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Chapter One: The Safe
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That morning, like every other morning, the entrance was tightly guarded. In the lobby, five massive guards stood watch, each armed with Russian-made submachine guns specially adapted for close quarters. These weapons could unleash twelve bullets per second—enough firepower to neutralize any intruder daring to force their way inside.

The guards, clad in olive uniforms, were towering figures, each appearing to weigh over 100 kilos. Ceramic vests covered their chests, capable of stopping 9mm bullets. Lightweight but durable metal helmets protected their heads, complete with visors that allowed them to see perfectly in total darkness. Tiny radio devices kept them connected to the control room and each other. On their right legs were holsters carrying forged-steel commando knives, and their necks bore identical tattoos—a mark of their elite status in the "Zurkhaneh," a martial arts school rooted in the "Pahlevani" doctrine. Each guard held the highest rank in this ancient discipline.

The lobby they guarded lay at the end of a long, narrow corridor, secured by two thick steel doors reminiscent of a bank vault. Only one door could open at a time; when one opened, the other locked automatically. The guards could seal the doors with a single button press. Cameras, motion detectors, and sound sensors monitored the corridor. Any unauthorized person attempting entry would be trapped between the steel doors, where the system could deploy sedative gas, emit paralyzing sound waves, or even electrify the floor tiles to incapacitate the intruder without a fight.

Few citizens of the Republic even knew this building existed, and fewer still understood its purpose. Fewer than ten people were privy to its secrets, all of them close associates of the Supreme Leader. Only this select group could pass the guards, navigate the trap-filled corridor, and reach the building's inner sanctum safely.

At the end of the corridor was the security room—a fortress in itself. Its walls, floor, and ceiling were constructed from reinforced concrete 1.5 meters thick and coated in a steel alloy. The door was explosion-proof, secured with combination locks and a steel bolt system. Inside, a German-engineered safe protected the Republic’s most closely guarded secrets. This state-of-the-art safe featured a randomly changing electronic code, biometric retina identification, and a door reinforced to withstand at least an hour of drilling or cutting—enough time for commando units stationed nearby to intervene.

Inside the safe were documents detailing the Supreme Leader's hidden wealth, valued at over $100 billion. This fortune, concealed under the façade of an innocent-sounding company called "Setad," was entirely under his control. These resources allowed the Supreme Leader to consolidate power, buy loyalty, crush opposition, and expand his influence.

No one had ever breached the building. Attempts by elite organizations like the CIA, GRU, and MI6 had all failed. Those who tried were either captured or killed, never to return home.

That morning, precisely at 10:00 a.m., the alarm blared. The cameras revealed nothing unusual. Neither motion nor sound detectors picked up any disturbances. Even the vibration and temperature sensors embedded in the security room's walls remained silent. Yet, the doors to the corridor and security room automatically locked, sealing the building. The security unit commander stood in the control room, his eyes glued to the monitors. Everything seemed normal—except for one chilling detail.

On the vault room’s security feed, he saw something that made his heart stop. A cold sweat broke out across his skin as his breath caught in his throat. His mind screamed in terror.

The guards were unconscious, sprawled across the floor.

The safe door was wide open.

And the metal box that had been inside—the box holding the Supreme Leader’s most closely guarded secrets—was empty.
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Chapter Two: The Scientist
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In the Abu-Tor neighborhood of Jerusalem, the Professor sat in his cozy armchair, nestled in the middle of his home library. Across from him, his guest sat quietly, waiting. Bookshelves packed to the brim surrounded them on every wall, Filling the room with a sense of knowledge. In the center of the room stood a large wooden table, completely covered in stacks of books, their spines revealing titles on physics, biology, chemistry, mathematics, astronomy, and countless other subjects.

The Professor, though well into his eighties, was anything but frail. His sharp eyes and quick mind were legendary, particularly in his field of expertise—quantum mechanics. Despite his age, he was always up-to-date, staying ahead of even the youngest minds in the exact sciences.

"What were we talking about?" the Professor asked suddenly, breaking the silence. His guest gave a small, knowing smile but said nothing.

"Ah, yes, I remember now," the Professor continued. "We were discussing the last operation... and yes, I know, everything is highly classified and hush-hush, but I understand it went well."

"It went fine," the guest replied with a hint of a smile. "I mean, I’m here, aren’t I?"

"And how did it go with your... unique talent?" the Professor asked, leaning forward slightly.

"That’s why I came," the guest said, his tone growing serious. "There’s something I need to tell you—something I need your thoughts on."

The Professor straightened in his chair. "Go on."

"I’m not sure how to explain it," the guest began, pausing to choose his words carefully. "When I used my talent, I felt... something. A disturbance. It didn’t cause any problems, but it was strange. I’ve never felt anything like it before, and I think we need to figure out what it was."

"Do you think it was deliberate?" the Professor asked, his sharp gaze locking onto the guest.

"I don’t know. Maybe."

"Tell me exactly what happened," the Professor pressed.

The guest nodded. "You know how sometimes, when you’re tired or unwell, your vision gets blurry or doubles? Like, for a second, everything splits, then snaps back into focus? Do you know what I mean?"

