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Prologue
I stood in the center of the Vossier boardroom. The floor was made of black marble. The windows went from the floor to the ceiling. Outside, the city lights were bright and white against the night.

Julian Vossier sat at the head of the table. He wore a grey suit. He looked at the printed reports I had placed in front of him. He did not look at me yet. He looked at the data.

"The Astraea System is accurate," Julian said. His voice was low. He did not sound surprised. He sounded like a man who expected the world to give him what he wanted.

I kept my hands folded on the table. My nails were painted a pale pink. I wore a white wool coat over a silk dress. I looked like someone who spent her time at charity auctions and flower shows. I looked like the person the newspapers called the Angel of Wall Street.

"It has been accurate for the last six months, Mr. Vossier," I said. My voice was steady. I had practiced this tone for years.

I thought about the night my father died. He sat in his chair in our living room. He held a glass of water. He had taken too many pills. I found him when I came home from school. He left a note that said he was sorry. He had lost his company to Julian Vossier. He had lost the algorithm he spent his life building.

Julian flipped a page in the report. "You want a seat on the board of directors in exchange for this software."

"I want to ensure the algorithm is used correctly," I said. "It can predict the next market shift in forty-eight hours. If you use it, you will double your assets by the end of the year."

A man stood in the corner of the room. He was not wearing a tie. His jacket was open. He had a scar on his right knuckle. He was taller than his father. This was Cillian Vossier. He was the man who cleaned up the family mistakes. He was the one who made people disappear from the corporate records.

Cillian walked toward the table. He did not look at the reports. He looked at me. His eyes were dark and did not move from my face.

"You are the woman who runs the Thorne Foundation," Cillian said.

"I am," I said.

"You give money to children's hospitals," Cillian said. "You fix parks. You buy lunches for students."

"I try to help people," I said.

Cillian sat down in the chair next to me. He leaned back. He did not look like a businessman. He looked like a man who knew how to start a fight. "My father thinks you are a saint. I think you want something else."

"I want the Vossier Group to succeed," I said.

I was lying. I wanted the Vossier Group to disappear. I wanted Julian to lose his house and his name. I wanted him to feel the way my father felt before he swallowed the pills. I wanted him to be a person without a future.

The Astraea System was not just a tool for profit. It was a tool for destruction. I had spent ten years making it better. I knew exactly which stocks would fall. I knew which companies would fail. I had the code.

"The board will vote on Monday," Julian said. He finally looked at me. His eyes were grey and hard. "I will support your appointment. You have a talent for numbers, Miss Thorne."

"Thank you, Mr. Vossier," I said.

I stood up. I picked up my bag. It was expensive and white. I looked at the three other board members in the room. They all nodded at me. They saw a young woman with a gift for math. They did not see the person who was going to take their money.

I walked toward the door. Cillian stood up and followed me. We walked into the hallway. The elevator was at the end of the hall. The carpet was thick and muffled the sound of our shoes.

Cillian pressed the button for the lobby. He stood close to me. I could see the lines around his eyes. He looked like he had not slept in several days.

"Why are you here?" Cillian asked. He did not look at the elevator doors. He looked at my profile.

"I already told your father," I said.

"My father is an old man," Cillian said. "He sees a way to make more money. He sees a girl who looks like she belongs in a church. I see you."

"What do you see, Cillian?" I asked. I turned my head to look at him.

"I see someone who is very good at pretending," he said. His voice was a whisper.

The elevator doors opened. We stepped inside. The walls were mirrored. I saw my reflection. I looked soft. I looked kind. I looked like I had never had a bad thought in my life.

"Everyone pretends," I said.

"Not like you," Cillian said. "You look like you are from heaven. But you are standing in this building. No one good comes to this floor at ten o'clock at night."

"You are here," I said.

"I am the person they call when things get dirty," Cillian said. "I know how people act when they are afraid. I know how they act when they want to hurt someone."

