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In this world, select individuals receive Ledger entries: verified, irrefutable records of a specific future act they will personally commit unless actively prevented.

The Ledger does not predict motivations or thoughts. It predicts actions and outcomes with absolute accuracy.

The central tension of every story is this:

If you know with certainty that you will cause harm, are you already responsible for it?
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​Chapter 1: Tuesday Morning
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The alarm on Marcus Thorne's phone chimed at exactly 6:15 AM, as it had every weekday for the past seven years. He reached out with practiced precision, silencing it before the second chime could complete. No snooze button for Marcus - snoozing was an admission of defeat, a small surrender to chaos that he refused to make.

His apartment was a study in controlled order. The bed was made with military precision, corners sharp enough to cut paper. His work clothes hung in the closet organized by color and season, today's selection - a gray suit, white shirt, blue tie - already positioned at the front. In the kitchen, the coffee maker was programmed to start brewing at 6:16 AM, ensuring the pot would be ready precisely when he finished his morning routine.

Marcus moved through his apartment like a priest through a familiar temple. Each step deliberate, each action rehearsed until automatic. The divorce had disrupted many things - his finances, his weekend schedule, the silence that now filled his evenings - but it had not touched his morning routine. That routine was fortress and sanctuary, the one part of his life that remained impenetrable to disorder.

At 6:45 AM, coffee mug in hand, Marcus stood at his kitchen counter, exactly where he always stood. The mug was ceramic, white, unadorned. He preferred white. No patterns, no distractions. Just function. The coffee was black, no sugar, prepared the same way every morning.

That's when he noticed it.

A single sheet of white paper, exactly the same shade as his mug, lying centered on the dark granite countertop. Not folded, not creased, perfectly flat. The typography was minimal, precise, centered on the page in a serif font that looked like it belonged in a century-old book.

Marcus blinked. He had lived alone for eighteen months since Elena moved out. No one had keys to his apartment except himself and the building superintendent, who hadn't been inside since replacing a smoke detector nine months ago. He hadn't seen this paper when he prepared his coffee maker the previous evening. He was certain of that.

He picked it up. The paper was high-quality stock, substantial between his fingers. No watermark, no letterhead, just the text:

October 28, between 14:15 and 14:45. Intersection of Elm and 3rd Street. A bicycle will be damaged.

Marcus read it three times. The words didn't change. He turned the paper over. Blank. He checked the other side again. Still just those three lines, centered, formatted with an almost mathematical precision that would have appealed to him under different circumstances.

His first thought was practical: someone had entered his apartment. His second thought was emotional: violation. His third thought, returning him to familiar territory, was rational: this must be a mistake.

He carried the paper to his front door. Deadbolt still engaged from the inside, security chain in place. No signs of forced entry on the door frame. He checked the windows - all locked from the inside, screens intact. The fire escape outside his bedroom window hadn't been disturbed, the dust pattern on its metal surface undisturbed by recent contact.

Back in the kitchen, Marcus examined the paper more closely. The ink was black, crisp, without smudging. No fingerprints were visible on the pristine white surface. The date - October 28 - was ten days away. The time window was specific but not impossibly so. The location was precise. The prediction was mundane to the point of absurdity.

A bicycle would be damaged. Not destroyed, not stolen, not involved in an accident that harmed anyone. Just damaged. The kind of thing that happened dozens of times every day in a city of this size.

Marcus considered the possibilities with the methodical approach he applied to tax audits:

	This was a prank. Someone had gained access to his apartment and left this as some elaborate joke.

	This was a mistake. The paper had been intended for someone else.

	This was a promotion. Some kind of guerrilla marketing campaign.

	This was a threat. The bicycle was metaphorical for something else.


None of these explanations satisfied him. A prank would have been more elaborate, more obviously humorous. A mistake would have included some identifying information - a name, an apartment number. A promotion would have had branding, a call to action. A threat would have been more direct, more personal.

He placed the paper on his counter, next to his coffee mug. The clock read 6:58 AM. He needed to leave by 7:15 AM to catch the 7:32 AM bus, which would get him to his office by 8:00 AM, precisely fifteen minutes before his official start time. Punctuality was another fortress.

Marcus finished his coffee, rinsed the mug, placed it in the dishwasher. He selected his suit, dressed, checked his reflection in the mirror. Everything as it should be. Except for the paper on his counter.

He took a photo of it with his phone. Then he folded it carefully along invisible lines, placed it in the drawer with the first photo. He would need to compare them, to analyze any differences or similarities.

At 7:15 AM, Marcus left his apartment exactly on schedule. The bus ride was uneventful. Marcus sat in his usual seat, third row from the back, window side. He watched the city pass without really seeing it, his mind returning to the paper in his pocket. The intersection of Elm and 3rd Street was downtown, near the financial district. He knew it vaguely - it was where he sometimes bought lunch from a food truck during summer months. There were bicycle racks there, often full during business hours.

At the office, Marcus settled into his cubicle on the fourth floor of Henderson & Associates, Certified Public Accountants. His workspace was as ordered as his apartment: files arranged alphabetically, supplies positioned according to frequency of use, keyboard and mouse aligned perfectly with the monitor edges.

"Morning, Marcus," said Sarah Chen from the adjacent cubicle. She was new to the firm, six months in, still enthusiastic about tax law in a way that Marcus found both endearing and slightly exhausting.

"Good morning, Sarah," he replied, his voice neutral.

"Big day with the Richardson audit?"

Marcus nodded. "Final review before submission."

"Let me know if you need another set of eyes."

