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Oslo city winter weather in the month of January was cold and thick. The air was cool, clear and not conducive to support any life. When the morning train got out of the tunnel at the metro station of Greenland, the edges of the train were covered with vapor that broke with a soft sound. There was a lot of water vapor on the ceiling, and it was monotonous. The wind out of the tunnels blew through the station like some invisible energy that accompanied the passengers on the train. It looked like a memory of an old one which appeared and was confused in returning to the present.

Erik Halvorsen silently entered the third car. The black ribbed down jacket he wore stood on his shoulders in the glaring lights. He wrapped his face in a thick, dark brown cloak as he settled onto an unoccupied seat. He didn't feel very tired, but neither was he close to total wakefulness. A distant old woman held onto her purse as though some invisible force would pull it away from her. The internal noise in the compartment overrode the sound but it slightly stretched time. The phone that Erik habitually did without conscious thought in the last few months picked up was picked up by him. He had something novel in his life which defied identification. It was not evil, it was simply alien - the way the face of an old friend comes into the face of a stranger, or when you hear a piece of music that you have never heard before, and you know exactly how the melody continues. He felt it again now. The shadow that could be seen out of the corner of his eye moved too fast to discern but was too slow to be certain that it was not real. The train was stopped; the rails produce a deep metallic whining sound. Erik raised his eyes. In the reflection of the window a stranger saw him in the face, but it was not the old woman who was standing behind him. Another face. A woman of Asian descent. She possessed long black hair, a petite face with distinct features, a dark blue coat and a light green scarf of silk which seemed to be floating a centimeter above her shoulder, frozen, in an invisible air current, behind the glass, in the tunnel. Then. A faint flash, a barely audible thud-and Erik Halvorsen vanished. Instantly, he found himself somewhere else. It was nice that the ceiling camera taped everything silently. At the first frame, it was the person who was seated and at the later frame, it was the empty seat that was there. The man was totally gone as a breath of cold in January on a cold glass. Train made it appear as if nothing had happened. Then two hours later, a security analyst out of the control room replayed the footage. The screen glimmered a dull light into the dark room. The guard experienced tingling, but he could not explain why. There was nothing abnormal, and no blood. Then the flash occurred with a frail refraction of light similar to that created by a spinning glass ball in sunlight.

It can not be, he hissed under his breath. But the recording had something else in it. On replay, which was slower, one more detail became visible. In the glass, in the last second, a face. The face of the woman. The person who should not have been present was present.

That night, the woman or her flawless copy stood on another continent, by the glass wall of a tower restaurant in Tokyo. The tablet she was running her finger on, displayed dynamically moving spiral patterns, and quantum interference curves. Yukiko Kameda was her name, and she searched with one word, Halvorsen. Then she pushed a button. The screen displayed one line: 

 

[Dimensional trajectory correction successful. Tracking activated.]

 

Nearly a year had passed since the final page of the Voynich manuscript had been revealed, yet the lives of Dr. Patterson Creek and Clara Mennon had not become ordinary in the slightest. The secrets they had unraveled together had woven a tight—almost spiritual—bond between them, but their relationship rested on more than a shared mission. Since then, they had sought moments where time itself could be halted, and sometimes, if only for a fleeting evening, it seemed they truly succeeded.

Their first journey after the discovery led them to Paris. Clara insisted Creek should finally know more of the French capital than the depths of its antique libraries. They chose a small hotel in a hidden alley of the Marais district, a wrought-iron balcony building whose owner handed them the keys alongside a bottle of red wine, as if he sensed something special about his guests.

In Paris, each night spoke differently of romance. One evening they walked along the Seine when an unknown violinist began playing Debussy’s Clair de lune, and Clara, as if at some invisible cue, began to dance. Patterson simply stood there, clutching an old silver medallion in his pocket he had bought her earlier that day in an antiquarian shop on Rue de Rivoli. Inside the medallion, the words “Tempus fugit, sed amor manet”—Time flies, but love remains—were engraved.

Later they traveled to Tuscany, where under Clara’s guidance they rented a 16th-century villa among the Chianti hills. Creek tried holding a paintbrush for the first time, since Clara painted in the evenings and wouldn’t rest until he attempted to capture her likeness. The result—a portrait awash in storm-torn colors—still rests on the Tuscan villa’s mantel, a familiar tremor in its brushstrokes. One evening, when strange lights shimmered beyond the vineyard rows, they decided to head toward a nearby monastery. Within the old stone walls, as was becoming their habit, they discovered a hidden fresco depicting a female figure encircled by symbols. Clara’s heart skipped a beat, because the woman’s face bore an eerie resemblance to her own features.