I did not move. I did not let my face change. I looked at the floor numbers as they went down. 40. 39. 38.

"Are you afraid?" I asked.

"No," Cillian said. "I am interested. My father wants me to watch you. He wants me to make sure you are not a spy for the Vances."

"Then watch me," I said.

The elevator reached the lobby. The doors opened. I walked out. The air in the lobby was cold. The security guards nodded as I passed.

I walked to my car. It was a black sedan. My friend Mira was waiting in the driver's seat. She had the engine running.

I sat in the back seat. I looked out the window as Mira pulled away from the curb. Cillian was standing at the glass doors of the building. He stayed there until the car turned the corner.

"How did it go?" Mira asked. She looked at me in the rearview mirror.

"Julian agreed," I said. "I have the board seat."

"And the son?" Mira asked. "Was Cillian there?"

"Cillian is suspicious," I said. "He told me he sees me. He is exactly what I expected. He is the only one in that building who isn't blinded by the numbers."

"He is dangerous, Elara," Mira said. "He isn't like the others. He doesn't care about the rules."

"I know," I said. "That is why I need him. I need someone who knows how to burn things down."

I opened my laptop. The Astraea System was running on the screen. The numbers were moving in long rows. They were green and red.

The algorithm predicted a drop in the Vossier energy sector. It would happen in three days. Julian would lose four hundred million dollars. He would think it was a mistake in the market. He would ask me to help him recover the loss.

I would not help him. I would guide him into the next trap.

I looked at the digital clock on the dashboard. It was 10:14 PM.

Ten years ago, at 10:14 PM, the police were still at my house. They were taking boxes of my father's files. They told me he was a thief. They told me he had cheated the Vossiers. They were wrong. He was just a man who didn't know how to fight people like Julian.

I closed the laptop. The car was quiet. I felt calm. The plan was moving. The Vossier name was on the top of the building, but the data belonged to me.

I looked at my hands. They were steady. I was going to take everything from Julian Vossier. I was going to take his money, his company, and his pride.

And I was going to use his son to do it.

1. The Immaculate Arrival
I handed my invitation to the security lead at the entrance of the Vossier Plaza. He didn't check the QR code. He looked at my face, then at the floor-length white silk of my gown, and stepped aside.

My father always said people see what they expect to see. Tonight, they expected an angel. I had spent six months and two million dollars ensuring the 'Angel of Wall Street' persona was the only thing the public knew about Elara Thorne.

The ballroom was filled with the sound of three hundred people talking at once. It was a low hum that stayed beneath the ceiling. I didn't stop at the bar. I didn't look for a waiter. I walked directly toward the center of the room where Julian Vossier stood.

He was fifty-five, but he carried himself with the rigid posture of a man who refused to age. His suit was dark charcoal, tailored so perfectly it looked like a second skin. He was surrounded by three men in cheaper versions of the same outfit.

I stopped three feet away from him. I didn't wait for an introduction. I waited for him to finish his sentence about the quarterly logistics report. When he paused to take a sip of water, I moved into his line of sight.

"The Nikkei index is going to drop four hundred points in exactly twelve minutes," I said.

Julian Vossier didn't turn his head immediately. He finished his drink, handed the empty glass to a passing waiter, and then looked at me. His eyes were a pale, washed-out grey. They didn't show any surprise.

"The markets are closed, Miss Thorne," Julian said. His voice was flat. "And even if they weren't, the Nikkei has been stable for three weeks."

"It isn't stable," I said. I held out a slim tablet. The screen showed a live feed of the global futures market. "A localized power failure in the Osaka data center is about to trigger a series of automated sell orders. It starts in eleven minutes and forty seconds."

Julian looked at the tablet, then back at me. One of the men beside him chuckled. It was a wet, dismissive sound.

"You're the girl who buys up failing community centers in the Bronx," the man said. "Stick to the charity auctions, Elara. This isn't a playground for philanthropists."

