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CHAPTER 1
At 2:48 on a wet Thursday morning, Maya Bennett answered a call that did not exist.
She was seated at Position Fourteen in Seattle's downtown emergency communications center, beneath fluorescent panels calibrated to imitate daylight and a wall clock that never seemed to move during the final hour of an overnight shift. Rain silvered the narrow windows above the supervisors' platform. Forty feet away, another dispatcher talked a frightened tourist through the difference between a seal and a body in Elliott Bay.
Maya's screens showed no incoming line.
The voice entered her headset anyway.
“Mayday girl?”
Everything inside Maya stopped except her training.
The room remained visible: five rows of consoles, blue status lights, paper coffee cups, shoulders held too high after seven hours of other people's emergencies. Yet the voice in her left ear was closer than any of it. A woman's whisper. Dry lips. Shallow breath.
The childhood phrase belonged to two people.
One of them was Maya.
The other had been buried twenty-two months ago.
Maya pressed the answer pedal beneath her desk even though no call waited in her queue.
“Lena?”
A pause. Three quick breaths.
“You heard me.”
Maya looked at the console clock. 02:48:11. She opened an incident form manually.
“Tell me where you are.”
“I don't know.”
“Look around. Tell me what you can see.”
“Dark when they close it. White when they open it. No window.”
Maya typed exactly what she heard. She did not look toward her supervisor. Not yet. If she spoke to anyone else, the connection might vanish. The impossible calls always punished divided attention.
There had been seven in eleven years.
Every caller had already been missing.
Every caller had been in mortal danger.
Four had survived because Maya listened.
None had been her sister.
“Are you restrained?” Maya asked.
“Ankle. Left.”
“Are you injured?”
“Drugged. Not bleeding.”
The answer was too precise to be a dream. Lena had always catalogued fear as if accuracy could make it smaller.
A horn sounded behind her voice: one low note, then another, the second fractionally higher. Maya marked HORN X2 in the incident field.
“What was that?”
“Ferry. Maybe.”
Seattle offered dozens of places where a person could hear a ferry. Maya needed details the way a drowning person needed air.
“What else?”
“Motor above me every few minutes. Bell first. Three notes.”
As Lena spoke, a soft electronic sequence chimed in the background. C, E, then a tone between G and G-sharp. Not a song. An elevator arrival signal with a failing speaker.
Maya wrote ELEVATOR 3 TONES / THIRD OFF-PITCH.
“Good,” she said. “You're doing exactly right.”
The line produced a faint, repeating thump. Four seconds of vibration. Eight seconds of silence. Again.
“Ventilation?” Maya asked.
“It stops when the door seals.”
“What door?”
“The room.”
Maya's fingers hovered above the keyboard.
“Lena, who is holding you?”
The breath in her headset caught.
“Don't say his name on their system.”
“This call isn't on the system.”
“He said you'd think that.”
Cold traveled across Maya's shoulders.
She glanced at the call-status pane. Position Fourteen remained available. No trunk, location, callback number, or duration populated the empty fields.
“Can he hear us?”
“Not this. He hears everything else.”
Maya selected the supervisor alert with her mouse. The icon flashed amber. Across the room, Ben Alvarez looked up from the raised desk.
“I need you to tell me what happens in twelve minutes,” Maya said.
Silence.
Then: “How did you know?”
Maya hadn't.
Not consciously.
But the number had arrived with the call, lodged beneath the voice like a second pulse. It happened every time. She never saw a clock or predicted a death. She simply knew how long remained before the caller's danger became irreversible if nothing changed.
The first time, at twenty years old, she had answered a missing hiker through a disconnected training headset and known she had nine minutes. Search teams reached him in eight.
Tonight, Lena had twelve.
Maya entered a countdown in the notes field. 11:07 REMAINING.
“Tell me what happens,” she repeated.
“They turn on the sound.”
“What sound?”
“Everything I've lost.”
Maya's hands went still.
Ben reached her position and plugged his monitoring earpiece into the supervisor jack. His expression changed when he heard nothing.
Maya pointed to the manual incident notes, then held up one finger: wait.
“Lena, listen to me. I am getting help.”
“No police network. No normal phone. He owns the route before it reaches you.”
Ben read the warning. He touched two fingers to his own eyes, pointed at Maya, then toward the quiet interview room behind the dispatch floor. A silent instruction: he was watching; continue.
