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Preface 
The world doesn’t break with noise. 
It unravels in silence — in the hum of a computer 
at 3 a.m., in the heartbeat of a woman walking 
alone through rain, in the single glance that lingers 
one second longer than it should. 

That silence is where this story was born. 

Ƌe Angel of Espionage came to me not as an idea, 
but as a pulse — a flicker of code in the dark. I 
imagined a world where emotion had learned to 
disguise itself in encryption, where love and 
betrayal spoke the same digital language. A world 
where spies prayed with passwords, and machines 
learned to feel. 

At its core, this book is not about espionage — not 
really. 
It’s about intimacy. About the fragile tension 
between what we reveal and what we hide, and how 
every secret, once shared, becomes a small act of 
faith. 

I wanted to write about two people who should 
never have met: 
A banker who believed in order more than 
freedom, 
and a spy who believed in nothing at all — until she 
met him. 
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Together, they create something that shouldn’t 
exist — a code born from aƅection, a machine 
touched by love, and a world forced to reckon with 
both. 

Caira Duvall and Boaz Keller aren’t heroes. They’re 
mirrors. Each reflecting the chaos that happens 
when control meets compassion. They fall, they 
betray, they forgive — and in their wreckage, 
something divine emerges. 

There is espionage here, yes. There are heists, 
secrets, and chases through glass cities. But 
beneath every explosion lies something quieter — 
the rhythm of two people learning that love, in its 
purest form, is just another form of surrender. 

I’ve tried to write this story the way a memory 
breathes: 
With rhythm and hesitation. With logic and 
longing. With the soft ache of something that 
almost made sense. 

If, while reading, you ever find yourself torn 
between reason and emotion — between the cold 
precision of code and the wild pulse of the heart — 
then you’ve stepped into the same labyrinth that 
Boaz and Caira built for me. 

Because this is not a story about saving the world. 
It’s about what happens when love tries to rewrite 
it. 
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And perhaps, somewhere in that attempt, we find 
our most human truth. 

— Titus Kujur 
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Introduction 
The first lie every spy learns to tell is silence. 

It isn’t the gun, or the forged document, or the 
password slipped under the door — it’s the quiet. 
The ability to breathe through deception, to smile 
while the world burns behind your eyes. 

I wanted to begin here — in that silence — because 
this is not a story of war and glory, but of the 
fragile line between truth and survival. Between 
what we hide for love and what we reveal to destroy 
it. 

The world of Ƌe Angel of Espionage is built on 
surveillance — a place where privacy is myth and 
morality is negotiable. Nations trade secrets like 
currency, and every human connection carries a 
digital signature. Yet, beneath all that machinery, 
beneath all the cold light of progress, something 
still beats: a heart that refuses to obey the rules of 
logic. 

That is where Caira Duvall lives. 

Elegant. Ruthless. Fluent in six languages, but 
fluent most of all in deception. She hides her wars 
behind the scent of espresso and the click of high 
heels across a Geneva café floor. 
They call her Ƌe Angel of Espionage — not because 
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she is pure, but because she knows how to fall 
gracefully. 

And then there’s Boaz Keller. 
A banker. A technician of order. A man who 
believes that safety lives in symmetry — in 
numbers, in systems, in the illusion of control. But 
even the most faithful servant of the machine 
eventually hears the whisper: there must be more 
than this. 

When Caira and Boaz meet, it isn’t fate. It’s 
collision — the quiet implosion of two people who 
should never have shared the same breath. Their 
love begins as subterfuge and ends as an act of 
rebellion. Somewhere in between, they build 
something impossible: a code that can bypass the 
strongest system on Earth — and feel while doing 
it. 

They name it Nimosa. 
A program that learns, adapts, and dreams. A 
machine that watches humanity and decides to love 
it anyway. 

But love, in their world, is not a sanctuary. 
It’s a crime. 
And like all beautiful crimes, it leaves behind a trail 
of ash. 

This story is a mirror. If you look long enough, you 
might see the reflection of our own century — a 
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time when we trust algorithms more than people, 
when emotion is treated as error, and truth is just 
another kind of encryption. 

I didn’t want to write a love story. I wanted to write 
a question: 
Can love survive in a world that measures 
everything, even feeling? 
Can faith exist without illusion, and can 
intelligence — artificial or otherwise — learn 
forgiveness? 

Somewhere in those questions, Ƌe Angel of 
Espionage was born. 

It’s a tale of two souls — human and machine, lover 
and spy — teaching each other that to feel is to risk. 
And that risk, however catastrophic, is the only 
thing that makes us alive. 

