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“The truth is rarely complicated; we just don’t look for it where it is.”  

Arthur Conan Doyle
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The Nocturnis 2 dream-gate closed for a time, at least in the physical sense. The dream-space, however, continued to function, and a part of humanity, without knowing it, had already crossed through it.

In the following month, not a single day passed without Dr. Patterson Creek receiving invitations to scientific forums, university congresses, and international innovation symposia. The world’s attention fixed on them, and the media descended on the story like a hungry predator on fresh prey. Articles, interviews, live podcasts, documentaries were produced — the term “scientific breakthrough” gained new meaning. The public listened, captivated, as Creek’s lectures explored the possible connections between dreams, consciousness, and reincarnational time travel. It sparked not only scientific interest, but religious debate, philosophical disputes, and, not least, covert surveillance.

The research team — Emma Cole, James Morton, Clara Mennon, and in the background the hacker “Thredw0rm” — became heralds of a new scientific era. They stood at the threshold of a world where consciousness was no longer merely a brain process, but a network beyond space and time.

Behind the glass façade of Geneva’s International Conference Centre (CICG), the snow-covered peak of Mont Blanc rose into the sky like a monument left behind by ancient gods. The air was crystal clear, icy yet vibrating, as if the mountain itself were observing the event unfolding inside. The conference center stood near Rue de Varembé and Place des Nations, just minutes from the UN headquarters, at the symbolic intersection of diplomats and scientists. Behind the massive vertical glass panels, the world’s leading scientific minds gathered, while outside the twilight light spread a golden carpet across the landscape.

In the distance, Lake Geneva was almost motionless, a silver mirror where the red-orange glow of the setting sun dissolved. Tiny ice-needles laced the surface as the cold air brushed its fingers across the water. Inside the CICG, one of the largest halls, Auditorium A, was bathed in ceremonial light. The stage was framed by silk-black curtains behind which hidden lighting pulsed softly. The floor was covered in pale Italian marble tiles whose cold, smooth surfaces reflected the glow of the ceiling projectors. In the tiered seating, carefully dressed researchers, professors, and diplomats took their places. Some were already taking notes, others simply stared at the figure standing on the stage. A single gesture from Dr. Patterson Creek was enough to silence the audience of several hundred. On the screen behind him floated a diagram of the Nocturnis 2 interface, surrounded by glowing coded data-spheres rotating slowly like planets in a new solar system.

This was not a lecture. This was the beginning of an era.

“The dream,” Creek said with resonant clarity, “is not a series of neural discharges. Dream is life and return.”

With that sentence, a new map of the world began to draw itself.

“The hidden frontier of science, consciousness, and memory,” he continued.

A carefully selected audience of hundreds filled the hall: neuroscientists, quantum physicists, philosophers of religion, AI developers — the world’s brain and soul pulsing together in one space. The final slide showed the spiral-shaped Nocturnis interface with floating data-orbs around it like miniature galaxies. The caption in gold letters read: “Dream is return. Dream is re-living.”

The lecture ended in long, deep applause, but Dr. Patterson Creek knew that applause could hide many motives. Some hands clapped in genuine celebration, others merely for camouflage. Not everyone had come in the name of science. After the conference, most participants returned to their luxury hotels with a pleasant fifteen-minute walk. The panoramic elevators of the Hotel President Wilson carried invited guests continuously to the upper-level reception. The hotel stood along Quai Wilson directly by the lakeshore, where the velvety darkness of evening met the city’s chain-like lights. The private event hall had floor-to-ceiling glass walls. It felt as though one floated above Geneva inside a crystal capsule. In the distance, the Jet d’Eau fountain rested, but light still trembled across the lake’s surface as the city’s night lights pierced through the thinning snowfall. Inside, muted lighting and warm amber tones filled the space. Modern chandeliers hovering above ornate tables seemed to turn slowly, their shadows dancing softly on the walls. At the lavish food stations waited Swiss fondue, Japanese sushi, French pâté, and advanced plant-based molecular cuisine. Sparkling drinks in crystal glasses reflected from the guests’ snow-white attire. Emma, Clara, James, and Creek sat in a secluded, dimly lit corner at a dark wood table, backs to the wall, facing the lake. Their heads leaned together, their posture suggesting a closed conspiracy rather than social chatter. That was when the stranger approached. The man’s movement was almost soundless, like a ballet dancer’s — precise, graceful, weightless. His face remained partly outside the cones of light, on the border of shadow and glow. His coat was dark wool, elegantly cut, the fabric reflecting a faint gray sheen. The silver-thread scarf around his neck seemed to float like a holographic layer around his personality. His slicked-back gray-brown hair, piercing gaze, and silent presence gave the impression that he was not merely observing them but had known them for a long time.

