








Eighty-one.
Eighty-one
a share. 

|'ll take
three hundred.
Three hundred
at eighty-one. 

Done. 

New York City.
October 24, 1929.

Black Thursday.

9:42 a.m.

The New York
Stock Exchange.



Your tea, Mister
Ackermann, and the

early report
from the trading

floor.

No, thank
you, Robert.

This is
fine.

Are these
correct?

Wait...

Hrmpt!

|'m
afraid
so, sir.

Portends to
be quite a

day.

Perhaps, but losing
your nerve before
lunch is simply bad

practice...

Yes. Of
course, sir.

Never good to
press one's

luck.

So,
luck?...

Luck has
nothing to

do...
with...

Would
you like a

bit of brunch
as well?

Like buying high, or
counting coin before

the market's
close.

Unlike my 
partners, |'ve 

earned everything 
| have with my 
own two hands, 

Robert.

| found the 
climb perilous, 
as not once has 
fortune seen 
fit to favor 

me.

Caina
Investment Bank.

10:24 a.m.



Seventy-
four. Seventy-

four a 
share.

fo--

Come on.
Seventy-two.

|'ve got 
GM for...

Are you
sure | can’t
help, sir?

You're
bleeding quite

a bit...
Perhaps | should

call for a
doctor.

It's
not me, you

damned
fool...

It's the
money.



| see 
the blood --
| know it's

real.

Are there
more signs?
Are there

other
omens?

Well, you're
leaking like a
stuck pig, my

boy. How's
that for an

omen?

We have
five hours
and thirty-

three minutes
until the
market
closes. 

Which would
make this the

earliest incident
since the

foundation of
the Exchange.

|'m sorry,
Charles. Just
look at you.
It's a crash.

Do we
have any

flexibility
here?

But can
you tell?
Is this a

correction or
worse?

Can't be
anything

else.



Then it
can't be
helped.

Mister Bischoff,
please tell the

traders to start
with the brokers.
Seniority applies,

of course.

You
can't...

You made a deal. We all did.
We traded one thing for

another and got rich
doing so.

We pay what we owe. It just
so happens that today

you’re the one sitting in
the Stone Chair. So you

lie in the balance.

Are you
ready, old
friend?

Go to
hell.

Not
before you,

Charles.

And
you...not
alone.

But all that
power -- all that
money -- can't buy

our way out of
the original
transaction.



Tomorrow, the day after, 
or even years from now, 

when the people are trying 
to understand the cause 

of what came to be...



But it won't
be real. It won't
be what actually

happened.

You see, part of
what makes it magic

is the illusion...

And, oh how
the poor love

the lie.

The people will believe 
these stories. As in 
the aftermath, they, 
too, will have lost 

everything. 

They'll tell stories of 
the once well-monied, 
who gambled and lost. 

Reckless men who leapt 
to their deaths, 
unwilling to face 

their failure and what 
was to follow.





Down twelve
percent. How did
we not see this

coming?

| don't know.
Perhaps | was

looking in
the wrong
direction.

Be it the way
| was pointed
or not. How
bad are our

losses?

It cost us every Broker in
the firm. Worse, toward
the end there, the junior
partners had to start

throwing out
Traders.

But are they
irrecoverable?

It'll be close...
but, no. We'll make
it. We've paid in
full, and unlike
the market, our

position is
stabilized.

The early word
from the runners
is that Whitney

and the charlatans
at the other

banks are making
strategic buys.
Trying to firm

things up.

He made
a bid for
U.S. Steel.

Who knows...
maybe it'll

work. 

How did
you miss it,

Milton?

Market's
closed.

Now the
sickness will

spread.

| would call our
losses, at best,
unimaginable.

It won't. The 
greater scales 

remain unbalanced. 
The damage is 
systemic. This
was just the
first day.

Caina
Investment Bank.

4:04 p.m.



Well, | don't
give a damn if

they drown in it.
All that matters is
this institution,
and that we are

made whole.

How do we
proceed?

First comes
the great flood

and the loss
of faith in the

market. Then they
will panic,

Mister Bischoff.
And panic always

produces a
bottom.

Watch. They 
will all sell. 

They always sell. 
And when the time 
comes -- when they 

can be had for 
pennies -- we will 

buy it all.



















We got
a body,
Theo.

