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​Chapter 1: The Grey City
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The rain fell upon the city for three days without ceasing. It washed the soot from the iron cornices of the buildings and it ran in black rivulets down the glass of the high windows and it pooled in the gutters where the trash of the streets had gathered in sodden heaps. The sky was a sheet of hammered lead. There was no sun and there was no moon and the lights of the skyscrapers were like weak yellow eyes peering out from the mist.

Mia stood at the window of the penthouse. She pressed her forehead against the cold glass. She could feel the vibration of the city deep in the floorboards beneath her feet. It was a low hum. It was the sound of millions of people moving and breathing and dying in the dark. She looked down at the street forty stories below. The cars were small and red and white and they moved in lines like blood cells through a vein of concrete.

She turned from the window. The apartment was large and silent. It was filled with furniture that was white and chrome and leather. It smelled of nothing. It was a place where no one lived. It was a place where people existed for a time and then left. She walked to the kitchen and the floor was cold stone under her bare feet.

She made coffee. She ground the beans in the machine and the noise was loud in the quiet room. She smelled the dust of the dry beans and the sharp tang of the roast. She poured the water and she waited. She watched the dark liquid drip into the glass carafe. She did not turn on the lights. The grey light from the window was enough. It was always enough.

Her father had bought this place. He had bought it with money that came from things he did not speak of. He had given it to her like a man gives a bone to a dog he keeps in a yard. It was a cage. It was a very expensive cage with a view of the river and the bridges and the grey water that moved slowly out to the sea.

She drank the coffee black. It tasted of earth and burnt wood. She sat at the island in the kitchen and she looked at her hands. They were pale hands. They were the hands of a woman who had never worked in the dirt. They were the hands of a woman who held things that were given to her. She traced the line of her lifeline on her palm. It was short. It broke in the middle.

The phone on the counter buzzed. It vibrated against the marble. She looked at it. The screen lit up with a name she knew. It was his secretary. It was never him.

She let it ring. She let it buzz until it stopped and the screen went black again. She did not want to hear the voice. She did not want to be told where to go or what to wear or who to smile at. She was twenty-four years old and she was a piece of currency. She knew this. She had known it since she was a child and she saw the men who came to the house in the night. Men with heavy coats and eyes like stones. Men who looked at her not as a child but as a thing that would one day have value.

She finished the coffee and she put the cup in the sink. She rinsed it with water. She watched the dark water swirl down the drain.

She went to the bedroom and she dressed. She put on a dress of heavy wool that was the color of charcoal. She put on boots of black leather. She brushed her hair. It was dark hair and it fell straight to her shoulders. She looked at herself in the mirror. Her eyes were grey. They were the color of the river. They held no light.

She left the apartment. She locked the door. The lock clicked with a heavy sound. It was a sound of finality.

The elevator was silent. It descended smoothly. It was a silver box that carried her down into the belly of the building. The doors opened and the lobby was bright and cold. The doorman stood by the glass doors. He wore a uniform with gold buttons. He looked at her and he nodded.

"Miss Knox," he said.

"Good morning, Henry," she said.

"It is raining bad out there," he said. "You have a car?"

"I will walk," she said.

"It is raining bad," he said again.

"I like the rain," she said.

She pushed past him and she went out into the street. The wind hit her. It was cold and wet and it smelled of exhaust and wet pavement. She opened her umbrella. It was black. She held it against the wind and she walked.

She walked down the avenue. The buildings rose up on either side of her like canyon walls. The wind funneled between them. It tore at her umbrella. It plastered the dress to her legs. She did not mind. She liked the feeling of the cold. It made her feel real. It made her feel that she was flesh and bone and not just a ghost in a high tower.

She walked past the shops with their bright windows. She saw the mannequins with their plastic smiles and their expensive clothes. She saw the people rushing with their heads down. They were all running from the rain. They were running to their jobs and their homes and their lovers. She had nowhere to run.

