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Part 1: Fractured Reflections

Rain needled Manhattan like static across a screen, the Financial District smeared in wet light and mirrored steel. Fallon Pryce watched the city skim past from the back seat of a yellow cab, her reflection sliced into thin panes by the window’s rivulets. The cabbie kept glancing up at her in the rearview, as if sensing the hush around her—the kind of quiet that holds its breath before a switch is thrown.

“UmbraBridge Risk?” he asked, easing toward a glass monolith with a discreet brass plaque.

“That’s the one,” Fallon said, voice steady, pulse not.

The building didn’t flaunt itself, which was how power often behaved when it truly didn’t care what you thought. Security gates whisked aside at a card swipe she shouldn’t have possessed. She did. It had taken a week of clean metadata and two of patient silence. The lobby smelled like white lilac and ozone, HVAC whispering over a floor that reflected people without ever letting them look back.

“Welcome,” the receptionist said, eyes cheerful, pupils trained. “You’re here for contract onboarding? Ms... Pryce?”

“Fallon Pryce,” she confirmed. The alias on the contractor profile was real enough to hurt if anyone pushed. USDIS had given her a sealed backstop; it would hold so long as she didn't lean on it too hard.

A security guard with the posture of a plumb line approached. Hints of military in the shoulders. Not Hale Strickland—she knew his file—this one wore the uniform of private discretion.

“You’ll need a quick device check,” he said.

She offered an empty phone and the polite, measured smile of someone who grew up in rooms where the carpet heard more than the walls. The guard scanned, nodded her through. No one asked about the second phone—nested behind the false back of her leather folio—because the second phone wasn’t there. It was a layer in code, an overlay tucked inside a die-stamped operating system no one would notice unless they looked for smoke and found mirrors.

Fallon took the elevator alone. Floors flashed in stainless steel: 7, 12, 18, 23. Her face met itself in the brushed metal, a dozen versions of one decision. She tugged the cuff of her blazer, straightened the plain chain at her throat. A simple tells-no-stories chain.

On the twenty-seventh floor, UmbraBridge Risk exhaled into a hush of light and order. The glass corridors held conference rooms like thought bubbles. Beyond them, screens slid with maps, dashboards, the pulse of a thousand networks.

Tessa Veyra waited in a frame of glass and matte-black steel, an artful geometry that reminded Fallon of chess boards and scalpels. Tessa’s smile was practised without being false; the sort of smile that suggested she could shepherd a king through a riot and never get a stain on her cuffs.

“Ms. Pryce. Tessa Veyra.” A firm shake. No rings. Nails trimmed short. “You came recommended.” The last word drifted between them like a feather off a hawk.

“By the best people,” Fallon said.

“Those are the hardest to please,” Tessa replied, eyes flitting once to the far wall where a wall-sized screen ghosted network telemetry above a field of slate. “Walk with me.”

They moved through a corridor lined with tempered glass, offices like aquariums—designers of risk floating in reef-blue light. Tessa’s heels were quiet. Fallon matched the pace, reading the building’s rhythms: the security cameras set a hair off-axis to discourage facial triangulation; the badge readers that blinked not when someone entered but when someone hovered; the non-placard door that every intern never noticed and every executive pretended not to see.

“That one?” Fallon asked lightly, chin toward the door with no name.

Tessa followed her gaze, then returned it with a pleasant blankness. “That’s a wiring closet.”

Of course it was.

Tessa showed her a desk, a terminal, the sterile intimacy of keystrokes waiting for a first touch. “Your scope is third-party assessment of incident response protocols. On paper,” she added, voice softening without losing its spine. “Off paper, our Chairman has asked for an external perspective on a sequence of anomalies.”

Fallon let silence request more.

“Packets with no origin and more memory than sense,” Tessa said. “We have the best engineers in the country. It feels like watching a magician saw the box. You know the trick won’t work, and yet the halves slide apart.”

“Maybe the box has a second lid,” Fallon said. “Or a third.”

Tessa’s mouth quirked. “You’ll like it here.” She turned, then paused. “One more thing. Our head of security will want to say hello. He likes to know who breathes near his cameras.”

“Hale Strickland,” Fallon said.

“Just Hale,” Tessa corrected, and stepped away, vanishing into a gray seam of hallway like a blade sliding home.

Fallon breathed once, slow enough to count the ribs. Then she sat, hands on the keyboard, posture relaxed, pulse controlled. She didn’t touch a thing for twenty seconds—just watched the cursor blink like a heartbeat on a hospital monitor in a room where the doctor was late.

