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            Part One
The Setup


         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Prologue


         
         
            New York City, Waldorf Astoria Hotel, 8:03 a.m.
            

         

         I opened my eyes to find my hands were caked in blood, and I had no idea why.

         
         More blood stained the Egyptian cotton sheets on top of me.

         
         I swung my feet out of bed and onto the deep-pile cream carpet, hands motionless in midair. A nosebleed in the night was a
            possibility, though that hadn’t happened since I was ten years old. Thirty-five years ago. Urgently, I checked my body—all
            six foot four inches. Some of my scars were courtesy of my service as a paratrooper in the French Foreign Legion. Others from
            being an American and British spy. None of the scars were ruptured.
         

         
         On my right arm was a tiny cut. Maybe I had scratched the area and broken skin while sleeping. It was the only laceration
            on my flesh, but that wouldn’t account for the quantity of blood.
         

         
         A warm breeze came through the open windows and swirled around the room, which was furnished with art deco paintings, velvet
            drapes, upholstered furniture, and a television atop an oak cabinet crammed with fine wines and single malts. A corridor led
            to the closed bathroom door. The bedroom windows had been shut when I went to bed.
         

         
         Nothing made sense.

         
         The bathroom door had been open last night. Perhaps I’d stumbled in there half asleep to relieve myself, shutting the door
            on my way out. I didn’t know. But I was awake now and my mind had finally kicked into gear.
         

         
         I opened the bathroom door and turned the light on.

         
         The sight that greeted me was like a heavyweight punch to the face.

         
         In the bathtub was a smartly dressed woman—short brown hair, Caucasian. She’d been shot twice in the back of the head at close
            range with bullets that were sufficiently powerful to leave savage exit wounds.
         

         
         Her face was an obliterated mess. Within the confines of the tub, her limbs were contorted, her body twisted, the result of
            a sudden jerk of movement during instant death.
         

         
         I stayed still, silent, because I’d had too much experience of death to express my emotions. But internally, adrenaline and
            panic were kicking in big-time.
         

         
         I looked everywhere for something to tell me what had happened.

         
         Judging by her attire, the woman could have been one of the hotel’s hundreds of wealthy guests or numerous management staff.
            One of her hands was resting on the side of the tub. She wasn’t wearing wedding and engagement rings, but normally did. Neither
            had previously been taken off for some time, judging by the buildup of fat around the place where they should have been. They
            were gone now.
         

         
         On the floor beneath her hand was an MK23 pistol with a sound suppressor attached. It was a weapon used by specialists. It’s
            a good gun—zero recoil. Why was it there? Who had left it there? The woman had bruises on her wrists, and one shoe heel was
            broken off. It was clear to me that she’d futilely fought before death and was placed here while alive, held down, and shot
            dead. How could I have slept through this? Had I been drugged? This body had been killed and placed here for a reason.
         

         
         To implicate me.

         
         After washing the blood off my hands, I examined everything in the crime scene—little bottles of Ferragamo perfumed soap on
            the side of the bath, mostly unused, those open done so by me the night before; blood on walls, floor too, and underneath
            the woman’s fingernails.
         

         
         A bloody handprint was on the wall of tile. I held my hand against it and saw its shape and size exactly matched my own. Next
            to it were five red fingerprints. I dashed into the bedroom, opened my pen, and poured ink into a cup. After dipping one set
            of fingers into the ink, I pressed them against a sheet of hotel paper. In the bathroom, I held the sheet next to the fingerprints
            on the wall. A perfect match. It was my fingerprints on that wall.
         

         
         My life was ruined by the scene in the bathroom. Torn apart, turned to shit.

         
         But ruined by me? I wondered if I’d gone insane. My recollection of how I’d spent the evening before might have been a deliberate
            false memory. I hadn’t spent a quiet night of solitary reflection in my hotel room, making plans for my future. Instead, perhaps
            I’d met the woman in the hotel bar and asked her up to my room to join me for a drink. And then? Then she said something that
            set me off. A naïve or sarcastic comment that triggered memories of past traumas. It wasn’t the woman’s fault; she was just
            in the wrong place at the wrong time. Regardless, my ordinarily superb moral compass was sent into a helter-skelter spin of
            confused anger and revenge against the person I’d become. After a life of protecting people and getting no thanks in return,
            I’d gotten pissed off by something the woman in the bathtub had said. Maybe I shot her. Simple as that.
         

         
         That would make me a good man turned crazed lunatic. A person pushed over the edge. A man who needed to be put behind bars
            forever, while receiving treatment for a brain that was firing on the wrong cylinders. The death penalty might be a better
            way out.
         

         
         I picked up the pistol, checked its magazine, pulled back the workings, and sniffed the barrel. At least one bullet had recently
            exited the handgun. Eight bullets remained in the gun. I hadn’t smuggled a pistol into America. This was not my weapon.
         

         
         I had to hand myself in to the police. I would tell them I didn’t think I’d killed the woman, and certainly had no recollection
            of doing so, but there was every possibility that I was a lying madman. The chances that I would be found not guilty were
            slim to nonexistent. Detectives would probe into my background and would get just enough information on my exploits to conclude
            that their prisoner was a man who’d been instructed to kill far too many times. Motive: acute mental disorder brought about
            by cumulative traumas. Victim: a random member of the human race. And while I was investigated, I’d be kept in a cage with
            no chance to establish the truth.
         