She walked to the park. The trees were bare. Their branches were black skeletons against the grey sky. The paths were empty. The benches were wet. She walked until she came to the pond. The water was dark and still. The rain made circles on the surface. They expanded and touched and vanished.

She stood by the water. She thought about her mother. Her mother had died in a room that smelled of lilies and antiseptic. Her mother had held her hand and told her to be good. Her mother had been afraid. Mia remembered the fear in her eyes. It was a fear of him. It was a fear of the man who owned them both.

"He will not let you go," her mother had said. Her voice was a whisper like dry leaves. "He never lets anything go."

Mia looked at the water. She was not afraid of him. She was tired of him. She was tired of the weight of his name. Knox. It sounded like a knock on a door in the middle of the night. It sounded like a lock snapping shut.

She turned and walked back toward the city. The rain was falling harder now. It drummed on the umbrella. It drowned out the sound of the traffic.

She went to a gallery in Chelsea. It was a place her father owned. Or maybe the syndicate owned it. It did not matter. It was a place of white walls and silence. She pushed the door open and the bell chimed softly. The air inside was warm and dry.

The girl at the desk looked up. She was young. She had bright red lipstick and glasses with thick frames. She smiled. It was a nervous smile.

"Miss Knox," she said. "We didn't expect you."

"I am just looking," Mia said.

"Of course. Of course. The new exhibition is in the back. It is very... austere."

Mia nodded. She walked past the desk. She walked into the main room. The paintings were large canvases of black and grey. They were slashed with red. They looked like wounds. They looked like the city outside.

She stood in front of one. It was called "The Silence of God." It was a black square. Just black. Layer upon layer of black paint until it absorbed the light. She stared into it. She felt a kinship with it. It was empty and it was heavy.

She heard footsteps behind her. Heavy steps. The sound of boots on wood.

She did not turn. She knew who it was. She felt the air in the room change. It became tighter. It became charged with a static that made the hair on her arms stand up.

"It is a lot of money for black paint," a voice said.

She turned then. It was one of her father’s men. Marco. He was broad and he wore a suit that cost more than the girl at the desk made in a year. His face was scarred. A thin white line ran from his ear to his jaw. He smiled but his eyes did not smile.

"Marco," she said.

"Your father is looking for you," he said. "You did not answer your phone."

"I was walking."

"In this rain?"

"Yes."

"You should answer your phone, Mia. He worries."

"He does not worry," she said. "He checks his inventory."

Marco laughed. It was a dry sound. "You are funny. He wants you at the house tonight. Dinner. He has guests."

"I am busy."

"You are not busy," Marco said. He stepped closer. He smelled of tobacco and expensive cologne and something else. Something metallic. "You will be there. Eight o'clock. Do not make me come get you."

He looked at her for a moment longer. He looked at her face and her neck and her hands. It was an appraisal. Then he turned and walked away. The bell chimed. He was gone.

Mia looked back at the painting. The black square seemed deeper now. It seemed to have no bottom. She felt the trap closing. It was always closing. The dinner. The guests. The men who would look at her and discuss business while they cut their steak. She was the dessert. She was the prize.

She left the gallery. The rain had turned to sleet. It stung her face. The day was darkening early. The grey was turning to black.

She hailed a cab. The yellow car pulled to the curb and splashed water onto the sidewalk. She got in. The seat was torn vinyl. The driver was eating a sandwich wrapped in foil. He smelled of onions.

"Where to?" he asked.

"Uptown," she said. "Riverside."

He nodded and pulled into the traffic. The wipers slapped back and forth. Slap. Slap. Slap. It was a rhythm like a heartbeat.

She watched the city pass. The lights were blurring in the wet glass. The people were shadows. The world felt unreal. It felt like a dream she was having before she woke up screaming.

She thought about running. She had thought about it a thousand times. Just telling the driver to go to the airport. Buying a ticket to anywhere. To a place with sun. To a place where the name Knox meant nothing.

