
PART I — THE CUSTOMER

CHAPTER 1

Nancy Orrell received the first Orion export at 3:06 a.m. in the back of a
car that smelled of burnt coffee and winter coats.

The filename said INCIDENT_SUMMARY_FINAL_FINAL_v2. The
metadata said it had been created eleven minutes earlier and revised four
times.

She opened the attachment on her phone, read the first line, and went
back to the call.

“How many instructions got through the payment hub?”
Mara Ellison answered without preamble. “Forty-seven in the first

burst. More attempts after controls came up. The number you’re going to
see is eight-forty.”

“Eight hundred forty million accepted—but not necessarily released?”
“Yes.”
“Which layer is calling them accepted?”
There was a pause on the line. Nancy heard paper move.
“That is why I’m calling you.”
Streetlights moved across the rear window. The driver had the radio

low enough that the overnight host sounded trapped behind glass. Nancy
enlarged the summary until the transaction table filled her screen.

There was no root session, administrator credential, or emergency
override.

Forty-seven customer instructions clustered inside six minutes across
personal relationships, closely held companies, investment entities, and a
family trust. Every entry carried an authentication result, and every one
had passed.

The total exposure sat in the bottom row.
$840,216,430.72.
The amount did less to her than the green cells beside it.
“Who generated this table?” Nancy asked.
“Orion incident response.”
“From payment-hub data?”
“And online-banking telemetry. At least, that’s what I’ve been told.”
“By whom?”
“Management legal.”
Nancy pinched the screen smaller. A green result from a summary

sheet belonged to the person who made the summary until she saw the
underlying record.



“Keep the source exports untouched,” she said. “No normalized
timestamps, no screenshots standing in for logs. I want the raw payment
events, sessions, device bindings, step-up results, and whatever they used
to build this table.”

Mara said, “I can put an interim hold on the material while the
committee acts. Management still controls the systems.”

“Then have them lock it down now. We can argue scope later.”
“I already did.”
Nancy registered the speed. Mara had also put a hold on

customer-profile maintenance and identity-quality records, categories
Nancy had not asked for yet. “We can narrow it later,” Mara said. “We
can’t recover what disappears now.”

For the first time, Mara’s voice carried a hint of dry humor. Nancy had
worked with her twice before, both times on cases where everyone
discovered the value of process only after they wanted to move faster
than it allowed.

The car turned downtown. At three in the morning, the avenues
belonged to bakery trucks, black cars waiting under hotel awnings, and
sanitation crews working beneath scaffolding. Red lights changed for
almost nobody.

“What cleared?” Nancy asked.
“Unknown in full. A minority left Orion’s immediate control. Some

wires are with correspondents. Some book transfers are frozen. Some
items are sitting in release queues. Recalls are going out now.”

“So eight-forty is exposure, not money we know moved.”
“Right.”
“Make sure the board hears it that way.”
“They will.”
Nancy closed the summary and checked the message thread from

Greytrace. Miles had responded to her first alert with a single sentence.
I’m awake. Send the event data.
Iris had written:
Do they have people yet or only accounts?
The question held her longer than it should have.
Under the Greytrace thread sat a calendar alert for dinner with her

sister. Nancy had already moved it once. She moved it to Friday without
checking whether Friday was any more plausible, then hated the tiny
administrative neatness of the gesture.

“Who started calling this a hack?” she asked Mara.
“Three people so far.”
“Any evidence for that yet?”
“No. Not yet.”
“Then I’m not calling it one.”
The line went quiet again.
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Mara said, “The board chair is convening a special committee. I’m
being asked to serve as outside counsel if the resolutions pass. Greytrace
would be retained through me.”

“Your confidence is moving faster than your paperwork.”
“So is eight hundred forty million dollars.”
Nancy did not answer. Mara did not fill silence to make herself

comfortable.
“How long until the examination?”
“Scheduled opening conference is seventy-two hours from eight this

morning.”
Nancy checked the clock.
Seventy-six hours and fifty-four minutes, if Orion counted the way

people under pressure usually counted: from the moment they heard a
deadline, not from the moment it actually began.

“What kind of examination?”
“Routine supervisory. It stopped feeling routine at two-seventeen.”
“Who knows it’s happening?”
“The examiners know their own calendar. Orion knows. We have no

indication the transfer event has been disclosed yet.”
“And if the transfer event gets out?”
“Then the morning changes.”
Nancy forwarded the incident summary into Greytrace’s temporary

matter vault, tagged it UNVERIFIED CLIENT SUMMARY, then deleted the
attachment from her phone. She could hear Mara speaking to someone
off the call.

