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    For those who paid the price of knowing—and chose silence over certainty.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Light reveals the truth.Blood pays the cost.Darkness makes it livable."
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THE MATHEMATICS OF SIN

Brussels, Belgium
The European Emergency Response Coordination Centre (ERCC)
Three Months Ago
God does not play dice with the universe. But Matteo Riva did.

He sat alone in the sub-basement of the Berlaymont building, bathed in the antiseptic blue glow of three curved monitors. The room hummed with the sound of high-frequency cooling fans, a white noise that sounded suspiciously like a collective human exhale held indefinitely. Outside, the Belgian sky was a bruise of charcoal and slate, weeping a relentless, freezing rain against the reinforced glass, but Matteo did not notice the weather. In here, the climate was controlled. In here, he controlled the weather, the economy, and the mortality rate.

Matteo was a risk assessment analyst, a title that sounded boring enough to render him invisible at dinner parties. In reality, he was an architect of hypothetical doomsdays. His job was to feed the supercomputer, a black monolith named Acheron, with variables of chaos and calculate the structural integrity of the European Union.

Tonight, the assignment was strictly theoretical. Or so the memo from Director Kaelin had stated.

Project parameters: Maximum stress test of the Southeastern Eurozone grid. Variable introduction: Catastrophic hydraulic failure combined with localized bio-chemical contamination. Objective: Calculate the breakpoint of civil order.

Matteo cracked his knuckles. The sound was sharp, like a twig snapping in a dead forest. He took a sip of espresso that had gone cold two hours ago. It tasted like battery acid and burnt earth.

"Alright, Acheron," Matteo whispered, his fingers hovering over the mechanical keyboard. "Let’s see how much weight the bridge can take before the bones snap."

He began to input the data. He didn't see faces when he typed. He didn't see mothers clutching children, or old men praying in crumbling churches, or lovers saying goodbye in flooded subways. He saw integers. He saw clusters of data points moving across a heat map. To Matteo, humanity was a fluid dynamic—a substance that flowed, coagulated, and, under pressure, evaporated.

He started with the geography. He selected the Danube basin, specifically the intricate network of dams and chemical processing plants bordering Romania and Bulgaria. It was a region already economically fragile, a perfect petri dish for his experiment.

Input: Seismic event, magnitude 5.8. Depth, shallow.
Outcome: Structural fatigue in the Iron Gates II hydroelectric power station.
On the screen, a digital topography turned from green to amber.

"Too slow," Matteo muttered. "The EU relief funds would plug that gap in forty-eight hours. No collapse. We need absolute systemic failure."

He adjusted the variables. This was the dark art of his profession. It wasn't about destruction; it was about the efficiency of destruction. He needed to find the mathematical sweet spot where hope became statistically impossible.

Add variable: Delayed notification protocols due to bureaucratic corruption.
Add variable: Contamination of the water table with agricultural runoff and stored industrial mercury.
The simulation processed the data. The amber turned to red. The death toll counter in the corner of the screen began to tick upward.

1,200 casualties.
5,000 casualties.
14,000 casualties.
Matteo watched the numbers rise with the detachment of a pathologist dissecting a cadaver. He felt nothing. This was why he was the best analyst in Brussels. He possessed a rare psychological defect: the inability to feel vertigo when looking into the abyss.

"Let's add the human element," he murmured.

He opened the tab marked Social Behavior Algorithms. This was the most terrifying aspect of the Acheron system. It didn't just model physics; it modeled sin. It calculated greed, wrath, and envy. It predicted how quickly a neighbor would kill a neighbor for a gallon of clean water.

Matteo slid the bar for Civil Solidarity down to 12%.
He slid the bar for Panic Propagation up to 88%.
The screen flickered. The simulation roared to life, running a high-speed projection of the next thirty days following the hypothetical disaster.

The screen displayed a cascade of failures. The dam breaks. The water, heavy with toxic sludge, sweeps through the valley. The initial drowning accounts for thirty thousand lives. But then, the secondary wave hits. The hospitals lose power. The roads are washed out, preventing aid trucks. The mercury poisoning sets in, creating a slow, agonizing delirium in the survivors.

Matteo watched the heat map turn black. The simulation predicted that the European Union would hesitate. They would debate jurisdiction. They would argue over budget allocations. And in that silence—that calculated pause of bureaucracy—the death toll would skyrocket.

The counter stopped.

TOTAL ESTIMATED CASUALTIES: 247,512.
TIME FRAME: 21 DAYS.
RECOVERY PROBABILITY: NEGATIVE.
Matteo leaned back in his ergonomic chair, the leather creaking. He stared at the number. Quarter of a million people. Erased.