"Of course," the Professor said with a slight wave of his hand. "It’s a common enough phenomenon. Did you see double?"

"No," the guest said, frowning. "I didn’t see double—I felt double. It was like my body... split, just for a fraction of a second, and then came back together. It wasn’t visual; it was physical. I’ve never experienced anything like it before when using my talent."

The Professor leaned back, his brow furrowed in thought. Moments passed in silence, the only sound the faint creak of the armchair as the Professor shifted. The guest waited patiently, watching the old man process this new information.

Finally, the Professor stirred, as if waking from a dream. "This might be significant," he said slowly. "I’ll need to run some calculations and tests in the lab. It will take time. Meanwhile, you must be cautious."

The guest chuckled softly. "I’m always cautious."

They stood and shook hands. "I know the way," the guest said. "I’ll see myself out. Goodbye."

The Professor watched him go, his mind already spinning with theories and possibilities.
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Chapter Three: Daniel
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Daniel, who was always just called Danny, always knew there was something strange about him. From a young age, strange things happened to him.

He had odd dreams. Dreams that none of his friends had. He dreamed he was in two places at the same time.

When his mother said she was worried about his father not coming home at the usual time, he would close his eyes and dream that he was with his father near the bus station, then open his eyes and tell his mother: "Don't worry mom, dad is waiting for the bus and he'll be here soon." His mother would laugh and say "Danny, Danny, you and your dreams again." And when dad arrived home saying "The bus was fifteen minutes late," mom would look at Danny and say "Why don't you dream about the lottery numbers? We could be rich by now."

When he was in fourth grade, the teacher said she'd give an 'Excellent' to any student who knew the answer to the question - "Which month was the Jewish New Year during biblical times?" All the kids thought about the answer, and Danny closed his eyes and dreamed.

He dreamed he was in the library and the librarian revealed the answer to him. When he opened his eyes, he knew the answer, but the teacher said he'd only get a 'Very Good' because she didn't like students falling asleep during class, even if just for a moment.

And there were other strange things. He knew what people were talking about even when they were very far from him. He could bring various objects very quickly even though he didn't excel in running competitions.

But the strangest thing was that they could never photograph him properly. In all pictures, his figure appeared blurry.

Although Danny's mom and dad were religious and observant people, they didn't believe in miracles. At age thirteen, just before his Bar Mitzvah, Danny's parents decided it was time to check exactly what was happening with their son.

The family doctor examined Danny from head to toe and said: "Everything's fine, Danny is perfectly healthy, you have nothing to worry about."

But Danny's parents were still not at ease, so they took him to another doctor and even to a psychologist who said: "Danny is an intelligent and normal child, everything is fine with him and there's nothing to worry about."

Danny's parents relaxed.

A few days after visiting the psychologist, there was a "capture the flag" competition at the "Bnei Akiva" branch, the youth movement that Danny and his friends were part of. Each group had to try to take the opposing group's flag and bring it to their territory.

Less than two minutes into the game, Danny appeared with the rival group's flag in his hand. This was strange and even a bit frightening because no one saw him running or sneaking or doing anything at all. But Danny was the hero of the day.

The next day, everyone in the "moshav" was talking about Danny and the successful trick, which no one understood exactly how it was done.

That day, Danny's mother said to his father: "This is no joke, we must do something about the child." Danny's father, not knowing what to do, called his older brother who held an important position in the municipality, and asked if he knew someone who could help.

Danny's uncle called his friend from army days, who was the deputy director of "Barzilai" Hospital in Ashdod, who scheduled an appointment for Danny and his parents with the head of the hospital's neurological department, who is an expert in brain and nervous system.

Dr. Lipschitz received Danny and his parents in his office.

Danny looked around. On the right wall hung framed certificates with large stamps in foreign languages. On the left wall hung photographs, and next to them was a large drawing of something that looked like a bunch of grapes after someone had eaten all the grapes.

Dr. Lipschitz looked at Danny and picked up a metal pen from his desk, pulling out an extending pointer.

"These are brain scans," he told Danny. "This is the right lobe and this is the left." He pointed with the pointer pen.

Danny remained silent.

"And what's this? A bunch of grapes?" asked Danny, pointing to the drawing.

"That's a drawing of the nervous system," said Dr. Lipschitz and laughed.

Dr. Lipschitz scheduled tests for Danny. Some tests were done in the doctor's or nurse's room, but some were conducted in other rooms in the hospital with large machines with strange names like "CT" and "MRI" and even a machine called "fMRI" which is a machine that can detect whether the brain is functioning properly and whether any brain functions have been impaired.

Before entering the first test, Dr. Lipschitz introduced Danny to the technician who would help conduct the tests.

The technician brought Danny into the room and showed him the machine and explained its different parts and how they work.

And so, Danny learned that these machines send sound waves and electromagnetic waves into the human body without harming it.

These waves return from the human body as echoes and are captured and recorded by special software in the computer, which collects and processes the information and converts it into an image.
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