A second document arrived. This one was a list of customer
relationship IDs.

Forty-seven entries: twenty-nine personal relationships, eleven linked
companies or investment entities, and seven trust or family-office
structures.

Some relationship IDs appeared more than once.
Nancy stared at the identifiers until they began to arrange themselves

by recurrence.
One personal customer had instructed three transfers through a linked

holding company. Another had used two entities with different
authorized-user structures. A third relationship had attempted a domestic
wire, a securities-backed credit draw, and a book transfer inside Orion.

That one interested her.
“What is relationship 71-44-02?” she asked.
“I don’t have customer names yet.”
“It used three rails.”
Mara came back to the phone. “Does that matter?”
“Enough to move it up the list.”
“Does it change your theory?”
“Not yet. It tells me where to look first.”



The driver glanced at her in the mirror.
Nancy expanded the rows. The same relationship had authenticated

twice in four minutes from what the summary called an approved device.
The device string was truncated.

An approved device might have been enrolled yesterday or trusted for
four years; a successful step-up might mean a face challenge, one-time
code, call-center verification, hardware key, or some combination. The
summary did not say.

Green cells accumulated where missing definitions should have been.
Her phone buzzed again.
Miles.
She switched him into the call.
“Read-only,” Mara said immediately. “The committee has not signed

yet.”
Miles sounded fully awake. “Then don’t send me credentials.”
“Good morning to you too,” Nancy said.
“It’s three fifteen.”
“Which makes that accurate.”
Mara said, “Mr. Ansel, what do you need first?”
“Transaction event IDs with server timestamps. Authentication event

IDs. Entitlement state before each instruction. Any changes in the prior
twenty-four hours.”

Nancy watched the city move past.
“No device data?” Mara asked.
Miles said, “After I know which sessions matter.”
Nancy smiled despite herself.
Miles continued. “And I need settlement state. The front end says

accepted; I need to know what actually moved.”
Mara said, “We have forty-seven in that accepted bucket.”
Miles said, “I know. Now I need the back end.”
Nancy heard keys on Miles’s end.
She said, “Relationship 71-44-02 used three rails.”
“I see your message.”
“What does that require?”
“I don’t know until I see its entitlements.”
Mara cut in. “So it doesn’t tell us who did this.”
Miles said, “Not yet. It tells us what to lock down before those records

rotate.”
Mara’s voice changed by half a degree, from consultation to action.
“I’ll issue the instruction.”
Nancy ended Miles’s participation before he could start building a

system in the air. He sent one more message.
Get me the entitlement snapshots. Especially restore events.
She put the phone face down on her knee.
Restore events.



Miles cared about what changed before he cared about the story
attached to it. Nancy’s work began with a different question: where had
Orion’s facts about the customer come from?

The old case arrived in memory without invitation: a woman sitting in
a conference room with her winter coat still on, explaining that payroll
had stopped because a fraud model had decided her identity belonged to
someone else.

Nancy had been the person brought in to prove the model wrong.
She remembered the coat more clearly than the model.
Her phone lit up beneath her hand.
Iris again.
I can be at Orion by four. If they’re already contacting customers, tell

them to stop contaminating witnesses.
Nancy forwarded that to Mara.
“Field problem,” she said.
“Already?”
“Orion may be calling people.”
“They are trying to protect customer relationships.”
“They can do that after we know what they’ve already told people.”
“I’ll get the contact log.”
“The real one—names, times, and scripts if there were scripts.”
“You think they scripted the calls?”
“I think somebody will remember it that way. I want the record before

the memories settle.”
Mara made a small sound that might have been a laugh.
The car stopped outside a dark stone building whose upper floors still

held scattered office lights. Two black SUVs waited at the curb. A man in
a suit stood under the awning looking down at a phone.

Orion Trust occupied twelve floors and kept its name smaller than the
architecture.

Nancy paid the driver and stepped into air that smelled of wet
pavement.

Mara was waiting inside security, a charcoal coat over clothes chosen
for a different day. She held a redwell folder under one arm.

“The committee passed the resolutions three minutes ago,” she said.
“What’s the scope?”
“Independent fact development on the transfers—access,

authorization, customer control, preservation. My firm directs the work
for the special committee.”

