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Chapter 1

	I never used to believe in fate — until the day my computer told me I was going to die.

	It started like any other Thursday. The office smelled of burnt coffee and fluorescent exhaustion. I’d been staring at code for six hours straight, a stream of green and white cascading across the screen like an endless waterfall of logic. My job at Nexatel Cyber Systems wasn’t glamorous — mostly patching holes in other people’s software — but it paid the bills and kept me invisible. I liked invisible.

	I was debugging a test version of AURA, an algorithm designed to identify criminal intent based on online behavior patterns. The concept was ambitious, maybe too ambitious — analyze enough data, and you could predict who might commit a crime before they did. We’d been developing it for months, feeding it everything from browsing histories to financial logs. The more data we gave it, the smarter it became.

	But that morning, something changed.

	The screen flickered. Then a line of text appeared at the bottom of the console — not part of my code.

	Prediction: Homicide. Target: Mia Rowan. Timeframe: 72 hours.

	My name.

	At first, I thought it was a joke. Someone on the team playing a sick prank. But the code was running on a closed environment — air-gapped from the public network, isolated even from internal testing servers. No one could access it remotely.

	I froze, staring at my reflection in the monitor. The message pulsed once, then vanished.

	“Hey, Mia?” A voice broke the silence. It was Jordan, my project manager, leaning against the cubicle wall with that half-smile he used when trying to look casual. “You look like you just saw a ghost.”

	“Just... code misbehaving,” I said, forcing a laugh. My voice sounded wrong — too light, too thin.

	He shrugged. “It’s what code does best.” Then he was gone, back to his corner office and perpetual phone calls.

	I reopened the debug logs. Every trace line was clean — except one. The timestamp of the message matched an access event from an unknown process ID. It wasn’t external, but something inside the system.
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