Winter found them in Switzerland. Clara wanted to hide from the world for a while in a quiet, snow-covered cabin near St. Moritz. Creek, with unusual leniency, let go of his compulsion to research and for the first time in his life learned to ski… or at least tried. At the end of the first day, after falling face-first into deep snow for the third time, Clara helped him up, laughing. That evening by the fireplace they took turns reading an ancient letter Clara had acquired at an auction in Rome. The letter told the story of a mysterious pair of lovers outside time, misunderstood by the world, who corresponded in an alternative language, some forgotten dialect. Creek found certain expressions in the text suspiciously familiar. Perhaps it was no coincidence that one of the words he had heard in dreams— “thuralis”—appeared in that manuscript as well.

The true driving force of their relationship was that behind every romantic moment lurked another mystery, another symbol they had to decipher together. Clara felt that beside Creek she had learned not only to think, but to feel. To Creek, Clara was more than a partner or muse—she was the only person who could see beyond the iron curtain of logic. Their daily lives unfolded between two worlds. In one, they brewed coffee at dawn, stacked books from shelf to shelf, argued, laughed, tried new recipes. In the other, they dreamed together, broke codes, drew maps, and quietly shaped reality itself. It was in this idyll that an email reached them—a Norwegian talk show invitation. Soon they called the team, but only James Morton was free for the trip to Oslo.

James Morton had never thought he would look back on the old university café as the site of his first almost-love, but beside Emma Doyle the memories resurfaced. On a windy November evening, while they hunched side by side over hundreds of gigabytes of brainwave data in the library wing of the Nocturnis–York Institute, Emma suddenly laughed.

“Remember when we only understood the codes, but not each other?” she whispered, half laughing, half serious.

James tilted his head, the monitor light glinting off his glasses.

“You were busy photographing even then and didn’t understand the codes at all. You were enchanted by that French guy you were dating.”

“That was an accident,” Emma waved it off. “Just like it’s an accident we’re sitting here together now, you mining data from dreams while I visualize them.”

The moment grew larger than both of them. That evening, which had begun as just another night, somehow lasted until dawn. For the first time they spoke openly about themselves, and not once did projects, brainwaves, neural synchronization, or London—the unspoken possibility—come up. Amid the flood of memories, something happened that made everything simple. A single kiss. Not grand, not cinematic—quiet and certain, like two algorithms fitting perfectly together… And from that point on, there was no turning back.

As the Institute’s reputation grew, they received invitations to more conferences, but instead of flying separately, they decided to travel East Asia together, long on both their bucket lists.

They began in Tokyo, where Emma photographed the neon lights of Akihabara, retro game machines, and vending machines selling printed poetry with childlike wonder. Meanwhile, James received an invitation from an old friend to the pre-dawn opening of the Tsukiji fish market, where amid steaming ramen and the sharp scent of wasabi, he first confessed he had long seen Emma as more than a colleague. Emma replied only:

“I know. I was just waiting for you to finally say it.”

Thailand pulsed to a completely different rhythm. In Chiang Mai they went on a jungle trek and, after accidentally straying from the path, discovered a hidden waterfall behind a rock face. Emma, clothes soaked, laughing, pulled James into the water. Later, sitting on the shore, James told her ancient Thai legends from a linguistic project he had worked on at Oxford. A recurring motif in the stories was “finding one another through dreams”—something that fit them almost too precisely.

Singapore, the next stop, was Mecca for “geeks” like James. While Emma visited an exhibition by a famous photographer, James explored the city’s technology district: vertical farms, an AI-run café, hotel robots controlled from home. That evening they sat by the pool atop Marina Bay Sands, watching surreal reality unfold beneath the city lights. Emma remarked softly for the first time…

“We’re like two parallel worlds that somehow meet in the end.”

They booked their return tickets to Monte Carlo via Dublin, because a friend of Emma’s startup had received an international award there, and she wanted to be present for the announcement. They were packing when James’s phone rang.

“James, I need you in Oslo. Live broadcast. Get here as soon as you can—without you we can’t answer the technical questions,” Creek’s firm, persuasive voice carried even through the phone.

James hesitated only a moment, but Emma’s hand was already on his arm.

“Go, you don’t have to be at the opening! I’ll join you, I promise.”

“You’re the most organized woman in the world,” James sighed, “and the most amazing too.”

Emma kissed him, then stepped back smiling.

“Just make sure you say on the talk show that Nocturnis doesn’t only decode dreams—sometimes it pieces reality together too.”

James rebooked his ticket and was soon on the flight to Oslo. Emma’s voice echoed in his head, and for the first time he wasn’t thinking about algorithms, but about how lucky he was that life—though late—had brought back the girl who had always been special, he just hadn’t understood how much.

