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			About the Book

			A troubled genius who vanishes in a mysterious car crash.

			A disillusioned cop sensing conspiracy in the corridors of power.

			A ruthless team of mercenaries operating in the shadows.

			A billion-dollar business that wants the world in its grip.

			One link connects them all.

			A champion fighter. Betrayed and searching for the truth.

			Cameron King is The Hunter.
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			. . . there is an area of town for degenerates and an area of town for the working class. There is nothing positive gained from having them so close to us. It’s a burden and a liability having them so close to us. Believe me, if they added the smallest iota of value I’d consider thinking different . . .

			Silicon Valley CEO, 2013
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			Chapter 1

			On the highway, the snow is already thick enough that Cameron can’t make out the center line. There are tracks where other cars have been – trucks, maybe, from the width of them – but they’re fading fast into the static fuzz of the blizzard. About a mile back, they’d passed two cars pulled over, the syncopated orange blink of their hazard lights soaked up by the falling snow. The barrier is still there, the white-crested strip of silver just visible on the right-hand side of the car, and Cameron can’t help but think about what happens when a car hits it. They’re built to break, to take an impact, bolts popping free and a few hundred feet of steel bending like a weighted rope as it soaks up the force needed to decelerate two tons and change without killing everyone inside. Even in the best-case scenario, if you had no choice but to hit it, you want to hit it as slow as you can. Right now, the speedometer reads eighty-two miles per hour.

			The whole car lurches forward as Nate puts his foot down, and for a dizzy instant the back of the car feels as though it is sliding free of the road. According to the radio, the worst of the weather was supposed to be hitting over to the east. Either the forecast was lying or everyone due east is digging in right now to welcome in the end times. Cameron’s gut goes cold, and she glances across at her brother. Not for the first time tonight, she wonders what the hell his problem is. There’s no emergency that she knows of. Just some business opportunity he pitched her a couple of days ago that turned into a dinner meeting. He’s always had a good head for that kind of thing. He left a high-paying position with a multinational biotech firm to join her team, taking the computer systems he’d built to track epidemics and using them to predict how brands go viral instead. Ever since, he’s been a key player in landing some of her best endorsement deals – but it’s late in the year to be thinking about signing something new. She only agreed to go with him because she trusted his instincts. Now, though, she’s starting to wonder if there’s something else going on.

			‘You sure you should be going this fast?’ she asks.

			Nate doesn’t answer. He’s got a hard-jawed look that doesn’t suit his face, and he glances up at the mirror quickly before hunching back over the wheel. He’s gripping it in both hands, like a learner driver, his chin thrust forward. He’s wearing a big jacket that hides his skinny frame, and even though the aircon in the car is blasting them with heat, he’s got a scarf jammed up tight around his neck like any second now he expects to be out in the cold. Cameron clears her throat.

			‘Nate. Slow the car down. Now.’ She can hear her mom in her voice. Something about it always goes south when she tries to sound like a hard-ass. Normally she hates the sound of it, but then maybe it’s the kind of push that Nate needs right now.

			He swallows hard before he answers. Nervous. Guilty. ‘You ever get into trouble, Cam?’ He doesn’t look at her.

			Oh Nate, she thinks, what have you got into?

			‘Enough.’ Fighters get into nothing but trouble. Even with a good manager, a really good lawyer, and as clean a promoter as she could find, there had still been a few close moments that she’d rather not have to remember. One time she’d got back from a weigh-in to find a picture tucked inside her kit bag, next to her wraps. It was a picture of her parents’ home: cheap paper, a little blurred from the printer, but unmistakable for what it was. There had been a phone number on the back. Cameron had been so angry that she had sidestepped everyone – her lawyer, her manager, even Nate – to get it dealt with quickly. That decision had been a whole other kind of trouble, and it had taught her one thing. ‘Enough to know you can’t outrun it,’ she says.

			Nate nods, swallows again. Worries at his lip like he’s trying to work something out. Cameron has seen that look before. More brains than sense, their dad always said, but then Nate overthinking every damn detail has saved her career more than once. Clauses in contracts that her manager had missed; a guy in the crowd he’d seen in another fighter’s entourage weeks before, waiting to spray oil of wintergreen in her face during the walk-in. His face is blue in the light from the low-beams reflected back through the windshield by the falling snow. ‘I’m not trying to outrun it, Cam.’

			‘Trying to get us killed?’ She tries to say it lightly, make it a joke, but it catches in her throat and comes out high and scared.

			When he answers, his voice is far away. Like he’s forgotten that they’re pushing ninety along a skating rink disguised as a highway. ‘You ever wonder if it’s possible to just . . . disappear?’

			Don’t let him do this. Cameron checks that her seat belt is fastened. She’s already running through the options, her brain switching on to automatic. Can’t pull the handbrake. Can’t fight over the wheel. Both of those would crash the car. She could hit him, catch the angle of his jaw with just the right amount of force to cold-cock him, and get a hold of the wheel. The only thing that stays her hand is that it’s Nate. Geeky, dumb, dependable, big brother Nate. In her whole life, he has never once let her down. Not one time.

			‘Whatever’s happening, Nate, you can talk to me.’

			Nate turns and looks at her, the long angles of his face softening. It’s not fondness. It’s like he’s relieved. ‘You know, I really can’t.’

			The way he looks at her snaps something inside of Cameron. It’s like the last time he’ll see her. Do something. She reaches down past the handbrake and pops his seat belt, the buckle whipping across his chest and catching under his left armpit. There’s a sour twist of triumph, an echo of the feeling she gets when she outmaneuvers someone on the mat. He has to slow down now. The crash would kill him.