But she knew it was impossible. They would find her. They always found people. She had seen it happen. A man who stole from her father. He had run to Mexico. They found him in a week. They brought him back in a trunk. She remembered the sound of his weeping in the study. She remembered the silence that came after.

No. There was no running. There was only waiting. Waiting for the cage to open or waiting for the cage to be sold.

The cab stopped in front of her building. She paid the driver. She got out. The wind was fierce now. It howled around the corners of the stone facade. Henry opened the door for her.

"You are frozen," he said.

"I am fine," she said.

She went to the elevator. She went up. The silence of the penthouse greeted her like an old friend. She took off her coat. She took off her boots. She walked to the window again.

The city was a sea of lights now. A grid of electricity imposed on the darkness. It was beautiful and it was terrible. It was a machine that ate people.

She went to the kitchen and poured a glass of wine. The red liquid was dark in the glass. She drank it standing up. She felt the warmth of it in her stomach. It did not take away the cold in her bones.

She looked at the clock. It was six. Two hours until the dinner. Two hours until she had to put on the mask and sit at the table and pretend that she was a daughter and not a hostage.

She went to her bedroom. She opened the closet. The dresses hung in rows. Silk and velvet and chiffon. They looked like the skins of shed animals. She ran her hand along them.

She chose a dress of green silk. It was the color of envy. It was the color of poison. She laid it on the bed.

She went to the bathroom and turned on the shower. The water was hot. Steam filled the room. She stripped off her clothes and stepped under the spray. The water beat against her skin. It ran over her face and her breasts and her hips. She closed her eyes. She imagined the water washing away the name. Washing away the city. Washing away the fear.

But when she opened her eyes the water was just water and the tile was just tile and she was still Mia Knox.

She dried herself with a thick towel. She dressed. The silk was cool against her skin. She put on heels that made her three inches taller. She put on diamonds that were cold and sharp. She painted her lips red.

She looked in the mirror. A stranger looked back. A woman of ice and stone. A woman who could sit at a table of wolves and not bleed.

She went back to the living room. She finished the wine. She put the glass in the sink. She checked her phone. No messages. Just the time.

Seven thirty.

She put on her coat. She picked up her purse. She walked to the door.

She stopped.

She felt something. A tremor in the air. A shift in the pressure. It was not a sound. It was a feeling. Like the moment before lightning strikes.

She stood still. She listened. The apartment was silent. The city was a murmur outside. But inside there was a silence that was too heavy.

She turned slowly. She looked at the hallway that led to the service entrance. The door was closed. But there was a draft. A thin stream of cold air moving along the floor.

She walked toward it. Her heels clicked on the stone. Click. Click. Click.

She reached the door. She put her hand on the knob. It was cold. She turned it. It was unlocked.

She frowned. She always locked it. Henry always checked it.

She opened the door. The service corridor was empty. The concrete floor was grey. The lights were fluorescent and buzzed with a dying sound.

She stepped out. "Hello?" she said.

Her voice echoed. It bounced off the walls and came back to her thin and weak.

There was no answer.

She stepped back into the apartment. She locked the door. She threw the deadbolt. She engaged the chain.

She leaned her back against the door and breathed. Her heart was beating fast. It thumped against her ribs like a trapped bird.

She told herself she was being foolish. It was the wind. It was the building settling. It was her nerves.

She pushed herself away from the door. She smoothed her dress. She walked to the front door. She opened it and went out to the elevator.

The ride down was fast. The lobby was empty except for Henry. He was reading a newspaper. He folded it when he saw her.

"Have a good night, Miss Knox," he said.

"Goodnight, Henry."

She walked out to the curb. A black town car was waiting. It was always waiting. The driver was a man named Silas. He was old and he did not speak. He opened the back door for her.

She got in. The leather was soft. The car smelled of new car scent and mints. Silas closed the door. The lock engaged with a thud.