Amy had not been idle either, though for her there had only been work. Two months after solving the Voynich manuscript, she received a brief message from the Pentagon on a dark web interface. The next night she had to go to Washington’s Union Station to pick up a package. Amy, as always, was punctual. She wore a black hoodie, a charcoal-gray backpack scarred with scratches on her back. She asked for no escort and wouldn’t have allowed one. Her name appeared on no official lists, yet at the highest levels of the Pentagon it rang familiar. Thredw0rm—one of the digital realm’s most infamous ghosts, who never left a trace.

As a member of the Nocturnis–York team she had always thought beyond boundaries, but the assignment she now received… this was something else entirely. In the station restroom, two men in black suits handed her a memory card. The file on the card bore triple encryption; on the cover page, stamped in red, a single word:

 

PROTOCOL EIDOLON

 

The report’s first page held images. A thirteen-year-old girl who vanished from a Prague tram, then reappeared six months later in a Buenos Aires orphanage, speaking Spanish, not recognizing her own parents. A Senate secretary who disappeared at 3 a.m. in Virginia, resurfaced three weeks later in a Siberian hospital, thanked “the figure beyond the shining door,” then suffered an epileptic seizure and never spoke again. A French mathematician leading a tour near the Mont Blanc glacier, vanished one night, caught two months later in Tokyo while repeatedly writing the words “Zaman kırılıyor” (Turkish: Time is breaking) on a sheet of paper.

Amy had seen much, but the pattern in the file was chilling. Disappearances, reappearances, subtle personality shifts. Memories that didn’t fit, as if the same person had returned—but another version. The phenomena were not random. The encrypted attachment contained another image file readable only with Amy’s own “MetaDrift” decoding algorithm. The image showed a pulsing resonance graph resembling a heat map, with red and blue vortices.

 

File name: [Q-RIFT_SIGNATURE.DEC.]

 

Quantum resonance pattern. Amy’s brow furrowed. This wasn’t simply data—it was an imprint. A vibrational structure present in every “slipped” subject. The same distortions, as if the body or nervous system had connected to another vibrational plane… but only temporarily. According to the Pentagon, these distortions were detected as “foreign phase-interference imprints on the neural resonance of spacetime.” Amy’s fingers flew across the keyboard. She connected to her own servers through detours, proxies, and darknet layers. The data aligned. The strange traces she had noticed months earlier in the global identification system—those synchronicity anomalies—finally made sense. Then another message came. The Pentagon sent only one sentence again:

 

[Find the anchor point or points before the next disappearance!]

 

Amy knew what that meant. If this truly was a dimension-crossing based on quantum interference, there had to be an anchor point somewhere—a coordinate, event, or person where worlds met, from which the vibration spread like a wave. That point could be the key… or the end. On the monitor, another file began loading. Someone from an unknown IP had shared an audio file with her. A barely audible male voice filtered into Amy’s ear:

“You’re not the same either, Amy. Do you remember what happened in Lozano?”

Amy froze. She remembered—or at least… she thought she did.

* * *

 

The cold crept in from the fjord into the steel-gray streets of Oslo Sentrum, settling on rooftops and along the harbor’s metal railings. The Kanal Oslo 4 studio towered on the 14th floor, its glass walls standing above the city like an observation post at the edge of the unknown. Below, ferries rocked soundlessly on the ice-rimmed water like white, dreamlike ghosts.

The talk show set evoked Scandinavian minimalism in a surprisingly intimate form. Warm standing lamps and gray sofas were encircled by a pulsing LED panel continuously projecting the program’s logo: Drøm og Data. For an episode about the boundary between reality and dreams, they could not have chosen more perfect guests.

Dr. Patterson Creek, in his gray wool suit, sat slightly stiff beneath the studio lights. His face bore that expression rare among scientists yet strangely familiar: deep concentration edged with faint impatience. Beside him, Clara Mennon wore a black turtleneck, posture flawless, expression calm, though at the corner of her eye flickered the suspicion of someone long accustomed to the fact that appearances deceive. James Morton, the technological brain of the group, wore his dark blue shirt with casual elegance, and the audience watched him as if attending a TED Talk rather than a quasi-scientific program. When he spoke, his voice was unexpectedly direct.

“Our system doesn’t merely project dream imagery,” he corrected the host with a smile. “It also structures, encodes, and reconstructs it. During REM sleep, the brain’s unique dream-weave—what we call a quasi-independent conscious structure—leaves an imprint, like a frequency.”

Someone in the audience inhaled softly when the host asked, “And all of this… of course, within completely ethical boundaries?”