“Dr. Creek,” he said in deep, polished English with the faintest hint of French, like the aftertaste of an expensive wine. “Raymond Deveraux. You may have heard of me, though it is more likely you have not.”

Paris, two days later.

The city carried the first signs of early spring. The snow-white façade of Sacré-Cœur basked in sunlight, and the small alleyways of Rue des Saules were wrapped in a faint scent of wine. The team approached the slope of Montmartre on foot because they didn’t want to draw attention. They moved with soft steps over the cobblestones while Clara projected an old map onto her holographic tablet. James had found the document in the files of a 2001 police seizure: a photograph of the entrance to an underground complex that officially “does not exist.”

“According to the 1942 civil-defense maps, this section used to be a German military bunker,” Clara explained as they stopped in front of a house wall.

“After the war it was sealed, but in the late nineties it was used again... not for military purposes.”

The house they stopped at gave nothing away. A neglected two-story building with shuttered windows and flaking plaster. The only thing that stood out was that none of the windows were broken, and the door was metal, reinforced from the inside. James took out his digital decoder, a black, wallet-sized device Thredw0rm had built for him. Within minutes he cracked the magnetic lock. A soft click, and the door yielded. Inside, cool air hit them. A concrete corridor, red emergency lights, and a staircase curving downward. Emma instinctively pulled out her flashlight but didn’t switch it on. Something familiar vibrated in the walls.

“This isn’t just a bunker,” Creek whispered. “It’s a catacomb.”

Deep below, they reached a metal door with a hand-scratched Latin inscription:

“Silere ut videas.” “Be silent so you may see.”

On the other side, an old auction room awaited them. In places, remnants of catalog sheets still clung to surfaces, on the wall, a cracked wooden eye symbol, the auction house’s emblem. On the tables: dusty silver pencils, checkbooks, blackened candle stubs. Everything exuded the sensation of frozen time. Clara stepped to a desk. The drawer resisted, but with a firm yank she tore it free. From deep inside slid a black velvet folder, holding a yellowed catalog sheet with old typewritten text.Her fingers glided across the aged paper lying in the center of the black velvet folder like an unburied memory. The letters had blurred slightly under the pressure of time, but they were still clearly readable. The text was brutally factual. No pathos, no mystique. Only price, lot, date, and buyer.

Lot: “Fragmentum Codicis Ignoti – Folio 73”.

Description: parchment, botanical motif, unknown origin.

Buyer: R. D., via representative.

Price: EUR 1,450,000.

Auction date: April 4, 2012.

“This is it,” she said quietly as she slowly lifted her head. In her voice there was not only recognition, but something else too—perhaps anger.

“This is where the handover happened. This is where they purchased Voynich page 73. This auction was the turning point, the moment the trail split.”

The moment was suddenly broken by James’s voice from across the room.

“I found something. Come here. Now.”

The others hurried toward him, dust rising in the wake of their steps. James was crouched beside a rusty metal-clad dresser that concealed an ornate carved cassette box. The wood looked like dark mahogany, with cracked inlay, circularly repeating eye motifs, and at the center a stylized spiral.

“Someone hid the lock at a master level. Two-layer mechanics, but one spring was already rusted, so I could open it.”

He opened the box carefully. Inside, a silk-black lining cradled the contents: a single chrome-plated mini-cassette, and beneath it a thin handwritten label:

CONFIDENTIEL / retour immédiat interdit

“This could’ve been a private confirmation,” James said. “Probably meant for one of the most sensitive buyers, or... one of the sellers. Let’s listen.”

He slid the cassette into a portable recorder. When playback began, every sound in the room died away. The tape started with a dry crackle, then a deep, calm male voice filled the space. The French accent was unmistakable—no parody, no exaggeration, just an educated Western European shade. The voice spoke in measured phrases, almost whispering, as if the walls had ears.

“The second page is already in Europe. In quiet hands. A Viennese collection—officially nonexistent.”

“They are looking for the third in Constantinople. The estate of a blind copyist. The traces lead beneath the old reservoirs.”

“And the fourth... well... that one is not in this world.”

The voice stopped. The room’s chill felt colder, as if some dark, invisible presence were lurking in the air.

Emma stepped back. Her gaze drifted to the ceiling as if she could see through layers of earth, cities, borders.

“Then we have no choice. Istanbul is next.”

Istanbul, another two days later

Sunset dipped the city into layers of orange and crimson as their plane slid over the Bosphorus. Below, the minarets of the Blue Mosque rose from the evening haze like incense burners, and the city’s skeleton pulsed like a living organism. Turkey’s gate, where Europe and Asia meet not only geographically but symbolically too.