"The mathematics of sin," he said softly to the empty room. "The wages of sin is death, but the cost of bureaucracy is interest."

He felt a strange satisfaction. The model was elegant. It was geometrically perfect. The way the disaster spiraled wasn't chaotic; it was a fractal of suffering. It followed the Golden Ratio. The curve of the death toll matched the curve of a nautilus shell.

He prepared the final report. He didn't use emotional language. He used words like population correction, liquidation of surplus assets, and necessary attrition.

He named the file: Scenario 7-B: The Danube Purification.

Before he hit send, he hesitated for a fraction of a second. A strange chill walked up his spine, not from the air conditioning, but from a primitive part of his brain stem—the part that feared the dark. It felt as if someone were watching him. Not through the security cameras, but through the screen itself. As if the numbers were looking back.

He shook his head, dismissing the superstition. He was a man of science, a priest of the algorithm.

He pressed SEND.

The file vanished from his screen, traveling up through the fiber optic cables, through the encrypted servers, landing on a desk somewhere on the upper floors where the view was better and the souls were darker.

Matteo checked his watch. 03:14 AM. Time to go home. He had successfully killed a quarter of a million imaginary people. He deserved a drink.



Brussels, Belgium
Apartment of Matteo Riva
Present Day (Three Months Later)
The morning light was gray and unforgiving. It filtered through the unwashed curtains of Matteo’s apartment, illuminating the dust motes dancing in the stagnant air.

Matteo woke up with the taste of copper in his mouth. He had been dreaming of geometry again. In his dream, he was trying to build a cathedral, but the bricks were made of human teeth, and every time he placed one, it screamed.

He sat up, rubbing his face. The apartment was a testament to a man who lived entirely inside his own head. Books were stacked in precarious towers—calculus, theology, fluid dynamics, medieval history. Takeout boxes formed their own civilizations on the coffee table.

He shuffled to the kitchen, the hardwood floor cold against his bare feet. He turned on the espresso machine, the grinding noise tearing through the silence. While the black liquid dripped into his cup, he reached for the remote and turned on the small television perched on the counter.

He expected the usual noise: stock market fluctuations, a minor political scandal in France, maybe a football score.

Instead, he saw red.

The banner at the bottom of the screen was a crimson streak, scrolling urgently. The anchorwoman, usually composed, looked pale. Her voice was tight, pitchy.

"...reports are just coming in now. We have lost contact with the regional monitoring station. I repeat, the Iron Gates II hydroelectric facility has suffered a critical structural failure following a seismic event early this morning..."

Matteo froze. The coffee cup slipped from his fingers. It shattered on the floor, splashing hot liquid and ceramic shards across his ankles, but he didn't flinch. He didn't feel the burn.

He stared at the screen.

"...massive flooding is reported in the Danube valley. Authorities are warning of potential chemical contamination due to the nearby industrial reservoirs. The Prime Minister has declared a state of emergency, but early reports suggest the infrastructure has completely collapsed..."

"No," Matteo whispered. His voice sounded foreign, tinny. "That’s... that’s impossible."

He scrambled over the broken ceramic, ignoring the blood that welled up on his heel. He ran to the living room and threw open his laptop. His hands were shaking so violently he could barely type his password.

He logged into the ERCC secure server. The dashboard was lit up like a Christmas tree in hell. Alerts. Distress signals. Satellite imagery streaming in real-time.

He pulled up the live feed.

It wasn't just a flood. It was his flood.

He saw the water breaching the exact retaining walls he had marked as weak points. He saw the chemical plumes rising from the exact factories he had flagged as high-risk variables.

He opened his old file, Scenario 7-B, and placed it side-by-side with the live news coverage.

The similarities were not general. They were forensic.

The seismic event was a 5.8 magnitude.
The wind direction was pushing the toxic cloud exactly as his wind shear model had predicted.
The emergency response teams were delayed by a gridlock on the A6 highway—a gridlock he had simulated based on a specific bridge maintenance schedule.
Matteo felt bile rise in his throat. He rushed to the bathroom and vomited.

When he finished, he sat on the cold tile floor, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. His heart was hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird.

Coincidence, his rational mind screamed. It’s a statistical anomaly. You modeled the worst-case scenario based on real data. Reality just happened to catch up.

But he knew. Deep down in the cold, mathematical center of his soul, he knew this wasn't a coincidence.

He crawled back to the laptop. He needed to see the numbers.

The official death toll was just starting to come in. The news said "hundreds," but the internal ERCC algorithms were already projecting the true scale.

Matteo looked at the projection counter on the live server.

PROJECTED CASUALTIES: 247,500.

