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Dedication
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For those who seek the truth, even when it hides in the shadows.

And for those who have discovered that the heart is the only compass that never breaks—even when the path becomes a labyrinth of glass.
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Synopsis
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The Labyrinth was never just a legend.

It was always a security protocol.

And it has just been activated.

After surviving the shadows of Paris and the secrets buried in Scotland, Nicolas Laurent arrives on the island of Crete—where the scorching sun reveals truths that were meant to stay buried.

The Aurelian Agency is beginning to fracture.

And Julian Sterling—the man who turned vengeance into na empire—is one step away from solving the organization’s oldest enigma:

The Cipher of Minos.

At his side are two unlikely allies.

Theo, na archaeologist who trusts only logic and numbers.

And Ariadne, a woman whose instincts seem to echo through the ancient stones of the island.

Together, they descend beneath the legendary Palace of Knossos.

But what they discover there is not gold.

Not relics.

Not even history.

It is something far more dangerous.

A technological and biological security system—designed to protect a secret powerful enough to reshape the future of the Agency... and Nicolas himself.

To survive the Labyrinth, Nicolas must rely on his rare sensory hyperesthesia, interpreting a living environment that reacts to the sound of breathing, the scent of fear, and the rhythm of the human heart.

But the deeper he goes, the more a terrifying truth begins to emerge from the shadows:

The real Minotaur may never have lived in Crete.

He may be sitting on the throne of the Agency itself—in London.

The countdown has begun.

The clock is approaching the sacred hour.

If the Cipher is solved, the world will never be the same.

If it fails...

Crete may become the final tomb of the truth.

Prepare yourself for the beginning of the end.

London is waiting.

And the Golden Reliquary is about to be opened.
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CHAPTER 1 — Dust and History
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The heat in Heraklion didn’t feel natural.

It felt like a warning.

The asphalt of the runway shimmered beneath the Cretan sun like liquid glass. When Nicolas Laurent stepped down the aircraft stairs, the air rushed into his lungs like ancient dust—heavy with stories that had been buried for centuries.

He adjusted his sunglasses.

The light bounced violently off the island’s pale stone, almost personal in its intensity.

“Welcome to hell,” he murmured.

The backpack on his shoulders felt heavier than it should.

Not because of the equipment.

Because of the secrets.

Before he could scan the airport for a taxi, the aggressive growl of na engine shattered the stillness of the runway.

A dusty pickup truck screeched to a halt in front of him.

A cloud of dust rose behind it, as if the island itself were exhaling.

The driver didn’t get out.

White dress shirt.

Immaculate.

Despite the forty-degree heat.

He studied Nicolas with the expression of someone evaluating a mathematical error.

“You’re five minutes late.”

His voice was cold.

Precise.

“In archaeology, five minutes can mean the difference between discovering a civilization... or losing it forever.”

Nicolas opened the rear door of the truck and tossed his backpack inside.

“Then you must be Theo.”

The man didn’t respond.

He simply started the engine again.

“The man who prefers stones to people,” Nicolas added.

Theo finally glanced at him.

“I prefer logic.”

The truck accelerated onto the road.

“Stones don’t lie.”

He paused briefly.

“People lie all the time.”

From the passenger seat, the woman slowly turned her head.

Her brown hair was wild, untamed by the wind. Her eyes held the deep blue of the Mediterranean on a storm day.

She studied Nicolas for a few seconds before speaking.

“Don’t mind him.”

Her voice was low.

Roughened by emotion.

“Theo believes the world is a chessboard.”

A faint smile touched her lips.

“He forgets the pieces can feel fear.”

Nicolas tilted his head slightly.

“And what do you feel?”

She took her time before answering.

Her gaze returned to the winding road that cut through the hills of Crete.

“Today?”

Silence.

“Today I feel that Palace of Knossos is screaming.”

Theo let out a short laugh.

Metallic.

“Here we go again.”

“What?” Nicolas asked.

“Intuition.”

Theo shifted gears with almost irritating precision.

“Ariadne’s intuition nearly got us killed last month in Phaistos Palace.”

“That’s a lie!” Ariadne snapped.

She twisted in her seat, her body tense.

“If we had followed your logical map, Theo, we’d be buried in that southern chamber right now!”

“The map was correct.”

“The geology changed.”

Ariadne laughed.

But there was no humor in it.