Clara interjected. “The system isn’t a mind reader. It only sees what the mind allows through, consciously or unconsciously.”

The host laughed. “So, nobody’s going to see me arguing with sacks of potatoes in my dreams?”

James glanced sideways, smiling. “That… only happened in the prototype.”

The studio burst into laughter.

After the recording, a private elevator carried the team to the seventh floor of the Grand Frigg Hotel. The quiet of the lift shaft muffled fragments of conversation, but adrenaline still hummed in the air. Creek was searching for his key card when a receptionist hurried after them, looking slightly unsettled.

“Dr. Creek… a woman is waiting for you in the lounge. She said it’s urgent.”

“Her name?” Creek asked, frowning.

“Ingrid Halvorsen. She said you might be the only one who can help her.”

The lounge was a dark wood-paneled library salon, lit with muted golden light and a fireplace where the flames crackled softly. In the corner sat a woman as if cut from a painting and placed into the room. Light brown coat carefully pinned hair, a folded scarf in her hands as if she might clasp it in prayer at any moment.

“Dr. Patterson Creek?” she asked stiffly, though something trembled in her voice.

“Yes, that’s me,” Creek nodded.

“My husband… Erik… disappeared. Yesterday morning. From the metro. He’s gone. A flash… then nothing.”

Her hands trembled, but her voice held. She clung with visceral force to the possibility of meaning. Clara and James joined them. The story Ingrid told carried a pattern they could no longer dismiss as coincidence. Her husband, Erik Halvorsen, had spoken in recent months of strange “feedback loops,” memories that were not his own. He said they were echoes from an unknown world. That morning before he vanished, he had said only, “Today it’s going to happen.”

“Erik… was always a peculiar man. Not in a bad sense,” she began quietly. “Very attentive, soft-spoken, but sometimes it felt as if he wasn’t entirely present. The kind of person who might stop in the middle of an ordinary moment and say, ‘This has happened before. Once. Somewhere, but not here.’”

Dr. Creek did not move. He only nodded, encouraging.

“In the past months these strange feedback episodes became more frequent. He said he was having more dreams where he wasn’t living his own life. Sometimes he woke at four in the morning, sat at his desk, and wrote notes. He wouldn’t let me read them.”

“Since when?” Clara asked softly.

“About half a year. I thought it was just stress. His job wasn’t easy. Urban infrastructure modeling, digital maps, enormous amounts of data layered upon layers.”

Still trembling, Ingrid drew a steadying breath and continued. “Yesterday morning he left early. He said he wanted to try the new metro section. It sounded like simple curiosity. He left at quarter past six. After that… nothing. He never reached work. He didn’t call. His phone… ceased to exist on the network.”

Clara frowned. “And the metro cameras?”

Ingrid produced a flash drive and placed it carefully on the table. “It’s on this. A security guard gave it to me unofficially. He couldn’t interpret what he saw. One moment Erik is sitting there. The next frame… the seat is empty. No cut, no blur, as if space itself swallowed him.”

Creek reached out and took the drive. His face now bore that expression seen only on those who have stared too long into the fractures of reality.

“One more thing,” Ingrid added. “On one of the security cameras there was a reflection in the train window. For a moment you can see an elegant woman with Japanese features and black hair. No one else was in that part of the train.”

Creek raised his head. James and Clara froze.

“Black hair, dark blue coat, pale green scarf?” Clara asked quietly.

Ingrid nodded. “You know her?”

“It seems… we’ve seen her,” Creek said, voice dropping. “More times than we should have.”

The fire had burned down to embers when Ingrid finished.

“I’m not expecting a miracle. I just… can’t believe Erik simply vanished. He said for a while he’d felt as if he was ‘slipping’ somewhere—sometimes for minutes, sometimes longer—but yesterday… he didn’t come back.”

Dr. Creek stood, quiet determination settling over his face.

“If Erik truly disappeared this cleanly, we may not need to look for him on this Earth at all. The question is no longer whether it’s possible, but what we do with the fact that it is.”

“Then you’ll help?”

“We already have,” Creek said calmly.

Behind the green-tinted glass walls of Oslo Gardermoen International Airport, snowfall glimmered faintly, lying motionless along the runway. The silence was broken only by the cold Norwegian accent of the loudspeaker as Dr. Creek and his team moved toward the boarding gate. Ingrid Halvorsen walked quietly beside Creek, wrapped in her coat, a faint glimmer of newly given hope still shining on her face. James Morton walked ahead of them, the portable Nocturnis module slung over his shoulder, temporarily housed inside a classified prototype case. Beside Clara walked Amy, Ingrid’s flash drive in her hand, containing the security camera recordings. A single frame had been enough to shift the direction of the mission.