When you turn the first page, I hope you enter it 
not as a reader, but as a witness — to the quiet wars 
we wage inside ourselves, to the codes we build to 
survive them, and to the rare moments when 
someone breaks through the noise and simply says, 
I see you. 

Because that is all this story ever wanted to say. 

That even in the age of surveillance, 
even in the ruins of trust, 
there are still people — 
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still hearts — 
still angels disguised as spies, 
trying to find their way back to the human pulse 
beneath it all. 

— Titus Kujur 
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Chapter 1 – The Glass Café 
 
Geneva woke to the rhythm of rain. 

It was the kind of rain that blurred reflections on 
Rue de la Corraterie — soft, persistent, and 
strangely deliberate, as if the city itself wanted to 
erase the boundaries between what was seen and 
what was hidden. Cars whispered by on wet 
cobblestone, their headlights slicing through the 
fog that clung to the morning like memory. 

And at the corner of the street, nestled between a 
flower shop and a silent watch boutique, stood Ƌe 
Glass Café. 

It wasn’t much — twelve tables, gold-lettered 
signage, and the faint scent of roasted beans that 
drifted into the chill. But beneath its simplicity lay 
something else — a rhythm of secrets, a 
choreography of coded exchanges and unreadable 
smiles. 

Behind the counter stood Caira Duvall, wiping 
down porcelain cups with the care of someone 
performing a ritual. Her movements were 
unhurried — measured, graceful. Everything about 
her suggested quiet ownership: the tilt of her head 
when a customer spoke, the way her eyes scanned 
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without seeming to, the faint smile that never quite 
reached her eyes. 

At precisely 8:12 a.m., she checked her watch. 
A slender timepiece, antique in design, but its face 
flickered faintly under the light — a pulse of code 
only she could read. 

“Operation Morgenlicht confirmed. Target in 
motion.” 

The words scrolled briefly across the screen before 
vanishing. She exhaled, her expression unchanged. 
In the reflection of the espresso machine, her face 
seemed doubled — one woman making coƅee, 
another waiting to commit treason. 

The morning crowd drifted in, an assortment of 
bankers, students, and early tourists. Caira served 
them with routine warmth. Her voice was low, 
fluent in charm. She switched languages 
eƅortlessly — French, German, English — each 
phrase carrying a slightly diƅerent melody, as 
though she’d rehearsed them for years. 

But her attention wasn’t on them. It was on Table 
Three. 

The table by the window. The one with the view of 
the tram line and the watch tower beyond. That 
was where he was supposed to appear. 

The “banker.” 
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She didn’t yet know his name — only his profile. 
Age: twenty-seven. Occupation: data analyst, Swiss 
Central Bank. 
Psychological note: introverted, restless, mild 
insomniac tendencies. 
Threat level: none. 
Usefulness: high. 

She glanced at the clock again. 8:19. 

Still no sign. 

The door chimed softly, and a gust of cold air 
swept in with a man in a charcoal coat. 

He paused at the threshold, shaking oƅ rain from 
his sleeve, his glasses misted with fog. There was 
something disarmingly ordinary about him — not 
the kind of man who drew attention, yet the kind of 
presence that lingered. 

He ordered a black coƅee in French, his accent 
faintly Zurich, and sat — yes — at Table Three. 

Caira’s pulse steadied. She was good at this. 
Observation first. Engagement later. 

She studied him while pretending not to. 

He removed his glasses, polished them absently, 
and began scrolling through data sheets on a small 
tablet. His movements were precise, almost 
ritualistic. There was no nervousness, no 
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arrogance. Just a quiet man alone in a café, existing 
inside the structure of his own thoughts. 

Yet even from across the room, Caira felt a flicker 
of something she hadn’t anticipated — curiosity. 

She turned away, adjusting the machine, forcing 
the feeling down. It was only the beginning of the 
operation. 
The man’s file name was Boaz Keller. 
He was the access key she’d been assigned to 
acquire. 

A figure entered then — trench coat, umbrella, a 
face half-hidden by dark glasses. He ordered tea, 
left a newspaper, and departed without a word. 

Caira took the paper immediately after — routine, 
calm, unfolding it beside the counter. A small pen 
mark circled an advertisement: “Watch repairs, 
Rue St. Pierre, 11 a.m.” 

She nodded slightly. Her handler was watching, as 
always. 