“The ground vibrated three times before the collapse.”

She touched her chest.

“I felt it here.”

Theo tightened his grip on the steering wheel.

“You felt fear.”

“No.”

She looked at him.

“I felt the mountain breathing.”

Silence filled the truck.

Nicolas watched the two of them carefully.

This wasn’t just rivalry.

It was war.

“Listen,” Nicolas said finally.

The pickup slowed as the hills opened, revealing the first distant view of the ruins of Knossos.

Ancient stone.

Faded frescoes.

History breathing beneath the sun.

“I didn’t come here to watch na intellectual divorce.”

Theo parked the truck beneath the shadow of na old olive tree.

“The Agency sent me because someone found something under these ruins.”

Nicolas removed his sunglasses.

“Something that shouldn’t exist.”

Ariadne was watching him closely now.

“What?”

Nicolas hesitated for only a second.

“The Cipher of Minos.”

The wind passed through the hills.

Theo frowned.

“That’s impossible.”

“I know.”

“The cipher is na archaeological myth.”

“It was.”

Nicolas rested his hand on the truck door.

“And there’s something else.”

He looked at both of them.

“Julian Sterling is coming to Crete.”

The name dropped between them like a stone into deep water.

Ariadne turned pale.

Theo said nothing.

But Nicolas noticed something.

A small nervous twitch in the archaeologist’s left eye.

Fear.

“Then listen carefully,” Nicolas said.

“One of you is going to show me the way.”

He looked at Theo.

“The other will warn me when we’re about to die.”

He turned to Ariadne.

She smiled slightly.

“That seems fair.”

They stepped out of the truck.

The scent of wild thyme and dry earth filled the air.

Ahead of them, the ruins of Knossos seemed to watch the three newcomers.

Like na ancient animal waiting.

Ariadne stepped closer to Nicolas and touched his arm.

Her skin was warm.

But a chill ran down his spine.

“Nicolas...”

“Yes?”

She glanced toward Theo.

“Sometimes the monster in the labyrinth isn’t waiting at the center.”

She whispered:

“Sometimes he’s holding the lantern.”

Theo pretended not to hear.

“Let’s go.”

He started walking toward the ruins.

“We have a civilization to uncover.”

Nicolas paused for a moment, staring toward the horizon.

The sea met the sky in na endless blue line.

And then he heard something.

Very distant.

The heavy rhythm of rotor blades cutting through the air.

Helicopters.

He closed his eyes briefly.

Sterling.

The war had begun.

And in Crete...

The labyrinth never forgives those who enter without a compass.
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CHAPTER 2 — The Forbidden Excavation
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The Agency’s jeep rolled to a stop in front of a newly installed barbed-wire barrier.

The metal gleamed under the merciless sun of Crete.

Two symbols were stamped on the warning plates: the seal of the Greek Ministry of Culture and the emblem of Sterling Global.

Below them, a message had been painted in red.

MILITARIZED ZONE — NO ENTRY

Nicolas Laurent stepped out of the jeep slowly.

The air smelled of diesel fuel, freshly turned earth... and something harder to identify.

Fear.

He watched the surveillance cameras rotating silently atop ancient Minoan columns.

Military technology mounted on stones that were four thousand years old.

“Sterling isn’t just funding this excavation,” Nicolas said.

Two guards armed with automatic rifles watched from the top of the hill.

“He’s sealed the place like a missile base.”

Ariadne Kassos jumped out of the jeep and slammed the door behind her.

“He calls it heritage protection.”

Her voice carried open contempt.

“I call it kidnapping history.”

Theo Markakis shut off the engine with methodical precision.

“Regardless of your revolutionary poetry, Ariadne, the Greek government approved the operation.”

He adjusted his glasses with almost irritating calm.

“If we want to get inside, we need to look professional.”

He gestured subtly toward Nicolas.

“Technical consultants.”

Then he glanced at Ariadne.

“And please try not to insult anyone with the authority to arrest us.”

They approached the checkpoint.

The smell of fuel from the generators vibrated through the hot air.

Nicolas felt the hairs on his arms rise.

Something about this place felt... wrong.

As if the ground itself were resisting.

A guard stepped forward, blocking their path.

“Identification.”

His voice was low and rough.

Theo handed over the credentials with absolute calm.

“Oxford Archaeological Consulting.”

The guard studied the names on his tablet.
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