“The module output is stable,” James muttered, touching the temperature display on the side of the case. “Once we’re back, I can integrate the new spatial analyzer. But this… this will be something different from anything we’ve seen before.”

“Different,” Emma repeated quietly. “Because we’re not tracking a dream this time, but an improbable manifestation.”

Boarding went smoothly, and a low, solemn silence settled over the cabin. Beyond the windows, the icy inlet of the Norwegian Sea appeared in brief curves of the flight path, like an abandoned memory biting into rock. Creek leaned down and handed Ingrid a pillow.

“Try to get some rest.”

Ingrid smiled faintly, though her eyes carried a dark shadow.

“I can’t sleep. I’m afraid that if I close my eyes… Erik will slip away again somewhere.”

Creek didn’t reply, only placed a reassuring hand on her shoulder. Meanwhile, Emma reviewed earlier incident reports. Tokyo, Cape Town, Bergen, Valparaíso—strange, nearly undocumented cases filled her view. In one, an Argentine lawyer vanished from Buenos Aires airport, only to be found three days later by German tourists on the slopes of Iceland’s Fagradalsfjall volcano, physically unharmed but deeply disoriented. He had no memory of how he got there. A Finnish sailor was presumed dead after six days without signs of life, then reappeared in Micronesia at a rural church, speaking with an entirely new linguistic pattern, as if another resonance lived within his consciousness. Creek turned toward her.

“These aren’t simple psychoses, nor amnesias. This is quantum decoherence—but not one we caused.”

“James, tell Amy to meet us in the lab as soon as we get back. We’re going to need her,” Creek added, tension sharpening his voice.

In the heart of a city reserved for the world’s wealthiest, hidden yet openly standing like a temple of advanced technology, rose the Nocturnis–York Institute. The parking area glowed in pale blue light, and new sensors flickered above the entrance as part of the latest synthetic security system.

“Finally. You look like you’ve been half a dimension away.”

Amy stood beneath the glass stairway of the reception hall. Dark green coat, hair pinned up, and that expression James privately called the calm before the digital storm. Their eyes met, and James’s face brightened involuntarily.

“Amy…” he breathed, stepping down the stairs. “I thought you were stuck in Washington in a café where every pastry has a QR code.”

“Wrong,” Amy said with a crooked smile. “Only two did.”

The others gathered around her. Clara greeted her with an embrace, even Creek nodded—an emotional outburst by his standards. The reunion felt unexpectedly warm, almost familial, which only sharpened the contrast with the gravity of the situation. James gestured toward the lounge.

“Come on. I want to know what you’ve been doing while we’ve been trying to patch the cracks.”

Amy dropped onto the sofa, removed her coat, and with a single motion activated the memory module on her wrist. A holographic projection displayed the seal of the U.S. Department of Defense, beneath it a code name in red letters:

PROTOCOL EIDOLON.

“About two months ago the Pentagon contacted me,” Amy began, her voice more serious than ever. “Not openly. An alternative security branch that specifically investigates trans-reality incidents. They know something is happening—something classical physics can’t explain.”

Creek leaned forward, fully focused.

“What kind of incidents?”

“Disappearances. Returns. People who appear to be the same but have subtle distortions—memory, behavior, even physiology. Some speak new languages. Others seem like they didn’t come from this world at all.”

Clara leaned back, almost whispering.

“Erik Halvorsen.”

The room went still.

Amy paused, her gaze moving across each member of the team.

“Who is that?”

“Ingrid Halvorsen’s husband,” Creek replied. “He vanished yesterday morning from the Oslo metro. On camera he… simply disappears. One frame he’s there, the next—nothing. As if space absorbed him.”

James slowly handed her the flash drive.

“This is the last recording of him.”

Amy didn’t answer, only connected the device and played the file within seconds. The footage flickered in the air in silent grayscale shadows. Erik sits on the seat. Next frame—empty space.

Amy’s eyes widened. She replayed it, slowed it down, then ran an algorithm she had written for the Eidolon operation. In one frame, barely perceptible, a vibrating wave moved through the air. Not light. Not heat. Something else.

“That’s quantum resonance,” Amy whispered. “The exact same frequency the Pentagon detected at three other sites—but here… much cleaner. More concentrated.”

“Like a gateway?” Clara asked.

“Like a… slip. A displacement—not in space, but.”

Amy isolated one final frame, where the metro window reflection showed a woman’s face.

“She was there too,” she muttered, opening an old folder. Side by side appeared the metro image and another security still from Tokyo, four years earlier. The woman looked identical. Same posture. Same scarf.

Creek stood abruptly.

“That’s impossible.”