         
         Thing was, though, I knew my own mind.

         
         I kill people who need to be killed.

         
         I didn’t shoot the woman.

         
         I couldn’t trust the police to help me understand what had happened here. For them it would be a no-brainer. I would be guilty
            as charged.
         

         
         There was no one I could trust.

         
         I needed to move quickly. After dressing in jeans, boots, T-shirt, sweater, and jacket, I grabbed only essential items and
            shoved them into a small backpack, together with the pistol. I removed my cell phone battery and smashed the phone into pieces,
            collecting all debris and dumping it into a shower cap. When far away from here, I’d dispose of the destroyed phone.
         

         
         And getting away from here was now my absolute priority.

         
         But I hesitated.

         
         I touched the fresh cut on my arm as I looked at the woman’s bloody nails. She’d scratched me, I was sure. I put the tips
            of my fingers against hers. I knew I shouldn’t have done so, but I was convinced my DNA was already all over the scene. Almost
            certainly my prints were on the gun. I kept my hand against hers because I needed the faceless corpse to know that someone
            really cared about what had happened.
         

         
         I hated leaving her.

         
         The vast hotel lobby had a marble floor with potted plants and rows of golden pillars that were illuminated by huge crystal
            chandeliers. Numerous guests were checking in or out or heading to breakfast. It was a civilized place. I was innocent of
            what had happened in room 1944, but I felt like a guilty murderer. This wasn’t the place for me. Getting out of here was all
            that mattered.
         

         
         The concierge glanced up from his computer, smiled, and walked from behind his desk directly toward me. He was carrying a
            clipboard and a small parcel.
         

         
         He blocked my path, held up the parcel, and said, “This came for you in the early hours. Hand delivered. We were going to
            run it up to your room today. Still can, if you like. Or you can take it now.”
         

         
         Nobody apart from hotel staff knew I was in the Waldorf. The parcel was a small cardboard box, though big enough to contain
            a bomb that would obliterate me. I wondered whether I should take the parcel far away from here and dump it in a deserted
            field. But somebody had dragged a woman into my room, shot her, and exited without killing me. He’d have killed me then if
            he wanted.
         

         
         I opened the box.

         
         Inside was a hardcover encyclopedia. I flicked though the first pages. Printed in 1924 by a publishing house I’d never heard
            of, almost certainly the book was long ago out of print. As I rifled through the book I came across the brief handwritten
            note.
         

         
         
            
               
                  The classifieds section of the Washington Post. Not available online; only print copies. Tomorrow’s edition.

               

            

         
         “Just need you to sign for this.” The concierge handed me his clipboard and pen. “Hope you’re having a great day,” he added,
            his smile broadening.
         

         
         I took the clipboard and wrote my name.

         
         Will Cochrane.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 1


         
         The Romanian cleaner was crying as she jogged down the nineteenth-floor corridor alongside the Waldorf’s head of security.
            She didn’t know the man by her side. He was serious, an ex-NYPD cop, she’d heard, and had the demeanor of someone who’d been
            waiting for a moment like this so that he could kick into action and do something other than hushing rowdy guests. She was
            in her cleaning apron and flat shoes. He was in a dark suit and had an earpiece, making him look like the Secret Service men
            she’d seen in movies.
         

         
         They reached the room where the Do Not Disturb sign had hung on the door all day. It was only ten minutes ago that the cleaner
            had knocked on the door again, heard no response, and entered.
         

         
         That’s when she’d screamed.

         
         The head of security told her to stay in the corridor, used a universal swipe card to enter the room, and walked into the
            bathroom.
         

         
         The ex-cop had never seen anything like this.

         
          

         As the Amtrak train turned on a bend in the tracks, Philadelphia became visible in the distance. I’d disappear in the city
            for one night. Spending any longer here would be suicidal. Nowhere was safe.
         

         
         I’d pretended to sleep for most of the journey in the full train car, head bowed low, jacket hood up, and arms folded as if
            I was hugging myself warm rather than keeping one hand close to the murder weapon I’d taken from the bathroom. A tired kid
            called Andy was sitting next to me. Mom was sitting opposite her son, her accent from North Carolina, I was sure; a patient
            woman who spoke to Andy in a noncondescending yet commanding tone.
         

         
         Next to her was a jerk called Kevin, who was almost certainly hated by the U.S. Marine Corps, though he was a marine. Regulation
            marine haircut, a new tattoo on his sinewy forearm, and a mouth that blathered in all directions to other travelers. He was
            getting promoted to corporal, he told everyone, because he knew his shit. Discipline—he pumped his chest as he looked at Andy—was
            his savior. The Corps, God, America, ten Buds, and warm thighs made him tick, ooh-rah, y’all—in that frickin’ order, you get?
         

         
         Single Mom clearly didn’t take to Kevin. “Please, young man. No language like that in front of my son.”