The car pulled away from the curb. It merged into the traffic. Mia watched the rain streak the window. She watched the pedestrians blur into shapes of color and motion.

They drove south. Toward the financial district. Toward the fortress her father called a home.

She closed her eyes. She tried to steady her breathing. She tried to prepare herself for the performance.

But the feeling would not leave her. The feeling of the cold draft in the hallway. The feeling of the open door.

The car slowed. Mia opened her eyes. They were not moving. Traffic was gridlocked. Red taillights stretched out ahead of them like a river of fire.

"Accident?" she asked.

Silas did not answer. He was looking in the rearview mirror. His eyes were narrow.

"Silas?"

He did not look at her. He put the car in park. He reached into his jacket.

"Stay down," he said.

"What?"

"Get down, Miss Knox. On the floor."

Before she could move there was a sound. It was not a loud sound. It was a thwip like a stone hitting water.

The glass of the driver’s side window shattered. It fell inward in a cascade of diamonds.

Silas jerked. His head snapped to the side. A spray of red hit the dashboard. He slumped forward over the wheel.

Mia screamed. The sound tore from her throat. It was raw and animal.

She scrambled for the door handle. It was locked. She pulled the lock. It would not budge. Child lock. Safety lock. Prisoner lock.

The back door opened.

The cold air rushed in. The rain rushed in.

A man stood there. He was dressed in black. He wore a mask that covered his face. Only his eyes were visible. They were blue. They were the blue of glacier ice. They were calm.

He reached in. He did not grab her. He offered his hand. It was a gloved hand. It was steady.

"Come," he said. His voice was deep. It was gravel and iron.

Mia stared at him. She stared at the hand. She stared at the dead man in the front seat. The blood was dripping onto the floor mat. Drip. Drip. Drip.

"Come," the man said again. "Or die here."

She looked at the traffic. No one was moving. No one was looking. The rain hid everything. The city did not care.

She looked at the man's eyes. There was no malice in them. There was only purpose.

She took his hand.

He pulled her out of the car. He pulled her into the rain. The water soaked her silk dress instantly. The cold bit into her skin.

He moved fast. He did not run. He walked with long strides. He pulled her through the stopped cars. He navigated the maze of steel and chrome.

"Where are we going?" she gasped. The wind stole her words.

He did not answer. He kept moving. He was a force of nature. He was a landslide.

They reached a van. It was grey. It had no markings. The side door slid open.

He lifted her. He did not ask. He put his hands on her waist and he lifted her inside. He was strong. Unnaturally strong.

He climbed in after her. The door slid shut. The darkness swallowed them.

The van began to move. Mia sat on the metal floor. She was shivering. She was wet and cold and she was covered in the smell of the rain.

The man sat across from her. He pulled the mask off.

His face was hard. It was planes and angles. It was a face cut from granite. He had a scar through his eyebrow. He looked at her. He watched her shiver.

He reached beside him and picked up a blanket. It was wool. Rough and grey.

He tossed it to her.

"Cover yourself," he said.

Mia stared at him. She clutched the blanket.

"Who are you?" she whispered.

He leaned back against the wall of the van. He closed his eyes.

"It does not matter," he said. "You are just cargo now."

The van hit a bump. Mia swayed. She wrapped the blanket around her shoulders. It smelled of oil and men.

She closed her eyes. She saw the open door in her apartment. She saw the black square painting. She saw the blood on the dashboard.

The cage had not opened. The cage had just changed hands.

And outside the metal walls the rain continued to fall upon the grey city and the water ran down into the drains and carried the filth of the world away into the dark.
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​Chapter 2: The Vanishing
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The van moved through the veins of the city and Mia sat on the cold metal floor and she felt the vibration of the road in her teeth. The tires hummed on the wet asphalt. It was a low and steady sound. It was the sound of distance being put between who she was and who she was becoming.