Time to
get back
to work.

Thought
| was riding
a desk until
things blew

over.

Really?

New York City.
October 31, 2016.

10:12 a.m.

1st Precinct.
NYPD.



Do me a
favor and
check it

out. See if
it's one of

yours.

| don't
know what

that means,
Captain.

Okay.
And if it
is? One of

mine?

Then do
your job,

detective.

Talk
to me.

Just
this once,

Pappy.

All
right,
then.

Yeah, well...  
the location 

bothers me. It's 
Nassau and John. The 

Trair Building 
overlooking the 

Financial District. | 
have people there 

already, but...

And
yet...





Which is
why you want to
be aggressive.
For it is the

defining
characteristic

of the 
market.

Understand?
Good.

Caina-Kankrin
was a union a decade
ahead of its time.

An institution that is
the embodiment of the

aggression that defines
the market, and why

we are now the largest
investment bank

in the world.

Of course,
there are some

who would
describe our

company in less
flattering

terms.

They call us predators.
A contagion. A cancer...
But pay them no mind.

These are the dying words
of weak men. In this
place we deal only

in power. 

Okay. |'ll
take a few

questions if
you have

them.

You cannot
change a thing
into what it

is not.

You. Go
ahead. 

Now, | 
want to leave 
you with one 

final thing to 
consider before 

we are done 
here today.

This company, 
like any other, 

has an institutional 
history. There is 
what came before, 

and what you
 see now.

We started as two 
separate entities. Caina 

was of the Western school, 
and Kankrin was of the East. 

When the Berlin Wall fell, 
most people spoke of that 
event in terms of liberty, 

reunification, or the 
end of communism. 

But what it 
truly marked was 

the birth of a global 
market. An inevitable 

single financial 
reality which, with 
each passing day, 
comes closer to 
being realized.

And we
saw it
first.

Caina-Kankrin
Investment Bank.

10:29 a.m.



Most of
what you will

experience in your
first six months

here will be
intentionally

remedial.

Petty coin in a controlled
environment because you

have not yet earned
the right to wager

more. 

Hold
out your

hand.

But | suppose, if you
have the ears to hear
it, | could offer you
something for the

days ahead
of you.

How
did...

Any advice on what 
we should be looking out 
for? Failures that are 

frequently made or 
obvious mistakes to 

avoid?



The one you
started with.
The one you're

paying for.
The one for

profit.

Remember
this.

So. You want
real advice?
Here it is.

The first million
dollars you make is
self-financed. You
earn it with your

own blood. The cost
is your health, your

family, your
friends.

You cannot. If you're
going to earn more...
if you're going to
earn real money --
accumulate real

power -- then that
is done on the

backs of
others.

Call them workers, 
call them proles,

even call them slaves.
| do not care. Just
know, It is they who
you will sacrifice

for gain.

But you're
going to learn

very quickly how
insignificant
the rules you

have lived
by truly

are.

This is the
older pact.
Man's very

first
trade.

The most
common mistake
is believing that
you can accrue
even more by

continuing this
behavior.

| can't
tell if you're

joking or
not...

| mean, 
there are

laws.

What we do
falls outside
all societal

norms...

This
sounds callous,

| know.

You pay,
understand?

People go
to jail all the

time for
insider trading,

collusion...
embezzlement.



Those
things

do exist,
but...

| don't
follow.

It would be a mistake to
think regional laws and other

complications supersede...
inevitability.

A great deal of planning
has brought us to where

we find ourselves
today...

Look.
| wanna be

rich. | admit
it. | want the

car, the house, 
the whole 

show... 

But the idea that some global
financial whatever exists

independent of public and political
accountability seems...

naive. At best.

Young
man...

We finance
culture.

We buy entire
nations.

That
is for
them.

Public
opinion
matters.

Government
regulations

matter.



But even that is
just manifestation...

it's not real
power.

For you have
not yet earned

it.

Okay.
We are

done. Go
Now. 

You look
like a

storm, my
friend.

No. It doesn't
even hint at the
deeper lure. But 

| won't be sharing
that with any of

you today.



The purpose of a
guest lecturer is
to advise those
| am molding.

You
could have
shown some
restraint,

Viktor.

If the
truth would
kill a man,
Alexi...then
that man

must
die.