         
         The marine wasn’t bothered. “Ma’am, your son hears worse at school. And he’ll hear a darn sight worse when he’s grown some
            balls.”
         

         
         I opened my eyes.

         
         No doubt Andy’s mom was worried. Kevin had a grin on his face and an unstoppable tongue. Mom glanced at the rear of the car,
            probably wondering whether she should grab her son and leave.
         

         
         I leaned forward, silent because I didn’t want to draw attention to myself. But I stared at Kevin.

         
         The action worked. It got the marine’s attention away from other passengers.

         
         Kevin said, “Guys like you don’t know what it’s like to be in the Corps.”

         
         I didn’t. But I did know how to do a HALO parachute jump from thirty thousand feet, run across snow-covered mountains with
            an orange boiler suit on and a hunter-killer squad with dogs on my trail, twist a man’s neck until his body becomes limp,
            and make a car explode.
         

         
         Kevin had the look of a man who thought he’d won the day. That was all I needed. He was pacified. Calmer. A guy who thought
            he dominated everyone around him with his masculinity. I wanted that for the sake of the folks next to me. The alternative
            would have been to punch him in the throat and leave him gasping for breath. I’ve done that many times to men far bigger than
            Kevin. But I didn’t want to draw attention to myself. More important, the kid next to me didn’t need to see the results of
            that action.
         

         
         The train stopped. I watched Single Mom and her son exit, then picked up my things and stared at Kevin. I smiled as I towered
            over him. He was silent. I knew why. He now realized he was out of his league. I got off the train and walked through the
            station.
         

         
          

         The Waldorf Astoria’s room 1944 was officially a crime scene.

         
         The hotel’s head of security was loitering in the corridor. In the room were two forensics officers, head to toe in white
            coveralls, masks over their mouths, rubber gloves changed each time they touched something. It was only ten minutes ago that
            they’d let Detectives Józef Kopański and Thyme Painter back into the room.
         

         
         Always in a bleached shirt and immaculate suit when working, Kopański—a rangy man with silver hair and not an ounce of fat on his imposing frame—had a face that was half handsome and half
            mutilated from nitric acid, and callused hands, the size of shovels and as strong as clamps, that could quickly put any bullet
            where it needed to be. Joe Cop Killer, his colleagues called him behind his back but not to his face, a nickname derived from
            the time he’d entered a house alone and with pinpoint accuracy shot a dangerous sheriff who was strung out on meth and was
            pointing a gun at his wife’s head.
         

         
         Compared to Kopański, whose parents were impoverished immigrants, Painter’s background couldn’t have been more different. Her parents were
            investment bankers and she was a graduate of Stanford. She’d had options on Capitol Hill, but went to West Point and graduated
            at the top of her class. Three years later, she was a helicopter Night Stalker for the 160th SOAR. Her career ended when she’d
            offloaded five DEVGRU SEALs in Afghanistan and saw that another chopper on her six had been locked on by a SAM. To save the
            other helo, which contained more SEALs, she’d flown into the path of the missile. Doctors saved her life but not her leg.
            She joked that the stress of having an artificial limb kept her weight down.
         

         
         Both single, Kopański and Painter formed a tireless unit who broke more murder cases than the rest of Manhattan’s precincts combined.
         

         
         The forensics team told them that the blood prints in the bathroom matched prints elsewhere in the room, meaning it was almost
            certain that the guest staying in 1944 was the murderer; the prints would be sent off for analysis along with all other samples.
         

         
         Kopański moved left and said nothing as Painter leaned in from behind him and placed her face by the bloody handprints on the bathroom
            wall. She moved from one place to another, silent, shooting only the quickest of occasional glances at Kopański to let him know she was on the case and getting signals, as she called her methodology. She saw a powerful man, grip as
            strong as Kopański’s, holding the victim with one hand, pumping bullets into the back of her skull with the other.
         

         
         Painter touched Kopański’s shoulder.
         

         
         The big Polish American sensed the killer in the room, an electric feeling of immediacy that heightened every nerve-shredding
            instinct. He had been here. He’d kill you now if he still were. The murderer had washed in the bathroom, cleaning himself
            up after the death of an innocent woman. Killers are two a dime, serial killers a slight notch up only because their deranged
            personalities and get-away-with-it track record hold fascination. But this killer was different—he’d killed with brutal efficiency,
            yet had been sloppy by leaving his prints and DNA all over the crime scene.
         

         
         According to the hotel, the room occupant was an English guy called Will Cochrane.

         
         Both detectives wondered if he was a pro who didn’t care whether the world knew he’d gone mad.

         
          

         The taxi dropped me outside the Holiday Inn Express in Penn’s Landing, Philadelphia. When the car was out of sight, I turned
            away from the hotel, walking through the city, which was wet and cold despite the last vestiges of summer lingering in the
            air. I stopped by an ATM, withdrew the maximum limit allowed by my bank, and moved on until I found a cheap hotel on Spruce
            Street, near the center of the city. After paying for a room up front in cash, I went to my room and held my head in my hands
            while sitting on the bed. It seemed only minutes ago that I’d sat on my Waldorf bed and stared at my bloody hands.
         