He stopped breathing.

It wasn't close. It was exact.
The simulation hadn't predicted the future. It had scripted it.
He looked at the date stamp on his original file. Three months ago.
He looked at the variables. He had slid the Panic Propagation bar to 88%.
On the screen, a reporter was shouting over the sound of screaming crowds. "It’s absolute chaos here! People are trampling each other to get to the high ground! It’s like... it’s like they’ve gone mad!"

88%.

Matteo stared at his hands. They looked the same as they had yesterday. Ten fingers. Pale skin. But now, they looked like weapons. He had typed a code, and three months later, the world had obeyed.

Suddenly, a notification pinged on his screen. A secure message. Top priority.

Matteo hesitated. The cursor hovered over the envelope icon. The room felt incredibly small, the walls pressing in. The shadows in the corners seemed to lengthen, twisting into shapes that defied geometry.

He clicked the message.

It wasn't from Director Kaelin. It wasn't from the EU Commission.
The sender ID was blank. Null.
The message contained no text. Just an image.

It was a screenshot of his own simulation from three months ago. Specifically, the line where he had calculated the "necessary attrition."

Below the image, a single line of text appeared, typing itself out slowly, letter by letter, as if a ghost were pressing the keys.

THE MATH IS CORRECT, MR. RIVA. THE EQUATION IS BALANCED.

Matteo slammed the laptop shut. The sound was like a gunshot in the silent apartment.

He stood up, backing away from the computer as if it were a radioactive isotope. His breath came in ragged gasps. He looked around his apartment—the books on theology, the books on calculus.

God does not play dice, Einstein had said.

"No," Matteo whispered to the empty, gray morning. "He doesn't play dice. He plays chess. And I just moved a pawn."

He walked to the window and looked down at the street below. People were walking under umbrellas, rushing to work, oblivious. They didn't know that their survival was just a variable in a spreadsheet. They didn't know that somewhere, in a room deeper than any basement, the cost of their breath had been calculated, and the bill had just come due.

The phone in his pocket buzzed.

He didn't want to answer it. He knew, with a terrifying certainty, that his life as Matteo Riva, the boring analyst, was over. He was something else now. He was a prophet of the algorithm.

He pulled the phone out. Unknown number.

He swiped the screen. He didn't speak. He just held the phone to his ear, listening to the static, waiting for the voice that would confirm his damnation.

"Matteo," a voice said. It was smooth, synthetic, and devoid of empathy. It sounded like the voice of the machine itself. "Excellent work on Scenario 7-B. The yield is... optimal."

"Who is this?" Matteo asked, his voice breaking. "You killed them. You made it happen."

"We simply applied the formula you provided," the voice replied. "Nature is chaotic. We bring order. You provided the blueprint for order."

"I modeled a disaster!" Matteo shouted. "I didn't order an execution!"

"Is there a difference?" the voice asked. The question hung in the air, heavy and philosophical. "A blueprint for a cathedral is just a drawing until someone lays the stone. You drew the collapse. We merely laid the stone."

There was a pause. Matteo could hear a faint sound in the background of the call. It sounded like chanting. Gregorian, rhythmic, deep. But it wasn't Latin. It sounded like numbers being recited in a liturgical cadence.

"Why?" Matteo asked.

"Because the system was overheating," the voice said. "The pressure needed to be released. You found the valve. You are a talented mathematician, Matteo. You understand that for the equation to equal zero, the negatives must cancel out the positives."

"I'm going to the police," Matteo said, though he knew how hollow the threat sounded.

"Go to the window, Matteo."

Matteo froze. He was already standing near the window. He looked down at the street again.

Across the street, standing in the rain, was a figure. A man in a dark coat, holding a black umbrella. He wasn't looking at the traffic. He was looking up. Directly at Matteo’s fourth-floor window.

The man tilted his umbrella back slightly. Even from this distance, Matteo felt the weight of the gaze. The man raised a hand and made a gesture. It wasn't a wave.

He drew a shape in the air. A triangle. Then, he slashed a line through it.

"The police operate within the system," the voice on the phone said. "We are the operating system."

"What do you want?" Matteo whispered.

"We want you to finish your work," the voice said. "Scenario 7-B was just the opening variable. The grand equation is still incomplete."

"And if I refuse?"

"Then you become a remainder," the voice said. "And in mathematics, remainders are discarded."

The line went dead.

Matteo looked down at the street, but the man in the black coat was gone. Vanished into the gray smear of Brussels.

Matteo sank to the floor, the blood from his cut foot smearing on the hardwood—a small, red glyph.

He looked at the blood. It was bright, arterial. It looked real. Unlike the numbers on the screen, this was something he could feel.