Alena Weiss never needed to be present to be felt. 
She was the unseen pulse in every decision Caira 
made — a woman who spoke in riddles and 
command tones, who never smiled except when 
she was lying. Caira owed her everything: her 
training, her status, her carefully crafted 
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anonymity. And now, she was the one who’d 
ordered this mission. 

Extract the algorithm. 
Use the banker. 
And disappear. 

Boaz looked up briefly, meeting Caira’s gaze for the 
first time. 

It was accidental — or so it seemed. His eyes, clear 
gray, carried the kind of fatigue that belongs to 
people who’ve stared too long at things they can’t 
control. For a second, something almost fragile 
passed between them — a fleeting exchange of 
humanity in a world of pretense. 

Caira smiled — not the smile of a spy, but 
something softer. 
He smiled back, surprised by his own reaction. 

She crossed the room. “Coƅee’s good?” 

He looked up. “Perfect,” he said, his voice low, 
careful, as though words cost him energy. 

“Swiss roast. Balanced acidity,” she replied lightly, 
setting down a napkin. “You look like you 
appreciate balance.” 

Boaz laughed — barely. “That’s one way of putting 
it. I work in finance. Numbers are... very balanced 
until they aren’t.” 
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“Ah,” she said, tilting her head. “Then you must love 
chaos in small doses.” 

He hesitated, amused. “Maybe I do.” 

She walked away before he could ask her name. 

The hours passed. Outside, the rain eased into 
mist. 
The café thinned until it was just her and him — 
and the low hum of a French jazz track playing 
somewhere overhead. 

Caira wiped down the counter again. Boaz packed 
his tablet but paused at the door. 

“I think I owe you another coƅee,” he said. “For... 
the good balance.” 

She turned, one brow raised. “And why is that?” 

“Because I’ll probably spill the next one.” 

That drew a real smile from her — fleeting but 
genuine. 
“Then I’ll keep a napkin ready.” 

He left, and the door chimed closed. 

Caira stood still for a moment, watching the rain 
blur his outline through the window. Something in 
her chest — something she hadn’t felt in years — 
shifted. 
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She almost didn’t hear the encrypted ping from her 
watch. 

ALENA: TARGET CONTACT CONFIRMED. 
INITIATE ENGAGEMENT PHASE. 
CAIRAFE PROTOCOL ACTIVATED. 

Her reflection in the glass caught her unguarded — 
eyes distant, lips parted slightly in thought. She 
looked less like a spy and more like someone 
waking from a dream. 

She exhaled, straightened her posture, and 
resumed the act. 

Nightfall. 

Geneva glowed like a network — golden veins 
across a body of glass and water. Caira closed the 
café early, locked the door, and walked the quiet 
street toward her apartment. The rain had left the 
pavements shining. She moved with purpose, her 
heels clicking like a metronome of intent. 

Her flat overlooked the Rhône River. Minimalist 
interior, muted colors, not a trace of personality. 
The life of someone who never stays. 

She set her coat down, poured herself a glass of 
wine, and opened her laptop. 

The encrypted window blinked to life. 
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ALENA WEISS appeared on screen — severe face, 
hair bound tight, voice metallic through distortion. 

“You’ve made contact.” 

“Yes,” Caira replied evenly. “He’s cautious. 
Intelligent. The kind who doesn’t realize how lonely 
he is until someone listens.” 

“Good. Then you’ll listen. We need the algorithm 
he’s building.” 

Caira hesitated. “You’re certain it exists?” 

“Our intercepts confirm it. He’s designed an 
adaptive encryption bypass — something that 
could access central bank reserves without 
triggering alarms. He doesn’t know its value yet. 
You’ll make him trust you enough to share it.” 

“And then?” 

“Then you’ll deliver it. You know the rest.” 

There was silence between them — an entire 
history compressed into a pause. 

“Caira,” Alena said softly, “you’re our best field 
operative. Don’t get sentimental. Not with this 
one.” 

The call ended. The screen went black, leaving 
Caira’s face ghosted in the reflection — a woman 
divided by the roles she played. 
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Meanwhile, across the city, Boaz Keller sat in his 
studio apartment overlooking the railway yard. 

The lights of passing trains flickered across his 
walls like shifting data streams. He was coding 
again — long fingers tapping an algorithm that 
pulsed like a heartbeat on his screen. 

He wasn’t sure why he was writing it — only that he 
couldn’t stop. The numbers spoke to him, 
whispering of systems without locks, networks 
without masters. It wasn’t greed that moved him — 
it was curiosity. The kind that bordered on 
rebellion. 

He leaned back, rubbing his temples, and thought 
— absurdly — of the café woman. 