“No, Doctor,” Amy said quietly. “That’s the new definition of reality.”

Silence filled the room, broken only by the soft hum of the server wall. They didn’t yet know what awaited them, but one thing was clear.

“These separate events aren’t random,” James said, voicing what everyone thought.

A single hidden connection began to emerge, and at its center stood the next question:

Are these independent accidents—or is someone pulling the threads from behind the curtain?

“Let’s go to the lab. Put everything on Nocturnis. Maybe we’ll find a trace, a connection… or a starting point.”

As the team stepped through the glass doors, a single thought echoed in all their minds: Where does reality begin? And what lies behind the cracks?

“We power up the module,” Creek said. “Start with what the camera saw. Every pixel matters.”

They knew they had just crossed the threshold of a new world—one where memories were not only past… but might belong to a different past entirely. In the heart of the building, inside a chamber shielded by layers of lead and carbon glass, bluish lights trembled. The crystal core of the DreamSync 2.0 system was already active as the team gathered around it like people around a fire on a cold night. James stood before a holographic display. The metro camera frames rotated in 3D resolution, distorted, pulsing. The final seconds. Erik seated. Next frame… empty.

“240 fps refresh rate, no cut, no transition,” James commented. “But look at this. The shadows don’t behave correctly. The floor’s light refraction slips out of sync with time.”

Amy moved to the adjacent console, separating pixel-based light channels with a gesture.

“The green channel shows a delayed spectrum, as if part of the light followed Erik’s body—but struck somewhere else.”

“Quantum afterimage,” Creek muttered. “That should only happen in a lab… or near a transitional dimensional gate.”

Clara overlaid the reflection of the Japanese woman’s face.

“Facial recognition shows a 97.2% match with a locked Tokyo security database record. Name unknown. Identified as the granddaughter of an early researcher of Decoherence Syndrome. The file was sealed—likely military interest.”

Emma stepped toward the window, looking out at the city lights beyond the laboratory darkness.

“This woman keeps appearing along our trail. It’s as if she can control the shifts. That makes her our only key to the crossings.”

“And Erik?” Ingrid asked hoarsely. “Do we know anything about… his traces?”

James opened another window. The spiral interface pulsed as it processed Erik’s previous EEG synchronizations, reconstructed from Ingrid’s sleep-monitoring notes and an old smart bracelet. A neural pattern slowly formed—layered, glowing blue—but there was an anomaly. A knot where signals converged and flickered out.

“He crossed here,” James said. “This point… isn’t based on his native neural template. It’s a foreign rhythm, like his brain recorded the timing of another world.”

Amy stepped back.

“It’s possible Erik is… still there. Somewhere in the pattern of his own mind, just in another dimensional coordinate system.”

Creek stepped forward, eyes burning.

“Prepare the module-bridge settings. Nocturnis protocol 2.1. It may not be too late—but someone else may have to cross… in his place.”

The server room of the Nocturnis–York Institute lay in darkness, broken only by the blue LEDs of the cooling system. Amy was alone. The others had withdrawn Creek in his office analyzing data, Clara comforting Ingrid, James trying to sleep after the Norway trip. But Amy couldn’t rest. Her instincts said something was wrong. Not with the metro footage. Not with the resonance. With the pattern. She opened her private internal system; an isolated segment not even connected to Nocturnis. The block known as the Eidolon Mirror monitored vibrational imprints never appearing in official reports—only their resonance, like coded whispers behind reality. But now it wasn’t a whisper. It was a direct message. On the black screen, a character began to type.

[Thredw0rm. It’s been a long time. Time, we spoke.]

Amy’s heart skipped a beat. In the corner of the screen a small pulsing icon appeared—a snake biting its own tail. The ouroboros. An old hacker symbol. Theirs. From Lozano. Amy’s fingers tightened on the keyboard.

[S0vra.] she typed back. [This isn’t your game.]

The reply came instantly.

[Oh, but it is. Same game. Different flag. The Pentagon sent you. The Chinese sent… me.]

 

Amy’s jaw tensed. Same tone as ever—sharp, cold, precise… familiar.

[Why now?]

A pause. The screen went black—then a new line appeared.

[Because what we’re hunting isn’t just data anymore. It’s people. And dimensions. This is overlap. And time isn’t on our side.]

The room lights flared as the system registered a thermal spike. Amy shivered—not from the temperature shift, but from recognition.

S0vra knew. Knew exactly what had happened to Erik Halvorsen. Perhaps had even seen it.

[Where are you?] she finally asked. The answer came softly, like a closing line.

[Closer than you think. Still in your shadow.]

The connection dropped.