Maya typed a name in the private message field.
DETECTIVE ETHAN COLE. AUDIO FORENSICS. CALL DIRECTLY. SAY MAYA REQUESTED HIM.
Ben read it, hesitated only once, and took out his personal phone.
“Why Ethan?” Lena whispered.
Maya's throat tightened. “Because he will believe me.”
“You didn't.”
The words hurt because they were true in more than one direction.
For the first six months after the fire, Maya had believed Lena alive with a certainty that offered no comfort. Then came the dental comparison, the bracelet recovered from the warehouse, the closed casket, and Ethan sitting beside her while dirt struck wood below them.
Eventually Maya had forced herself to believe evidence.
She had never forgiven Ethan for helping her survive it.
“I believe you now,” Maya said.
The ventilation pulse returned. Four seconds on. Eight off.
Lena counted under her breath. Not seconds. Numbers.
“Four-one-seven. Two-two-six. Nine-zero-three.”
Maya recorded them.
“What are those?”
“Doors.”
“Room numbers?”
“Tickets.”
The elevator chimed again. Above it came a metallic rattle and the brief squeal of wheels crossing a floor seam.
“A cart,” Maya said.
“Someone's coming.”
The countdown reached 07:42.
Maya's pulse accelerated, but her voice did not. Panic belonged outside the headset. Inside it, she offered structure.
“Can you reach the restraint?”
“Yes.”
“Tell me what fastens it.”
“Web strap. Metal buckle. Locking cover.”
“Anything within reach you can use?”
Fabric shifted. A small impact followed.
“Plastic cup. Mattress. Speaker grille.”
“Do not injure yourself trying the grille. Check the cup for a sharp seam.”
Ben set a handwritten note beside Maya's keyboard.
COLE EN ROUTE. 9 MIN. OFFICIAL CHECK SHOWS NO CALL.
Nine minutes was too late for Lena's twelve.
“There is a raised edge,” Lena said.
“Work it beneath the strap, away from your skin. Don't cut yet. First tell me if the door opens inward or outward.”
“Out. Light at the bottom moves away.”
“Hinges on your side?”
“No.”
Maya built the room in her mind: a sealed chamber, one outward-opening door, ventilation on a twelve-second rhythm, freight movement overhead or nearby. A ferry horn loud enough to cross walls. An elevator with a damaged third tone.
Not enough.
“Lena, I need one more sound.”
“I gave you everything.”
“Give me what everyone else ignores.”
It was another phrase from childhood. Their mother used it during long bus rides, asking the girls to close their eyes and identify the city by sound. Lena always won.
For several seconds, neither sister spoke.
Rain tapped the communications-center windows. A dispatcher two rows over requested an ambulance. Ben stood motionless at Maya's shoulder.
Then Lena whispered, “Crossing signal.”
Maya heard it: a rapid electronic knock beneath the ventilation, barely louder than static.
“How many beats?”
“Seventeen. Pause. Seventeen.”
Maya searched the center's public accessibility-signal reference, filtering for waterfront intersections with that cadence. The list shortened to six.
“Any spoken direction?”
“No voice. Just knocks.”
Three locations disappeared.
The countdown showed 04:18.
A door opened on Lena's side.
White noise flooded the call. Beneath it, Maya heard a man's shoe strike concrete and the smooth roll of a cart.
Lena stopped cutting.
“Mayday girl,” she breathed.
“I'm here.”
“The emergency isn't in the room.”
“What does that mean?”
“The emergency is the line.”
A man's voice spoke beyond her, too muffled for words.
The white noise grew louder.
Maya pressed the headset against her ear as if pressure could keep Lena inside it.
“Who is he?”
“Find the tickets.”
“Lena—”
“Don't let him make you choose the next one.”
The connection broke.
Not with a click. With absence.
One instant Maya heard her sister breathing. The next, Position Fourteen held only the ordinary sound of a working dispatch floor.
Her screen still showed no call.
The manual countdown continued.
02:53.
Maya pulled off the headset.
“We have three possible intersections,” she told Ben. “We need units checking enclosed commercial spaces within hearing range of the ferry route. Freight elevator, faulty three-tone chime, pedestrian signal with seventeen knocks. Vale maintenance tickets four-one-seven, two-two-six, nine-zero-three.”
Ben stared at the silent monitor jack.
“Maya, I didn't hear a caller.”
“I know.”