She brought up systems the way a pianist touches keys: gently, to test action; steadily, to find sound. UmbraBridge Risk had nothing to be ashamed of, and far too much to protect. Fallon navigated to the policy repository, the incident runbooks, the network topology. Protocols were immaculate. That was the trouble. Most immaculate things have a bruise you can’t see until you turn them under the right light.

“Online,” Yael’s voice said in her right ear—no earpiece, only the bone conduction patch tucked beneath a strip of skin-toned adhesive behind her jaw. “Ops channel green. Shadowline Safehouse intact. Federal Ops Center is standing off.”

“You’re late,” Fallon murmured. She didn’t move her lips; she didn’t have to. The patch read tiny muscle intentions and turned them into whisper.

“You’re early,” Yael said. “Status?”

“On the lattice,” Fallon said. “No edges yet. Veyra is... quiet ice. The building hums like a tuned string.”

“Strickland?”

“Expected to appear like thunder,” Fallon said, scanning a forked network map. There. A hairline seam behind a corporate portal. Not a vulnerability—UmbraBridge didn’t do those—but a seam. She hovered, let her own code settle against the surface like a moth on glass, wings still. Nothing stuck. Good. She withdrew.

The elevator chimed at her back. She didn’t turn. You learn, in certain rooms, that movement is a confession, and stillness is a kind of power.

“Ms. Pryce,” a voice said, warm as dark wood left in sun. “Welcome to UmbraBridge.”

She turned then, because to delay any longer would have turned composure into theater. He stood a few steps inside the threshold, rain a constellation on the shoulders of his charcoal coat. Lennox Nevar didn’t dress like money—he dressed like time, simple lines that ignored why everyone else was late.

“Mr. Nevar,” Fallon said. She stood, because some rituals are not submission but clarity. “Your people are very efficient.”

“That’s how we survive the city,” Lennox said. His eyes took her in the way scanners take the soft tissue they’re paid to protect—without appetite, but not without interest. “Tessa tells me you ask the right questions.”

“It’s a habit,” Fallon said. “I’m trying to keep it.”

He smiled once, briefly, as if someone had brushed ash off his cheek. “Good habits are rare. Harder to keep than bad ones.” His gaze flicked to the terminal, to the architecture she had open like a spread of maps before a storm. “Do you like glass, Ms. Pryce?”

“I like what glass does to a room,” she said. “It keeps people honest. They can see themselves while they lie.”

“Some rooms ask for honesty,” Lennox said. “Other rooms demand silence.” He nodded toward the corridor with the unmarked door. “Let me show you a hallway where every wall is a mirror, and none of them reflect.”

Fallon tilted her head, as if mildly amused. Inside her chest, a drum lifted. “Lead the way.”

They walked without talking. The world tightened into fine details—a faint scent of cedar, a grain in the concrete polished floor like a thumbprint, the low fiber-optic glow under glass. Lennox moved like someone acquainted with the angles of a fall. He stopped before the unmarked door. It was not a door, not really, only an absence in the geometry, a subtraction that made space look like it could be infinite if you squinted correctly.

The panel slid. The room beyond was not large—size was a modesty trick. A single table, matte black; a wall that appeared to be nothing until your eyes adjusted and found a slow migration of light inside it, like dust moving in a shaft only you could see. Fallon’s skin prickled.

“This is a wiring closet,” she said.

“Of course,” Lennox said, and let the door stay open.

She didn’t step in. He didn’t invite her. That was the etiquette of certain games: ask the obvious thing, deny the obvious invitation, keep the truth breathing but starved.

A shadow moved in the corner of her sight. Not a shadow. A man built like a doorframe, his presence the sound of a lock sliding.

“Hale Strickland,” Lennox said. “Hale, Ms. Pryce. She’s here to tell us what we don't already know.”

Hale’s eyes travelled in a straight line from her shoes to her face, as though measuring load-bearing points. “We already know a lot,” he said. His voice had gravel in it, the kind the city pours on sidewalks when it wants people to think about their feet.

“Then Ms. Pryce will help us sort it,” Lennox said, politely refusing the provocation.

Hale didn’t smile. “Where’d you work last?”

“Lately?” Fallon said. “On the road.”

“That where you learned to act casual in front of cameras you can’t see?”

“I can see yours,” she said, and watched his mouth make a small, reluctant curve.

“Good,” he said. “Then you know what not to touch.”

