees frequented after work, and they went something like this: The bank had too many bad loans outstanding, spread throughout Europe. The bank had also put a lot of cash into risky investments, and bank insiders knew it. Some of those insiders had told Russian mobsters, who had started to pull their cash out first, before the news broke and all the regular, Maltese depositors wanted their money as well. If the other shoe dropped—if a new shock hit the bank’s balance sheets—it would collapse.

			Leone didn’t believe the rumors, even if he had some reason to think they might be true. The bank president, a Swiss named Clement, had brought all the bank’s employees together yesterday morning in the lobby of the main branch to calm their nerves. “We are solvent,” Clement had said. “There is nothing to worry about. The rumors are false. They are being spread by speculators looking to short our stock. When you interact with the public, reassure them. Tell them everything is fine. And go about your business.”

			Rather a short meeting, Leone had thought at the time, for such an important topic. He and Abela, his Italian friend from legal, had stood in back. Both of them wanted to ask about the darkest of the rumors, that some kind of economic hit man, a destroyer of companies, had his sights on the bank and was looking to take it down, but both Leone and Abela were junior employees, and nothing was more suicidal, careerwise, than confronting the boss at a staff meeting with less-than-upbeat questions.

			Anyway, it was a crazy rumor. There was no such thing as an economic assassin, and both Leone and Abela knew it. And even if there were, why would such a person target a small, unimportant bank in Malta? But strange times made for outrageous rumors, and the entire company was on edge. Ten minutes ago the latest gossip had trickled in from accounting: bank regulators had landed on the island that very morning to give the firm a financial stress test.

			“We fail the stress test, we’re bloody screwed,” Leone said in his thick Liverpool accent, as he poured himself his fourth coffee of the morning. “They’ll shut us down.”

			Juliette, from the comptroller’s office, shook her head. “Don’t be ridiculous. The bank is fine. Just rumors. Because of the 2008 meltdown. Because of Greece. People get nervous. But it will be fine.”

			Juliette was pretty, and French, and both Leone and Abela had asked her out. Both had been rebuffed. Leone didn’t mind so much because she was a brunette, and Leone had a thing for redheads. He’d met one the night before at a bar on the water, a startlingly pretty young woman, and things had gone quite well. He hadn’t slept with her, but they had flirted until two in the morning, and they’d exchanged numbers and e-mail addresses, and Leone had secured a date for this very evening. So even if the bank did go under, Leone had a chance at sex, which, while secondary, wasn’t so terrible. Part of why he’d moved from England to Malta was because the girls were prettier here. That, and the weather.

			Leone watched Juliette strut off in that particular French way she had—a straight, arched back, a slight shimmy of the hips. “The French.” He sighed.

			Abela laughed. “Are you seeing the redhead tonight?” He had been at the bar with Leone and had appreciated that woman’s feline, almost predatory beauty.

			“I think so.” Leone and Abela spoke in English. Everyone in Malta, especially at the bank, spoke English, which was why Leone had never bothered to learn Maltese. “She’s supposed to text me a meeting place. She said she might even stop by the office.”

			“Okay, we like her already,” Abela said with a leering smile.

			Leone had been checking his phone all day, but no word had come in from the redhead, Dorina. At the bar, she had told Leone where she was from—Hungary or Romania or some place East European like that—but Leone couldn’t quite remember through the fog of gin and beer. He still had a hangover.

			“We’ll talk later,” Abela said. “If there is a later.”

			Leone grunted a half laugh, then shuffled off to his desk in the corner of the open bull pen of cubicles. He passed a swath of windows that looked out onto the sparkling blue waters of Valletta harbor and the Mediterranean. Leone waved to a few coworkers, some of whom waved back. Most everyone else was glued to phones or computer terminals. Leone guessed that they were checking the bank’s stock price, or scouring the wire services for the latest bit of news. He thought he’d overheard someone say that a banker in New York City had been gunned down a few hours ago. An important banker—a Federal Reserve president. What the hell was going on in the world?

			Strange times. Very, very strange.