“There was no line.”
“I know.”
His gaze shifted to the incident timer.
“Then what happens when that reaches zero?”
Recorded language was already beginning to dissolve inside Maya's mind. The dispatchers around her still made sense because they were speaking live. But when Ben replayed the empty console capture, even his own test phrase became shapeless noise.
Maya watched the final seconds vanish.
“If I understood Lena correctly,” she said, “we lose her again.”
At zero, every light in the communications center went dark.
CHAPTER 2
The emergency center's backup power engaged after four seconds.
Ethan Cole learned later that four seconds was not long enough to interrupt a single active call. It was long enough to erase seventeen minutes of local diagnostic logs from Position Fourteen.
He arrived at 2:59 a.m. through a side entrance slick with rain, showed his credentials to a security officer who knew him, and found Maya inside a glass interview room overlooking the dispatch floor.
She sat with both hands flat on the table.
Two years had changed the details Ethan remembered most. Her hair ended at her jaw now instead of below her shoulders. A thin silver scar crossed the knuckle of her left thumb. She wore no earrings during night shifts.
The important things were unchanged. Maya made stillness look like control even when it cost her everything.
Captain Nora Ruiz met him outside the room. She wore a charcoal coat over clothes that suggested she had been asleep twenty minutes earlier.
“Tell me why I'm here,” Ethan said.
Ruiz handed him a single sheet printed from a manual incident form.
“Bennett requested you. Supervisor Alvarez used his personal phone because she said the official route was compromised. At 2:48, she began responding to silence. She documented a female caller identifying herself as Lena Bennett.”
Ethan read the environmental observations, the ticket numbers, and the countdown.
He did not ask whether Maya was certain.
“Who has the original system image?”
“Information security is preserving it now. Alvarez isolated the workstation after the power event. He did not disconnect or restart it.”
“Good. Any units sent to the three intersections?”
“Two patrol teams and fire personnel are checking public-facing spaces. We aren't forcing doors based only on this.”
“Also good.”
Ruiz studied him. “You accept that she heard the call.”
“I accept that Maya reported what she experienced in real time and documented details before anyone could feed them to her.”
“That was carefully phrased.”
“Careful is my job.” He returned the sheet. “Believing her is personal.”
He entered the interview room.
Maya looked at him, and for one unguarded second Ethan saw the woman who used to meet him after night shifts with two breakfasts and an argument about which one he had ordered. Then the glass descended again.
“You came,” she said.
“You asked.”
The space between those facts contained the end of their relationship.
Ethan placed his recorder on the table but did not activate it.
“The center's system is being preserved,” he said. “Ruiz has teams conducting exterior checks. Before I record a formal account, tell me what happens after one of these calls.”
Maya's gaze moved to the recorder.
“For about twenty minutes, I can't understand recorded speech. Live voices are normal.”
He remembered. Six years earlier, after the third impossible call, she had played a voicemail and asked him why it sounded like rain striking metal. The message contained his voice saying he would be late for dinner.
“Has the impairment started?”
“Yes.”
“Then I won't ask you to compare playback. Can you read?”
“Normally.”
“Write?”
“Normally.”
“Any headache, weakness, visual change?”
“No.”
He turned the recorder so its blank display faced down.
“Consent to a recorded interview when the effect passes?”
“Yes.”
“Until then, I'll take written notes and read them back live.”
Her shoulders lowered by a fraction.
Ethan opened a fresh evidence notebook and wrote the time, room, people present, and reason recording was delayed. He asked Maya to begin with the first sensation—not what she believed it meant, but what entered her hearing.
She gave him the call in sequence.
Her account was disciplined. Lena's first words. The ferry horn. The damaged elevator chime. The ventilation interval. The numbers. The walking signal. Where Maya inferred and where she directly heard.
Only once did her voice fail.
“She said I didn't believe her.”
Ethan stopped writing.
“Did she mean tonight?”
“I don't know.” Maya pressed her palms harder against the table. “At the funeral, everyone told me accepting her death wasn't betrayal. You said evidence could be cruel without being wrong.”
“I remember.”
“What if it was wrong?”
“Then we correct it.”
“That simple?”
“No. That necessary.”
He resumed the account before comfort became another promise neither of them could keep.
At 3:21, the post-call impairment ended. Maya listened to a neutral test recording and transcribed it accurately. Ruiz witnessed the transition. Ethan activated his recorder, stated the conditions, and took the account again.