"I appreciate that."

As Sarah retreated to her workspace, Marcus felt a moment of relief. He was already taking control. The question was how much of his original self would remain by the time the predictions came true. And more importantly, whether the person who emerged would recognize himself in the mirror.
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​Chapter 2: Investigation
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The alarm chimed at 6:15 AM. Marcus silenced it and rose, his movements carrying a new weight of purpose. Today was the day he would begin taking control. He would not be a passive recipient of mysterious messages or a victim of circumstances he couldn't understand.

As he entered the kitchen, his eyes immediately scanned the counter. Empty. The paper had not disappeared yet, but he had moved it to the drawer with the first photo. He would need to understand what was happening to him.

The morning proceeded as it had for the past week: altered route to work, early arrival at the office, focused work on routine tasks. But today was different. Today was the day he would begin to understand the true nature of what was happening to him.

At 8:30 AM, Sarah approached his desk. "Morning, Marcus. How are you feeling today?"

"Nervous," Marcus replied honestly. "But prepared."

"You have a plan?"

Marcus nodded. "I'll be home from 5:45 to 6:15 PM. Security measures are in place. I'll be watching the windows constantly during that time window."

"What if it's not about spontaneous breakage? What if someone tries to break in?"

"I've considered that. At least then I can intervene directly."

Sarah hesitated. "Do you want me to check in with you? During that time window?"

Marcus felt a surge of gratitude. "Actually, yes. If you could call around 6:00 PM, just to make sure everything's okay."

"Of course. I'll set a reminder."

The morning passed in focused work. Marcus found himself more productive than he had been in weeks, the relief of sharing his burden translating into improved concentration. But underneath the productivity was a current of anxiety, a constant awareness of the prediction that would come to fruition today.

At 12:30 PM, Marcus and Sarah went to lunch together. They chose a small restaurant several blocks from the office, far from any of the predicted locations.

"You know," Sarah said as they waited for their food, "I was thinking about your prevention strategies. You've successfully prevented two predictions so far - the bicycle and the coffee."

Marcus nodded. "And I have a plan for the hospital one too, though I'm still considering your suggestion about a less disruptive approach."

"Right. But have you considered something else?"

"What?"

"What if the point isn't just to prevent these things? What if the point is to see how you'll respond?"

Marcus stared at her. "You think this is some kind of test?"

"I don't know. But the escalation seems deliberate. First property damage, then personal space, now potential harm to human life. It's like someone's gradually increasing the pressure to see how you'll react."

Marcus hadn't considered this possibility. "But who would be doing this? And why?"

"I don't know. But it's worth thinking about. Maybe prevention isn't the point. Maybe the response is."

The afternoon passed in focused work mixed with strategic discussions. Marcus found himself increasingly grateful for Sarah's perspective. She was approaching the problem from angles he hadn't considered, helping him understand the deeper meaning of his experience.

At 4:30 PM, Marcus received an email from Mr. Davies:

Marcus, please come to my office at 2:00 PM. Follow-up on your performance.

Marcus felt his stomach tighten. He had been so focused on the predictions and their moral implications that he had neglected his work responsibilities. The consequences were catching up with him.

At 2:00 PM precisely, Marcus knocked on Mr. Davies's door.

"Come in."

Mr. Davies's office was as orderly as ever, but today Marcus felt the orderliness as a judgment on his own increasingly disordered life.

"Marcus, thanks for coming in. Have a seat."

Marcus sat. "You wanted to follow up on my performance?"

"I did. I've been monitoring your work over the past week, and frankly, I'm very impressed with the improvement."

Marcus felt a surge of relief. "Thank you, sir. I've been working through some personal issues."

"Right. And the improvement has been consistent and significant. I should be able to write a very positive assessment for your annual review."

"I appreciate that, sir."

"That said," Mr. Davies continued, "I do want to check in about one thing. You've been leaving early some days, coming in late others. Is everything okay?"

Marcus hesitated. "I've had some appointments related to personal issues I mentioned. But those are resolved now."

"Good. Because consistency is important at Henderson & Associates."

"I understand, sir."

As Marcus left the office, he felt a mixture of relief and continued anxiety. His professional life was stabilizing, but the moral complexity of his experience was weighing heavily on him.

When Marcus arrived home that evening, he conducted his now-routine search of the apartment. No new white paper, no mysterious messages. Everything as he had left it.

At 7:00 PM, Marcus sat at his dining table with his notebook, documenting the day's events:

November 5th:


-  Continued discussion with Sarah about the nature of the predictions

-  Mr. Davies noted improvement in work performance

-  Increasing uncertainty about hospital intervention strategy

-  Moral self-reflection about choices made during predictions

-  Preparing for annual review tomorrow



As he reviewed his notes, Marcus realized something important: the window prediction had fundamentally changed his understanding of what was happening to him. The inevitability of that event, despite his best efforts to prevent it, suggested that the predictions might not be about prevention at all.

The question was how to respond to the hospital prediction. Should he intervene, potentially causing harm to prevent harm? Or should he do nothing, allowing the prediction to come true and dealing with the consequences afterward?

At 8:30 PM, Marcus began researching moral philosophy of intervention. He found articles about the doctrine of double effect, about the ethics of causing harm to prevent greater harm, about the moral weight of inaction in the face of preventable suffering.

The research only deepened his uncertainty. Philosophers had debated these questions for centuries without reaching clear conclusions. If experts couldn't agree on the right course of action, how could he be expected to make the correct choice?

At 10:00 PM
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