“Management signed off?”
“They acknowledged the resolutions.”
“Mara.”
Mara handed her a temporary badge.
“For the next hour, yes. Please let me have that fiction.”
The elevator opened.



On twenty-six, Orion’s emergency response room had too much light
and too many people standing. Screens along one wall showed funds by
status: stopped, pending, recalled, disputed, released. The released
column was smaller than the others and still large enough to make
several careers feel temporary.

A second wall held the customer sessions.
Green.
Nancy stopped at the door.
A management lawyer she did not know came toward them with his

hand extended.
“We’re grateful you’re here. Security has confirmed there was no

compromise of the bank’s core systems.”
The session wall behind him stayed green.
“Confirmed from what?”
He lowered his hand by an inch.
Mara said, “Daniel Rusk, Orion general counsel.”
“Ms. Orrell.”
“Nancy.”
Rusk recovered smoothly. “Our teams have been working since the

first alert. The activity used customer credentials and approved channels,
and so far we’ve found no internal administrative access.”

“That gets you part of the way there.”
Rusk’s expression held.
Nancy regretted the line as soon as it left her: too polished, too easy.

She had been awake nine minutes when she got in the car and did not
need to perform competence for anyone.

She moved to the nearest screen.
“Show me one instruction,” she said.
An incident responder pulled up a record.
The record laid out timestamp, relationship ID, payment type,

originating session, credential result, device trust, step-up status, and
approval state.

Every field sat where it belonged.
Nancy read it twice.
“Who generated the device-trust value?”
The responder pointed to a vendor name.
“Who enrolled the device?”
“Customer workflow.”
“When was the device enrolled?”
He clicked deeper.
Four hundred and eleven days earlier.
Nancy leaned closer.
The customer had been trusted for more than a year.
Rusk said, “That’s what I’m trying to tell you. These were established

relationships.”



Below the trust history sat the amount.
$18.4 million.
“What’s the name?”
The responder hesitated until Mara nodded.
“Caleb Denton.”
“Is that an individual relationship?”
“Individual with a linked private investment company.”
“How long with Orion?”
“Six years.”
The man clicked again.
A photograph appeared beside the customer profile. White male, late

thirties, dark hair, neutral expression. Ordinary enough to disappear in
an airport line.

Under the photograph sat a green badge.
IDENTITY VERIFIED.
The provenance labels ran down the customer file: document

verification, bureau history, payroll, tax forms, address, employer, device
continuity, and two successful liveness checks.

Rusk watched her take it in.
“Six years,” he said. “He exists.”
Her attention returned to the photograph.
“Who has met him?”
Nobody answered.
The response room made its own noise: keys, phones, the hum of

ventilation, a chair rolling back too fast.
Rusk glanced toward the incident team.
“That is a strange standard for a private bank in 2026.”
“It’s a simple question.”
“We have KYC, enhanced due diligence, tax documentation, verified

addresses, employment, credit history—”
“Who has met Caleb Denton?”
The incident responder looked at his screen.
Rusk said, “We’ll find you the relationship notes.”
Nancy turned to Mara.
“Preserve those before anyone calls the banker.”
Mara was already typing.
On the wall, another accepted instruction moved from PENDING to

RECALL REQUESTED.
The number beside RELEASED did not move.
For the first time since the call, Nancy felt the case become smaller

than eight hundred forty million dollars.
One name.
Caleb Denton.
A verified face.
Six years of records.
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No one in the room could say they had ever seen him breathe outside
a screen.

Nancy took off her coat.
“Start with him.”



CHAPTER 2

By five twenty, Orion had found three people who claimed to know Caleb
Denton and none who could say they had ever occupied the same room
with him.

The relationship manager had spoken to him by phone eleven days
earlier. A senior associate had joined two Microsoft Teams meetings. A
trust officer remembered his voice and the way he corrected dates in
documents. The banker who opened the relationship had left Orion four
years ago.

Daniel Rusk considered that an inconvenience of modern private
banking.

Nancy considered it a list of sources.
She sat at the end of a conference table that had collected seven

laptops, three legal pads, two untouched trays of pastries, and a stack of
printed payment reports nobody could explain the origin of. Mara Ellison
sat to her left. Rusk had taken the opposite end.

Iris arrived carrying a paper coffee cup and rain on the shoulders of
her jacket.