Amy didn’t move for several minutes. Her reflection hovered on the dark screen. Fragments of the past slid into place—Lozano University, a joint project that went too deep, and a connection that had never been simple enough not to hurt. S0vra had once been a friend. A colleague. Perhaps more. Then he vanished. And now… he was back. In her world. In the team’s world. In the cracks of reality. Amy closed the laptop slowly and stood. The data could wait until morning. First, the others needed to know someone else was watching. Hunting. Just as precise. Just as obsessed. And perhaps… after the same person.

Amy stood alone in the glass-domed library of the Nocturnis–York Institute. Night had fallen over Monte Carlo, the last light casting long shadows across the holographic map on the wall. Her gaze lingered on one point: Lozano. She couldn’t hold back any longer. She went down into the underground data archive known as Zero Point, a protected server chamber only she and James had full access to. Here, where billions of consciousness maps and dream imprints rested, Amy typed a single name into the console:

[SOVRA]

The system hummed awake and slowly, like a thought pulled back from sleep, retrieved a sealed folder. Internal clearance—Amy only. Images filled the screen. University. Lozano. 2015.

A memory surfaced. She and Jun arguing at a university conference about ethical artificial intelligence. Jun had said even then, “True intelligence doesn’t obey blindly. It recognizes what serves harmony.”

He was brilliant. Even among elites, an outlier. He coded, mapped dream-interpretation structures, worked on a theory Amy only fully grasped years later: remote-field consciousness synchronicity. They had worked together on Project Silent Layer. The goal had been to interpret REM brainwaves not just as recordings, but as a shared real-time field—a proto-collective dream space. The university shut it down. Too dangerous. And Jun had understood too much. Something changed in him. He no longer just worked at night—he dreamed. Deep, recurring dreams he translated into code the next day. Code even Amy sometimes couldn’t parse. Their bond had been competitive, intense—not romantic, but deeper. Two minds resonating like a double helix. Then Jun disappeared. No class. No messages. Amy tracked him. West. Then farther east. One IP in Shanghai. Then nothing.

S0vra resurfaced three years later by hacking a Singapore AI conference and leaving behind a single image: the ouroboros. No signature. Amy knew then—Jun was back. But not as she’d hoped.

In the present, Amy sat transfixed in the silence of Zero Point. At the end of the file was an audio recording—never played, never shared. She activated it with trembling fingers. Rain tapped in the background. London rain. A man’s voice. Calm. Exact.

“If you’re hearing this, it means you didn’t forget. Even if you said you let it go. What we started wasn’t a dream. We just tried to understand it too soon. It’s back now. And I’m not who I was. I think… neither are you.”

Amy closed her eyes. Jun wasn’t just a rival. He was the mirror she had turned from. Now, years later, he was weaving the same web—under a different flag. Amy had sworn to interpret reality. Jun… had already crossed it.

 

The next morning silence settled around the conference table. Not the distracted quiet of scientists, but something heavier—the hush before a world collapses or a new one is born. At the top research level of Nocturnis–York, Monte Carlo bathed in early light beyond the panoramic window. The sea lay flat. The city barely awake. Inside, the air vibrated. Amy stood, arms folded. Her laptop still open. The ouroboros glowed faintly on the screen.

“His name is Jun Cao,” she said softly. “We met in postgrad. We thought dream research was just neural activity. Jun saw further.”

“You’re saying… he’s S0vra?” James asked, stunned. “The darknet legend?”

“He’s not a legend,” Amy replied. “He contacted me last night. He’s tracking the same events we are. He’s funded by an unlisted Chinese tech agency.”

Clara leaned forward. “He knows about the quantum resonance signatures?”

“More than that,” Amy whispered. “He’s modeling them. He’s spent years building a network—not just recording dream imprints but actively searching for subjects who’ve already slipped.”

“Like Erik Halvorsen,” Creek said darkly.

Amy nodded. “It’s no coincidence he reached out now. He saw the metro footage. He knows I did too. This is a game between us. It always was. But now we’re playing with people instead of code.”

James walked to the window. “So… this is war?”

“Not war,” Creek said quietly. “A race. The question isn’t what happened to Erik Halvorsen. It’s who finds him first.”

Amy opened a new window. A fresh synchronization signal had just entered the dream-imprint database. A dream journal from a French clinic. 

Identifier: [SUBJECT: 7-ECHO-Δ77]

Unknown language. Two figures recurring: a woman in a black coat. A man with a long white scarf. The subject didn’t know them. Amy froze. The image resolved. It was her. And Jun.

“This is impossible,” Clara breathed.

“No,” Amy whispered. “This is another fracture. The subject is a small-town bank clerk. Never heard of us. Yet his dreamspace has already pulled us in.”

