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Dedication
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For those who learned to read the silence between the dunes

And to hear the music that time tries to hide.

To those who know that not every clock marks only the hours.
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Synopsis
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The desert does not keep secrets. It dismantles them.

Nicolas, na elite agent of the Aurelian Agency, arrives at the heart of the Sahara with a precise mission: to recover the legendary Desert Azimuth. But under the implacable sun of Erfoud, London’s rules evaporate along with the humidity in the air. The heat distorts vision. The silence carries weight. And the only available guide is Salma—a researcher whose maps do not lead to places, but to truths buried for millennia.

While the Agency fights to maintain control of the Crimson Atlas, na invisible threat begins to redraw the board. Julian Sterling, the strategist who manipulates nations through silence and information, has transformed the desert into na economic war zone. He is not just looking for na artifact. He is seeking the frequency capable of restarting history.

Alongside Omar, a nomad who distrusts everything with gears, Nicolas will discover a disturbing revelation: the meteoric iron astrolabe does not point North.

It points to na exact moment in time.

At 10:14 PM, the sand will open.

And in the depths of Elena’s library, Nicolas will confront a truth capable of redefining his own existence.

He is not just the carrier of the weapon.

He is the trigger.

Dive into the fifth volume of The Aurelian Agency—a sensory thriller where physics, memory, and music intertwine, and where every heartbeat is a note in the score of destiny.
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CHAPTER 1 — Horizon of Fire
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The air in Erfoud was not meant for breathing; it was meant for chewing.

Nicolas felt the heat strike the moment the door of the Aurelian Agency aircraft swung open. The desert did not feel like a place. It felt like a verdict.

The scent of burnt fuel mingled with ancient dust—dry and metallic—invading his nostrils and scratching his throat like fine sandpaper.

He descended the metal steps.

The horizon was drunk.

The heat distorted the red clay buildings on the outskirts, warping them into liquid shapes that shimmered beneath the mirage. Nothing was solid. Not even the distance.

Nicolas closed his eyes for a second.

He felt the Sahara before he understood it.

There was a pressure in his ears. A buzz, almost electric. As if he had crossed na invisible border where the rules of London ceased to exist.

Against his back, inside the reinforced pack, the astrolabe remained cold.

Too cold.

The contrast was brutal: his skin burned under the merciless sun, yet his spine felt touched by deep ice. The object did not belong to this climate.

And the desert knew it.

“Mr. Nicolas?”

The pilot, his face etched by decades of sun, pointed toward the low terminal.

“Don’t stop to admire it. Here, the sun doesn’t punish. It executes. And the shadows belong to whoever pays for them.”

Nicolas simply nodded.

He walked toward the terminal’s meager shade.

The aroma of mint and tobacco escaped from a small café in the corner. Inside, amidst worn maps and pages that looked ready to crumble, sat Salma.

She did not look lost.

While Dante’s reports spoke of risk and disappearance, the woman before him broadcast absolute focus.

She wasn’t studying routes.

She was excavating absences.

“You are three minutes late, Nicolas,” she said, without looking up from the stellar diagram spread before her.

“In the desert, three minutes is the time it takes for a dune to bury a truth.”

He pulled out a chair. The wood groaned.

“Thermals over the Atlas delayed the flight. Dante believed you were in danger.”

Salma looked up.

Her eyes were clear, far too precise for any distraction.

“Dante mistakes silence for a threat.”

She closed the notebook with care.

“I am not out of reach. I am in a place where the Agency’s noise cannot follow. I research where knowledge was buried so it wouldn’t be corrupted.”

She tilted her head slightly toward his pack.

“Cities were swallowed to protect what you carry.”

“The astrolabe?” Nicolas asked in a low tone.

“What you carry is a catalyst.”

Silence.

“Sterling already knows you’ve landed,” she continued.

Nicolas kept his face neutral.

“Spies?”

Salma almost smiled.

“No. He bought the company that supplies fuel to this airport. He owns the wells that supply the hotels. He finances half the suppliers in the region.”

She paused.

“You aren’t being followed by armed men, Nicolas. You are being surrounded by decisions he made last night.”

The knot in his stomach tightened quickly.

The Sterling Effect made no noise.

“Did he block the routes south?”

“He didn’t block them. He made them unviable.”

She tucked the maps away with exact movements.

“Sterling doesn’t want you dead. He wants your dependency. He wants you to walk to him asking for directions.”

She stood up.

Her posture was one of command.

“What do you feel right now?”

Nicolas inhaled.

“Heat. Dust.”

“No. Feel the pressure.”

He closed his eyes.

The murmur of the terminal faded.

The air grew denser.

The wind had died down.

But something was compressing the space.

“The horizon is heavy,” he murmured. “As if it’s being pushed.”

Salma nodded.

“That is how control begins. Invisible.”

She walked toward the exit.

“If we want to find Omar and understand the 10:14 PM alignment, we need to leave before the economy closes the last door.”

Nicolas followed her.

The jeep waited, covered in dust, nearly camouflaged.

“Who is Omar?” he asked as he climbed into the vehicle.

Salma started the engine.

“A man who understands that the desert belongs to no one.”

She looked at him for the first time with something resembling respect.

“And the only one who does not fear Julian Sterling.”

The jeep tore away.

A cloud of dust swallowed the terminal.

Nicolas looked in the rearview mirror.

Atop a nearby dune, a lone figure watched through binoculars. A glint of sunlight flashed for a millisecond.

It wasn’t a soldier.

He wasn’t carrying a weapon.

He was carrying a clipboard.

And in that instant, Nicolas understood.

Sterling hadn’t sent na executioner.

He had sent na accountant.

The desert didn’t begin with gunfire.

It began with debt.

And the tab was already open.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Saga —-—\-
THE AURELIAN AGENCY SAGA BOOK 5

‘M. LAYANE S. INACIO





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