			Leone sat at his desk and waited. There wasn’t much to do—no point in looking over the CVs of job applicants if the bank was going to go under. He checked his Facebook account, as well as his Tumblr and Instagram. He lingered on the Tumblr page. He’d posted a number of pictures of other redheads there, and he liked to gaze at them. He wasn’t sure why he was so obsessed with girls with red hair, but he was. There was something about their eyes, blue usually, or sometimes green, and the fair skin, so often smattered with charmingly light freckles. The entire package drove him into paroxysms of ecstasy, and he didn’t mind if anyone else knew it. He had five hundred followers for his Tumblr page, and almost all of them loved to wax rhapsodic on the virtues of gingers the world over.

			And speaking of which, where was Dorina from Romania? Or Hungary, or wherever the hell she came from. He peered into the next cubicle. Edgar from operations was picking at a salad and waiting for his array of phones to ring. Edgar oversaw the bank’s two hundred ATMs scattered across Malta and neighboring Sicily. Everyone inside the bank saw his department—and his phones in particular—as a canary in a coal mine: If the public got wind of the rumors, they would start withdrawing money from the bank’s ATMs. If they withdrew enough money, the ATMs would run out of cash. If the ATMs ran out of cash, Edgar’s phones would ring. That would be the starting bell of a bank run, and everyone was afraid of a bank run. It was the scariest of all outcomes—when banks failed, economies went under. That’s when the rioting would start. That’s when the rocks would come through the windows.

			Edgar waved at Leone, as if to say, So far, so good, then continued nibbling at his salad as a text came through on Leone’s phone. Before he had a chance to check it, Maria from the front desk arrived at his cubicle with a package. He signed for the package, then checked his phone. The number came up as Dorina’s, and Leone’s heart quickened.

			Did u get it? the message read.

			Get what? he wrote back almost instantaneously.

			Package.

			Leone glanced at the envelope from the front desk: a DHL package, addressed to him. He had assumed it was another résumé; he got a dozen a day, easily, from all over Europe, sometimes twice that number. The return address was from a hotel on the island, and the sender’s name was D. Gabris.

			Was that Dorina’s last name? Gabris?

			He tore open the envelope. Inside was a smaller letter-size white envelope, which he quickly opened. No letter was inside, only a small, green thumb drive. Leone held it up to the light: a four-gig USB external memory stick with a smiley face drawn on the green plastic.

			He texted Dorina. A thumb drive? You sent?

			Guess what is on it? The reply was immediate.

			Leone held his breath. He texted back slowly, fingers trembling. Pictures?

			Look and find out.

			Leone licked his lips and started to guide the thumb drive into the USB slot on his work computer. He stopped as the drive was halfway in. The bank had a rule: absolutely no external memory devices were to ever—ever—be plugged into the bank’s internal network. The IT people had sent endless memos on the subject and had gathered all the departments in the cafeteria earlier in the month to lecture employees on the dangers of network penetration. “Think of the bank as a fortress,” the bearded troll from IT had said. “The fortress must never be breached. If it is breached, it will crumble.” The IT department was so serious about the issue that they had software set up to block any foreign devices that might download program’s onto the bank’s computers. But Leone had been given a two-day administrator’s permission to install an approved piece of human-resources software on the network, and he still had a few hours left on his access.

			The IT people had also warned everyone on the evils of browsing the Web from work, and downloading pictures and playing games, as well as going on Facebook. But everyone else did these things, so why couldn’t Leone investigate a harmless thumb drive? Abela had a whole file full of pregnant-women porn mixed in with his legal briefs. He’d shown it to Leone just last week, even though Leone had asked him not to. Leone knew he was in no position to cast stones at people’s fetishes, but looking at pictures of naked pregnant women was just a touch too deviant, even for him.

			His phone chimed. Dorina again. Well?

			Rule against outside devices, he wrote quickly. Can’t do it.

			2 bad they are good.

			Leone grimaced. He rubbed his thumb against the ridged plastic of the drive and breathed deep. He texted her. Clothes?

			Why bother sending pictures with clothes?

			He hesitated.

			She sent another text: May not make date tonight.

			His thumbs clicked out an immediate reply: Why not?

			Disappointed.

			“Damn it, damn it, damn it,” Leone muttered. She had gone to the trouble of sending him nude selfies, and he couldn’t even do her the honor of looking at them. Now she was pissed, and he had lost any chance of seeing whether she was a true redhead, or just faking it.