The man sat opposite her. He did not move. He was a shadow in the dim light that bled in from the driver’s cabin. He watched her. His eyes were open but they did not blink often. He was like a statue carved from something harder than stone. He was like iron that had been left out in the rain.

Mia pulled the grey blanket tighter around her shoulders. The wool was scratchy and it smelled of diesel and old sweat. She did not care. The cold was a living thing in the van. It sought out the warmth of her skin and it tried to take it.

"Where are you taking me?" she asked.

The man did not answer. He did not shift his weight. He looked at her hands which were white knuckled on the blanket and he looked at her face which was pale and wet with rain.

"Is it money?" she asked. "My father will pay."

"Be quiet," he said.

It was not a shout. It was a statement of fact. It was a command that carried the weight of a heavy door closing.

She fell silent. She listened to the world outside. She heard the horns of cars and the siren of an ambulance fading in the distance. She heard the splash of water as the van hit puddles. She tried to map the turns in her head. Right. Then left. Then a long straightaway. But the city was a labyrinth and she was lost in its gut.

She thought of Silas. She thought of the red spray on the dashboard. It was a vivid image. It burned in her mind like a flare. She had known Silas for ten years. He had a wife named Martha and he liked to grow tomatoes in his garden in Queens. Now he was dead. He was meat in a car in the rain.

She felt a sickness rise in her throat. She swallowed it down. It tasted of bile and copper.

The van slowed. It turned sharply. Mia slid across the floor. She put out a hand to steady herself and she touched the man's boot. It was black leather and heavy. He did not pull away. He looked down at her hand on his boot and then he looked at her face.

"We are changing vehicles," he said.

"Why?"

"Because the van is burned. Because they will be looking for it."

The van stopped. The engine died. The silence that rushed in was sudden and loud.

The side door slid open.

They were in a garage. It was dark and it smelled of oil and concrete dust. The only light came from a single bulb hanging from the ceiling. It swung gently in the draft and the shadows swung with it.

The man got out. He reached for her.

"Come," he said.

Mia hesitated. She looked at the open door. She looked at the dark corners of the garage.

"Do not make me drag you," he said.

She scrambled to the edge of the van and she stepped down. Her legs were weak. They felt like water. She stumbled and he caught her. His hand was on her arm. It was a grip of steel. It was not painful but it was absolute.

He led her across the concrete floor. There was another car waiting. It was a sedan. Black. Nondescript. The trunk was open.

Mia stopped. She looked at the trunk. It was a black mouth.

"No," she said.

The man looked at her. He looked at the trunk and then he looked at the back seat.

"The windows are tinted," he said. "Get in the back."

She let out a breath she did not know she was holding. She got into the back seat. The leather was cold. The man closed the door. The sound was a dull thud.

He got into the driver’s seat. He started the engine. It was a quiet engine. A whisper.

He drove out of the garage and into the night.

The rain had not stopped. It fell in sheets. It blurred the world into streaks of grey and yellow. Mia pressed her face to the glass. She tried to see where they were.

They were near the water. She could see the dark expanse of the river. She could see the lights of the bridges strung like pearls against the black sky. They were heading towards the industrial district. The warehouses. The places where the city stored its secrets.

She closed her eyes. She thought of her father. He would be at the dinner now. He would be drinking wine and cutting meat. He would be smiling at his guests. When would he know? When Silas did not answer? When the police called?

Would he care?

She realized with a cold certainty that he would care about the insult. He would care that someone had taken something that belonged to him. He would not care about the fear in her chest. He would not care about the cold.

"You are making a mistake," she said to the back of the man's head. "He will kill you. He will kill everyone you know."

The man looked at her in the rearview mirror. His eyes were flat.

"He will try," the man said.

"You do not know him."

"I know him," the man said. "I know him better than you do."

He turned the radio on. It was low. Classical music. Violins and cellos weeping in the dark. It was a strange soundtrack for a kidnapping. It was too civilized. It made the violence feel orderly.

