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“The most dangerous secrets are not the ones we hide 

from others, but the ones hidden from ourselves.” 

— The Memory Code 
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ABOUT THE NOVEL 
Ethan Cross is one of the CIA’s most decorated field 

officers — until a cryptic summons draws him to the Lincoln 

Memorial late one rainy night, and a carefully laid ambush ends 

his life on the marble steps. With his final breath, he hides the 

most dangerous secret in the country and makes a choice no 

dying man should be able to make: he decides who will carry it 

out of the dark. 

Three thousand miles away, fifteen-year-old Emma Carter 

has spent her whole life tethered to a dialysis machine. When 

a donor kidney saves her, her family dares to believe the worst 

is behind them. Then the memories begin — vivid, foreign, 

impossible. Conversations she never had. Languages she never 

learned. The reflexes of a killer in the hands of a sick teenage 

girl. And, threaded through all of it, the final minutes of a 

murdered man she has never met. 

As Emma uncovers the truth about her donor, she 

stumbles into the shadow of a secret black program known 

only as the Memory Code — a technology built to harvest the 

minds of the dead and sell what they knew to the highest 

bidder. The people who created it have killed to keep it buried, 

and they are coming for the one living proof that it works. 

To finish a dead man’s unfinished mission — to solve his 

murder, free the souls trapped inside the machine, and stop a 

sale that could reshape the future of the world — Emma will 

have to become someone new. But the gift keeping her alive is 

quietly erasing who she was, one memory at a time, and the 



deepest question she will ever have to answer is the one hidden 

inside her own head: 

If a person’s knowledge can outlive their death — then 

who, exactly, is left when the remembering is done? 

A techno-thriller of espionage, conspiracy, and the fragile 

line between memory and identity, THE MEMORY CODE 

asks whether the things that make us who we are can survive 

being taken apart — and whether the person who reassembles 

them gets to choose what they become. 
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Chapter One 
Blood on the Marble Steps 

By three in the morning the rain had rinsed the last of the tourists’ breath off the stone, and the 

Lincoln Memorial belonged again to the dead. 

Ethan Cross sat with his back against the base of a column and let the cold come into him. It 

came the way the tide comes, in patient increments, and he understood that this was a kind of mercy. 

The cold dulled the place under his ribs where the bullet had gone in. It made the pain into something 

distant, a radio left on in another room. He pressed two fingers against the wound and they came away 

black in the half-light, and he wiped them on his trousers out of an old habit he no longer had any 

reason to keep. 

Above him, Lincoln watched the river through the columns with the same expression he’d worn 

for a century. Patient. Disappointed, maybe. Ethan had always thought the man looked tired, and 

tonight he felt a strange kinship with a statue. 

He’d done the arithmetic an hour ago, somewhere around the Reflecting Pool, and the arithmetic 

hadn’t improved with checking. The exfil at the Jefferson was a trap; he’d known that before he 

reached it, the way you know a stair is missing in the dark. The intelligence on the Budapest shipment 

had been too clean. Sources that never contradicted each other. Timelines that closed like a fist. 

Nobody’s life was that tidy, least of all his, and a tidy file was a built thing, and a built thing had a 

builder. 

The builder had a name. Ethan had carried it across an ocean and through three safe houses that 

turned out not to be safe, and now he carried it here, to the feet of a dead president, and the name sat 

in his mouth like a coin. 

Graves. 

He’d swallowed worse than a name. 

Ethan shifted his weight and the movement lit a wire of fire from his hip to his shoulder, and he 

breathed through it the way he’d been trained to: in for four, hold, out for eight. The kidney had been 

failing for weeks. Since Budapest, since the woman with the umbrella and the prick at his elbow he’d 

mistaken for the crowd. They hadn’t meant to kill him in Budapest. That was the part that had taken 

him longest to understand, sitting up nights with a body that ached in a register he didn’t have words 

for. They hadn’t wanted him dead. They’d wanted him seeded. The compound they’d put in him wasn’t 

a poison so much as a tenant: a lattice of machines too small to see, threading themselves along the 

wet wiring of him, learning him, copying him down. Mapping the country of a man so that someday 

the map could be issued to someone else. 