			“Bollocks.” With one quick jab of his right hand, he slotted her thumb drive into the USB port of his work computer. In a breathless rush, he clicked on the drive’s tab. A folder opened, but it was empty. He clicked it again, surprised, then closed it and looked for other folders on the thumb drive.

			There were none.

			He texted Dorina again: Drive is empty. No pictures.

			He waited for a reply.

			Hello? Dorina? A mistake? Sent me wrong drive?

			Still, no reply came.

			Dorina? Hello?

			He waited another five minutes, hopeful that Dorina would check her phone and write back, that she would realize her mistake and send a new thumb drive. Her hair was so spectacularly red, and her face so pale and lovely.

			Suddenly, it occurred to him that there might never have been any pictures on the drive.

			He snatched the thumb drive from the USB slot and jammed the memory stick into his pocket. It had been sitting in his computer for ten minutes now. Leone didn’t understand much about technology, but he reckoned that ten minutes was more than enough time for something horrible to be downloaded onto the network. He figured half a second was probably more than enough time, but what the hell did he know?

			Then Edgar’s phones began to ring.

			First one. Then another. And another. Leone stood and watched as Edgar raced to answer each one, putting successive customers on hold as he grabbed the next receiver. “First European Bank of Malta, can you hold, please?” Edgar said over and over.

			Oh God, Leone thought, horror-stricken. I have done something unspeakably stupid.

			He started quickly across the bull pen toward the front door. He had to get the thumb drive into a trash bin as fast as possible, away from his cubicle and away from any trace of his involvement. Breaching the network was a termination offense. Why hadn’t he remembered that earlier? Because he was hungover and lonely, and he had a one-track mind. God, sometimes he hated himself.

			Abela called out from his office as Leone strode past, but Leone made as if he didn’t hear his friend. Was it his imagination, or were all the phones in the central bank office suddenly ringing in a rising crescendo—at operations, trading, customer service. Employees answered in a cacophony of languages: Maltese, English, Italian. Out of the corner of his eye, Leone saw the older VP of banking come sprinting out of his office—running as if he’d just heard that the building was on fire—toward the IT offices.

			Oh shit, Leone thought. The building is on fire. I set it on fire.

			When he turned left into reception, he was stopped dead in his tracks. Four Maltese policemen, dressed head to toe in their spotless royal-blue uniforms, were marching in the door. They were trailed by a half dozen stolid-looking men in dark suits. Their faces were grim and set, and their eyes flashed to Leone as he tried to hurry to the exit. Leone knew immediately that they were bank examiners, and they were not happy.

			“I just have to use the WC.” He pointed desperately at the hallway.

			“You cannot leave,” the first Maltese policeman said, thrusting out a beefy hand.

			“But I have to go.” Leone clutched the thumb drive.

			“This office is closed and quarantined,” one of the grim-faced men in suits said.

			“But why?” Leone asked, even though he knew full well the answer.

			“You’ve been breached.”

			“I didn’t do anything,” Leone wailed, a pitiful look on his face.

			The bank examiner stared at Leone, eyes full of indignant scorn. “Maybe, maybe not. But as of this moment, your bank has no assets. It has officially collapsed.”

		

	
		
			QUEENS, NEW YORK, JUNE 14, 1:52 P.M.

			Garrett walked north and east through lower Manhattan, keeping mostly to side streets and away from avenues. He walked fast, with his head down, only glancing up when he heard sirens. Police cars and fire trucks seemed to be racing through every intersection, and at Houston and Avenue A, a cop gave him the once-over from the driver’s seat of his cruiser. Garrett tried to ignore him and kept walking, but he felt as if his hair were standing on end, and that his face had reddened to the color of an overripe strawberry.

			He walked to put distance between himself and the Jenkins & Altshuler offices, but also to try to collect his thoughts—to figure out what had just happened, and think his way out of it. But the meds had seeped into his bloodstream, and his mind felt fuzzy, his brain clouded. He hated himself for relying on the crutch that the pain drugs had become. He was half a person when he was medicated, and he was for certain medicated now. For a moment, on Allen Street, he thought he heard Avery Bernstein whispering something in his ear.