“You started without me,” she said.
“You were four minutes late.”
“I had to explain to security why a field investigator doesn’t travel

with a corporate laptop at three in the morning.”
“It’s five.”
“See? They kept me that long.”
She dropped into the chair beside Nancy, glanced once at the room,

then at the people standing near the glass wall.
“Which one is the banker who knows Denton?”
Nancy pointed with her pen.
Iris looked at him for two seconds. “He’s scared.”
Rusk said, “Mr. Kline has been awake all night. I would be careful

about turning fatigue into fear.”
“Me too.”
Mara slid a printed page across the table. “Retainer is executed.

Greytrace is engaged by the special committee through my firm. Page
two defines scope; page four gives preservation authority. If anyone asks
you to step outside either, call me before you do it.”

Iris did not touch it. “Can we talk to customers?”
“Through a protocol, and not around it.”
“That last one will be easy if Orion hasn’t already called them.”
Rusk’s attention sharpened. “Our relationship teams had to make

welfare and fraud-prevention contacts.”
“With what script?”
“We are compiling that.”



Iris took a drink.
Nancy knew the look. Iris had a rule about witness contamination that

became less polite every time someone described prior contact as
relationship management.

Miles came in thirty seconds later without coffee, carrying his own
keyboard in a hard case.

Rusk looked at it.
Miles said, “I type faster on this one.”
That was all.
He took the chair across from Iris and turned his screen toward Nancy.

The first raw Orion extracts had reached Greytrace’s secure environment.
“Thirty-one of forty-seven instructions reached payment approval,” he

said. “Thirteen reached a rail or correspondent. Four domestic wires
settled. Everything else is stopped, recalled, held, or under review.”

“Amount outside immediate control?” Mara asked.
“Thirty-eight point six million confirmed. Could increase.”
Rusk leaned forward. “That is materially below eight-forty. The board

needs that distinction before anyone repeats the larger number as a loss.”
Miles looked at him. “Yes.”
“Then put it in the first sentence.”
Miles looked back at the table. “Thirty-eight point six confirmed

outside immediate control. Eight-forty is exposure. Those are different
fields.”

Iris hid a smile behind her cup.
Nancy scanned Miles’s event table. “Any common administrative

change before the burst?”
“No shared admin session. No one account-wide entitlement change.

Denton’s linked company had a payment limit restored three months ago
after a compliance hold. Different team, ordinary ticket.”

“Restored by whom?”
“Business operations. Approved through two levels.”
Rusk said, “Routine.”
Miles nodded. “The system agrees.”
Nancy waited.
Miles tapped a row. “It also agrees that forty-seven customer

instructions came through approved paths at two-seventeen.”
Miles kept one finger on the event table. “The pattern is noisy.”
“What kind of noise?” Nancy asked.
“Different rails, cutoff windows, approval bands. If the only objective

were fastest loss, I would expect less variety. It could be diversification. It
also guarantees that different controls, recalls, and counterparties get
involved.”

“Can you tell intent from that pattern?”
“No, I can’t.”
“Then preserve the response sequence with the payment sequence.”



Rusk’s jaw shifted. He was still polished enough to make irritation
look like concentration.

Mara said, “I need language the board can repeat without turning an
unknown into a fact. What survives that test?”

Nancy answered. “The instructions were coordinated across
established customer relationships and came through valid customer
pathways. We still don’t know whether control sat outside Orion, inside
it, or with any particular customer.”

Rusk said, “We can at least say forty-seven established relationships
did not independently converge on eight hundred forty million dollars in
six minutes. The board is going to ask what organized them.”

Nancy said, “No. We know the instructions were coordinated.”
“Which means somebody coordinated them.”
“Almost certainly.”
“Then tell me the shortest path to whatever organized them.”
“We will, when the evidence is strong enough.”
Rusk leaned back. “I was told Greytrace specializes in attribution. I am

not asking for a guess; I am asking what you need to get to an answer.”
The temporary badge lay on the table, Greytrace printed in six-point

type beneath Orion’s name.
Mara opened the committee engagement letter to the scope page.
“Daniel, the committee retained Greytrace to develop the facts

independently. You may press for a timetable. You may not define the
culprit as a condition of access.”

“I’m defining the operational need. We have an examination
beginning in seventy-two hours, a transfer event still being contained,
and a board that has to decide what to restrict before breakfast.”

