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Prologue
I sit in the dark of my office on the top floor of the Thorne building. 64 monitors are active on the wall in front of me. They show different parts of Seattle in high definition. The rain is hitting the glass window. It makes a steady sound. I do not look at the rain. I look at the data.

My office is cold. I keep the temperature at 62 degrees to protect the hardware. The Aegis System is running at full capacity. It is a surveillance network that I designed five years ago. It tracks movement and facial patterns. It records everything. I built it because I want to know where everyone is at all times.

I move my hand across the touch-sensitive desk. I pull up the feed from the ballroom. My father is hosting a merger gala tonight. The room is filled with people in expensive suits and dresses. They are drinking champagne. They are talking about money. I see Silas Thorne near the center of the room. He is 62 years old. He has grey hair and a thin face. He is talking to a board member.

I see Marcus Sterling at the bar. He is 36 years old. He is wearing a gold watch that reflects the light from the chandeliers. He is smiling. I know he is my rival. I know he wants to take my company. The Aegis System shows his heart rate is elevated. He is nervous. I am not nervous.

I turn my attention to the servers. There are forty people working the event. They are moving between the tables with trays. They wear white shirts and black pants. I have a file on every person in this building. I know their names. I know their history.

I stop the scroll on one specific camera feed. It is camera 12. It is located near the service entrance. A woman is standing there. She is holding a tray of glasses. She is looking down at the floor.

I zoom in. The camera software corrects the image. It sharpens the edges. I see her face. She has copper hair. It is tied back in a knot. I see the shape of her jaw. It is a specific shape that I have not seen in five years.

I feel a pressure in my chest. My pulse is 90 beats per minute. I look at her left wrist. She is wearing a long-sleeved shirt but the cuff is pulled back as she lifts the tray. I see a white line of skin on her wrist. It is a scar. It is two inches long.

I know that scar. I saw it happen when she tripped on the docks when we were twenty-one. I was the one who cleaned the blood. I was the one who told her it would heal. I thought she died on the ferry. I watched the boat sink into the water. The water was cold and dark. The rescue teams found nothing.

I have spent every day of the last five years thinking about that boat. I have spent billions of dollars to make sure I can see every person in this city. I wanted to make sure no one else could disappear. I thought I was monitoring a city of strangers. I was wrong.

She is alive. She is standing five floors below me. She is breathing the same air. She is working for my father. The Aegis System does not flag her. It identifies her as Sarah Miller. It says she moved to the city three years ago. It says she has a daughter.

I look at the data on the side screen. The child is four years old. Her name is Mia. I look at the photo of the girl in the government database. She has my eyes. She has the same bone structure as my mother. I feel the blood leave my face.

Elara Vance did not die. She ran away. She stayed hidden for five years. She let me believe she was at the bottom of the Sound. She is carrying a tray of champagne while I sit in this glass room and mourn her.

I stand up from my desk. My legs are stiff. I walk to the window. I can see the lights of the city reflecting in the puddles on the street. I can see the ferry terminal in the distance. It is a dark spot on the water.

I have the power to shut down the power in this entire block. I have the power to lock every door in the building. I have the power to find her anywhere. She thinks she is a ghost. She thinks she is Sarah Miller. She is wrong.

I pull my suit jacket on. It is charcoal grey. I check my reflection in the dark glass. I look the same as I did the night of the accident, but my face is harder now. I do not feel grief anymore. I feel a need to take back what is mine.

I walk toward the elevator. The doors open before I reach them. The system knows I am moving. It clears a path for me. I press the button for the ballroom floor. The elevator starts to move. It is a fast, smooth motion.

I am going to see her. I am going to stand in front of her and make her look at me. I want to see the moment she realizes she is no longer hidden. I want to know why she stayed away. I want to know about the child.

The elevator stops. The bell rings. It is a soft sound. I step out into the hallway. I can hear the music from the gala. It is a violin piece. It sounds loud in the quiet hall. I walk toward the double doors.

I see my father. He is looking at me. He looks surprised. I do not usually attend his parties. I do not care about his mergers. I walk past him. I do not say a word. I am looking for the woman with the copper hair.

I see her near the far wall. She is talking to a guest. She is smiling. It is the same smile she had when we were young. It is a real smile. It is not for me. It is for a stranger.

I move through the crowd. People try to stop me. They want to talk about technology. They want to talk about stocks. I push past them. I keep my eyes on her. I do not want to lose her again.

She turns around. She sees me. The tray in her hands shakes. The glasses clink together. She does not drop them. She is strong. She stands her ground. Her face goes pale. She looks at me like I am the one who died.

