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A techno-conspiracy thriller about digital identity, manipulated memory, and the fight to preserve human truth in a world rewriting itself.


Written in the style of...

Written in the style of David Baldacci, John le Carré, William Gibson, and Don DeLillo, blending psychological depth, political tension, and near-future techno-realism into a slow-burn thriller of identity, memory, and digital power.
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​PROLOGUE 
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There is a moment in every system, every construction, in which the foundations do not break but simply fade from memory. Not destroyed. Not questioned.  Merely slipping away beneath the weight of newer versions that pretend to be improvements.

This book does not begin with an explosion, nor with a murder, nor with a misplaced document that changes the course of history. It begins with a man who had not been forgotten, a man named Jason Noble.  Sixty. 

Someone who understood with painful clarity that whatever you do not say continues to exist, while whatever you do speak aloud becomes something you inevitably lose. 

This is his story, and it may also be, in some quiet and unsettling way, a fragment of yours.

Main Character 

Jason Noble: sixty, a former businessman living in chosen silence, once deeply embedded in the network of global decision-making, carrying a memory that is no longer permitted to exist, confronted with a public falsification of his own past, forced to decide whether speaking is still an act of agency or merely an echo without consequence.

The storyline:

A rare combination of literary intensity and societal urgency, shaped by themes of deepfake manipulation, narrative control, and the struggle over digital memory, offering a voice that lingers long after it falls silent.
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​CHAPTER 1 
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A man like a glass of red wine

It was only a quarter to twelve when Jason Noble lifted his first glass of Barolo, yet he did not believe in conventions and certainly not in time as a guiding principle, since time, as he often told people who showed no interest in the subject, was nothing more than a social construct, whereas taste was a truth, and truth was never something you drank lukewarm from a water glass.

The waiter of Hôtel Des Palmes, a thin young man with a high forehead and timid eyes, remained silent while Jason examined the wine as if it were an old lover who had appeared without warning after years of absence.

“Barolo is like people,” Jason said, “because it lies at first and pretends to be closed, yet once you give it the chance to breathe, it reveals its character and its flaws, especially those last ones.”

The boy nodded in the way waiters nod when they sense that a conversation floats far above their pay grade, and he accepted the unspoken invitation to disappear. Jason stayed behind in his usual corner of the wine cellar, a place where he could vanish without ever truly being gone. 

The round table was black, the tablecloth a deep green velvet, and three glasses stood neatly arranged in a half circle, each filled with a different Barolo: 2012, 2016, 2019, whose color told him what the people around him never did, namely what was old, what was robust, and what was young and full of promise. In the center of the table lay a black notebook, seemingly placed there without intention between the glasses, yet it was anything but accidental, because it rested there the way a weapon lies on a table during a negotiated ceasefire: visible, loaded, and carrying a history that refuses to fade. 

Jason had found the notebook that morning in his mailbox, not on the floor and not in an envelope, but standing upright against the back wall as if someone had placed it there personally with deliberate care, without a sender, without a logo, and with only his name written in slender, angular capital letters: JASON.

He had taken it with him without opening it, like a priest receiving a relic without demanding an explanation, and only during his second espresso, between the cracking of his croissant and the rustling of the newspaper, had he finally opened it.

What influences you determines what makes you valuable. 

That single sentence stood on the first page, without introduction, without a name, and without any context, yet he recognized the handwriting, not immediately but undeniably:  Kylie Joly Pipa.

Her name was a weapon in his memory, not sharp like a knife but subtle like a poison that works slowly and precisely. She had never fully disappeared, not from his thoughts, not from the network, and certainly not from the shadows of the system in which he had once stood at the very center.

Kylie, the commercial judge with the face of a porcelain icon and the moral compass of a marksman, had once held up a mirror he refused to read, and he had once loved her, although he would never describe it that way himself, because that word was far too dangerous and far too definitive. 

That she now, after years of radio silence, reached out to him again through a cryptic message could only mean two things:  She needed him. She wanted to warn him. Or perhaps, he thought while tasting the 2012, those two things were in fact the same. 

His phone vibrated with a single short pulse, and he picked it up from the chair beside him where his jacket hung in a careless fold, noticing that there was no number, only a notification:  1 attachment received. No text. No sender. He opened the file. A photograph appeared, vague and grainy, in black and white, showing himself earlier that morning in this exact place, with the same table, the same three glasses of wine, and the notebook opened in front of him.