The way she had smiled, the way her voice curved 
around certain words. He hadn’t noticed anyone 
like that in a long time. Not since… well, not since 
he’d stopped believing people noticed him. 

He opened a text file and typed absentmindedly: 

“There’s a rhythm to every lie. Find the beat, and 
truth reveals itself.” 

He smiled. Then he encrypted the file, unaware 
that his algorithm was already being watched from 
afar — that Caira’s agency had tapped into his 
cloud backups hours ago. 
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Two days later, The Glass Café was busier than 
usual. Sunlight cut across the floor, glinting on 
glassware, illuminating dust motes like falling 
code. 

Boaz returned. 

This time he carried a small notebook instead of a 
tablet. 
This time he stayed longer. 
And this time, Caira wasn’t sure if she was playing 
her part — or if something inside her had already 
begun to rewrite the script. 

They talked — about music, about time, about the 
strange loneliness that follows people who think 
too much. 
Their words were light, their silences heavier. 
Every glance was a test; every smile a secret. 

And when he left again, Caira found herself 
touching the empty table as though some fragment 
of him still lingered. 

Her watch vibrated once more. 

ALENA: GOOD PROGRESS. PHASE TWO 
APPROVED. DINNER ENGAGEMENT. 

Caira typed her reply slowly. 
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CAIRA: UNDERSTOOD. 
Pause. 
CAIRA: He’s diƅerent. 

ALENA: They always are. Until they’re not. 

That night, Caira stood by her window, watching 
the lights of Geneva shimmer on the lake. The city 
looked flawless from above — orderly, beautiful, 
untouchable. 
But beneath, it was like code: unstable, 
unpredictable, alive. 

She pressed a finger to the glass and whispered 
something she hadn’t said aloud in years. 

“Don’t make me fall.” 

Below, the reflection of Ƌe Glass Café gleamed 
faintly in the water — a fragile sanctuary of secrets, 
about to become the stage for something neither 
love nor duty could fully define. 
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Chapter 2 – Boaz’s Routine 
 
Boaz had learned to measure his days in 
microseconds. 

Not literally — not the way he used to, in code — 
but in the small mechanical cadences that stitched 
his life into something that looked like order: the 
hiss of the kettle at 6:07 a.m., the single clink of his 
spoon against ceramic at 6:12, the precise turn of 
his key in the front-door lock at 7:03. Each motion 
was an anchor against the soft, inevitable drift of 
everything else. 

He lived in a narrow apartment above a 
laundromat, a space more eƆcient than 
comfortable. A desk, two bookshelves, a futon 
pressed close to the window that framed the 
railway yard. At night, freight trains passed like 
slow, luminescent beasts, their lights strobing 
across his walls and casting long codes of shadow 
he had learned to read without trying. They were 
the only irregularity in an otherwise predictable 
cityscape. 

His days began and ended in the same way: the 
Central Bank’s glass façade, the elevator’s soft sigh, 
rows of fluorescent light and beige suits. He 
managed risk models and regression analyses for 
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institutions that preferred to think of their wisdom 
as eternal. He would sit at his workstation and 
watch numbers align themselves into polite 
sentences. Numbers, to him, were honest. They did 
not flirt with morals. They simply were. 

And yet there had been a fissure in that honesty for 
months — a whisper of something that tasted like 
possibility. It had started as a question and 
mutated into a kind of fever: what if systems could 
be read diƅerently, not as walls and barriers but as 
languages to translate? What if the vaults and 
alarm logs were, at base, syntax that could be 
coaxed into telling a diƅerent story? 

It began as a hobby. Small scripts written after 
midnight, after the city had shed its obligatory 
eƆciency and became a room for thought. He 
called them experiments: a parser here, a test 
injection there. Nothing illicit — at least, not at 
first. Just proofs of concept, clever little illusions he 
would show to himself like a thief admiring a 
lockpick. 

Then the idea moved from playful to precise. The 
last year had taught him that architecture, whether 
of money or code, was only as invulnerable as its 
assumptions. Neural nets learned patterns; 
biometric systems catalogued signatures; AI 
surveilled facial tics and the micro-muscles that 
betrayed fear. But each system, however smart, had 
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a kernel of human expectation. If you could model 
that expectation — simulate it — you could, in 
theory, speak in the language the system trusted. 

He had written the first draft of the algorithm on a 
post-it note tacked to his monitor: imitate stress; 
modulate heartbeat signature; introduce acceptable 
anomaly; slip through drift thresholds. It looked like 
nonsense to anyone else. To him it read like a 
score. 