“Or someone implanted them,” Creek said.

“And if so,” Amy asked, “what kind of system can do that?”

James answered last. Quietly. “Then Jun may not just be following the resonance. He may be steering it.”

“Time to try the Shift,” Creek said.

They moved to the Delta Lab. Behind thick glass and triple access locks, a single module waited—the Echo-Shift prototype. The Nocturnis scientists had never dared run it live. Too unstable. Too sharp. Yet here they stood.

At its center lay an ergonomic reclined unit fed by over thirty bio-interface channels. Beneath its casing, quantum-decoherence synchronization plates pulsed softly. This was no dream recorder. It was an interactive mirror-space. A gate into a mind.

“Maximum runtime: twelve minutes,” James warned. “Any anomaly—we abort. This isn’t a simulated dream. It’s a real cognitive imprint.”

“Who goes in?” Clara asked.

“I do,” Amy said. “Jun’s already loaded me into that space. No need to risk someone else.”

The module sealed against her temples. Retina display locked onto SUBJECT 7-ECHO-Δ77. Systems hummed. Lights dimmed. Then—silence.

Entry began. White flicker. Then shapes. A cityscape—but wrong. Buildings floating. Windows showing past and future at once. Colors slightly misaligned. Pavement drifting under her feet. Gravity intermittent. Physics optional.

Then she saw him. A man at a corner. Long white scarf. Black coat. Still. Watching an invisible window.

“Jun?”

He didn’t move. His voice came from the air itself.

“You’re not ready, Amy. But the subject is starting to see.”

A second figure emerged. Herself—but darker. Sharper. A version from another path. Jun moved at last. Met her eyes.

“It’s not just the system leaking. Reality is. If this continues, the boundary dissolves.”

The world spun. Collapsed.

A face flashed—Japanese woman. Black hair. Pale green scarf. The one Ingrid described. Amy tried to scream.

“Tell them,” Jun’s voice echoed as darkness closed, “this isn’t random. It’s necessary intervention.”

Amy’s eyes snapped open in the lab. Sweat soaked her, mind razor-sharp.

“I saw him. Jun’s steering the dream. He’s building something. A new net. And he’s working with someone else.”

“The woman from the metro?” Clara asked.

Amy nodded. “She’s the conduit. And she might not be human.”

In the Kaleidoscope map room, data spiraled around a single label: The Woman from the Metro.

“She appears before every disappearance,” Clara said. “Same appearance. Never speaks. Leaves no trace.”

“Like a shadow,” Creek murmured.

“She doesn’t follow the pattern,” Amy said. “She generates it.”

“How?” James asked.

“Every time she appears, a decoherence wave begins. A frequency we can’t produce. But someone can.”

“So, she controls the crossings,” Clara said.

“Or selects who crosses,” Amy added.

“This isn’t physics,” James muttered.

“It’s technology,” Amy replied. “Just not ours.”

She spoke of Kazuo Ito. Neuroresonance pioneer. Brain frequencies matching spacetime oscillations. The mind as key. Early experiments. Disappearances. Returns. Changes. Gatekeepers. Cities that never existed. Parallel worlds layered beside theirs. Ito crossing back and forth.

“If he was right,” Amy concluded, “then every unchosen path exists somewhere. And someone has learned to walk between them.”

量子的な断裂と精神移動

(Quantum Fission and Cognitive Transition)

 

On the inner title page, a name: I. Kazuo, handwritten in red ink. James looked up at Emma.

“Kazuo… isn’t that the name that showed up in the Pentagon’s collected reports, too?”

“And if all of that is true…” Emma nodded, “…then he wasn’t just one researcher among many. He was one of the earliest practitioners in the dimension-theory field.”

“I found something interesting in that ‘paranormal’ magazine they sell at the Le Monde de l’Inconnu newsstands,” Clara’s voice brightened. “They claim that sometime in the late nineties, when the world was only beginning to taste the internet’s limitless promise, there was a man in Japan who was already far ahead. His name: Kazuo Ito. He started as a neuroresonance researcher—officially focused on brainwaves and memory—but in truth he was chasing secrets much deeper than that. Colleagues dismissed him as an eccentric for years. He kept talking about how human consciousness wasn’t only tethered to the body, but ‘tensioned’ across the fabric of spacetime, as if our thoughts produced vibrations in the cosmos. He was the one who noticed those vibrations sometimes harmonized with other, unknown patterns. His first experiments took place on the outskirts of Tokyo, in a worn-down lab where he modified old EEG rigs with his own hands. In the surviving fragments of his notes there are strange diagrams: concentric circles, spirals, and a margin line— ‘Not a wave, but a gate.’”
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