The photo had clearly been taken from above, possibly through the ventilation opening above the wine rack or with a hidden lens placed somewhere he had not yet considered. 

His first reaction was not fear and not disgust, but curiosity, followed by something that lay just beneath it, something sharper and more electric: tension. He remembered something Lode Vicel once said during a whisky tasting in Geneva, a moment that resurfaced now without warning: “When people watch you without you noticing, they are either in love with you... or planning your end.” 

Jason had laughed back then. He did not laugh now. He looked around the cellar, which was empty, without mirrors and without windows, illuminated only by the dull glow of wall lights that kept the darkness soft in the way theaters do when they want the illusion to remain intact. 

He opened the notebook again, and behind the first page he saw three words that became visible only under a certain angle of light: LEX AUDE. Latin. Dare the law. Or, in context: Dare to judge. 

He recognized the expression, because it stood above the entrance of an anonymous law office on the Rue de la Loi, close to the Palace of Justice, a place where people came to disappear into legal smoke without leaving a trace behind. Kylie had once warned him about that place, and the memory returned now with the same cold precision as dewdrops on marble. 

The waiter returned with a second round of wine but remained standing this time.  “Is everything to your satisfaction, Mr. Noble?”

Jason smiled, charming yet edged with something sharper. “Satisfaction is an overrated concept, because everything simply is what it is.” The boy nodded, although he clearly did not understand, and turned away. 

Jason watched him go, noticing that something felt wrong, because the waiter wore gloves despite the warmth of the room.  Medical reasons, perhaps, or simply a desire to avoid leaving fingerprints where they did not belong.

His gaze drifted back to the notebook.  Lex Aude.

It was not a message; it was an invitation.An hour later Jason rose from his chair, buttoned his jacket, and walked slowly toward the exit.He did not pay, because he had already paid in other ways that mattered far more.

Outside, the mist hung low, and the Rue des Deux Églises lay deserted as if Brussels were holding its breath for reasons it refused to share. 

His room in Hôtel Leopold was on the fifth floor, and he took the stairs instead of the elevator, a habit from his earlier life, because stairs did not slow your thinking but arranged it. When he reached his door, the hallway was silent, without voices and without footsteps. He slid the keycard into the lock, watched the green light flicker on, opened the door, and froze. On his bed lay an envelope. Black. Heavy. On the envelope: “Falcon.” His old codename. 

Jason stepped inside and closed the door behind him, touching the envelope with the tips of his fingers, sensing no explosive, no scent, only weight. He opened it carefully. Inside:


	A photo of Kylie, blurred and in motion, as if taken in the dark.

	A corkscrew.

	And on a small card, written in handwriting he did not recognize:  “Some wines you drink with respect. Some truths you do not. Choose: wine, or truth.” Something red clung to the spiral of the corkscrew. Blood.



Jason sat down on the edge of the bed with the corkscrew in his hand, turning it slowly between thumb and forefinger, remembering how long ago it had been a symbol of relaxation, a ritual of pleasure, whereas now it had become a warning or perhaps an invitation. He did not know exactly what Kylie wanted from him, but he knew this much: The game had begun. 

The morning after the corkscrew, the city felt different, because Brussels had always been gray in Jason’s eyes, a mosaic of European ambition and Belgian resignation, yet now everything seemed tuned one tone lower, as if someone had turned down the volume of reality. He walked without haste along the Rue de la Loi, wearing a dark blue suit with a subtle pinstripe, polished shoes, and a neutral expression, projecting control while something churned inside him, not fear, he possessed too much arrogance for that, but the unmistakable sense that things were shifting, that shadows which had stood still for too long had quietly turned around. 

The building he sought had no nameplate, only a façade of black marble, reflective and cold, and a revolving door that opened silently as he approached, making it unnecessary to wonder whether he was welcome, because he already was. The reception hall was minimalist, composed of concrete, glass, and black steel, with a woman seated behind a desk that revealed nothing except her presence, offering no logo, no brochures, no art, only her tight bun, her unreadable face, and a laptop she typed on without sound.