			“Not now,” he grunted to Avery, and to the air, sounding like a ranting homeless person. “Not fucking now!”

			He closed his eyes and tried to concentrate. As much as he wanted to tell himself that it made no sense, that this was all some terrible misunderstanding, the truth was that it made perfect sense. And that was what was so terrifying.

			Garrett had led the Ascendant program. He had guided it through a face-off with the Chinese government—and US intelligence services as well—and he had won. He had spotted a threat that no one else had seen, then responded in kind. But Garrett had done it anonymously, invisibly. People around the world had spent the last year trying to track him down, to find out who, exactly, was the brains behind Ascendant, and Garrett had felt their probing, their intrusions into his life—the amateurish attempts to hack his bank account, to hijack his cell phone, or to simply taunt him into the open on darknet bulletin boards.

			Now, if an attack was coming—and he had no idea what that attack might look like—then whoever was behind it would figure that Garrett and Ascendant might be poised to intercept it. It stood to reason that they would want him out of the way. They would want to frame him and put him on the run. And they had succeeded. He was scared. He was running.

			He considered stopping at his apartment, but ruled that out almost immediately. That would be the first place the FBI would be waiting. He walked a wide circle away from his building on Twelfth and Avenue C and continued uptown. He called his best friend, Mitty Rodriguez, a like-minded freelance computer programmer and sometimes black-hat hacker, knowing he could ask her for anything, and that he could trust her. She’d heard about the shooting, but knew nothing else, and they set up a meeting for later in the day, at five o’clock.

			“Meet me at that place,” she said, “where we ate last Saturday.”

			Garrett appreciated her paranoia. At this point, anybody could be listening. He hung up, then took the battery out of his phone. That kept the police from tracking him, but it also took him off the grid—out of the information flow—and he felt the immediate loss of that in his bones. Garrett needed data the way he needed oxygen. Without a continuous stream of data to analyze, his mind went round and round in circles and eventually crashed.

			He bought a sweatshirt and jeans at a discount store, using only cash, then changed out of his business suit in the bathroom. He bought a pork sandwich and a soda at a bodega on Ninth and wolfed them both down. He was nervous, and that made him hungry; his whole body was on overdrive. He walked up to Fourteenth Street, watched the street for a few moments, then dashed into the subway and took the Q train into Queens. A few transit cops were lingering at some of the stations, so Garrett bought a Daily News and buried his face in it for most of the trip. That seemed to work; no one paid him any attention. He got off at Queensboro Plaza and killed time by walking the streets and then sitting in a park.

			Through it all, his heart pounded like a drum machine and his skull ached. He felt as if he might jump out of his skin. The tramadols were wearing off. He’d grabbed his stash before he’d fled his office, but he didn’t want to take any more pills; he needed to think, and to think clearly.

			He tried to reason out who was behind what had happened, but he didn’t have enough information. He was cut off, adrift. He was an information junkie in withdrawal, longing for a fix in the form of a blast of digital intelligence. But he knew that a fix, right then, would alert the police to his whereabouts and get him arrested.

			Why the fuck were all his thoughts coming back to addiction?

			He toyed with turning himself in. Just walk into a police precinct, blurt out his name, and let the FBI come get him. But he had no idea what they had on him—fabricated evidence, some kind of bullshit eyewitness testimony. If he did surrender, he would be at the mercy of law enforcement, a cog in the bureaucratic machine, and he might not get out of that machine again for days. Or months even. That was a nightmare scenario for Garrett. He trusted no authority, anywhere, ever. Police, military, government—they were all, to his mind, self-serving and corrupt. His paranoia about those in power verged on the pathological, born of a lifetime of being on the outside looking in.

			Anyway, he couldn’t afford to be locked up, for any amount of time. He saw clearly that what had happened to the Federal Reserve president was the start of something else—the dense, complicated thing of his nightmares. A thing that was unfurling immediately, in real time. He had seen it, and now he was a part of it.