I stop three feet away from her. I can see the pulse in her neck. I can see the fear in her eyes. I do not speak. I wait for her to say something. I want to hear her voice. I want to know it is real.

She looks at the door. She is thinking about running. I have already locked the exits. I have already alerted the security team. She is not going anywhere. She belongs in this building. She belongs to me.

"Elara," I say. The name feels heavy. I have not said it out loud in years. It sounds strange in the crowded room. It sounds like a secret.

She shakes her head. She looks at the floor. "My name is Sarah," she says. Her voice is low. It is shaking. She is lying. I know she is lying because I know every detail of her face.

I reach out. I grab her wrist. I pull the sleeve back. I show her the scar. I show her the proof. She tries to pull away. I do not let go. My grip is firm. I am not going to let her disappear into the rain again.

"You are coming with me," I say. I do not ask. I do not offer a choice. I have spent five years in a world without her. That world is over. I am taking control now. I am bringing her back to the tower. I am going to find out the truth about the last five years. I am going to find out about our daughter.

1. The Ghost in the Glass
The Aegis interface pinged in my right ear, a low-frequency pulse that only I could hear. I tapped the side of my glasses, and the digital overlay shifted. Green boxes framed the faces of every guest in the Thorne Plaza ballroom. Names, net worths, and security clearances scrolled in the corner of my vision. It was the only way I could stand being in a room with three hundred people I didn't trust.

Marcus Sterling stood ten feet away, his gold watch reflecting the overhead chandeliers. He held a glass of mineral water and smiled at a board member. The Aegis system flagged his heart rate as elevated. He was lying about something. He was always lying.

I checked the perimeter feeds on my private server. Everything was locked down. The Seattle rain hammered against the reinforced glass of the skyscraper, but inside, the air was filtered and still. I moved toward the bar, my charcoal suit jacket tight across my shoulders. I needed to finish this merger and go back to my house. The silence there was better than the noise here.

"Julian, you look like you're calculating the cost of the electricity in this room," Marcus said. He stepped into my path, blocking my route to the bar. His smile didn't reach his eyes. It never did.

"I'm calculating how much time I'm losing by talking to you, Marcus," I said. I didn't stop walking. He had to step aside or let me walk through him. He chose to pivot, falling into step beside me.

"The board is ready to sign. We just need your final approval on the encryption transition. Why the delay?" Marcus asked. He adjusted his silk tie. "Thorne Industries and Sterling Media together. We'll own the flow of information in this city."

"I don't share my keys, Marcus. You know that."

"It’s a merger, not a takeover. Try to be a team player for once."

I stopped and looked at him. I saw the way his pupils dilated. He was nervous. "I built Aegis to keep people out. I’m not changing the locks just because you want a key."

I turned away from him and looked toward the service entrance. A group of servers moved into the room, carrying trays of champagne. I scanned them out of habit. The facial recognition software skipped over them, identifying them as low-priority staff.

Then the system stalled.

A red box appeared over a woman in the back of the line. The software tried to find a match in the active employee database. It came up empty. I felt a sudden pressure in my lungs. It was an error. The system didn't make errors.

I focused on the woman. She had copper hair pulled back in a tight, professional knot. Her skin was pale. She kept her head down, her attention fixed on the tray in her hands. She moved with a specific gait, a slight hesitation in her left step that I hadn't seen in five years.

I felt my hands go cold. I moved forward, ignoring Marcus as he shouted my name. The crowd was a blur of black dresses and tuxedos. I pushed through them, my eyes locked on the copper hair.

She reached a table and set down a glass. As she pulled her hand back, her sleeve shifted. I saw it. A thin, jagged line of white scar tissue on her left wrist.

I stopped ten feet away. The room became very quiet, though I knew the music was still playing. My brain processed the data. Elara Vance died in the Puget Sound. I had the police reports. I had the wreckage photos. I had five years of nightmares that proved it.

She looked up.

Her eyes were the color of the sea before a storm. They stayed on mine for a second. In that second, the fear in them was absolute. She didn't scream. She didn't drop the tray. She simply turned and walked toward the kitchen doors.

I followed her. My boots hit the marble floor with a sound like a hammer. I didn't care who saw me. I didn't care about the merger or the three hundred people watching the CEO of Thorne Industries chase a server.

I reached the kitchen doors and shoved them open. The heat and the smell of roasted meat hit me. Chefs were shouting. Plates were clattering. I scanned the room. She was at the far end, heading for the service exit.

"Elara
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