Times change.
Methodologies

evolve. It's
different from
when you and |

were their
age.

Yes. We were
fighting for our
very survival.
Hiding who we
really were.

These children
here...they just
want to make

money.

Oh, | appreciate the
absence of duplicity.

| always found all
that dancing around

we did in Moscow
tiresome.

Not sure
| believe you,

Alexi. |
remember your

Troika. 

What is
it that really
troubles you?

One could
argue, however,
that too much
honesty makes
the clay less

malleable.

Delicacy is
wasted on blunt

instruments.

You have, 
what, sixty 

students this 
semester? And in one 

year, ten of them, 
probably fewer, will 
have eliminated -- 
consumed -- the 
balance of their 

class.

| don't
know how
you stand

these
people.



| have just come
from an emergency

meeting of
the board.

What?
There

has a been
a murder...

The Wheel
is broken. Are

you sure,
Alexi?

That’s the
thing...

Yes. It happened at one of
our properties. The police

are there now, but they
called us first.

The board
has...issued

orders. | leave
shortly for
the airport.

They suspect
you? | cannot

believe...

But then
why else would

they send
you away?

They're not
sending me

anywhere, Viktor.
| have to pick
someone up.

Something
has

happened.

It seems
Grigoria

Rothschild has
been called

home.







That
was

frogs.

Sir?

In the Bible, the rivers
turned to blood. What

rained down were frogs.
This? This just

sounds like
gravity. 

Anything else
| should know
before we get

up there?

Overheard the
other detectives
talking. They were
saying something
about the scene
being staged. 

And why
would they

think
that?

Maid working in the apartment
below called the super, who

called building security, and
now we're here.

Seems the victim's blood was
seeping through the floor to
the ceiling. Raining blood.

Some truly biblical
shit, sir.

10:42 a.m.

The Trair
Building.

Only access to the penthouse is by
private elevator or emergency stairs,

both of which we've locked down.
Crime scene guys and the other

detectives are already
working. 

Detective
Dumas?

Uh-huh. 

Follow
me...

So who
found the

body?



Take a
look.

Talk to
the building

manager
yet?

| did.
Security

footage is
going to take
a little more

work.

We got a
murder, and

they're giving
you a hard

time?

So they
need

a little
show.

It's a secondary 
location, and they're 

choking on tenant NDAs. 
They want a warrant 
before they'll even 
consider letting us 

have a look. 

Red tape. 
The management 

company operating 
the building also runs 

three others. Apparently, 
each building's on-site 

cameras dump their 
footage to off-site 

storage.

Yeah.
We might

get it later
today, but

probably it'll
be tomorrow

morning.



All
right. What
about the
room? Who
owns the
place? 

It's a
corporate box.
Security said
various people
are in and out
of here all the

time.

But the name
on the lease is

something
called Hydan

Holdings.

So, no
ID. No

nothing.

Not even
a hint...

All right,
pal. Who
are you?

Hello,
Theo.

...

Okay.

It's Daniel
Rothschild.

Multinationals
being multinational.

| also got the
impression they're

paid not to
ask too many
questions...



Does the
Captain know

you're out
and about?

Captain
sent me.

So
you're
back? It would 

seem so.

Back
from 
where?

His methods are...
unorthodox to put it mildly, but,

well, he gets the job done. So we all
tended to look the other way until he got
out of his car one day last month and shot

an unarmed civilian walking down the street.

Is
he...

Eight and
a half. Excuse me.

Eight and a half
heads in the

freezer, and his
next victim tied

to the bed.

You're new, Detective Moreno, 
so you may not have heard, but 
Theo here has solved quite a 

few unsolvable cases over the 
past couple of years.

Dead? 
Absolutely. And what 

happened next? Was it 
‘so long detective, enjoy 
the rest of your shitty, 

short life in prison?’ That's 
what we were all thinking 

until we searched the 
guy's apartment and 

found eight--



Turns out
murdering a
serial killer

in cold blood is
one of those
gray areas of

law enforcement.

The Captain thinks
he has a gift, some

kinda special access
to hidden knowledge.

Me? | dunno...

You want
to know?

Okay.

When all
else fails,
be good at
your job.

For example:
You're both

New York City
detectives working

the Financial
District.

Even when
his body is
right there

in front
of you. 