Lennox let the silence be a third person in the room. “We’re hosting a review of our incident response. External eyes,” he said, as if the reason had to be said aloud so it would not sound like what it was. “Tessa will coordinate. Hale will not make your life easier, which is a compliment in this building.”

Fallon nodded as if she hadn’t mapped six exits and noted the placement of the only screw on the door’s lower hinge that looked like it had been handled more than the others.

“Ms. Pryce,” Lennox added, almost as an afterthought, “tell me one thing you notice that we didn’t put in the orientation packet.”

“The humidity,” she said.

“Our plants look well-watered?” His smile warmed; he liked tests that weren’t obvious.

“Your server floors run a half degree drier than the hallways,” she said. “Not usual. Somebody is hiding a climate in a place that claims to have no weather.”

Hale's head turned, a fraction. Lennox didn’t move at all. “Perhaps someone is,” he said, and stepped back from the unmarked door.

He left first, which told her nothing except that the room would be there after she lost the desire to enter it. Hale followed, a tide dragging a shore with him. The panel slid shut, a sigh with its hand over its mouth.

Yael’s voice rode the bone of her jaw. “That room is a heart murmur.”

“Later,” Fallon said. “I don’t want to hear my own blood this loud.”

“Copy,” Yael said. “USDIS wants an update when you breathe.”

“I’m still breathing,” Fallon said, and went back to her desk.

She set a small script to watch for hairline anomalies—packet jitter that behaved like birds startled and resettling. She wrote it like someone writing a postcard: wish you were here; the weather is strange. On the third pass, the script fluttered. Not a hit. A tremor.

Tessa reappeared at her shoulder, silent as a good apology. “How do you find our house?”

“Engineered,” Fallon said. “Unlucky.”

“Unlucky?”

“When you build a fortress this elegant, you attract the kind of tourist who wants to chip his name into the stones.”

“Then we’ll need a better chisel,” Tessa said, not smiling.

Fallon let herself smile for both of them. “Give me a terminal near the street,” she said. “People behave differently when they can see the rain.”

Tessa blinked once, approving or amused; it was hard to tell. “We have a window booth. Try not to fall in love with the city. It doesn't return calls.”

At the window, Fallon watched umbrella domes herd along the sidewalks, each a small universe with its own weather. She wrote while she watched, and when you do two things that carefully at the same time, you end up doing both better than you would if you did only one. The script pulsed. Somewhere, something exhaled in a way that wasn’t human.

Yael murmured numbers. Fallon hummed them into order. The day held. Evening edged in. The city put on its necklace of lights.

Tessa summoned her at six with a calendar block that looked like a gentleman’s knife—sleek, sharp, meant to open without drama. “Chairman would like you at Nevar Tower,” the note said. “Casual. Fifteen minutes.”

The driver knew the route without asking. Nevar Tower rose from Midtown like a black key that fit a lock no one could see. Fallon stepped into a lobby that seemed to move even when nothing did—a slow drift of light up the ribs of the atrium, glass skin reading her in return.

Security here was theatre and mathematics: StrixVector personnel at discreet nodes, cameras asleep with one eye open. Hale met her by the elevators, the tilt of his head indicating surprise he refused to admit.

“You made it,” he said.

“The rain let me,” Fallon replied.

“Don’t trust rain,” Hale said, and the elevator doors opened like a mouth.

On the forty-sixth, Lennox’s office didn’t pretend to be anything but high ground. The skyline was a map of ambition, and the glass made it look like the city had leaned in to listen. He stood with a hand in his pocket, no jewelry, a watch that told time like it was a friendly suggestion.

“Ms. Pryce.”

“Mr. Nevar.”

He gestured to a small table, not a desk. Tables invite conversation; desks stage hierarchy. A carafe of water. Two glasses. No coffee. He didn't need caffeine; he smelled like focus.

“You asked for rain,” he said, pouring.

“I asked for a window,” she said, taking the glass, not drinking. “Rain is a dividend.”

He sat, fingers steepled. “Tessa says you saw the climate.”

“I saw variance,” Fallon said. “Variance is only interesting when it repeats.”

“And does it?”

“It wants to,” she said. “Someone keeps teaching it not to.”

Lennox leaned back. “You speak about systems like they can learn.”

“They can,” she said. “The question is what.”

“And who teaches them.”

“And why,” she finished.

The silence between them was a wire pulled taut between two buildings in wind. Somewhere down the corridor, a door sighed.