			Nate nods at her like they’ve just shook hands on a deal, like this was what he was waiting for, then wrenches the wheel two-handed, a quick swing to the right that takes them on to the verge and then back again, hard over to the left.

			The Lexus fishtails in answer, and as their forward momentum suddenly becomes sideways the car flips, driver-side wheels peeling reluctantly off the tarmac then springing skywards as it turns up and over.

			It’s like a hip throw. Cameron feels the jolt, the sudden violent motion, and in its wake the drawn-out moment of almost weightlessness as the whole car goes over.

			Time goes slower when you’re upside down. Cameron sees the snow spiraling through the windshield, like it’s the whole world turning and not her, and she has more than enough time to recognize that queasy lurch of shock, the dawning awareness that you’re no longer in control of the fight. That what comes next is a world of hurt, and there isn’t a damn thing you can do about it.

			When the car lands on its roof, it’s like being hit with a sledgehammer. Cameron sees nothing but sparks, like purple snow swirling across her vision; feels nothing but the impact, a bone-deep jolt that shakes every single joint in her body loose. She’s never been hit so hard in her life and then she’s weightless again as the car bounces and makes another three-sixty turn about its long axis.

			They tumble twice more, or fifty times – she can’t keep track of how many it really is – and at the last something in the roof gives way with a shriek and some fucker chooses that exact moment to kick her in the head.

			Cameron is eight years old again, and she’s just lost her first fight. In fairness, nobody ever wins when they fight gravity. She lay for a long time on the asphalt not daring to move, because moving made her leg hurt more than anything had ever hurt before.

			It was Nate who came looking for her, eleven years old and not quite strong enough to carry Cameron’s weight but he did it anyway, hauling her crying on to his back and walking her home, step by heavy step. Cameron’s crying from the pain and doesn’t hear him wheezing, struggling for every breath, doesn’t realize what’s happened until they get home and the ambulance comes and it’s not for her.

			She asks her mom why he did it, lying in bed with her bandaged ankle like a hot coal at the end of her leg. She asks why he carried her all that way when he knew it was hurting him.

			‘Because he’s your brother,’ she says, almost scolding her, as though she’s shocked it needs to be said at all.

			Cameron wakes up to blinking lights, red and blue flicker; the crunch of boots on fresh snow; the buzz of radio static and the ticks and creaks of metal under stress. There’s a hiss of hydraulic pressure, loud enough to startle her fully awake, and she realizes that she’s upside down in the wreckage, halfway out of her seat belt, pinned in place between the buckled seat back and what’s left of the glove compartment. She’s not sure if there’s no pain at all, or just too much of it to process.

			‘Nate?’

			It comes out as a whisper. She tries to take a deeper breath, but there’s not enough room for her chest to expand. A couple more inches and she wouldn’t be breathing at all. She’ll take the whisper.

			‘Nate?’

			There’s a wedge of fresh air down by her right arm, cubes of safety glass crusted round the edge of what once was a window like salt round the rim of a cocktail glass. A pair of boots appear, turn into gloved hands as whoever’s out there gets down on their knees, and finally a face. Cameron can’t make out much of his face – he’s nothing more than a pink blur right now – but she knows it’s not Nate.

			‘Ho-ho-holy shit,’ he says, and Cameron tries not to panic, tries to keep her shit together enough that she doesn’t hyperventilate. Control your breathing when you’re in a tight spot: that’s what she knows, what she clings to. Make the best of the air you’ve got. He’s looking away now, fumbling for something, and Cameron thinks of the hydraulic hiss she heard. The jaws of life. They’re going to cut her out of the car. She’s going to live.

			The man grunts, sliding down on to his side so he can get an arm inside the car. His forearm presses up against Cameron’s, and the contact sends pain coursing through her. Every last scrap of self-control she had is taken from her by it, and she twitches and shrieks in her panic as his arm moves further into the car. He’s holding something up by her face, and Cameron turns towards it. Whatever it is – water, painkillers, a bandage to stem some bleeding she hasn’t noticed – it has to be important enough that he’d ram his arm into a car wreck to get it to her.

			The flash goes off right in her face, and the reflex jerk of her body sends a fresh wave of pain through her. His arm snakes back out of the wreck and Cameron is dimly aware of the sound of him checking the photo and laughing to himself.

			‘Can’t believe he did it,’ he says. He’s got a deep voice. Not local. ‘He actually fucking did it.’

			More footsteps, and a conversation that Cameron is just too angry to follow. She breathes slow through her nose, brings it all back under control. She’s going to live. She’s going to live, even if it’s only just long enough to take that phone and feed it to its owner.

			Time passes, and another face appears at the broken window. She didn’t hear them coming, and she can’t be sure she was conscious the whole time.

			‘Miss? Can you hear me?’

			Cameron takes as deep a breath as her situation will allow. ‘Yeah.’

			‘Great. That’s great.’ He sounds like a trainer complimenting her on a good combination. ‘My name’s Mike. Can you tell me yours?’

			‘Cameron.’

			‘Cameron. Okay. This is going to sound real funny, but don’t try to move. We’re going to get you out of there.’

			‘What about my brother?’

			‘Your brother?’

			‘My brother.’ The confusion in his voice throws her. ‘The – the driver. Is he alive?’

			There’s a long pause before he answers.

			‘Miss, you’re the only person in the car.’

			Cameron has questions – was he thrown clear? Have they started a search? – but something tightens in her chest and all she can do is gasp, her hands scrabbling against plastic and metal as though to somehow make up for the fact she can’t breathe by grabbing hold of the air. She hears Mike swearing, and a flurry of movement, and with one final thought – I’m tapping, you bastard, I’m tapping – she sinks into darkness.
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