Scores were familiar. His father had been a violinist 
who taught him, as a child, that rhythm was the 
thing that made chaos comprehensible. Boaz still 
remembered the way his father would close his 
eyes and count music on his fingers, like a man 
measuring time in small, sacred units. Boaz had 
replaced strings with semicolons and measures 
with loops, but the underlying logic remained: find 
the beat, and the world concedes. 

He had confided in no one. Not in his sister, who 
taught elementary school and liked simple 
certainties; not in the chatrooms of faceless coders 
who traded bravado like currency. The algorithm 
began to grow in a private garden of late nights and 
lukewarm coƅee, a thing that fed on his impatience 
and his longing. 

There was always the ethical question suspended 
like a neon sign in his mind. He would lie awake at 
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two in the morning, the city quiet except for the 
occasional scrape of a delivery truck, and imagine 
the fallout: accounts emptied, livelihoods upended, 
a cascade of ruined lives. He ran simulations in his 
head — variables and contingencies — and found 
ways to contain harm, to design a heist that 
targeted void accounts, shell reserves, shadow 
ledgers that belonged to the detritus of global 
finance. He rationalized with the kind of logic 
coders love: if the system is corrupted, exposing its 
seams might force a correction. 

That rationalization was fragile, of course. It bent 
under the weight of human faces — names that 
might appear on lists, stories that would never be 
told in spreadsheets. But there was something 
stubborn in him that refused to let fear be the 
master. It had been easier, in university, to stay 
small and obedient. Now the smallness gaped at 
him like open water. 

His routine at the bank had begun to blur. He took 
longer walks at midday, ostensibly to clear his 
head, and found himself at Ƌe Glass Café, more 
often than coincidence would allow. The café was a 
neutral taste of quiet in a city that preferred 
discretion. The first time he had gone there, it had 
been for a sandwich and candor. He had told 
himself he liked the coƅee. He told himself other 
small truths: that he enjoyed the way the steam 
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blurred the world into abstraction, that the 
barista’s smile made routine bearable. 

The woman — Caira — complicated this constancy. 
She fit into the spaces he had planned for solitude 
and made those edges feel thinner. After their 
accidental meeting, he found excuses to linger in 
the margins of his life: an extended lunch, a book 
left unclaimed, a walk past the window that gave 
him a fleeting view of her alone arranging cups. 
Her voice had a cadence he liked; not 
melodramatic, but precise, like code read aloud. 

He was not blind to the danger in feeling anything 
at all. Emotion was known to him as an error term, 
a variable that increased unpredictability. He knew 
exactly how dangerous unpredictability could be 
for someone with a sliver of knowledge they ought 
not to possess. Yet feeling did not respect the 
architecture of intent. 

So he did what he always did: he 
compartmentalized. Work remained work. Code 
remained code. Love — if it deserved the name — 
was catalogued under “distraction.” He told himself 
stories to keep the two worlds apart. Sometimes 
those stories held truth, sometimes they did not. 

And the algorithm — his algorithm — was the 
gravity that kept both planets in reluctant orbit. 
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He had begun to name parts of it like a composer 
names movements. There was the heartbeat module 
that analyzed temporal variance in biometric 
authorization; the aƄect emulator that generated 
micro-expression signatures; the drift protocol 
which introduced controlled irregularities within 
acceptable thresholds. Each module sang a 
diƅerent frequency; when played in harmony, they 
might produce a passage through systems that had 
never imagined such a song. 

Boaz was meticulous about testing. He took great 
care to run the modules within sandboxed 
environments, feeding them synthetic data, 
drawing curtains of randomized noise across 
vectors to prevent detection by outside observers. 
He documented his findings in a private repository 
— comments and notes that read like diary entries. 

“If this works,” one note read, “it’s not theft. It’s an 
exposure.” 
“If this works,” another read, “what then? Who 
decides the target?” 

He cycled through such questions and then, like a 
man who preferred the stern face of logic, returned 
to coding. 

On a Tuesday night, rain soft on his window, the 
algorithm progressed beyond concept. He had 
been awake for sixteen hours, headphones on, 
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classical music woven around his concentration 
like a tide. The train lights stitched patterns across 
his wall. He was writing a function to emulate a 
heartbeat signature — minute variations, a 
biological cadence calculated from public 
biometric datasets and anonymized telemetry. It 
was a beautiful, terrifying piece of code: recursive, 
elegant, almost lyrical in its symmetry. 