He’d read the science later, in documents he was never meant to read. He understood maybe a 

third of it. He understood enough. 

That was the thing about the Memory Code. It didn’t steal what you knew. It waited until you 

couldn’t object, and then it kept you. 

The SIG was cold in his hand. He thumbed the magazine release, caught it against his palm, 

looked at it the way a man looks at his change before a long trip. Two rounds. He pressed it home 

again. 

“Cross.” The voice rolled out of the dark beyond the floodlights, flattened and stripped of its 

edges by a modulator, so that it sounded less like a man than like the idea of one. “It’s over, and you 

know it’s over. Bring out the drive and we’ll make it clean. The Director wants it.” 

Ethan smiled, and the smile cracked something at the corner of his mouth, and he tasted copper. 

The Director. They thought he didn’t know the difference. Victoria Kane didn’t send men with 

modulators into the rain at three in the morning. Kane sent memos and met you in daylight and looked 

you in the eye while she ruined you, because she believed in the thing she worked for even when the 

thing didn’t deserve her. Whatever was out there in the tree line wearing the Director’s authority like 

a borrowed coat wasn’t hers. Kane wanted the truth. The truth was inconvenient to other people, and 

inconvenient people sent men with modulators. 

“Come and get it,” Ethan said. He didn’t shout. The rain carried it. 

He got his feet under him. 

His legs answered late, like men roused from sleep, but they answered, and the long discipline of 

the body took over where willingness left off. He came up the inside of the column and put its mass 

between himself and the voice and moved laterally, deeper into the chamber, where the floodlights 

couldn’t reach and the marble held the dark like water in a cup. Decades of this. Belfast, Aleppo, a 

basement in Kyiv he still visited in dreams. The work had built a second man inside the first, a man 

made entirely of reflex, and tonight the first man was dying and the second man was still doing his 

job. 

He reached the cache without thinking about it, because he had chosen it three weeks ago 

precisely so that he wouldn’t have to think about it now. Tradecraft was just a way of borrowing 

competence from your calmer self. At the rear of the chamber, where the great slabs met in a seam 

most people would read as decoration, there was a gap the width of two fingers, and behind the gap 

a hollow he’d cleared with a folding knife on a Tuesday afternoon while pretending to read a 

guidebook. 

From the inner pocket over his heart he drew out the card. 



It was nothing to look at. A micro-SD sleeved in a shell of machined titanium no larger than a 

postage stamp, cold and dense and absurd, the whole weight of it nothing in his ruined hand. Inside 

it: the architecture. Not his memories — those were in his blood now, going where his blood was 

going — but the blueprint, the thing Graves actually wanted: the plan to take what had been done to 

one dying agent in a stairwell in Budapest and do it to thousands. To make a library out of the dead. 

To file men like Ethan on a shelf and check them out when their knowledge was needed and never, 

ever let them rest. 

He’d considered swallowing it. It would have been the simpler thing. But they would open him 

for the kidney, and a careful man would think to look, and Ethan had decided he would rather make 

them search. Let them find a riddle instead of an answer. Let it cost them. 

He worked the card into the seam with two fingers, pushed until he felt it seat in the hollow, and 

drew his hand back. The stone took it the way the dark takes everything. You would have to know. 

You would have to be told exactly where, by someone who’d stood here bleeding and chosen this 

seam out of all the seams in the city, and the only someone left who might come asking was a girl who 

didn’t exist yet. 

The thought of her steadied him, which surprised him. 

He’d seen the file by accident, the way he saw most of the things that ended up mattering; a folder 

left a half-second too long on Graves’s desk while the man took a call he didn’t want overheard. 

Recipient — pending. Subject: CARTER, E. Compatibility 99.4%. And a line beneath it that he had not 

been able to stop reading. Age 15. 