“Seventy-four hours,” Miles said.
Everyone looked at him.
He checked the clock. “Opening conference is eight. It matters if we’re

using the clock.”
Rusk rubbed the bridge of his nose.
Iris said, “I like him better when he sleeps.”
Nancy kept her eyes on the committee retainer.
Mara asked, “What can you deliver by eight?”
“An initial map of the highest-value customer relationships, source

provenance for the anchor files, and field targets.”
“What can you have by noon?”
“Physical checks on Denton’s address and employer, assuming access.”
“And what can you have by the examination?”
Mara’s voice stayed flat. Iris lowered her coffee and Miles stopped

typing.
Nancy knew what a careful answer sounded like.
A defensible attribution needed source paths that could survive

challenge, enough independence that one copied feed could not collapse



the conclusion, and words whose consequences she could defend after the
room moved on.

She also knew what Orion meant by the examination.
The unsigned Orion extension could cover nearly a quarter of

Greytrace’s annual revenue. Two permanent offers sat in draft against it.
Dina had asked the previous Thursday whether permanent still meant

this month; her lease decision was due Friday. Nancy had said yes.
At 4:58, before the meeting settled into a room, Greytrace operations

had sent Nancy a cash note with no adjectives. The Orion extension was
still unsigned. Two offer letters remained unsent. One candidate needed
an answer before noon; the other had asked whether the health plan
began on the first day of employment or after thirty days.

Nancy had answered only the question she could answer. First day.
Her office manager had replied: Assuming there is a first day.
The line stayed under the Denton table on Nancy’s phone.
Her phone vibrated against the table. Dina.
Nancy let it go once, then picked up when the second call came.
“Sorry,” Dina said. “I know where you are.” Her voice was low, as if

she were calling from the Greytrace stairwell rather than the open
workroom. “I need the boring answer before nine. The apartment wants
the renewal deposit today, and the cheaper health plan I can switch to
closes enrollment at noon.”

Nancy looked at the event table while Dina spoke. Forty-seven
customer instructions. Thirty-eight point six million outside immediate
control. A future that wanted to become a noun before the source record
had caught up.

“The permanent role is still the plan,” Nancy said.
“That isn’t what I asked.”
“No.”
A beat.
“Is there a signed offer?” Dina asked.
“Not yet.”
“Is there signed work behind it?”
Nancy could hear the discipline in the question. Dina had learned it in

seven months at Greytrace and was applying it to Greytrace.
“The Orion extension is not signed.”
“Okay.” Dina exhaled. “Then I need to know whether I should renew

the lease like I have a salary or like I have invoices.”
Across the table, Rusk was asking an incident manager for a revised

loss number. Mara had stopped turning pages. Iris was looking nowhere
in particular, which meant she could hear every word.

Nancy said, “Can I call you after eight?”
“I need to decide before nine.”
“I know.”
“That was also not an answer.”
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“No.” Nancy pinched the bridge of her nose. “I know.”
Dina softened by half a degree. “I’m not asking you to promise me

Orion.”
Nancy looked at the unsigned engagement extension in her inbox and

then at Denton’s six-year customer file.
“I have to get through this room first.”
“All right. Eight-thirty, then.”
“I’ll call.”
Dina hung up before Nancy could turn the promise into anything

larger.
Nancy set the phone beside the retainer instead of face down this

time. The call had not changed the evidence. It had changed the cost of
pretending an unsigned future was already present.

Greytrace could carry the current matter without the extension. That
was not the same as carrying the year Nancy had described to the staff.
She had approved contractor hours against signed work, delayed a
monitoring-tool renewal, and told operations not to order the two laptops
sitting in a vendor cart. None of those choices belonged in Orion’s
evidence map. They belonged to Greytrace.

Dina’s lease was the part Nancy kept seeing. Not the number. The
email subject: NEED TO KNOW BY FRIDAY. Dina had asked whether the
permanent role was real before she committed to another year in an
apartment she could barely justify on contractor income. Nancy had said
it was.

The extension had not been signed when she said it.
Nancy turned the phone face down. The fact created pressure. It did

not get to create evidence.
Mara did not ask twice.
Nancy said, “If Orion gives us the records and access, I can give the

committee a defensible attribution before the opening conference.”
Iris lowered her coffee.
Miles stopped typing.
Rusk said, “Good.”
Mara closed the redwell.
“For the committee, Nancy’s commitment is recorded with the access

condition. Daniel, release the KYC source documents, vendor result
objects, relationship notes, prior fraud reviews, and device-enrollment
histories for the top ten relationships now. Privacy objections can be
logged while preservation and review proceed.”