         
         Traveling between New York and Philadelphia had kept me preoccupied with the urgency of fleeing and hiding. My next destination
            was eight hundred miles southwest, the home of twin ten-year-old boys. They were the reason I was in the States. Their parents
            were friends of mine and had been murdered. I’d planned to adopt the boys and start a new life in America. After months of
            preparation, today I was supposed to visit a law firm in NYC to sign adoption papers. I’d intended to have a new life, give
            the boys the security and love they so needed, start working as a teacher at their school, and be a parent. Their father was
            a former SEAL who’d worked with me. Many times he’d saved my life. It was my duty to look after his remaining family.
         

         
         I opened the encyclopedia and reread the note. Tomorrow I’d get a copy of the Washington Post and scan the classifieds section. Focus on that, I told myself. The note had been written by the murderer, of that I was
            in no doubt. I’d know what my opponent was made of in a few hours. If he revealed his hand and implicated himself, I’d mail
            the Post and encyclopedia to the feds, telling them I was an innocent man who couldn’t give himself up just yet.
         

         
         I clung to the hope that it would pan out that way.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2


         
         At seven fifty-five the following morning, Painter and Kopański walked quickly across the Waldorf Astoria’s palatial lobby, focused but tired. The night had been intense and sleepless.
         

         
         Despite the early hour, the hotel was brimming, much as it would have been when the occupant of room 1944 escaped. But today,
            approximately forty people in the hotel weren’t guests or staff; they were journalists, some homegrown, broadsheet and tabloid,
            others representatives of foreign press organizations. All of them were heading to the lobby-level Empire Room, where Lieutenant
            Pat Brody of the Office of the Deputy Commissioner, Public Information, was about to read verbatim what Kopański and Painter had written an hour earlier.
         

         
         Kopański had wanted to stage the NYPD press briefing somewhere more public in the hotel. News coverage of the briefing needed to
            show the hotel in order for the crime to become real in people’s minds and for potential witnesses to unlock vital information
            hidden in their memories.
         

         
         Journalists agreed, though for different reasons. This was hot press material, not because there was yet another killing in
            New York, but because it had taken place somewhere as swanky as the Waldorf. They wanted the Q&A to be held in front of the
            hotel or in the lobby. Understandably, hotel management didn’t take kindly to the prospect of their hotel being advertised
            as the site of a brutal crime. They insisted on a discreet meeting room so the press briefing wouldn’t scare off guests.
         

         
         Brody took the podium. Journalists were in their seats in the Empire, lined up, chomping at the bit. Painter and Kopański stood at the back of the Edwardian room, eyeing its crystal chandeliers, drapes surmounted by gold swags, ceiling spot
            lamps, and brown carpet in the pattern of a maze.
         

         
         “Ladies and gentlemen, good morning.” Brody was in uniform; he had been on the force for twenty years.

         
         Murmurs from the press.

         
         Brody read out the detectives’ script: short sentences, written with precision by the detectives so there could be no misinterpretation.

         
         “The night before last, a murder took place in room 1944 of this hotel. The victim was shot twice in the back of the head
            with an MK23 pistol. Probably the pistol was sound suppressed, though we can’t be sure at present. The murder weapon was not
            left at the scene. The identity of the victim is still unknown, though we’re certain she’s not a hotel guest or member of
            staff. We’re running traces on her DNA and fingerprints in our national databases. We’ll know soon who she is. We have one
            suspect: the occupant of room 1944. An Englishman. Forty-five years old. Estimated height six feet, four inches. Athletic
            build, according to this hotel. Short-cropped, graying blond hair. One eye green, the other blue. We’ve got information packs
            for you all at the table by the door. In there are hotel scans of the suspect’s passport when he checked in and his photograph.
            Also a description of the clothes he was last seen wearing. You have our permission to replicate and print anything in the
            pack. We have an ongoing murder investigation. It’s complex. Motive is unclear. Details about victim and suspect are needed.
            Rest assured: the detectives in charge of the investigation have moved very fast. The city is on alert, and all East Coast
            police and sheriff’s departments are cooperating in the manhunt. Are there any questions?”
         

         
         The questions fired at him were all the same.

         
         “Who are the detectives in charge?” asked a reporter from CNN.

         
         Brody looked at the two cops at the back of the room. “Our best.”

         
         “And the suspect?” From NBC.

         
         Brody replied, “William Cochrane. We want to interview him. If anyone sees him, telephone the police. Don’t engage with him,
            talk to him, or assume he’s innocent. In fact, assume he’s extremely dangerous.”
         

         
          

         It was mid-morning as I walked through central Philadelphia, having checked out of my hotel sixty minutes earlier. People
            around me were dashing for cover from the wind and rain, and vehicles with headlights on were splashing through puddles. I
            was wearing jeans, boots, and a Windbreaker, and had my small backpack slung over one shoulder. I wanted to blend in, but
            felt as if everyone was looking at me. When operating as a spy, I’d been on the run in many overseas locations. This was different.
            I had no place to run to. No place of safety to reach.
         