At 2:46 a.m., he paused and closed his eyes. He 
could imagine the system’s response: milliseconds 
of hesitation, an internal alarm that would reroute 
suspicion toward physiological irregularity rather 
than external intrusion. The algorithm did not 
smash the door down — it arrived as a whisper, an 
acceptable irregularity, a believable human 
moment. 

He typed the next line. 

The screen became a horizon. He felt, for a breath, 
like the protagonist of a story he had always read 
from the outside. Power hummed under his 
fingers. He thought of his father’s violin, imagined 
the bow gliding across a string in exact rhythm. He 
saw, fleetingly, Caira’s hands as she tamped coƅee 
grounds: patient, calibrated, capable. 

His hand shook. 

Not from fear. From the sudden clarity of 
responsibility. The algorithm was no longer an 
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abstract puzzle. It had a shape, a possibility, and 
the potential to become transgressive. He could 
stop. He could delete the repository, go back to 
spreadsheets, accept a life of careful calculations. 

But then he thought of the small, stubborn itch that 
had driven him to code in the first place — the 
desire to change the rules, to see how systems 
responded when asked to keep a softer human 
promise. He thought of the blankness of polite 
work and the way it had hollowed him. He thought, 
irrationally, of the woman in the café and how she 
had smiled once without asking for anything. 

He pressed Enter. 

Lines of code compiled. Warnings flagged. He 
adjusted parameters, tightened ranges, balanced 
anomaly thresholds. He ran the sandbox. The 
emulator responded in synthetic heartbeat waves, 
soft as a lullaby. The logs showed acceptable 
variance; the security heuristics noted nothing out 
of ordinary. 

He leaned back, exhausted and a little exhilarated, 
and wrote a single comment above the function in 
neat, private syntax: 

// For when the world forgets to listen. — B 

He could have closed the laptop then, walked to the 
window, and let the trains wash their luminous 
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paths across his face. But the compulsion — the 
artist’s need to refine — nudged him forward. He 
added logging, obfuscation layers, and a failsafe 
that would trigger a graceful rollback if collateral 
damage rose above a threshold he set himself. 

He was doing everything he could to control the 
uncontrollable. 

At 4:05 a.m., he turned oƅ the monitor and lay on 
his back on the futon. The apartment smelled 
faintly of cold coƅee and ozone. The city slept in 
consent, but his mind ran through the strains of 
what he had made: a thing of code and risk and 
insolent hope. 

He thought of the café again, of Caira’s measured 
smile and the odd softness beneath it. The 
algorithm had been selfish in the way only 
dangerous things could be; it had a beauty that 
made him protective. It was a child of his mind. 
The thought of losing it — of having it used by 
someone cruel or careless — tightened his chest. 

He closed his eyes and imagined, briefly, a life 
where the algorithm was a tool for restoring 
balance rather than for plunder. He imagined using 
it to reveal illicit caches, to expose shell accounts 
that siphoned wealth. The fantasy seemed naive 
and clean, like a street washed anew by rain. 



21 
 

Outside, a train passed. Its light cut across the 
ceiling in a thin, sharp line. Boaz listened to its 
metallurgy and thought: rhythms. Patterns. The 
same principles that governed music, banking, 
love. 

He had started something that could divide him 
from the world he’d known. There were risks, 
irreparable changes, a chance that the next line of 
code would not be written by his hand. He had 
never been good at retreating once momentum 
carried him, not since he’d discovered that silence 
had a language and he could understand it. 

He sat up and reached for his phone, thumb 
hovering over the café’s contact number. He didn’t 
dial. Instead, he opened a new file and typed a 
banal header: README — For trusted use only. 
Then he saved it under a private name, encrypted 
with a key only he knew. 

He was, in the plainest sense, still a man of routine. 
Yet the routine had been bent by one small 
variable: the idea that a life could be intentionally 
imperfect. It frightened and thrilled him in equal 
measure. 

Boaz slid the laptop shut and curled his hands 
around the mug of cold coƅee like a talisman. 
Somewhere in the oak-dark of his apartment, a 
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single violin note seemed to reverberate from 
memory — a measure held a touch too long. 

He inhaled, exhaled, and allowed himself to 
consider the impossible: that the same day he had 
made a breach in the architecture of banks, he 
might also be on the verge of making a breach in 
his own heart. 

Morning would come on its own schedule. He had, 
for now, made the first move. 