“UmbraBridge is a piece of something,” Fallon said. “I don’t think the puzzle is here.”

“You think it’s here,” Lennox said, tapping the glass with a knuckle as if he could make the city ring. “In the weather. In the noise.”

“I think your enemies prefer silence,” she said. “Noise can be read. Silence goes to ground.”

He smiled, not for her benefit. “What do you want from me, Ms. Pryce?”

“A question,” she said.

He waited.

“Why bring me in if you already know where the mirrors are?”

“Because sometimes the person who sees them first gets tired of looking,” he said. It was the closest he had come to honesty—a weariness that didn’t sag, just refined into something that looked like grace. “And because you are not afraid to say humidity when everyone else says encryption.”

She almost laughed. “I say both.”

“I hope you do,” he said, standing. “Hale will walk you out. Be careful on the street. New York gets theatrical when it rains.”

Hale escorted her to the elevator, a bodyguard’s silence stretched like canvas between them. As the doors shut, Hale said without looking at her, “He talks to you more than he talks to most.”

“I talk back,” Fallon said.

“Don’t make a habit of it,” Hale replied, but there was curiosity under the gravel, and curiosity is the first softness a wall shows before it cracks.

The elevator let her into the night. She stepped under the awning and watched the rain make the world honest. Her phone buzzed once—one small pulse, the language of someone who didn’t want to be heard.

Yael. A text: PULSES REPEATED. PATTERN EMERGING. NOT LOCAL. THINKING: CARRIER PIGEON WEARING CAMOUFLAGE.

Fallon smiled at the glass city reflected in the puddle by her heel. Not local. Of course not. Weather doesn’t respect property lines.

She typed back: TRACE ROUTE. WATCH HUMIDITY.

Then she stepped into the rain, which blurred her reflection until it looked like a stranger with her face, and the stranger smiled too.

—-

[image: ]


By the time she reached the Shadowline Safehouse, the thunder had filed its paperwork and gone home. The room was square, functional, lit by a single Edison bulb whose nostalgia flirted with bad taste. Fallon took off her wet blazer, hung it on the chair back, and spread umbrella drips into a map on the hardwood that meant nothing except she had been in the rain.

She brought up her laptop. Yael popped in on a secure channel, her hair an untidy crown of focus.

“You were poetic about humidity,” Yael said. “Do I need a dehumidifier or a dictionary?”

“Both,” Fallon said. “Give me your pattern.”

Yael shared a screen: a sequence of small spikes, evenly spaced until they weren’t. “It’s like tapping a glass with a fingernail,” Yael said. “Except every third tap breaks the rhythm, then the pattern resumes. Someone is teaching the signal to forget it made a mistake.”

“Obsidian,” Fallon murmured.

“You don’t know that,” Yael said.

“I know the weather,” Fallon said softly. She dragged a line across the waveform. “That break... the third, then a resync. It’s a handshake like I’ve never seen. New handshake. Old hand.”

Yael chewed her lower lip. “Rook?”

“Rook doesn’t make handshakes,” Fallon said. “He breaks them and sells the pieces. But he might know who does.”

Yael hesitated. “USDIS pinged. They want your impressions.”

“Tell them UmbraBridge is a cathedral with a secret reliquary,” Fallon said, “and the reliquary hums at night.”

“Very helpful,” Yael said dryly.

“I gave them a metaphor,” Fallon said. “That’s better than giving them a guess.” She closed her eyes for the length of a breath and saw Lennox in the glass corridor, rain on his coat like stars stranded in daylight. “Yael?”

“Yes?”

“Don’t let them run an op on Nevar Tower without me.”

“Because you’re cautious, or because you’re invested?” Yael asked, not unkindly.

“Because they’ll break something that’s telling us the truth,” Fallon said. “And because they won’t see the mirrors until after they bleed.”

She ended the call, laid back on the bed fully dressed, and listened to the building breathe. Cities have lungs, if you know where to put your ear. New York sounded restless. Not angry. Not afraid. Restless.

Her phone thrummed again. A calendar invite from a name that meant nothing, emanating from a server in a neighborhood that did. Garrison Vault. Tomorrow night.

She didn’t accept. She didn’t decline. She let it sit there, a coin on a bar she might or might not pick up. Her eyes closed. The rain dialed down to mist.

Somewhere across the city, a wall without a name glowed like a slow moon. In the morning it would be a wiring closet again. Tonight it was a mirror, and in it, two people who were not yet enemies, not yet anything else, stared at the edges of each other and tried to decide which angle would cut first.