The two versions matched except for one detail.
In her first account, Maya said Lena's final warning was, Don't let him make you choose the next one.
During the recorded interview, she remembered a word beneath next.
“She might have said dead,” Maya told him. “Dead one, not next one. The white noise covered it.”
“Don't force certainty. We'll preserve both recollections.”
“Can you hear which is authentic?”
Ethan looked through the glass at the technicians imaging Position Fourteen.
“Only if a recording exists.”
It did not.
The system capture held Maya's side of the conversation and twelve minutes of perfect digital silence where Lena should have been. No carrier artifact, open microphone, injected file, or hidden data stream. The brief power loss had not altered the stored call audio because there had been no call object to alter.
At 4:06, the field teams reported no captive, chamber, or recent forced entry within the three search areas.
At 4:17, Ethan drove Maya home.
Ruiz objected until he pointed out that whoever had invoked a dead woman's voice knew Maya's shift and workstation. Maya objected because she did not want him treating her like a witness in protective custody.
They compromised on a documented welfare check and an officer waiting in the building lobby.
Maya lived in a brick apartment house on First Hill, four blocks from the hospital where Lena had been born. Ethan had carried boxes into the apartment seven years earlier and removed his last one two years ago. The brass number on the front door had been replaced. The scratch below the dead bolt remained.
He stopped Maya before she inserted her key.
A filament of clear tape stretched from the door to the frame at ankle height.
“Did you put that there?” he asked.
“No.”
Ethan backed them into the corridor and called the waiting officer upstairs. He photographed the filament in place, then tested the knob with a gloved hand.
Unlocked.
Maya had checked it twice before leaving for work.
They did not enter.
Ruiz sent a scene team. Ethan waited beside Maya at the far end of the hall while officers cleared the apartment and documented every room. Nothing obvious had been stolen. Cabinets remained closed. Electronics sat untouched. The intruder had passed a laptop, camera, and cash in a ceramic bowl by the door.
One object had been added.
An evidence technician emerged from the bedroom holding a clear photography tent.
Inside it lay a scorched silver bracelet.
Maya made a sound Ethan had heard only once before, beside an open grave.
“That's Lena's.”
He did not touch her.
Wanting to was not permission, and fear sharpened every sensation his ability could steal through skin. He kept his gloved hands visible at his sides.
“The identification report said it was recovered from the fire,” he said.
“I identified it.” Maya moved closer to the tent but stayed behind the technician's boundary. “Our grandmother gave us matching ones. Lena's clasp bent when she caught it in a locker. See the left side? It never closed straight.”
The clasp was bent.
Heat had blackened half the links. The rest showed recent polish marks.
Ethan crouched without crossing the scene line. A pale yellow fiber clung to the hinge.
“Photograph that before collection,” he told the technician. “And swab the polished section separately. Someone cleaned it after the fire.”
Maya stood over him.
“You believe me now?”
He looked up.
“I believed you at the center.”
“This makes it real.”
“This makes it physical. Those aren't the same thing.”
Her face closed.
Ethan regretted the sentence and not its truth.
“Physical evidence can be planted,” he said. “It can also expose whoever planted it. We treat this as proof of an intrusion and a connection to Lena's case. We do not let the person who left it dictate the conclusion.”
“You always know how much hope is admissible.”
“No.” His voice came out rougher than intended. “I know what unsupported hope did to you last time.”
Maya turned toward the bedroom.
The technician lifted the bracelet to photograph its underside. Something tiny fell from between two links and struck the white floor of the tent.
A black square no larger than a grain of rice.
“Stop,” Ethan said.
Everyone froze.
The technician changed lenses and took three exposures. Under magnification, the square showed a copper contact and a fragment of printed numbering.
Not jewelry. Not ash.
Part of an acoustic transducer.
Ethan had examined the same component six months earlier inside sound-damping panels installed in a private security command center.
He knew the manufacturer because its founder had complained personally about the warrant.
Vale Response Systems.
Maya watched recognition cross his face.
“You know what it is.”
“A component.”
“From where?”
Ethan rose.
His phone vibrated before he could answer. Captain Ruiz.
He put the call on speaker with Maya's consent.
“Cole,” Ruiz said, “we received an audio file at the major-crimes tip address. It names Bennett. The sender says another missing person will call her at 3:12 tomorrow morning.”