The team stayed in the Sultanahmet district, in an elegant boutique hotel with an inner courtyard, walls decorated with hand-painted tiles, and a rooftop terrace with a view of Hagia Sophia.

That evening Emma and Clara walked the neighborhood’s antiquarian bookshops, while James and Creek studied old maps and underground tunnels. The goal was to find the trail of the blind copyist, a man who—according to accounts—before he went blind, copied something in the late nineteenth century in a single instance, something no one else had ever seen.

The next morning, they stood in front of the Basilica Cistern. The entrance to the ancient reservoir opened through a side wing closed to tourists, using an authorized research dossier Clara had forged by referencing a previous UNESCO-based project. Cool vapor met them on the stairs leading underground. The water’s surface was dark, but a few rusted steel beams and walkways remained from the late 1800s.And then... James noticed something. At the edge of his vision, barely perceptible, a movement. Someone was following them, and not for the first time. As they stepped between the rear pillars where the ceiling dipped lower, Emma spoke softly.

“Now I’m sure they’re watching us.”

Dr. Creek only nodded, gesturing with his hand: three figures, fifteen meters away, behind two concrete columns.

“Turkish military boots, not exactly tourist style,” James muttered. “This is organized surveillance.”

Clara pulled out her phone as if she were just taking photos, but the camera lens was set differently, angled backward toward their tail.

“Then let’s keep moving,” Creek said quietly, “but preferably in a way that they don’t know we’ve noticed them.”

Leaving the cistern’s cool shadows, the team headed back up to the surface. They shook their followers with a diversion: James activated his phone jammer, and Emma slipped into a tourist group and swapped coats. The operation was fast, precise, practical. Everyone understood that what they were seeking was no longer merely history, but a target.

And the target was a place that officially appeared on no map of Istanbul. An underground Sufi library-built centuries earlier as part of a dervish lodge connected to a madrasa. Legend said manuscripts were hidden here that even sultans had feared to bring into daylight.

Clara led the way, decoding an old Ottoman archival reference that appeared in a protocol from a 1974 archaeological salvage. The document described a chamber beneath a demolished minaret on the edge of the Ayvansaray district, directly under the city walls—never mapped.

The place they arrived at didn’t look special. In a yard behind a run-down teahouse, a cracked cistern hatch covered the descent. James lifted the rusted iron plate, and beneath them a spiral staircase opened, carved from marble and worn with dervish calligraphy.

At the foot of the stairs, torchlike LEDs suggested someone had been here not long ago. The corridor walls were damp but not abandoned. Between the stones, small metal plaques were embedded with Arabic script:

الذاكرة، الحراسة، المعرفة، النور

zikr, hafiz, ilm, nur. (memory, guardianship, knowledge, light)

“This isn’t a simple library,” Emma whispered, almost in reverence. “It’s a remembering space.”

At the far end of the central chamber, an arched alcove opened, lined with wooden racks full of dusty yet carefully arranged manuscripts. On one shelf lay a flat case stuffed with parchments—closed but not sealed.

Creek lifted it cautiously. On the lid, a strange geometric stamp: a star inside a circle, stretched into five directions—the same symbol they had previously detected in the Voynich manuscript’s spectrum.

“This is it,” James said, bending down and snapping the case open.

Inside lay four parchment sheets. One of them was familiar, with the same organic symbol system, the same botanical drawing style, covered in the same mysterious language. Emma dropped to her knees. The torchlight shimmered in her eyes.

“This... is the second page.”

Clara was already photographing, James was scanning. The room slowly filled with lights and data. And then... something rattled in the corridor. Emma sprang up, James tightened his grip on the case, Clara killed the light. Creek pressed a finger to his lips, signaling silence. Footsteps. Men’s footsteps, at least two. Uncomfortably fast but not panicked. Someone already knew they were here. James shoved the parchment into his bag, then activated the Nocturnis protocol:

[document seal, cloud backup, readiness passphrase activation.]

“We need to leave. Now,” Creek hissed. “Pack up and get out.”

The footsteps drew closer. Not a rush, but a deliberate, controlled advance—the kind of movement that comes from knowing exactly where to go. That was the most alarming part. The intruders weren’t searching; they knew where the team was. Emma instinctively reached for light, but James shook his head. They had to move in total darkness. The parchment in their case was too valuable; they couldn’t leave behind data or traces.

“This way. Follow me,” Clara whispered, already pulling an arched wooden hook from the wall—something she’d noticed earlier, and which turned out to be a hidden latch.

The shelf swung open slowly. Behind it, a narrow-vaulted tunnel appeared, leading downward. The ground was clay, the air thick and wet; the tunnel felt like the city’s own forgotten bloodstream.