         
         At a newsstand, I bought a copy of the Washington Post. The woman’s body in room 1944 would have been discovered the previous day, I knew. The issue was how quickly the police
            would make my name public. I entered a small café near the entrance to the sprawling outdoor Italian Market, ordered a coffee,
            and sat in the corner of the room. Also here were a young couple browsing their iPads, a street vendor who was standing by
            the counter and chatting up a pretty waitress, and an old woman.
         

         
         The Post on the table, I turned to the classifieds section. My eyes locked on an ad that made no sense. Its heading was honor our fallen hero. In the text below were only numbers.
         

         
         
            7(9), 18(47), 2(3), 91(78), 45(102), 29(271), 77(59), 1(33), 531(84), 531(85), 4(26), 1(32), 11(84), 243(301).

         

         I glanced at the other occupants of the café. They were all still preoccupied with their drinks and activities. I pulled out
            the encyclopedia and a pen. I wanted the newspaper to make sense of all this shit, even if I knew that answers could make
            matters infinitely worse.
         

         
         My guess was that the numbers in the ad were page numbers, with the number in parentheses referring to a word on the page.
            I set to work, heart racing yet mind focused. Within two minutes, I knew my instinct about the code was probably correct.
            On page 7 in the encyclopedia, the ninth word was “I’ve.” I continued cross-referring the numbers in the ad with pages and
            words in the book.
         

         
         The code was simple, but without the old encyclopedia in hand as the key to match the code, it would be impossible to break.
            And its creator was very clever, because there was no mention of me, nor anything else incriminating.
         

         
         He was taunting me.

         
         With the header in place, the ad read:

         
         
            Honor Our Fallen Hero. I’ve waited. Now you have my cold dish. More tomorrow.

         

         The message was clear.

         
         Honor our fallen hero. Was this a reference to me? Did he see me as a onetime hero who was now on the run because of him? And if so, how did he know
            I was once a hero?
         

         
         I’ve waited. Now you have my cold dish. This was about revenge. And, like all revenge, best served cold.
         

         
         Tomorrow there would be another message in the Post.
         

         
         Someone had set me up for murder. But why and who?

         
         I looked up. The iPad couple was separated. Girl still at the table, her device open on a Fox News headline. And my face on
            the screen. Her guy on his cell in the street, looking anxiously at his girlfriend while talking rapid inaudible words, clearly
            calling for help. So it was out there. I was now a hunted man and I had to get out of there—fast.
         

         
         I left cash on the table for my drink and exited the café. The moment I’d seen the dead woman in the bathtub, I knew that
            the media would be all over the story because of the venue. And the publicity on news networks and their online portals wouldn’t
            end today. Tomorrow the print newspapers would be running their headlines, keeping the story alive.
         

         
         I passed the young man on the phone, not too close but near enough to catch his reaction and to hear his voice. The man was
            a rabbit in headlights when he saw me looking directly at him. There was no doubt about what was going on here.
         

         
         I walked away from him, keeping a steady pace down Ninth, dodging shoppers idling under the awnings of cafés and restaurants,
            cheese sellers, bakeries, and butchers. A group of European tourists were being led in the center of the street by an American
            guide holding a stick in the air and looking miserable in the wet weather. They stopped by a fishmonger. I attached myself
            to the rear of the group, turned to look back up the street, and saw two cops on foot walking diagonally from one side of
            the street to the other. They were a hundred yards away, hands on holsters and radio mics.
         

         
         The tourist group moved on, me with them, hoping that the guide was going to announce that they were done with the market
            and needed to now walk quickly to another part of Philadelphia. Instead, the guide instructed everyone to take an hour’s break
            to browse and shop. Quickly, I moved to the head of the group before it dispersed, putting tourists between me and the cops.
            I walked fast, praying to God that the cops didn’t spot me and order me to freeze.
         

         
         If that happened, South Ninth Street would become chaos.

         
         I reached the end of the market and stopped, lifting an orange from a display and sniffing it while looking back down the
            street. The cops were visible, now two hundred yards away and stationary while one of them was speaking on his radio. A false
            alarm, I hoped they were telling their base. But the sound of police sirens told me that was not how it was being perceived.
            NYPD had moved faster than I’d expected, getting the media involved so quickly. I had to assume that the murder investigators
            would take today’s sighting as a genuine lead.
         

         
         I needed to get the hell out of Philly.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3


         
         Thyme Painter and Joe Kopański entered the Manhattan Midtown North Precinct’s interview room and sat opposite Marty Fleet from the U.S. Attorney General’s
            office and a guy in his fifties called Phil.
         

         
         Fleet was a thirty-six-year-old lawyer, good-looking, with expensive clothes, dentistry that made his permanent smile gleam,
            hair coifed in the style of a 1920s golf pro, and the ready charm prevalent among those who don’t need to worry about grubby
            matters such as job security, bills, and bad genes. A Yale graduate, he was on the fast track to one day potentially become
            the “AG,” as Fleet referred to his boss. But despite appearances, he wasn’t a country-club WASP. His parents were blue-collar
            workers. They’d killed each other in a drunken argument when he was sixteen. His older sister had to look after him. Ten years
            later, she’d suffered a terrible climbing accident, leaving her wheelchair bound and brain damaged. Fleet had looked after
            his sister ever since.
         