Nancy noticed that Mara’s preservation schedule already named the
identity-quality archive and historical exception logs. Neither had
appeared in the incident summary. “Standard belt and suspenders,” Mara
said when Nancy asked. It was responsive enough to end the question and
selective enough that Nancy remembered it.

Rusk stood.



People began to move with him. Two Orion lawyers gathered papers.
An incident manager received three messages at once and left without
closing his laptop.

Rusk stopped beside Nancy.
“Caleb Denton’s relationship generated twenty-six million in

instructions tonight. His file has passed every review we require. If you
walk into my board meeting and tell them the problem is that nobody
remembers shaking his hand, you will have wasted the only morning we
have.”

Iris turned in her chair.
Nancy touched the edge of the committee retainer with one finger.
“Then we won’t do that.”
Rusk waited for more.
Nancy gave him none.
After he left, Iris waited until the door sealed.
Iris put her cup down. “You just promised them a person, Nancy.”
“I promised an attribution. That is not the same thing.”
“I know what you said. I also watched the room hear a person.”
“I know.”
“Then remember the file may give you a process, or a crowd, or

nobody clean enough to name.”
“It will get somewhere.”
Iris studied her.
Iris had a habit in rooms: she watched people after their language had

finished doing its work.
“You remember what you told me after Halcyon?” Iris asked.
Miles’s hands left the keyboard.
Nancy did remember.
The Halcyon case had involved a customer who spent six days unable

to access salary deposits after a bank’s automated fraud stack linked her
identity to a mule network. Greytrace had been retained on day four. Iris
had found the woman before Nancy had finished mapping the false
linkage. She had sat with her in a housing office while a landlord’s notice
printed.

Afterward, Nancy had written the internal standard everyone now
cited back to her.

No single evidence class for a nonexistence or identity-fraud
conclusion.

The written rule was blunt.
The unwritten one belonged to Iris.
“If you tell me there’s a real person under the machine,” Nancy said,

“I stop.”
Iris nodded once. “Good.”
“You have one?”
“I have Caleb Denton’s building.”



She opened her tablet to a property record.
“Condo in Chelsea. Owned by a company. Leased through a rental

platform. Building uses a smart access system. The listed landlord lives in
Connecticut. Denton’s remote employer is in Colorado. His mailbox
service is in Queens.”

“Which part is a person?”
“The neighbor who signed for seven packages over eighteen months.

The property manager who sent two maintenance workers inside. The
courier who handled a controlled delivery last year.”

Nancy felt the first useful resistance of the day.
“Anyone meet Denton?”
“I’m going to ask.”
“When are you going?”
“Now.”
“You’ve been here twelve minutes.”
“I was late.”
Miles turned his screen toward Nancy.
“Before you go.”
A graph showed authentication events for Caleb Denton over the

previous six years.
Most were ordinary combinations: password plus device, device plus

one-time challenge, periodic step-up, and two video liveness events.
Miles selected the more recent one.
“Fourteen months ago. New device enrollment after a failed recovery.

Liveness passed. Device became trusted. That device is in tonight’s
event.”

She checked the device token.
“Was it continuous?”
“Mostly. There’s a forty-three-day gap last year, then activity resumes

with the same trust binding.”
“Was there any reset?”
“No.”
Iris looked at the graph.
“So somebody has been maintaining the account.”
Miles said, “Something has.”
She gave him a look.
He added, “The log doesn’t know the pronoun.”
That one was accidental enough to be worth keeping.
Nancy stood.
“Get me the liveness source video and prompt logs. Iris, I’m coming

with you.”
Iris blinked. “You have a board call in ninety minutes.”
“Mara can move it.”
Mara looked up from her phone. “I heard you. I can move it once.”
“Move it.”



“Until when?”
“When I’ve stood in Caleb Denton’s apartment.”
Iris picked up her cup.
“You’re learning.”
“Don’t get sentimental.”
Mara said, “I’ll get you two hours. At the end of them, I need you back

here whether the apartment gives you an answer or not.”
Nancy closed her laptop.
On the screen, Caleb Denton’s six years of successful authentication

remained in neat rows, each event linked to a system that had accepted
the last one.

She had promised Mara a human attribution.
Now she was going to see what six years looked like when the records

ended at a door.