“Any routing data?”
“Spoofed and layered. I need you in the lab.”
Maya looked at the bracelet that had returned from her sister's grave.
“What happens at 3:24?” she asked.
Ruiz was silent.
Ethan understood first.
Twelve minutes after the predicted call.
“According to the file,” Ruiz said, “someone disappears.”
CHAPTER 3
By sunrise, Maya had acquired a hotel room she had not chosen, a police officer outside its door, and three different versions of the sentence this is temporary.
None answered the only question that mattered.
Where had Lena been for twenty-two months?
Rain obscured the view from the twelfth floor. Through the glass, downtown Seattle dissolved into gray towers and smeared headlights. Maya stood barefoot beside the window wearing borrowed sweatpants and the shirt from her shift. Her apartment remained a crime scene. Her phone sat inside an evidence pouch while technicians checked it for compromise.
The hotel room contained no clock that ticked. She heard one anyway.
Twenty-one hours and forty minutes until the predicted call.
The countdown was not part of her ability. That distinction mattered. It lived in the ordinary clock application on the police-issued phone, where Maya had entered the predicted time herself and enabled no alarm. The dead line gave her knowledge only while a missing caller reached toward help. Everything afterward—memory, anticipation, the urge to convert dread into certainty—belonged to Maya.
She had learned the difference after her fourth impossible call.
That caller, a twelve-year-old lost inside a drainage tunnel, survived. For the next month Maya heard the boy every time water moved through a pipe. She logged seventeen false recurrences before accepting that trauma could imitate the opening sensation without creating a connection. Since then she used three tests: a distinct voice, knowledge of active mortal danger, and the temporary collapse of recorded language after the call. If one was absent, she treated the experience as memory until evidence showed otherwise.
Tonight, all three had occurred.
Lena had been real enough to take language away.
A knock sounded at 7:06 a.m.
“Maya? It's Nora Ruiz. Ethan is with me.”
Maya checked the peephole, then opened the door.
Ruiz carried a paper bag and two sealed cups. Ethan carried a tablet and looked as if he had spent the drive arguing with himself.
“Breakfast,” Ruiz said. “Then evidence.”
Maya let them in.
They used the small table beneath the television. Ruiz opened the bag to reveal oatmeal, fruit, and a breakfast sandwich Maya did not want until she smelled it. Ethan set the tablet facedown.
“My recorded-speech impairment ended at 3:21,” Maya said. “You can play the file.”
“After you eat,” Ruiz replied.
“Someone predicts an abduction in less than a day.”
“Which is why impaired judgment from sleep deprivation and low blood sugar would be unhelpful.”
Maya looked at Ethan.
He removed the lid from his coffee. “She outranks both of us.”
“You aren't in my chain of command.”
“She outranks me very persuasively.”
The almost-smile caught Maya by surprise. It belonged to the years when Ethan could interrupt her worst mood by describing bureaucratic terror in a solemn voice.
She ate half the sandwich.
Ruiz asked her to finish the fruit as well. Maya complied because refusal would turn nutrition into a contest she could not win.
While she ate, Ethan documented the room. He photographed the police-issued phone's untouched countdown screen, confirmed its time against an independent source, and wrote down who had possessed it since the center. The care looked excessive until Maya remembered a defense attorney would someday ask whether investigators had built the prediction after the event.
“You think this reaches court,” she said.
“I think whoever sent the file expects us to make evidence mistakes because we're frightened,” Ethan replied. “Court is where those mistakes become permanent.”
He had always made procedure sound less like bureaucracy than architecture: invisible until the building needed to bear weight.
Ruiz activated the tablet.
The anonymous recording lasted thirty-seven seconds. A digitally flattened voice spoke over layered city noise.
“At three twelve tomorrow, Position Fourteen will receive Colin Webb. At three twenty-four, he will no longer be available to find. If Maya Bennett wishes to change that outcome, she should listen more carefully than she did tonight.”
The file ended with three elevator notes.
C. E. A tone fractionally below G-sharp.
Maya's fingers tightened around the sandwich wrapper.
“Same chime.”
“Certain?” Ruiz asked.
“Yes.”
“Do you recognize the speaker?”
“No. The flattening removed age and pitch.”
“Any background sound besides the elevator?”
Maya listened again. Traffic hissed. A gull cried. Somewhere deep in the mix, a person inhaled.