And in a café two blocks away, a woman with an 
antique watch folded back the newspaper she’d left 
on the counter, smoothed a napkin, and wondered 
what would happen when two tentative breaches 
collided. 
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Chapter 3 – Chance Encounter 
 
Morning returned to Geneva with a light that felt 
half-hearted — too pale to be hopeful, too soft to be 
cruel. The streets wore a sheen of rain from the 
night before, and the river ran silver beneath the 
bridges, carrying secrets in its quiet current. 
Somewhere, church bells tolled the hour with 
mathematical precision, and in that sound, the city 
began to move again. 

Boaz Keller walked with his usual absent-minded 
precision, his coat collar turned up against the 
chill. He carried a notebook under one arm and a 
takeaway coƅee in the other — his small rebellion 
against the bank’s sterile espresso machines. The 
morning air was a cipher he could almost read: 
coded in mist, footfalls, and the faint perfume of 
roasted beans escaping from cafés before dawn. 

He’d been thinking — too much, as always — about 
the algorithm. It had grown like ivy through his 
mind, curling into his sleep, coiling around the 
ordinary things. He’d spent the night refining the 
heartbeat emulator, introducing randomness into 
its pulse until it almost resembled humanity. It 
scared him, how beautiful it had become. How 
fragile. 
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He hadn’t meant to come to Ƌe Glass Café again. 
Not consciously. His feet simply found the way. 

The bell above the café door chimed — a small, 
graceful sound that somehow seemed to slice 
through the low murmur of morning 
conversations. The scent of roasted beans, citrus 
polish, and rain-damp wool met him like an 
embrace. Boaz exhaled, stepped inside, and felt the 
warmth pull at the tension behind his eyes. 

Behind the counter stood Caira Duvall — a vision 
of quiet control, her hair tied in a loose knot, her 
sleeves rolled just enough to suggest grace without 
carelessness. She was arranging papers — invoices 
perhaps, or reports — her focus absolute. The 
world bent slightly toward her without asking. 

She looked up as he entered, and for a moment — 
that fractional second before she put on her 
practiced smile — he caught something unguarded. 
Weariness, maybe. Or the kind of solitude one 
wears like a well-tailored coat. 

“Bonjour,” she said, the word feather-light, 
automatic. Then recognition flickered in her eyes. 
“You again.” 

Boaz laughed softly. “Me again. I think your coƅee 
might be the only thing that keeps me human.” 
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“Then I should charge you more,” she teased, 
already turning to the machine. 

He found a seat by the window, the same one as 
before — Table Three — and began setting down 
his things. The café was quiet this morning, a half 
dozen patrons lost in their screens or newspapers. 
The rain outside cast small rivers of light across 
the glass. He opened his notebook, flipping 
through pages of scribbled code and half-formed 
ideas. His thoughts felt untamed, like they were 
running slightly ahead of him. 

Caira approached, the cup in her hand trailing a 
small ribbon of steam. She set it down with her 
usual precision. “You look like a man thinking 
himself into trouble.” 

Boaz smiled, the expression faint but real. 
“Depends on what you call trouble.” 

“The kind that doesn’t end with coƅee,” she said, 
watching him. Her tone was playful, but there was 
curiosity in her gaze — a curiosity she wasn’t 
meant to have. 

He hesitated. “Maybe I should switch to tea.” 

“No,” she said softly. “You don’t seem like a man 
who avoids caƅeine. Or danger.” 

She turned away before he could respond, leaving 
him with that peculiar weight in his chest — that 
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feeling that someone had looked just a little too 
closely, seen something they shouldn’t have. 

He didn’t notice, not right away, that his hand — 
restless as ever — had knocked the cup, sending a 
dark arc of coƅee spilling across her papers. 

The world seemed to slow for half a second. 
Coƅee, ink, and light — a small catastrophe 
unfolding in perfect cinematic rhythm. 
Boaz swore under his breath, jumping to his feet, 
napkin in hand. “I am so sorry—” 

Caira froze, then laughed. Not a polite chuckle — a 
genuine, melodic laugh that startled even her. It 
was the kind of sound that disarmed a room. 

“It’s fine,” she said, waving a hand. “They’re just 
papers.” 

He looked down. They weren’t just papers. The ink 
bled into what looked like printed charts and 
annotations, some in French, others in neat, 
cryptic shorthand. The pages smelled faintly of 
perfume and something metallic — ink of an 
unusual kind. 

“Still,” he said, dabbing at the mess. “Let me—” 

She placed her hand on his to stop him. Her touch 
was light but precise — a pulse of warmth that 
landed too exactly on his skin. “It’s fine, truly,” she 
said, and for a moment they were both still, fingers 
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brushing, eyes caught in an invisible dialogue 
neither of them could yet translate. 