			At four thirty in the afternoon he wedged himself in an alley between two small apartment buildings on Thirty-Sixth Avenue in Queens and watched the comings and goings in front of a Brazilian restaurant. He scanned the street for any sign of surveillance cars, cops, or undercover agents. Anyone who might have deciphered his cell phone conversation with Mitty. But all he saw were old Brazilian men tottering into the restaurant for an afternoon beer and some salgados.

			At five, a beat-up Ford Explorer pulled up at the fire hydrant in front of the restaurant. Garrett didn’t recognize the SUV, but he could see Mitty in the driver’s seat, her mop of frizzy black hair draped over her shoulders. Also, he could hear a Kesha song blasting from the radio. Mitty loved Kesha.

			He ran across traffic and threw himself into the backseat.

			“What the fuck is going on?” she barked as soon as he had closed the door. “Did you hit that guy in mergers, like you said you would? Is he pressing charges? You gotta cut that shit out, because—”

			“Just drive.” He lay flat on a bed of old beef-jerky wrappers and empty Mountain Dew cans. “I’ll tell you everything. But first I need someplace to hide.”

			• • •

She put him in a spare bedroom above a tire-repair shop that her uncle Jose owned on Northern Boulevard. Mitty said her uncle used the room to catch up on sleep when he worked late, but also, she suspected, to meet with his mistress on Wednesday nights. The room was tiny, with a single window looking out onto an alley littered with trash, and it smelled like sweat and old cigars, but Garrett didn’t care—he would take what he could get. He told Mitty to take the battery out of her phone; the FBI would start tracking his friends and family soon, and she was just about the only friend he had these days. She did as he asked, but grudgingly, and Garrett finally felt he was safe, at least for a while.

			He told Mitty about what he’d found, the dark pool, the hacking attacks, and then about the anonymous phone call, and what the woman on the other end had said, and Mitty responded right away with theories. She had been a member of Ascendant; she knew the players, and their history.

			“That bitch Alexis is trying to set you up. She’s trying to frame your ass.”

			Garrett threw his hands in the air. “Why would she want to do that?”

			“She’s pissed at you for quitting Ascendant. And because the two of you were a thing, and now you’re not.”

			Garrett knew Mitty was taking his side against Alexis more out of friendship and loyalty than any well-considered opinion, but still, he needed to streamline his thought process, not go off on tangents. “So she had a banker shot just to blame me? A theory has to make sense for me to consider it.”

			“It makes plenty of sense.” Mitty frowned. “Sorta. She’s always been high-and-mighty, and I don’t trust her.”

			“Thanks, that’s really helpful.”

			“Whatever.”

			Mitty had turned on a small television when they first got into the room and switched it to CNN. There’d been ten minutes of coverage of the shooting in the last hour, but a reporter on the scene—and another at a police press conference—had said the shooter was an obsessed female stalker, but they hadn’t released her name. Nobody had mentioned Garrett or Ascendant or even the possibility of its being anything other than a random killing. Garrett had a flash of intense paranoia: Had he imagined the entire phone conversation? But how would that be possible? He had known nothing about the shooting until he answered his work phone.

			No, he told himself. Do not think that way. Simple logic was still his friend. A to B to C. Do not deviate from known facts and hard data: categorize, test, analyze.

			“Whoever called you made a mistake,” Mitty said. “The shooter was some crazy bitch with a gun, and she capped this dude, and no one on TV has mentioned anything about you, or a pattern, or anything like that.”

			“So you’re saying that I’m imagining all this?” Garrett booted up the laptop that Mitty had brought from her home. “I might take that personally.”

			“No, no way,” Mitty said a little too quickly. “I’m just—you know—­examining it from all angles.”

			Garrett glared at her briefly, then connected to the tire shop’s Wi-Fi—Mitty said her uncle paid for high speeds to watch Venezuelan porn when business was slow. Garrett logged on to his virtual private network to search the Web for information on the shooting. His VPN let him go online without being tracked. He let the digital data wash over him and felt intense relief. He was back in the global information flow, where he belonged, moving from website to website, news feed to opinion piece. He checked the markets and interest rates, going from graph to chart to an endless scroll of numbers. The Dow had sunk on news of Steinkamp’s death, and the VIX—the Volatility Index—had skyrocketed. He ran videos and read interviews and blog posts. A veil of anxiety had descended on Wall Street. The smart money was on edge. Everyone was on edge.