         
         There was more to Fleet than met the eye, but he could still be ruthless and Machiavellian. The detectives had to be careful
            around him.
         

         
         “I saw this guy Will Cochrane on the news this morning.” Fleet’s smile almost drew the detectives’ attention away from his
            flickering eyes, which were mentally undressing them. “I decided the AG’s office should be aware if New York’s finest know
            which side’s up on this.”
         

         
         “Meaning?” Painter held his gaze.

         
         “Meaning, tell me what you think you know.”

         
         “We’re detectives, meaning it’s foolish to start an investigation thinking you know what’s happened.” Kopański wanted to cut the crap. “Who’s Phil, and why are you both here?”
         

         
         Phil said nothing.

         
         And Fleet didn’t fully answer. “Phil’s an associate, and we’re here to get some nuts-and-bolts data on the Waldorf murder.”

         
         “Why?” Painter was trying to get the measure of the man in the room who was silent. He was portly, balding on top, wearing
            a suit, with half-rim glasses on a chain resting on his chest, and was watching the detectives intently. “Is there something
            about our case we should know about? Victim, suspect, circumstances? If there is, you’d better spit it out.”
         

         
         “Nuts-and-bolts data,” the lawyer repeated.

         
         “You’ve read the news. The public statement was prepared by us. That’s the data.”

         
         Fleet sighed. “Come on, Thyme, Joe. We’ve done this too many times to put up barriers. There’s a reason we’re here, and I’ll
            come to that, but I just want inside track.”
         

         
         Kopański didn’t buy Fleet’s we’re-in-this-together tactic. “Prints taken from documents William Cochrane signed when he checked
            into the Waldorf, and from elsewhere in his hotel room, exactly match those all over the crime scene. Ditto DNA we got from
            a leftover sandwich he dumped in his room’s trash and from the neck of a bottle of mineral water. We don’t know who the woman
            is. We’re running her autopsy results through local and national databases, plus we’re hoping her family or friends get in
            touch with us.”
         

         
         Painter added, “Nothing on motive, though that will become clearer when we’ve ID’d the victim and find out who this guy Cochrane
            is. I’ve put a call in to Scotland Yard. Their Met Police is investigating. Nothing back from them yet. What I can say is . . .”
            Painter frowned. “The crime scene is odd.”
         

         
         Fleet said, “Odd?”

         
         “Odd because the killing was clinical and absolute. Two bullets in the back of the head to be sure of death. A professional
            killing. And yet, the scene was sloppy. A pro wouldn’t have left so many traces, unless . . .”
         

         
         “Unless?”

         
         It was Kopański who finished the sentence. “Unless he didn’t care. The victim may have been a casual encounter, a colleague, a lover.
            Doesn’t matter. What does is that Cochrane’s mind broke in that room. Gun’s pulled out, he holds her down in the bathtub,
            she struggles but ain’t going anywhere, double tap in the back of the skull, job done.”
         

         
         Painter added, “And then he realizes what’s just happened. Instinct’s done its bit; now it’s time to face the music.”

         
         Kopański. “But if he gives himself up, that’s him in a box for the rest of his life.”
         

         
         “Too much time to dwell on the demons.”

         
         “Impossible to clean up the hotel room, but he doesn’t worry about covering his tracks.”

         
         “He didn’t know it was going to be today, but he suspected a day like this was going to happen sometime soon.”

         
         “It was his way out. Escape from whatever shitty life he’s had.”

         
         “So he just leaves, thankful the nightmares in his brain are soon going to finally be over.”

         
         Fleet asked, “You think he’s going to take his own life?”

         
         Both detectives nodded while Kopański asked, “What has any of this has got to do with the attorney general’s office?”
         

         
         Fleet pointed at the man next to him. “Philip Knox. Central Intelligence Agency.”

         
         The detectives said nothing as Knox placed his spectacles on the tip of his nose. “Cochrane’s ex-MI6. MI6 is Britain’s spy
            agency, equivalent to the CIA. He was their lead field operative for fifteen years.”
         

         
         “How do you know this?” Kopański didn’t like Knox one bit.
         

         
         The senior Agency man replied, “For the last five years Cochrane was a joint asset with us.”

         
         “Doing what?”

         
         “That’s confidential, Detective Painter.” Knox smiled. “I can tell you he was the West’s prime operative used for our most complex and risky operations. The
            Brits put him through a twelve-month highly classified training and assessment program—only him. All previous applicants had
            failed the course or died on it. Somehow, he passed. He’s a very resourceful man. Joined the French Foreign Legion straight
            from school. Served as a paratrooper before passing selection into special forces. Was handpicked to do deniable black ops
            work for French Intelligence.”
         

         
         “Black ops?”

         
         “Assassinations.” Knox continued. “After five years in the army, he went to Cambridge University and gained a double first-class
            degree. Then he was approached by MI6. Other than what I’ve just told you, we restrict this conversation to matters pertinent
            to your investigation. Ask me relevant questions. I’ll answer what I can.”
         

         
         The detectives took it in turn to pose their questions.

         
         “Is he still MI6-CIA?”

         
         “No, he retired a year ago after his cover was blown by one of our own.”