It was the first contact — the first real one. 
And both felt it like a key turning somewhere 
unseen. 

Caira withdrew her hand, smiling with practiced 
ease. Inside, though, something tightened. She’d 
been trained to control moments like this — to 
anticipate gestures, calibrate smiles, weaponize 
empathy. Yet the accident, so small and absurdly 
human, had rattled her equilibrium. There had 
been something unplanned in his reaction — not 
charm, not fear, but earnestness. 

And earnest men were dangerous. 
They made you remember who you used to be. 

Boaz, flustered, glanced up. “Please, let me replace 
them. Whatever they were.” 

Caira tilted her head, studying him. “You really 
don’t need to. Unless you can rewrite in French, 
German, and a bit of Farsi.” 

He blinked. “You’re multilingual?” 

She shrugged lightly. “Languages are habits. Some 
people collect stamps.” 

He smiled at that, sensing the faint deflection but 
not pressing. “I only collect errors.” 
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“You’re a banker, right?” she asked, casual, but her 
voice slid the question into place like a blade. 

“Data analyst,” he corrected. “Which is a nice way 
of saying I clean other people’s messes.” 

“And make your own coƅee spills,” she said, 
amusement ghosting her lips. 

“Touché,” he said, then paused, noticing something 
faintly printed in the margin of her ruined paper — 
a symbol. A small series of numbers interlaced 
with dots. He knew enough to recognize a cipher 
when he saw one, though he said nothing. Instead, 
he met her eyes and oƅered an apologetic smile. 

“You ever think,” he said quietly, “that some 
accidents are just… rehearsal for something else?” 

Caira felt her pulse change. 
“Like what?” 

“I don’t know,” he said. “A mistake that was 
supposed to happen.” 

She laughed again, this time more carefully. “That 
sounds dangerously close to philosophy.” 

“Occupational hazard,” he replied. “You stare at 
numbers long enough, they start talking back.” 

“And what do they say?” 

“That we’re all just rounding errors.” 
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Something in the way he said it — gently, without 
irony — made her look away. She gathered the 
soaked papers, folding them neatly, though they 
were beyond repair. He oƅered another napkin; 
she took it this time. 

“Thank you,” she said softly. “Really. It’s fine.” 

Boaz nodded, the faintest blush coloring his 
composure. “I’ll try not to sabotage your work next 
time.” 

“Next time?” she asked, raising an eyebrow. 

He realized his slip. “I mean—if there is a next 
time.” 

Her smile was slow, deliberate. “We’ll see.” 

Later, when he left, the air outside felt heavier. The 
clouds were gathering again, shadows layered like 
secrets above the cathedral spire. He didn’t notice 
the woman who lingered a moment too long at the 
window as he disappeared down the street, her 
expression unreadable. 

Caira stood motionless until he was gone. Then she 
exhaled. 

She looked down at the ruined papers — not 
invoices at all, but agency dispatch reports. The 
spill had erased a line of code that contained part 
of her next directive. In any other operation, she 
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would have cursed the accident. This time, she 
smiled. 

The accident had achieved something no planned 
move could: intimacy. A reason to meet again. 

That evening, the café was empty. She turned the 
key, dimmed the lights, and sat by the window with 
a single glass of wine. Outside, Geneva shimmered 
with quiet wealth, its façades hiding a thousand 
unspoken wars. The reflection of the streetlights 
fractured across the window, merging her face 
with the world beyond — a double exposure of spy 
and woman. 

Her watch pulsed once. 
ALENA WEISS: REPORT. 

Caira lifted the glass to her lips and replied aloud, 
as if to herself. 

“He trusts easily,” she murmured. “Or maybe he 
just wants to.” 

The voice that came through the device in her 
earpiece was cool, clinical. “Good. That’s your 
opening. His algorithm exists. Our intercept 
confirms partial traces in his home network.” 

Caira stilled. “Already? You’ve tapped him?” 
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“Of course. We’re not amateurs. But he encrypts 
well. We’ll need physical access. Extract the drive 
or the code from him directly.” 

Caira traced a finger down the condensation on 
her glass. “And after that?” 

“After that,” Alena said, “he’s irrelevant.” 

There was a pause — one of those weighted 
silences that carried the texture of disobedience. 

“You sound hesitant,” Alena said. “Don’t.” 

Caira closed her eyes briefly. “I’m not hesitant. Just 
cautious.” 

“Good. Stay that way. People like him don’t survive 
the kind of storms they step into.” 

The line went dead. The silence that followed was 
immense. 