Lux Ex Sanguine, he thought. A phrase from his old theology books. Light from Blood.

He realized then that he had been wrong about the world. It wasn't ruled by politicians or armies or money. It was ruled by a secret geometry, a dark arithmetic that demanded a sacrifice to keep the universe from spinning apart.

He had just performed the first rite. He was no longer just an analyst.

He was the high priest of the apocalypse, and the mass had just begun.
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GOD’S RATIOS

Brussels, Belgium
The European Quarter
24 Hours After the Danube Incident
The world was gray. Not a metaphorical gray, but a literal, chromatic desaturation. To Matteo Riva, walking through the sterile canyons of the European Quarter, it seemed as though the color had been drained from the universe to cut rendering costs.

He walked with his head down, the collar of his coat turned up against the wind that whipped between the glass-and-steel monoliths of the EU institutions. He felt like a ghost haunting his own life. Every face he passed on the Rue de la Loi—bureaucrats with their lanyards, lobbyists with their briefcases, interns with their hopeful eyes—looked like a variable in an equation he had already solved.

Variable X: Commuter, male, 40s. Risk of cardiac event: 12%.
Variable Y: Intern, female, 20s. Student debt load: High. Probability of radicalization: Low.
He couldn't turn it off. The Acheron mindset had infected his synaptic pathways. He wasn't seeing people anymore; he was seeing data clusters walking on two legs.

When he reached the security turnstiles of the Berlaymont, his badge hand trembled. He expected the red light. He expected the blast doors to lock, armed guards to descend, and a voice to announce, “Access Denied. Subject Identified: Mass Murderer.”

But the light turned green. A cheerful, synthetic chirp welcomed him.
Beep. Welcome, Matteo.
He walked through. The banality of evil, he realized, wasn't just a philosophical concept. It was an ID badge and a green light.

The atmosphere inside the Emergency Response Coordination Centre (ERCC) was electric, but not with panic. It was the hum of high-efficiency crisis management. The giant wall-screens were broadcasting live feeds of the Danube disaster. Helicopters were winching survivors from rooftops in Romania. Chemical containment teams in hazmat suits were spraying foam on the oily black water.

Matteo walked to his workstation. His colleagues were huddled in clusters, speaking in hushed, urgent tones. They were the firefighters of this digital age, trying to mitigate a disaster they believed was an Act of God.

Only Matteo knew it was an Act of Man. An Act of Math.

"Riva," a voice barked.

Matteo jumped, his heart slamming against his ribs. He turned to see Director Kaelin standing behind him. Kaelin was a man who looked like he had been pressed out of the same gray plastic as the building. He was efficient, humorless, and possessed eyes that revealed absolutely nothing.

"Director," Matteo managed to say.

"The predictive models for the secondary shockwaves," Kaelin said, not wasting time on pleasantries. "The containment protocols you uploaded last week. They're... remarkably accurate."

Matteo felt a cold sweat prickle his hairline. "Sir?"

"The Danube scenario," Kaelin continued, staring at the screens. "You flagged the exact structural weakness in the Iron Gates two months before the seismic sensors even picked up a tremor. The Commission is asking questions."

Matteo’s stomach dropped. This was it. The exposure.

"I can explain," Matteo began, his voice dry. "It was just a stress test, I never intended—"

"They're calling it visionary," Kaelin interrupted, finally looking at Matteo. There was a strange glint in his eyes. Not suspicion. Something worse. Respect. "They want to know how you knew the casualty rate would stabilize at precisely the Golden Ratio relative to the displacement figures."

Matteo froze. "The what?"

"The Golden Ratio. Phi," Kaelin said. "1.618. The number of displaced persons divided by the number of casualties. It’s holding steady at exactly Phi. It’s elegant, Riva. Almost... divinely ordered."

Kaelin patted him on the shoulder—a heavy, lifeless touch. "Keep working. We need to calculate the recovery budget. The system needs numbers."

Kaelin walked away, merging back into the hive of activity.

Matteo sank into his chair. He stared at the live data stream. He pulled up the calculator tool.

Displaced: 400,454.
Casualties: 247,500.
He divided the numbers.
1.61799...
It rounded to 1.618.

Matteo stared at the screen, his breath hitching. The Golden Ratio. The Divine Proportion. The mathematical signature found in the spiral of a galaxy, the arrangement of petals on a rose, the reproduction of rabbits, and the structure of human DNA. Artists used it to create perfect beauty. Architects used it to build cathedrals.

And someone—someone operating through Matteo—had used it to engineer a massacre.

It wasn't just a disaster. It was a work of art. A blood sacrifice arranged with the precision of a Renaissance painting.