I ignored him. I kept my focus on Julian. I knew his history. I knew he valued the Vossier Code above his own children. Failure was a death sentence in his world. But I also knew he was a man who couldn't resist a mathematical certainty.

"If I'm wrong, I will leave this gala and never contact your office again," I said. "If I'm right, you give me five minutes in your study tonight."

Julian checked his watch. It was a heavy platinum piece that caught the light. He looked at the men around him and nodded once. They moved back, giving us a small circle of space in the middle of the crowd.

"Ten minutes," Julian said.

We stood in silence. I didn't look at the screen. I didn't need to. I had run the Astraea System’s simulations four thousand times before I stepped into this building. The algorithm didn't just track numbers. It tracked the friction between human error and machine logic.

The minutes passed. The hum of the party continued around us. People glanced our way, curious about the girl in white standing next to the sun around which their world orbited.

At the nine-minute mark, Julian's phone buzzed in his pocket. He didn't take it out. He looked at the tablet I was still holding.

The green line on the graph didn't just dip. It broke. A vertical drop appeared on the screen as the sell orders flooded the system. The four-hundred-point loss happened in less than thirty seconds.

Julian’s face didn't change, but his fingers tightened on the edge of his suit jacket. He took the tablet from my hand and scrolled through the data. He was looking for the flaw. He wouldn't find one.

"How?" he asked.

"I don't guess, Mr. Vossier," I said. "I calculate. The stars of the market have a very specific alignment if you know how to read the light."

He handed the tablet back. "My study is on the forty-second floor. Follow me."

As we turned to walk toward the private elevators, I felt a weight on the back of my neck. It wasn't Julian. I looked toward the far corner of the ballroom, near the emergency exit.

A man was leaning against the wall. He wore a black suit that looked like he had slept in it. His hair was dark and messy, and his knuckles were covered in small, fresh scabs. He wasn't holding a drink. He was watching me with an expression that wasn't admiration or curiosity. It was recognition.

This was Cillian Vossier. The family's shadow. The man who did the things Julian pretended didn't happen.

He didn't move as we approached the elevators. He didn't acknowledge his father. He looked at my white dress, then at my eyes. He smiled, but it didn't reach his face. It was the smile of a person who had just seen a ghost and decided he liked the haunting.

"Don't get any on your dress, Angel," Cillian said as I passed him.

His voice was low and rough, like he hadn't used it in days. I didn't stop. I didn't look back. I followed Julian into the elevator. The doors closed, cutting off the sight of the man in the corner.

The elevator rose in silence. Julian didn't look at me. He watched the floor numbers change. He was already thinking about how to own the algorithm I had just demonstrated. He didn't realize I was the one who had already bought him.

We reached the forty-second floor. The doors opened to a hallway lined with dark wood and original oil paintings. It felt like a tomb. It was exactly as my father had described it in the notes he left before he died.

Julian walked to a set of double doors and pushed them open. His study was large, with a window that looked out over the entire city. He walked to his desk and sat down. He didn't offer me a seat.

"Who are you working for?" Julian asked.

"Myself," I said. I stood in front of his desk. "I'm here because the Vossier Dynasty is about to face a structural collapse, and I'm the only person who can see where the first crack will form."

Julian leaned back. "I've had the best analysts in the world try to tell me my business is failing for thirty years. I'm still here. They aren't."

"They used old math," I said. "I use the Astraea System. It was developed by a man who understood that markets are not rational. They are emotional. And you, Mr. Vossier, are currently very afraid."

Julian’s jaw tightened. I saw the muscle pulse under his skin. I had hit the mark. He wasn't just afraid of the market. He was afraid of the loss of control.

"What do you want?" he asked.

"A seat on your board," I said. "And total access to your historical trade data from the last decade."

Julian laughed. It was a short, sharp sound. "You want me to hand over the keys to the kingdom because of one lucky guess about a data center
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