—
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Part 2: The Silent Ledger

Morning rinsed the city, but the glass kept yesterday’s secrets. Fallon arrived at UmbraBridge Risk before most lights had decided what kind of day they were going to have. The lobby’s white-lilac hush hadn’t changed; only the rain had moved off like a curtain pulled between acts.

At her window booth, she set her hands to the keys and let silence choose the tempo. The script she’d left watching the network’s microtremors overnight had stitched a thin thread of data—harmless if you didn’t believe in patterns, incriminating if you did. She believed in patterns the way swimmers believe in current.

“Morning,” Tessa said, appearing with two cups and a question that smelled like bergamot. “You asked for a view. You got a horizon.”

Fallon accepted the cup. “Horizons make honest liars,” she said. “They promise distance and deliver questions.”

Tessa’s mouth curved. “You do metaphors before nine.”

“I do them when the numbers insist,” Fallon said, turning the screen. “We have variance. It repeats. Every third minute, a displacement in environmental telemetry from a controlled zone. The variance corrects itself, except pattern memory lingers in packet timing.”

Tessa leaned in, wrist glinting briefly with nothing—no watch, just the suggestion of discipline. “What does that buy us?”

“A hallway,” Fallon said. “One we pretend is a wiring closet.”

Tessa studied her for a beat that stretched. “Hale will say you’re seeing ghosts.”

“Ghosts don’t sweat,” Fallon said. “This room does.”

A small chime cut the moment—calendar, not alarm. Fallon opened it and found a maintenance window scheduled by Facilities. Generic description, generic time. The alias on the request contained a telltale typo in an internal code that no one would make unless they’d learned UmbraBridge from the outside in.

“Facilities?” Tessa asked, reading the movement of Fallon’s eyes rather than the screen.

“Someone asking to borrow the weather,” Fallon said. “I’d like a tour.”

“Of the climate?” Tessa’s tone was dry. “Of course. Hale adores showing people the air.”

“He adores control,” Fallon said.

“That too,” Tessa said, and the softest laugh flicked like light off glass. “Ten minutes. Wear a smile he can’t measure.”

Hale met them at the security checkpoint like a local storm front—pressure introduced by posture. He signed them through with a thumbprint and a glance that did more inventory than the scanner did.

“Ms. Pryce,” he said. “We don’t usually do docent work, but the Chairman wants the cathedral shown.”

“Cathedrals survive by letting tourists light candles,” Fallon replied.

“You’re not a tourist,” Hale said, and the elevator began its descent. “And candles set off sprinklers.”

The server floor felt like discipline made visible. Racks stood like soldiers in the hush, lights working their patient algebra. Fallon didn’t pretend to be impressed; she let the air tell her what it could. Cooler than the hall. Drier. At the far end, a door without a label carried a breath of humidity on its hinges.

“Wiring closet,” Hale said.

“Of course it is,” Fallon murmured.

He keyed them past two checkpoints, none of which wound up at the door she was watching. Instead, he peeled left into a corridor lined with utility panels and glass embedded with fiber like veins in marble. Tessa walked a step behind, not to follow or to lead, but to observe the distance between Fallon and whatever she was choosing not to touch.

“Why humidity?” Hale asked. “Of all the things to notice.”

“Humidity lies less than people do,” Fallon said. “And you can’t teach it not to want what it wants.”

“What does it want?”

“Equilibrium,” she said. “So do secrets.”

He stopped. The corridor ended in a tempered pane that reflected them back as a triad of caution. Hale turned to her. “You think we’re hiding something you’ll trip over if you walk loud enough.”

“I think someone is using your silence to explain away a sound they don’t want traced,” Fallon said. “And I think we’re standing near a door the map forgot.”

Hale’s gaze didn’t soften, but it moved. “Maps get updated. Walk.”

They backtracked, the route designed to lose a tail. On the way up, Fallon watched the floor numbers and imagined their inverse—if there were -7 and -18 printed on the other side of the display, which of those would match the weather? She filed it under later. Later often paid better than now.

Back at the window booth, Tessa lingered while Hale peeled away toward a meeting that would not be called a briefing. “He likes you,” Tessa said.

“He likes his job,” Fallon said.

“Sometimes those overlap,” Tessa replied. “Sometimes they don’t. If you require access, ask me. If you require grace, ask no one.”

“I don’t ask for grace,” Fallon said. “I inventory it.”

Tessa smiled with her eyes. “Inventory might be harder to get through procurement.”