         
         “Firearms trained?”

         
         “To the highest standard.”

         
         “A killer?”

         
         “Define.”

         
         “Does he enjoy killing?”

         
         “He hates it. Or, at least, he did. But he’s exceptionally good at it.”

         
         “How far did you push him?”

         
         Knox paused before answering the question. “His CIA and MI6 controllers are dead. They’d be able to answer your question with
            accuracy.”
         

         
         “But you’ll have some idea. Was he driven too hard?”

         
         “With his blessing. He wanted to get the job done.”

         
         “No matter what?”

         
         “Precisely.”

         
         “Skills involve disappearing?”

         
         “The very best skills, but this will be a test for Cochrane. Even operatives as capable as him can’t survive for long if there’s
            no purpose and they’re unloved.”
         

         
         “Unloved?”

         
         “Being out of service and wanted for murder.”

         
         “You think he’s snapped?”

         
         “Yes.”

         
         “Why?”

         
         Knox answered, “Because he’s no longer serving the greater good. All the bad stuff we made him do will be catching up with
            him.”
         

         
         Painter asked, “What resources does he have? Fake ID? Local assets who can help him? Exit routes out of the country? Anything
            that will hinder our investigation?”
         

         
         “Nothing.”

         
         “Nothing?”

         
         “We fucked him on that because he’s no longer one of ours. He’s alone. Very alone.”
         

         
         “And that’s how you treat your former employees, is it?”

         
         Knox smiled.

         
         Painter: “Any idea why he was in New York?”

         
         “None whatsoever. Possibly freelance work.”

         
         “The identity of the victim?”

         
         “No idea.” Knox cleaned his glasses. “Don’t underestimate what you’re up against. No matter who’s the smartest woman or man
            in the room, he’s smarter. He doesn’t relate to people like us. He’s a dog. We were his master. We don’t love him anymore,
            and we kicked him out of our backyard to fend for himself. Now he can be who he really is.”
         

         
         “A scavenging mutt?” Kopański’s dislike of Knox was increasing by the second.
         

         
         Knox laughed. “In time, exactly. Here’s my number.” He handed across a card. “Call me anytime. And keep me posted on progress.
            I’d like your cell numbers.”
         

         
         After the detectives handed over their business cards, Painter said to Fleet, “There is every chance this will escalate, possibly
            spilling over into other states. If Cochrane commits crimes outside of our jurisdiction, this could get messy.”
         

         
         Fleet was nonchalant as he answered, “If that happens, we wheel in the feds.”

         
         “No way.”

         
         The lawyer sternly responded, “That’s how it works.”

         
         “Not if you make an exception,” interjected Kopański. “Whatever happens, it started on our patch and we’re the investigating officers. We need primacy throughout, regardless
            of jurisdiction.”
         

         
         “Joe, you know I can’t—”

         
         “Of course you can. You have that authority.”

         
         Fleet was about to kick back.

         
         But, to his surprise, Philip Knox gestured for him to cool it. “I don’t see why that would be a problem. In any case, these
            are the best NYPD detectives. Why make their life harder?”
         

         
         Fleet was deep in thought. “Okay, but don’t piss off other state PDs.”

         
         Painter smiled. “And we’d like the primacy authority in writing from the attorney general.”

         
         Fleet sighed. “Okay, okay. I’ll fax it over to you later today.” He was actually glad that Painter and Kopański had made a stand on this point. They were the best NYPD detectives.
         

         
         Kopański leaned forward, looking directly at Knox. “Cochrane’s presumably armed, carrying the pistol that he used to kill the woman.
            Maybe he’s got other weapons. Tell me something: If we trap him, will he shoot back at us?”
         

         
         The CIA officer checked his watch, glanced at Fleet, and replied, “I’m not sure. But I can say with conviction that if Cochrane
            shoots at you and your colleagues, you’ll all be dead.”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 4


         
         In their remote rural house twenty miles outside of Roanoke, Virginia, retired academics Robert and Celia Grange were enjoying
            their last day with twins Tom and Billy Koenig.
         

         
         The boys’ father had been killed a year before while on active service with the CIA. A few weeks later, their mother was murdered
            for reasons that were connected to her husband’s death. Initially the boys had lived with their aunt Faye. But Faye couldn’t
            cope, struck down by grief over the death of her sister. With no other surviving family members to care for the boys, their
            great-uncle and -aunt had stepped in. The boys had lived with them ever since.
         

         
         But both were in their seventies. It would have been an almighty struggle to raise the boys through adolescence. To their
            relief, three months ago Will Cochrane—a man who’d served with the twins’ father—came to them and said he wanted to adopt
            the ten-year-old boys. He’d bought a home near their school, had secured a teaching post there, and was resolute that he could
            give them everything they needed.
         

         
         After signing the legal documents prepared by a New York law firm, today he was collecting the boys.

         
         Though the Granges would still see them frequently, it meant today was tinged with sadness.

         
         Robert was standing outside his home, looking at the valley below. So often the boys had played down there, fishing in the
            river, running through the woods pretending to be explorers. Part of him wished that could continue. But he was in no doubt
            that their future with Will Cochrane would be better. He was a fine man and would make an excellent father.
         