Fifteen. Almost sixteen, the addendum said, as if the four months were a courtesy. A kidney 

patient in a clinic in Washington State, three thousand miles and one whole world away from the 

marble he was bleeding on, a kid who had spent the years other kids spent learning to drive tethered 

to a machine that cleaned her blood because her own body couldn’t. They had matched her to him to 

the fourth decimal. They had chosen her not in spite of being a child but because of it: because a 

child’s body forgives what an adult’s rejects, because the tenants in his blood would take root in young 

soil and grow. 

They meant to put a soldier into a girl and call it medicine. 

Ethan leaned his head back against the cold and, for the length of one breath, allowed himself to 

be furious about it, and then he let the fury go, because it was no use to her and there was something 

else he could do with the time he had left, which was almost nothing, which was everything. 

He couldn’t reach Kane. He couldn’t unmake what Budapest had made of him. But he could 

decide what she inherited. 

So he made himself remember, on purpose, the way you’d pack a bag for someone else. Not the 

kills. He held those down and away from the front of his mind with the last of his strength: the bad 



nights and the worse mornings, the faces. Let those sink. Let the river have them. What he reached 

for instead was the grammar underneath the violence, the part that was almost innocent: how the 

weight of a thing tells you its intent before its owner does. How a room has exits the way a sentence 

has commas. How to read a street, a crowd, a liar. How to be small and certain and very hard to kill. 

If she had to carry any of him, let her carry the part that would keep her alive. Let the rest stay here in 

the rain with the man it belonged to. 

He thought, briefly and without bitterness, of his father. General Robert Cross would get a folded 

flag and a phone call and a story that wasn’t true, and he would stand very straight at the funeral the 

way he stood very straight everywhere, and he would never know that his son had spent his last hour 

trying to leave a fifteen-year-old stranger a set of instructions for staying upright. There were worse 

things to be remembered for. There were worse fathers, too, and Ethan had wanted to tell him that 

for years and never had, and now the want was just one more thing he was setting down. 

The footsteps came across the chamber unhurried, heel and then sole: a man who knew there 

was no one left to surprise. 

Ethan brought the SIG up. His arm shook, and he steadied it against his knee and put the front 

sight where the sound was. The shape resolved out of the dark: tall, masked, wet, holding a suppressed 

weapon down along its leg with the ease of a man holding nothing at all. 

“You hid it,” the shape said. The modulator made it almost gentle. “We’ll find it.” 

“You’ll look,” Ethan said. “That’s not the same thing.” 

He fired his first round. The chamber clapped it back at him a hundredfold, and the figure was 

already moving, already gone wide, and the shot went where the man had been and chipped a white 

star into a wall that had outlasted better men than either of them. 

One left. 

He didn’t fire it. He thought about the girl and decided he would not give them the satisfaction 

of his last round, would not let them log it as expended one, in whatever file they kept on the unmaking 

of Ethan Cross. He let the muzzle drop. A small refusal. The only kind he had left. 

The figure crossed the last of the distance and stood over him and looked down, and Ethan 

looked up past it at the tired stone face of the president, and the floodlights past that, smeared into 

wheels of white by the rain on his lashes. 

“Sleep well, Agent Cross.” 

He didn’t sleep. That was the lie of the phrase, and he wanted to say so, wanted to tell the masked 

thing that he was not going to sleep, he was going to go somewhere and become someone’s reflexes, 

become a hand that moves before the mind can object, become the cold certainty in a frightened kid’s 



chest three thousand miles away — but the muzzle flared, a small private sun, and there was no after 

to the thought. 

The rain went on hitting the marble. 

Far away, in a clinic in Washington State, a monitor was already counting out the rhythm of a 

heart that didn’t yet know it was about to inherit a war. And in a hollow behind a seam in the stone, a 

small cold thing waited in the dark to be found by the only person in the world who would ever know 

to look. 

 