“The breath isn't synchronized with the speaker.”
Ethan watched her. “Explain.”
“The sentence pauses before Position Fourteen, but the inhale continues underneath. Someone else was close to the original microphone.”
He nodded once.
“That's the layer my ability selected.”
Ruiz's expression sharpened. “You used it already?”
“Once, in the lab. Under recording with Analyst Chen present.”
Ethan turned the tablet to a spectral display. A narrow region had been isolated and copied into a separate evidence file. He played it.
One breath. Short, ragged, unmistakably human.
Maya closed her eyes.
“Not Lena.”
Maya listened a third time with her eyes closed. The breath ended beneath a faint fabric movement. Heavy weave against a hard surface. Not useful alone, but she described it for Chen's comparison rather than deciding what it was.
Ethan added the observation to a separate column labeled UNCONFIRMED INTERPRETATION.
Maya remembered why she once loved working beside him. Uncertainty never vanished around Ethan. It acquired honest boundaries.
“How certain?” Ruiz asked.
“She has a slight whistle on exhale from a childhood fracture. This person doesn't.”
Ethan enlarged the waveform. “Ordinary analysis supports two acoustic environments spliced together. The spoken warning and elevator came from one source. The breath has a different reverberation and low-frequency hum.”
“Colin Webb?” Maya asked.
“Possibly.”
“Who is he?”
Ruiz took over. “Forty-nine. Building systems engineer. His husband reported him missing at 11:30 last night after he failed to return from an emergency maintenance call. His employer says no call was assigned.”
Maya pushed the remaining food away.
“He was already missing when the warning arrived.”
“Yes.”
That satisfied one rule of her impossible calls. It proved nothing about the rest.
Ethan displayed a photograph of Colin: broad face, thinning brown hair, orange waterproof jacket. The ordinary portrait made the prediction crueler.
“Which properties did he maintain?” Maya asked.
“Twenty-three commercial buildings through a facilities subcontractor,” Ruiz said. “We are contacting owners and preserving access logs. We won't distribute details of the predicted call beyond a small team.”
“Because the system may be compromised.”
“Because someone knew your position number, shift, and ability.”
Maya looked toward the rain.
Her ability was not in personnel files. Officially, the seven impossible calls were anonymous tips she had received through irregular channels. Ethan, Lena, two retired supervisors, and now Ruiz knew the full truth.
Meridian knew too.
Olivia Mercer had explained that much during the brief meeting after the call. Maya had been nine when Meridian's evaluators tested her auditory recall at a private clinic. Her mother withdrew both daughters after one month, refusing every follow-up. Maya remembered headphones, colored blocks, and a woman behind mirrored glass.
She had not remembered Adrian Vale's name.
“Could the bracelet component transmit audio?” Maya asked.
Ethan shook his head. “Not alone. It's part of a surface transducer. Installed against a panel, it turns the panel into a speaker.”
“So it came from Lena's room.”
“It may have come from a room with that equipment.”
“You don't have to correct every sentence.”
“I do when someone is building your conclusions for you.”
The old anger rose quickly because it knew the path.
“You think I can't separate evidence from hope.”
“I think the person who entered your apartment wants you to stop separating them.”
Ruiz stood. “Both of you are going to rest before this becomes useful only to your adversary.”
Maya ignored the order. “Play my call recording.”
Ethan did.
She heard her own voice asking questions. Beneath it lay clean digital silence. No hiss. No empty line. Nothing.
The absence made Lena feel more impossible than the grave had.
Maya requested the playback once more and forced herself to attend only to her own timing. At the first ferry horn, her recorded voice paused for 1.8 seconds. At the elevator chime, she repeated the three notes before Ben reached her console. At the walking signal, she counted seventeen taps without looking at a reference.
The empty audio could not verify Lena. It could verify what Maya perceived and when she described it.
That was smaller than a voice from the dead.
It was also evidence.
Maya listened until her recorded self said, The emergency isn't in the room.
Then she understood.
“That's wrong.”
Ethan paused the file. “What is?”
“I said those words as if Lena had just spoken them. But there is no delay.” Maya pulled the tablet closer. “On a phone connection, especially a routed emergency call, there should be latency. Tiny, but present. I responded to her before the system could have carried her voice.”
“There was no system connection,” Ruiz said.
“Exactly. She wasn't warning me that the phone network was compromised.” Maya replayed the final exchange. “She
