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TO THE READER

Two and a half thousand years ago, kings, generals, and merchants climbed the slopes of Mount Parnassus to ask a single woman what tomorrow would bring.

The word of the Oracle at Delphi raised rulers and toppled empires. Not necessarily because it could see the future, but because the world believed that it could.

In 2030, we no longer need to climb a mountain.

We order a report.

Forecasting is one of the world's oldest businesses, and espionage one of its oldest methods. Whoever knows tomorrow before everyone else can buy low, sell high, win a war before the first shot is fired, and bring down a government without touching a weapon.

But what happens when the forecaster no longer guesses? When it hears every boardroom, reads every classified memorandum, and knows every decision-maker's private fears? What if it is no longer content to see the future, but begins arranging the world to match its predictions?

Where is the line between knowledge and power?

And once that line has been crossed, can anyone still know whether an idea was born in their own mind—or planted there?

This book is a work of fiction. All characters, corporations, clandestine units, operations, and events are products of the author's imagination. The names of real countries and intelligence services appear only as background within a fictional narrative; no claim is made about their actual conduct. All named operations and specialist units are fictional. The technology described is speculative.

The question is not.

If someone offered to sell you tomorrow—in writing, with certainty, guaranteed—would you pay?

Someone is paying.

Right now.
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PROLOGUE

THE RUIN THAT REMEMBERED THE FUTURE

Delphi, Greece

14 March 2030, 02:13

On the slopes of Mount Parnassus, the wind never fully died.
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Stavros Kallis knew that better than anyone. He had guarded the ruins of Delphi for forty-two years and heard the wind in all its forms: a hot summer whisper between the columns of Apollo's temple, a winter gale howling across the stone seats of the theatre, and a spring breath drifting above the Castalian Spring.

But that night, the mountain made a different sound.

It hummed.
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The note was too low to hear with the ears. Stavros felt it in his teeth and breastbone. He stood beside the locked gate of the archaeological site, flashlight in hand, staring at the dark flank of Parnassus. Near the abandoned bauxite mine, the blue glow had returned—an unnaturally cold, narrow seam of light pulsing inside a fracture in the rock.

For the third night in a row.

He raised his phone and opened the camera. The screen flashed once.

Then the image went black.

Not because of the battery. It was at eighty-seven percent.

White letters appeared.

STAVROS KALLIS.

He did not move.

A second line formed, one character at a time.

GO HOME. NOW.

Stavros crossed himself.

“Who is there?”

The wind answered. Or he thought it did.

The blue seam vanished. At the same instant, a red light appeared above the mountain. It was not a star. A small, silent aircraft hovered motionless against the night.

Stavros backed away.

The phone vibrated in his hand.

FIFTY-EIGHT SECONDS.

Far below, on the road from Itea, a black SUV climbed the switchbacks without headlights.

Stavros did not wait. He ran.

The knees of a seventy-six-year-old man were not built for running, but fear taught quickly. He plunged between the ruins, past the broken columns of Apollo's temple and down the Sacred Way once walked by kings carrying gifts of gold. His flashlight jerked across the stones. Behind him, the gate clanged open.

Someone had entered.

Stavros knew every path on the site. He cut behind the Treasury of the Athenians, slipped on loose gravel, and recovered his balance at the last instant. The SUV growled somewhere above. A beam of light swept across the columns.

His phone vibrated again.

TWENTY-ONE SECONDS.

Stavros stopped.

The path ended at a collapsed wall that should not have been there. He had walked the route the previous afternoon. Now three enormous blocks had been rolled across it.

Footsteps sounded behind him.

He turned and saw a figure in black climbing through the stones. Its face was hidden. In one hand it carried something small and metallic.

Stavros gripped the phone.

A new sentence filled the screen.

BEFORE YOU DIE, YOU MUST KNOW ONE THING.

The figure raised the weapon.

Stavros shut his eyes.

The world flashed white.

No shot came.

The hovering drone plunged—not into the attacker, but into the stone between them. It burst in a storm of sparks and magnesium light. The figure reeled back, blinded. Stavros threw himself through a gap beside the fallen blocks and tumbled down the slope as the first suppressed shot cracked above his head.

His phone struck the ground beside him. One final line glowed through the fractured glass.

I DO NOT WANT YOU TO DIE.

Then the screen went dark.

Deep inside the mountain, something had made its first decision without being asked by any human being.
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