They drove for an hour. Maybe two. Time had lost its shape. It stretched and compressed.

Mia drifted. She was exhausted. The adrenaline was fading and it left her hollow. She watched the back of the man's neck. She watched his hands on the wheel. They were large hands. They held the wheel lightly. He drove with a terrifying calm.

They entered a tunnel. The lights overhead flashed by. Whack. Whack. Whack. Like the shutter of a camera.

When they emerged the city was different. The buildings were taller here. Newer. They were spikes of glass driven into the bedrock.

He drove into an underground parking structure. Down. Down. Down. The concrete walls spiraled past. Level P1. Level P2. Level P3.

The air grew heavy. It smelled of exhaust and damp earth.

He parked the car in a space marked with yellow paint. There were no other cars nearby. It was a desolate place. A concrete tomb.

He turned off the engine. He turned off the music.

"We are here," he said.

He got out and opened her door.

"Where
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​Chapter 3: The Tower
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The light that woke her was not the yellow light of the sun. It was a pale and diffused whiteness that filled the room like milk. It had no warmth in it. Mia opened her eyes and she looked at the ceiling. It was smooth and white and unblemished. There were no cracks in the plaster and there were no water stains to map into shapes of animals or monsters. It was a blank slate.

She lay still. The sheets were heavy and they smelled of lavender and starch. They were the sheets of a hotel or a hospital. She moved her legs and she felt the ache in her muscles. The memory of the van and the cold metal floor returned to her. It settled in her chest like a stone.

She sat up. The room was large. The furniture was sparse and made of dark wood and grey fabric. There was a dresser. A chair. A rug that looked like the skin of a wolf.

She got out of bed. The floor was heated. It was a subtle warmth that seeped into the soles of her feet. It felt unnatural. It felt like walking on the back of a sleeping animal.

She walked to the window. The glass floor-to-ceiling. She pressed her hand against it. It was thick. It was cold.

Outside there was nothing.

The city was gone. The world was gone. There was only the mist. Thick grey clouds rolled past the glass. They swirled and eddied like smoke. She was inside a cloud. She was floating in a void of vapor and silence.

She felt a vertigo spin in her head. She stepped back.

She went to the bathroom. She washed her face. She looked at herself in the mirror. Her eyes were dark circles in a pale face. She looked like a ghost. She looked like something that had been erased.

She brushed her teeth with a new toothbrush she found in a drawer. She brushed her hair with a silver brush. She put the grey clothes back on. The sweatpants. The t-shirt. They were soft and they hid her shape. She felt small inside them.

She opened the bedroom door.

The main room was vast. The light here was the same milky whiteness. The clouds pressed against the walls on three sides. It was like being in the lantern of a lighthouse that had drifted out to sea.

Kael was there.

He was sitting in the leather chair facing the window. He was reading a book. He wore a black t-shirt and black pants. His feet were bare.

He did not look up when she entered. He turned a page. The sound of the paper turning was loud in the silence.

Mia stood by the door. She watched him. He was a large man. Even sitting down he took up space. His arms were thick with muscle and corded with veins. There was a tattoo on his left forearm. It was faint and faded. It looked like a series of numbers or coordinates.

"There is coffee," he said.

He did not turn his head. His voice was deep and flat.

Mia looked at the kitchen area. There was a stainless steel pot on the counter. There was a mug.

She walked to the counter. She poured the coffee. Her hand shook slightly and a drop of dark liquid splashed onto the white marble. She wiped it away with her thumb.

She took the mug and she walked to the window. She stood far away from him.

"Where are we?" she asked.

"Manhattan," he said.

"I cannot see the city."

"We are above it."

"How high?"

"High enough."

She sipped the coffee. It was strong and bitter. It scalded her tongue.

"What happens now?" she asked.

He closed the book. He laid it on his lap. He turned the chair slowly to face her.