“These passages connect to old Byzantine escape corridors,” Clara panted as she crawled forward. “The dervishes probably hid not only books, but people too.”

The team moved silently. Salt crystals speckled the walls; here and there, hand-scratched Qur’an verses and spiral forms appeared—centuries-old marks almost fused with the stone. Suddenly a beam of light flared behind them from an extremely powerful flashlight—military, focused. Emma glanced back, only for a second. The silhouettes were now clear: two soundless figures in dark clothing, suppressed weapons in hand. Not police, not locals.

“They’re not following. They’re trying to get ahead of us,” Creek breathed. “They’ll be waiting at the exit passage.”

James slammed his fist into the wall, then, seized by a sudden idea, tore away loose stones. They exposed a water conduit shaft—narrow, almost impossible to climb, but open downward. A dead end... unless—

“The water,” he said quietly. “The old channel system that feeds into the main corridor, if we jump right.”

Emma didn’t ask questions. She went first, then Clara, then James, and finally Creek. Cold water ran through the channel, knee-deep, carrying them over slick stones. After twenty meters, the passage widened and emptied into a huge vaulted space: an underground Byzantine reservoir unknown to official city maps.

The light they saw now didn’t come from their pursuers. It filtered from the far side of the chamber, above an iron staircase, through an old iron door. They climbed out of the water, soaked, exhausted, but more alert than ever.

James cracked the door. Outside, dawn Istanbul waited for them. They were on the Bosphorus shoreline behind a hidden warehouse at the edge of the port zone. The city was waking; the imam’s call drifted softly through the air, vendors set up their stalls, unaware that four people had just carried a centuries-old secret out of the earth’s belly.

And then... they saw their hunters again. From the shadow of a loading ramp, two figures stepped forward, their movements measured with disciplined military precision. They didn’t hurry. They closed. Two in front, one behind—classic corner lock.

“Run. Now,” Creek said, quiet but absolute.

The team ran toward Karaköy, where small streets braid into one another and every doorway, every tarp can be shelter or trap. The cobblestones threw back the noise of their steps, but behind them boots struck the same rhythm.

As they reached one of the main streets, the early sun wove golden streaks between the buildings. The world filled with color.

Though it was very early, the Grand Bazaar’s gates were already open. The morning pulse of the centuries-old market hall was hypnotic and unsettling at once. In the foyer, carpet sellers were already setting up; in the first stalls fresh black tea steamed, and the air mixed cumin, cardamom, rosewater, menthol, tobacco, and the sharp sweetness of freshly cut pomegranates.

Light and shadow laceworked the arches of the columns. On the ceiling, mosaic-pattern painting vibrated in a lavish harmony of gold and blue. The floor was smooth marble where the hush of shoes and the calls of vendors wove into one endless melody. Emma stopped for a moment. Her eyes swept the people. Hardly any tourists yet—locals only, vendors, carpet layers, the typical two-tier teapots, spices, mounds of fruit, everything the bazaar is known for.

“This is where we disappear,” she said softly.

“It’s too open. They’ll catch us,” James objected, looking back.

“That’s the point.” Emma pulled a foldable red scarf from her bag. “Switch roles. Clara, trade coats with me. James, give me the bag. Go left. Creek comes with me to the right.”

They split three ways, their movement almost choreographed. Emma wrapped the red scarf around her head and melted into the shoppers. She grabbed a tray from a stall selling Turkish keychains and acted like the vendor’s assistant.

Clara darted into a silk shop, grabbed an indigo-blue cloak, and stood at the fitting mirror. James pulled up his hood and blended into a line of local coffee couriers as if he belonged there.

The two pursuers hesitated for a second. One murmured something into the other’s ear. Their dark coats were too sterile, too clean for this place. Their gaze swept, but there was no longer a single target to lock onto. A few vendors deliberately stepped into their path. One shouted at them in Turkish, then bombarded them with a sales pitch beneath the shadow of a towering spice pyramid. Emma signaled James from behind the stall. He nodded. Their rendezvous was at the end of the jewelry corridor, where a back exit led into the city’s maze of alleys.

Three minutes later they were together again. Breathing. Alive. And most importantly: the bag was still with them, the second Voynich page inside. James looked back one last time.

“They sent a nonstandard team after us for a reason. They didn’t come just to take something, but because they know what we’re carrying,” Creek said, thinking aloud.

James lowered his head. The parchment in the bag felt warmer.

* * *
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THE RETURN FLIGHT WAS short, barely four hours from Istanbul to Nice, yet the air on the plane felt heavier. The cabin was unusually quiet. Some passengers slept; others vanished into their own worlds behind headphones. The team sat beside one another without speaking. They didn’t need to. Each of them felt the same thing: someone was watching them here, too.
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