         
          

         On the outskirts of Edinburgh, James Goldsmith left the rural farmhouse that he and his wife, Sarah, owned and got in his
            car. As the solicitor drove to the nearest village to buy groceries, he wondered if his bank account had enough funds to make
            the purchase. The couple’s financial situation during the last three months had been dire. It had started with him receiving
            a letter from the tax authorities stating they were investigating the possibility he owed eighty-seven thousand pounds in
            unpaid taxes. Then Sarah’s bank account was hacked and five thousand pounds were filtered out. And at a time when they were
            on their knees, Sarah read James’s bank statement and erupted with rage when she saw that he’d apparently spent thousands
            on a night out in strip clubs. He hadn’t.
         

         
         The only glimmer of hope was when she received a call from a headhunter offering her the chance to secure a senior management
            position in a global law firm. She was away now, being interviewed for the job. If she got it, their financial worries would
            be over. Trouble was, it would mean they’d have to move. James knew that was the only option, but he loved it here. This was
            their new life, away from the stresses of the one they’d had in London.
         

         
         Even if Sarah got the job, he didn’t know what the future held. Sarah was still fuming at him. The only updates he was getting
            from her were via text messages, and even those were terse. She’d told him not to bother her while she was doing everything
            she could to solve their money problems.
         

         
         As he drove along a narrow country lane, he mused that at least nothing else could go wrong.

         
         He turned a corner, too late spotted a pony standing immobile in the middle of the lane, swerved, and crashed into a stone
            wall. He was dazed by the violent impact, and sat for a moment before he could summon the energy to climb out of his battered
            car.
         

         
         Shaken, he bent to examine the front of their only vehicle. It had to be a write-off. He had no idea if the insurance company
            would pay out on the damage.
         

         
         He laid his head against the car and whispered softly, “No, no, no.”

         
          

         Major Dickie Mountjoy, a punctilious retiree who’d left the Coldstream Guards four decades ago though had never allowed the
            army to leave him, was sitting in his ground-floor apartment scrolling back and forth between BBC1 and 2 for news about the
            queen’s inspection this morning of the Coldstream Guards parade.
         

         
         In South London’s tiny yet beautiful West Square, the major shared the converted Edwardian terraced town house with three
            other occupants. In the flat above him was Phoebe, a thirty-something seller of art, who loved champagne and nights out at
            middleweight boxing matches. She wrapped the old man around her finger, and occasionally could get him to smile at the absurdity
            of his comments. More important, she kept an eye on him to see that he was okay. Mrs. Mountjoy had died three years ago. He
            was alone.
         

         
         On the third floor was Phoebe’s boyfriend, David, a middle-aged mortician, divorced, with shoulder-length hair, flabby and
            unkempt, with a passion for Dixieland jazz and cooking.
         

         
         Neither had anything whatsoever in common with the old man, who always wore immaculately pressed garments, as he had when
            he had been an off-duty major partaking of a glass of port in the officers’ mess. With silver hair trimmed to military precision,
            a pencil-thin mustache, a slight build but back always ramrod straight despite his aching limbs, the major spoke to his neighbors
            as if they were the personification of ill-discipline and slothfulness.
         

         
         They were never offended, because they knew his comments—delivered in the bitten-off style favored by British army officers—were
            merely his attempt to bring order to the world. They also knew he had a heart of gold.
         

         
         The other occupant of the building lived in the top-floor apartment, within which was a décor not to the tastes of a guardsman
            who kept his home as pristine and functional as his previous quarters in Wellington Barracks. Nevertheless, it captivated
            Dickie every time he went in there. Though a modest two bedrooms in size, it was cleverly designed to invoke the sense that
            one was in the presence of a part-oriental, part-Renaissance fairy-tale cavern.
         

         
         The occupants of the West Square property were a ragtag group of disparate friends, glued together by a shared sense that
            every now and again they needed each other.
         

         
         But aside from Dickie, no one else was in the building right now.

         
         He was about to turn the television off, but stopped as credits rolled on the cookery program and an announcer stated that
            next up was the news. “About bloody time,” Dickie muttered to himself. To his consternation, the news show didn’t open with
            shots of the queen standing on a platform as massed ranks on foot and horseback moved with collective precision in front of
            her. Instead, the opener was about a murder in New York City.
         

         
         Disgusted with the show’s scheduling decision, the retiree painfully stood up and entered his kitchen to make a cup of tea.
            He could hear the TV in the background as he prepared his drink, and he was only half listening—something about one of New
            York’s most iconic hotels, a woman shot in a bathtub, a manhunt.
         

         
         The news reporter said the suspect was English.

         
         Dickie stepped into the kitchen doorway to look at the TV. A photograph of the murder suspect was shown full screen, with
            the announcement that the wanted man was Will Cochrane.
         

         
         Dickie dropped his cup and saucer, felt giddy, staggered, and reached out to grip a side table so that he didn’t collapse.
            “Not now,” he muttered. “Those poor boys—please, God, not now.”
         

         
         The man on the screen was the occupant of the top-floor apartment above him. A killer on the run and one of his closest friends.
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