			All the while, Mitty kept up a running stream of commentary at his ear, complaining about Alexis Truffant, bitching about the Dominican whore her uncle brought to the bedroom, and spending a good twenty minutes on her new diet. “Just Coke Zero and cottage cheese. It’s a cleanse.”

			“That’s not a cleanse. A cleanse is—forget it.” Garrett found a news item from Agence France-Presse. “There’s been a bank run in Malta.” Garrett scanned the news update. “Started just after the Italian stock drop. It lines up perfectly.”

			“What’s Malta? A coffee drink?”

			Garrett ignored her. He pushed back from the laptop and massaged his temples.

			Mitty watched him, concern softening her face. “Head hurting again?”

			Garrett nodded imperceptibly. Yes.

			“You got meds?”

			He shrugged. Yes, but he needed to stay off them for a while—not that Mitty needed to know that.

			She watched him for a moment. “I’ll run to the corner, get us some beers. Maybe some snacks. That’ll help, right?”

			“Sure,” Garrett managed to mutter. “But be careful.”

			She returned fifteen minutes later with a six-pack of Schlitz, a bag of potato chips, and a plastic bottle of Motrin.

			Garrett drank a beer and swallowed six pills. “See anyone out there? Watching you?”

			“Chill. I got it covered. I’m the Puerto Rican James Bond.” She rubbed his neck and shoulders silently for a few minutes, and the pain in his head lessened. He was grateful for Mitty. She was excitable, opinionated, and bitchy, but she was also smart and intensely loyal. She would walk through fire for him.

			“You should get some sleep,” she said. “Make sense of this in the morning.”

			He nodded, but kept working, broadening his search. He researched the bank run in Malta. No one was saying exactly how the run had started; no one seemed to know. News clips showed angry depositors throwing stones in the streets. Mitty drank a second beer, then a third, then passed out on the bed, a laptop open on her stomach. Garrett must have drifted off as well, because he woke with a start at 2:00 a.m. to the sound of a window breaking. He sat bolt upright in his chair. Mitty was snoring peacefully on the bed.

			Garrett went to the bedroom door, cracking it open to listen. There was movement below, in the tire-repair shop: someone, or something, padding around amid the equipment. Garrett slid into the hallway, then stepped slowly down the cramped stairway that led to the machine shop. The smell of rubber and grease was overwhelming. A bank of windows on the far side allowed a streak of orange halogen light to wash across the piles of tires and the empty car bays.

			Garrett stepped into the room and listened. There was only silence. He tried to slow his heart rate—the blood was pumping in his ears. A flash of a thought occurred to him: he had quit Ascendant to get away from the exact things that were happening to him at this moment. And yet his past had caught up with him. With a vengeance. He wanted to scream, but stifled the impulse.

			He moved past the car bays and machinery to the entranceway—and froze. The door to the street was open, its window smashed. Garrett crouched low, expecting a blow from behind, but none came. He turned to scout out the rest of the waiting room, but it was empty.

			Garrett straightened and took a deep breath. What the hell was going on? Then he heard it—footsteps from above, up the stairs, in the bedroom. Without thinking, he raced back across the work bays, yelling as he ran. “Mitty!”

			He sprinted up the stairs, fists clenched, and stumbled into the spare bedroom. The light was on; Mitty was sitting up in bed, rubbing at her eyes.

			“Dude, what are you yelling about?” She winced in the light. “I was asleep.”

			Garrett searched the room. Other than for Mitty, it was empty. The window was open, but Mitty had opened it when they first came in. Everything else seemed untouched.

			“Someone broke into the shop. Front door is open. Window is smashed.”

			“Nobody steals used tires. Trust me. You can’t give ’em away.”

			“They weren’t looking for tires. They came up here. To this bedroom.”

			Mitty shook her head. “You’re high. Go back to sleep.”

			Garrett sat in the chair at the desk in the corner of the room. CNN was still playing, muted, in the corner. Maybe Mitty was right. Maybe he was high, the mixture of Motrin and Schlitz jumbling his brain.

			He glanced at his computer. A word program had been opened. He hadn’t been writing anything—and he never used Word. Someone had typed three short sentences onto the screen. Garrett read them and grunted in surprise.