Matteo felt the room spinning. He needed water. He needed to wash his face. He stood up and stumbled toward the restrooms, ignoring the concerned looks of the junior analysts.

The restroom was empty, a sanctuary of white tile and fluorescent light. Matteo splashed freezing water onto his face, gasping for air. He looked at himself in the mirror. His eyes were bloodshot, rimmed with dark circles. He looked like a prophet who had seen the burning bush and realized the fire was radioactive.

He gripped the porcelain sink. "Who are they?" he whispered to his reflection. "Who does math like this?"

He went back to his desk, his legs feeling like lead.

That was when he saw it.

His workstation was in a secure pod, accessible only by biometric login. His desk was cluttered with papers, charts, and empty coffee cups. But sitting squarely in the center of his keyboard, disrupting the chaotic order of his workspace, was an object that didn't belong.

It was an envelope.

Not the standard inter-departmental manila envelopes. This was heavy, cream-colored cardstock. It looked expensive. Archaic. The kind of paper used for wedding invitations or death warrants.

There was no stamp. No name. Just his initials, M.R., written in an ink so dark it seemed to absorb the light around it.

Matteo looked around. The office was bustling. Cameras were everywhere. How had someone placed this here without him seeing? How had they bypassed security?

He sat down slowly. He reached out and touched the envelope. The paper felt cold, almost like skin.

With trembling fingers, he broke the wax seal on the back. It was a simple red drop, unadorned by any crest.

He pulled out a single card.

The handwriting was exquisite—a sharp, angular calligraphy that looked like it belonged in a Vatican archive, not a Brussels database.

There were two sentences.

Deus ignoscit.
Systema calculat.
God forgives.
The System calculates.
Matteo read the words over and over. They swirled in his mind, locking into place like the tumblers of a safe.

God forgives. That was the promise of religion. Repent, and you are washed clean. Mercy is infinite. The human soul is valuable beyond measure.

The System calculates. That was the reality of the world Matteo lived in. The System does not forgive. It balances. It quantifies. It extracts value. If there is a debt, it must be paid. If there is a surplus, it must be trimmed.

The System was the new God. And it was a jealous God.

Matteo turned the card over.

On the back, printed in the center of the page, was a single word in bold, serif font.

LUX

Light.

Matteo stared at the word. Lux. It was the root of Lucifer—the Lightbringer. It was the Fiat Lux of Genesis—Let there be Light.

But in the context of the Golden Ratio, in the context of the quarter-million dead bodies floating in the Danube, "Light" didn't mean hope.

It meant illumination. It meant exposing the hidden variables.

Suddenly, his screen flickered.

The Acheron interface minimized itself. A terminal window opened. A black box with a blinking green cursor.

Matteo hadn't touched the keyboard.

Text began to scroll. Not code. Narrative.

> INPUT RECEIVED: OBSERVATION OF PHI.
> SUBJECT: MATTEO RIVA.
> STATUS: AWAKE.
> INITIATING SEQUENCE: 2.
Matteo’s fingers hovered over the keys. He typed, his movements jerky.
> WHO ARE YOU?
The response was instantaneous.
> WE ARE THE ARCHITECTS OF NECESSITY.
> WHY ME? Matteo typed.

> BECAUSE YOU DO NOT PRAY, MATTEO. YOU CALCULATE. THE CHURCH OFFERS SOLACE. WE OFFER SOLUTIONS. THE WORLD IS BROKEN BECAUSE IT IS UNBALANCED. WE ARE THE CORRECTION.

Matteo stared at the blinking cursor. The Correction.

> YOU KILLED THEM, he typed.

> WE BALANCED THE LEDGER. ENTROPY WAS RISING. WE REDUCED THE COMPLEXITY OF THE SYSTEM. LOOK AT THE MARKETS, MATTEO.

Matteo blinked. He minimized the chat window and pulled up the financial indexes.

The Euro had stabilized.
The erratic fluctuations in the energy sector—caused by the uncertainty of the aging Danube infrastructure—had flattened out. The "disaster" had wiped out the weak assets, forced the release of emergency funds, and stimulated the construction sector for the rebuilding phase.
From a purely mathematical standpoint, the European economy was healthier today than it was yesterday. The System had pruned a dying limb to save the tree.

It was monstrous. It was logical.

> DO YOU SEE? the terminal asked.

> IT'S MURDER, Matteo typed.

> IT IS ARITHMETIC. GOD FORGIVES THE SINNER. THE SYSTEM CALCULATES THE COST OF THE SIN. AND THE COST IS ALWAYS BLOOD.

The cursor blinked.

> WELCOME TO LUX
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