His face was different in the daylight. It was harder. The lines around his eyes were deep. The scar through his eyebrow was white against his tan skin. He looked like a man who had seen too much war and not enough peace.

"Now we wait," he said.

"For what?"

"For your father to make a move."

"He will look for me."

"He is looking," Kael said. "He has men turning over every stone in the Bronx. He has men beating up snitches in Queens. He thinks you were taken by the Russians. Or the Albanians."

"He will find out it was you."

" eventually," he said. "But by then it will not matter."

He stood up. He moved with a grace that was surprising for his size. He walked to the kitchen. He opened the refrigerator.

"You should eat," he said.

"I am not hungry."

"Eat anyway."

He took out a carton of eggs. A loaf of bread. Butter. He set them on the counter.

"Do you cook?" he asked.

"Yes."

"Then cook."

He walked back to the chair and sat down. He picked up his book.

Mia looked at the eggs. She looked at him.

"I am not your servant," she said.

He did not look up. "No. You are my guest. But I do not cook. So if you want hot food you will make it."

Mia felt a flash of anger. It was a hot spark in the cold grey room. She wanted to throw the eggs at the wall. She wanted to scream.

But she did not. She was a survivor. She had survived her father’s house by being quiet. By being useful. By being invisible.

She cracked the eggs into a bowl. She beat them with a fork. The sound was rhythmic. Clack. Clack. Clack.

She found a pan. She put it on the stove. She melted the butter. The smell of it filled the air. It was a homey smell. It did not belong in this glass cage.

She made the eggs. She toasted the bread. She put it all on two plates.

She carried the plates to the table.

"It is ready," she said.

Kael stood up. He came to the table. He sat down.

He ate efficiently. He did not speak. He did not look at her. He focused on the food as if it were a task to be completed.

Mia ate slowly. The food tasted like ash in her mouth. She watched him.

"Why me?" she asked.

He stopped eating. He looked at her.

"Because you are the only thing he loves," he said.

Mia laughed. It was a bitter sound. "You are wrong. He does not love anything. He loves his reputation. He loves his power."

"He loves you," Kael said. "In his way. You are his blood. You are his legacy. He sees himself in you."

"He sees a bargaining chip."

"Perhaps," Kael said. "But a man will burn a city for a bargaining chip if it is valuable enough."

He finished his meal. He stood up and took his plate to the sink. He rinsed it.

"There are books on the shelves," he said. "There is a television but it is not connected to the network. There are movies on the hard drive. Do not try to access the internet. The system is air-gapped."

"What about a phone?"

"No phone."

"I need to call him."

"No."

"Just to tell him I am alive."

"He knows you are alive. If you were dead we would have sent him a piece of you."

Mia stared at him. The brutality of the words hung in the air.

"You are a monster," she said.

He looked at her. His expression did not change.

"I am a soldier," he said. "The difference is only which side of the gun you are standing on."

He walked towards the elevator.

"Where are you going?" she asked. A sudden panic seized her. The thought of being alone in this cloud-wrapped tower was terrifying.

"I have work," he said. "I will be downstairs."

"Downstairs?"

"There is a gym. An office. Do not try to follow. The elevator will not work for you."

He pressed his thumb to the sensor. The doors opened. He stepped inside. The doors closed.

He was gone.

Mia was alone again.

She walked to the elevator. She pressed the button. Nothing happened. She pressed her thumb to the sensor. The light blinked red. A soft chime sounded. Access denied.

She hit the door with her fist. It was solid steel under the wood paneling. It hurt her hand.

She turned back to the room.

She began to pace. She walked the perimeter of the glass box. She counted her steps. Fifty steps from the kitchen to the window. Thirty steps from the window to the bedroom door.

She looked out at the mist. It was thinning slightly. She could see vague shapes below. The tops of other buildings. They looked like islands in a grey sea.

She felt like she was on a different planet. A planet of silence and ice.
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