When Tessa left, Fallon folded the morning into a single line: HUMIDITY DELTA PERSISTENT. She pinged Yael.

“Your cathedral sweats,” Yael said, voice running down Fallon’s jawbone. “I ran the variance you sent against external probes. You were right about memory. There’s a cadence tugging at your walls. It doesn’t originate here.”

“Then where?”

“Cross-correlated with four dark nodes,” Yael said. “Three are noise. The fourth smells like Krypteon Bazaar, or whatever we’re supposed to call their hallway this week. The packets look like carriers pretending to be courier receipts—Quellion Trade LLC appears twice in the payment near-field.”

“Quellion,” Fallon said. “Laundromat for small monies. Big doors don’t swing on that hinge.”

“They do if the hinge is oiled with the right kind of data,” Yael said. “Also, USDIS called. They want me to tell you to ‘stay within scope.’ Director loves that phrase.”

“Tell the Director I am the scope,” Fallon said.

“Copy,” Yael said. “Also—ping from an east-side logistics relay. Astrydian has a maintenance flag tonight, midnight.”

“That many maintenance windows and the building will need a vacation,” Fallon said. “Keep your eyes on both. If anything tries to learn too fast, slap its wrist.”

“You always say the cutest things,” Yael said. “Be careful.”

“I’ll be careful when it’s safe,” Fallon said. “For now, I’ll be accurate.”

She ducked into a stairwell and let the institutional quiet wrap the sound of her own breath. She needed a clean room, and silence with ears. She opened her folio and slid out a wafer-thin board disguised as a legal pad stiffener. A short cable ran from the pad to the building’s diagnostic port hidden behind a fire panel screw that generations of cleaners had pretended not to see.

Her code didn’t break. It listened. It asked questions in shapes, not in words. The returns came back like footfalls on a stair you couldn’t see—soft, then heavier, then gone. The cadence matched Yael’s waveform. Every third beat, a misstep corrected before it could trip. She tagged it with an internal label she didn’t broadcast: OBSIDIAN/CL-0.

She didn’t look up when someone entered the stairwell; turning announces guilt. The footsteps stopped two treads above her.

“Curious, Ms. Pryce?” Tessa’s voice, calm but with a metallic thread.

“Always,” Fallon said, detaching the cable without haste. “Curiosity pays the rent.”

“Not here,” Tessa said. “Here, curiosity pays for damage.”

Fallon met her gaze. “I was verifying that the building’s systems generate their own anomalies. It would be embarrassing to discover that a contractor taped over a sensor.”

Tessa waited, then nodded once. “Embarrassment is expensive. Please leave the fire panels fireproof.”

“Noted,” Fallon said. “Do you prefer I report all deltas through you, or can Hale tolerate mail?”

“Report through me,” Tessa said. “Hale tolerates outcomes, not memos.”

They stood on the stairs for a moment longer, two pieces on a board that had more squares than either liked to count. Tessa broke first, not with retreat but with acceleration. “Nevar Tower, eight p.m. Chairman has questions.”

“I thought he enjoyed asking them without a room,” Fallon said.

“This one has windows,” Tessa said, and was gone in a ribbon of dark cloth and intent.

Evening painted itself along the skyline with a hand that had learned restraint. Fallon rode to Midtown with the kind of driver who did not make conversation because the city was already a loud friend. Nevar Tower breathed them in.

Hale waited at security again. “Twice in twenty-four hours,” he said. “You collect skylines?”

“I’m here for the humidity,” Fallon said, and his grunt might have been a laugh in a less disciplined throat.

Lennox’s office was not a repetition. The chairs sat in a new arrangement; a different painting leaned against a different wall, its lines restless—charcoal like nerves. On the table, not water but tea. It smelled like something that would forgive you if you told it what you regretted.

“Ms. Pryce,” Lennox said. “You found a rhythm.”

“I found a correction,” she said. “Corrections have authors.”

“Do they?”

“They don’t happen on their own,” she said. “Not at intervals that consistent.”

He considered the tea, not drinking. “What do you think it is?”

“I think someone attached a whisper to your weather,” she said. “I think it enters where people don’t, and I think it learns when you try to unlearn it.”

“Where does it go?” he asked.

She let her eyes move. Not to the unnamed door—the Obsidian Room wore its anonymity like a crest—but to a corner of glass where the city had gathered to eavesdrop. “Down,” she said. “Where the maps have negative floors. Where you keep a room you pretend not to have.”
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