			One man.

			A Russian.

			He is en route.

			HM

		

	
		
			LOWER MANHATTAN, JUNE 15, 2:15 A.M.

			In the New York field office of the FBI, Special Agent Jayanti Chaudry was considered straight talking and intensely ambitious. She was usually in the running for the best, and most high-profile, homicide cases, and if she got one, she almost always closed it. An intuitive crime fighter, meticulous, and frighteningly persistent, she saw her relentlessness as an outgrowth of her life story: daughter of immigrant shopkeepers who spent their life savings to start a business, the first one in her family to go to college, and the first female Indian special agent in the Manhattan office. Actually, now that she thought of it, since Agent Hawani had been transferred to Denver, she was the only female Indian special agent in the Manhattan office. Or the entire Northeast.

			Not that it mattered. To Chaudry, there were two types of people in her world: those who helped her solve crimes, and those who got in the way. She knew she had a chip on her shoulder; she was, after all, dark skinned and female in a white man’s world—but she refused to let those issues derail her. Race, gender, and birthplace were simply distractions, and distractions only slowed you down. Chaudry never slowed down.

			She checked the clock above her desk—it was nearly two thirty in the morning—and considered the case before her. New York Federal Reserve president Phillip Steinkamp had been shot and killed while walking to work yesterday morning at approximately 8:25 a.m. The shooter, Anna Bachev, thirty-eight, a Bulgarian immigrant who had lived in the States for the last fifteen years, had a history of mental illness and drug abuse. She’d had multiple stints at Bellevue, in the psych lockup, as well as two arrests for possession of cocaine. She’d already been granted citizenship at the time of her arrests, so no deportation proceedings were set. Her work record was spotty, almost nonexistent, and Chaudry guessed Bachev had spent time hooking to support herself.

			Two agents had searched her apartment in the Hunts Point neighborhood of the Bronx, a filthy studio in a rotting building on Bryant Avenue, and had found multiple articles about Steinkamp. Bachev had clearly been stalking the Fed president, but something—according to the agents’ report—was slightly off about the evidence: “Agent in charge should consider the possibility of fabrication. Motivation of suspect unclear and unusual. Source of newspaper clippings is indeterminate, seems beyond suspect’s capabilities to accumulate.”

			To Chaudry, Steinkamp was an odd choice for a stalking target. He was older, quiet, and did not have a high-visibility job. He was neither rich nor, outside of a small subset of finance geeks, particularly famous. Chaudry knew that stalkers were, by definition, irrational, but when they picked targets, they weren’t usually bureaucrats—balding, married bureaucrats at that.

			None of Bachev’s neighbors knew much about her; she’d only moved into the apartment two months ago. Before that, her name didn’t show up on a lease, rental agreement, or bank account in the New York City area going back four years. She’d essentially been homeless. And broke. Which raised the question of how she had obtained the murder weapon, a nine-millimeter SIG Sauer P226. SIGs were expensive weapons. This one had been bought at a gun shop in Vermont three years ago by a collector, who reported it stolen six months later. It hadn’t shown up in any robberies or crimes since. That made it black market, but even black-market guns were pricey.

			And then there were Bachev’s reported last words before she turned the gun on herself: Garrett Reilly made me do it.

			Chaudry sipped at her coffee and puzzled over this.

			Garrett Reilly?

			Chaudry flipped through the stack of reports on Reilly. He was a fascinating character. Born in Long Beach, California, the son of a Mexican immigrant mother and a dad who worked as a janitor for the LA Unified School District, Reilly had shown an early aptitude for numbers. A genius for them, actually. He had been recruited to Yale by a mathematics professor named Avery Bernstein and had earned nothing but As at the school before he dropped out. He’d dropped out the day after his brother, a marine lance corporal, was reported KIA in Afghanistan. Reilly appeared to have moved back in with his mother in Long Beach and spent the next six months pestering the Army Bureau of Records for information about his brother’s death. He’d made more than 120 phone calls to their DC offices. Later that year, he’d gone back to school at Long Beach State, but his grades had been indifferent, and he was cited twice by the administration for disrupting class and then getting into a fistfight with a fellow student.
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