Yet somehow,
neither of you
knows what the

managing partner
of the largest

investment bank
in the world
looks like.

What's
your

secret?

Here's
what |
got:

So what
is it,
Theo?

But you gotta 
wonder. How did 

he know? Just like, 
how did he somehow 

know who this rich guy 
was simply by walking 
in the room? | mean, 

no one's that 
lucky. Right?

Instead of 
prison, you 

get suspended. 
And, apparently, 
for only about

a month. 



Why are you
coming back

tonight?

Because
we're here
too early.

Oh. And tell 
the forensic guys 
that after they 

take the body, | want 
the place sealed up 

tight. No one gets in 
until | come back 

this evening. 

All right. |'ll 
tell the Captain 

|'m taking the case 
over when | get back 
to the station, but if 

you could finish things 
up here and stay on top 

of the security 
footage, that would 

be a big help.

Look at 
what's 

surrounding 
the body:

Three 
glasses. Six 
candles. Nine 
books. Twelve 

chess 
pieces.



It's a
clock.

Why
eight?

It's what
time is on
the clock.

Shut up, 
Moreno. What

| mean is,
why that time

exactly?

Could be
any number
of reasons,
but if | had
to guess...

8 PM
Eastern

is when the
Japanese

stock market
opens. 

|'d bet
it was the

Nikkei.

There’s
blood in the

streets, 
detective...

It’s the start
of a brand new
day of buying
and selling.

That's
not what

|...

And Mister
Rothschild is
telling me to
return here at
eight. So that's

when |'ll be back.







Welcome home,
Ms. Rothschild.

Hmm.

Okay. What
happened?

Of course
they didn’t
tell you...

| don't 
quite know
how...that

is, |’m sorry
to be the

one...

Daniel
is dead.

5:36 p.m.

Teterboro
Airport.



| know
that. |
felt it.

The Rothschild seat
remains ascendant, and
now it returns to you,
as your brother had

no heirs.

Such is the risk one
takes when trafficking

in cock. You might
want to keep that
in mind, Alexi...

But | want
to know how
he died. If it

was the money.
Surely you

have a
hunch.

Intuition is a Western indulgence --
an extravagance. You wish to talk

precursors? Resonance in after-market
tremors? Okay. Good. This | can

speak to. But a hunch?
Perhaps it

would be best
to let the

Rothschild line
end at your

brother.

So you don’t
have anyone else
to fill the seat.

|’m your only
option.

Well, you
don't have

that luxury,
Alexi.

You
embarrass
yourself,
Grigoria.

Or why
|’m here.

| happen to
know that Wynn
Ackermann has
disappeared...

You've been recalled,
Grigoria, because the

board needs a new
chairman.

But that
doesn't

explain what
happened...



And unless
you have grown to
love exile, this

opportunity is yours.
Understand...

We expect
compliance.
We expect
gratitude.

| expect
appreciation.

| expect
sincerity.

Now, Alexi. 
While it is 

possible | might 
choose to retake my 
rightful place at the 

table, it is a sure 
fucking certainty 

that | won't be 
treated the way | 

was before.



| see | took the wrong
tack. Forgive me, Ria. It’s
good that you have come
home. Even better that
you return like this...

fully formed.

And |'m sorry,
but | don't know

what happened to your
brother. | do, however,

fear the worst.

Well. Thank you
for that.

So...|
understand

you've become
a teacher. 

But they
will learn.

They always
do.

| admit, 
| like it

more than 
| thought
| would.

And how does
this year’s crop

of future
financial titans

look?

| have to say,
| was surprised

when | heard, but
it seems to suit
you. You look well.

Oh. Smart. They are 
smarter every year, it 
seems. But they are, 

unfortunately, a flawed 
generation. Children 

of the summer, 
you see.

They all 
believe money 
falls from the 

sky. Not that it is 
pulled from 
the Earth.







It’s the dirty little
secret we all share...

Just how much
we love it.

The oldest relationship 
in the world is the one 

man has with money. 

7:59 p.m.

The Trair
Building.



It’s a better life.
It’s living in a 
better world.

Everyone -- and |
mean everyone -- knows

the answer is yes…

For money is power. 
It is influence.

So when someone asks, 
do you have a price?



The only question 
remaining is...what are 
they gonna have to pay? 
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