Jason walked straight toward her and said, “Jason Noble.” She nodded without looking up, pressed a single key, and the elevator to his right slid open. Without another word he stepped inside. Fifth floor.  The elevator opened onto a hallway that smelled of freshly washed linen and something like lemon, too clean to be accidental, with gray carpet that swallowed sound and walls as smooth and white as a closed book.At the end of the hallway stood a door without a number and without a name, yet something was there, embossed and nearly invisible: LEX AUDE.  He knocked three times. 

The man who opened the door wore glasses that seemed too small for his face and had eyes like wet stones, dressed in a wrinkled shirt and a loose tie, scanning Jason the way a machine scans luggage. “Mr. Noble,” he said without offering a handshake. “You are exactly on time.”

“For what?” Jason asked.

“For the truth. Or for your version of it.” He turned and left the door open, and Jason followed him into a room that resembled a private office more than a government space, without papers or books, containing only a desk, a chair, and a large whiteboard against the back wall. 

On that board: a tangle of arrows, names, and initials, with in the center, written in red marker: 

G27 – CORE MAP: FALCON-12

And beside it:  NOBLE, JASON – key?

Jason did not sit. “What is this?”

“Research,” the man said. “No official file, no complaint, but a pattern, a network, a series of bankruptcies in six countries where the same structures kept appearing, and every time a name in the margins. Your name.”

“I have many contacts,” Jason said dryly. Or you are a contact yourself.” 

Jason did not move, but his eyes flicked toward the whiteboard. There, at the bottom right, written in pencil and almost invisible:  Lode Vicel. 

“You know him,” the man with the glasses said, following Jason’s gaze. Jason did not answer. “Vicel disappeared from the radar in 2010 and is suspected of being the mastermind behind several offshore structures. He was, apparently, your business partner?” 

“He was more of a ghost in my past,” Jason said. 

“So you know he is back?” Something shifted in him, a flicker at the edge of memory, not emotion, Jason was too trained for that, but something waking up. “Where is Kylie?” he asked. “Is that not why I am here?” 

“That depends on why she wrote to you.” The man walked to the whiteboard, took a red marker, and wrote above it: KJP = key holder? 

“We suspect she was one of the first to understand the G27 network, because she had access to files, she saw patterns, and she had a moral motive. What we did not know is that she involved you.”  

“She explained nothing to me, only a single sentence.”

“Which one?” 

Jason hesitated, wanting to keep it to himself, yet a larger part of him wanted answers. “What influences you determines what makes you valuable.” 

The man nodded. “Typical Pipa. Saying what she thinks without saying what she knows.” He walked to a drawer, pulled out a folder, and dropped it on the table. “Look at this.”

Jason opened the folder, finding minutes of a liquidation meeting, email exchanges between curators, and a diagram of transfers. On the last page: a photo from a security camera. Kylie. In a parking garage. Timestamp: five days ago.  Behind her: two men in suits, one of whom looked Asian, or perhaps Eastern European, difficult to tell.

“We do not know who they are,” the man said, “but they are not civil servants, and they were following her.” 

Jason felt his jaw tighten. “And now?” 

The man looked at him steadily. “Now you ask yourself a question you have avoided for years: Were you ever an ignorant pawn, or a willing player?” 

Jason’s smile was razor thin.  “Perhaps I was the wine and not the glass.” The sky was gray when he stepped outside again, without rain but with the scent of it carried on the wind, and Brussels smelled like asphalt and expectation. He did not walk directly back to his hotel but instead wandered toward the Royal Library, not to read but to breathe, to create space between what he had just seen and what he still needed to understand.

Lode had returned.  Kylie had disappeared.  He was a key. What he did not know was that he was being followed, not by a man in a raincoat or a car with darkened windows, but by a name, a name that had clung to him long before he realized he was part of the game:

Falcon-12.

Café Voltaire was exactly as Jason remembered it, old without being nostalgic, expensive without being luxurious, and discreet in a way that required no sign on the door, the kind of place where deals were made without handshakes and promises were broken with a smile. He sat in the back on the dark leather bench with his back to the wall, an old habit, and in front of him stood an espresso, black, without sugar, because he wanted to remain clear.

On the wall still hung the yellowed portrait of Voltaire with his ironic gaze and sharp nose, and beside it a painting of a woman holding a fan before her face, because everything in this café was symbolic if you knew how to look. He had not been here in ten years.
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