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Preface to Sarah Mackay and the Vatican Conspiracy
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The truth has always been a double-edged sword liberating to those who seek it, yet perilous for those who dare to expose it. “Sarah Mackay in the Vatican-Moony Conspiracies” consists of tales of relentless pursuit, deep secrets, and the indomitable spirit of those who risk everything for what they believe in. In a world where power often trumps justice, one woman – Sarah Mackay – embarks on a journey that will push her to the brink. From the sacred halls of the Vatican to the island of Japan, Sarah and her allies face insurmountable odds in their quest to uncover  conspiracies that have festered in the corridors of power.

These two stories are more than just thrillers; they are a testament to the lengths individuals will go to protect the truth and the devastating consequences of standing up to powerful forces. As you turn the pages, prepare to be drawn into a world where every decision could mean the difference between life and death, where trust is a fragile commodity, and where the shadows hide more than just secrets.
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Chapter 1: The Invitation
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September 1st, 2022

Twenty-two-year-old Sarah Mackay took a selfie as she stepped into the grand halls of the Vatican, her senses immediately assaulted by the overwhelming blend of history, power, and secrecy that permeated every inch of the ancient city-state. The air was thick with incense and the quiet murmur of Latin prayers, a stark contrast to the clinical sterility of the laboratories she was used to. This place, with its towering cathedrals and shadowy corridors, was a world apart from the ordered universe of particle collisions and quantum fields that had long been her domain.

A theoretical physics postgrad student on the cusp of completing her thesis – The Emergence of Reality Through Chaotic Information Theory – Sarah had spent years buried in the abstract, exploring the intersection of chaos theory and quantum mechanics. Her work had taken her to the edge of scientific understanding, where reality itself seemed to blur and twist, emerging from the void in patterns that only the most disciplined mind could decipher.

Yet, for all her intellectual pursuits, the human element had always fascinated her – the way people interacted, deceived, and manipulated one another. It was this curiosity that had led her down paths far removed from the comfort of academia.

Her recent experiences in Beijing, New York and Mexico City had only deepened her understanding of these darker human behaviors. In Beijing, she had looked at death in the face for the first time (apart from the dead cat she had found on her doorstep on her nineteenth birthday).

In New York, she had immersed herself in the world of private investigation, where every encounter was a puzzle to be solved, every shadow a potential threat. The city’s sprawling maze of lives and stories had been a chaotic system of its own, one where Sarah had learned to see through the lies and facades that people so carefully constructed.

And in Mexico City, the brutal realities of forensic science had brought her face-to-face with death, corruption, and the lengths to which people would go to hide their sins. Each of these experiences had tested her in ways she had never imagined, pushing her beyond the boundaries of her scientific training and into a world where survival often depended on instinct as much as intellect.

But now, standing at the heart of the Catholic Church, Sarah felt an unfamiliar weight settle in her chest. This wasn’t New York, where she could rely on the cold logic of investigation, nor was it Mexico, where the dead told their tales in forensic silence. The Vatican was different – a place where secrets were layered in centuries of tradition, where power was wielded behind closed doors and in whispered conversations. She was here not as a scientist or an investigator, but as something in between, caught in the web of a mystery that stretched back through history.

The invitation had come unexpectedly, delivered not through official channels but directly to her apartment in At Andrews, where she was initiating her doctorate program. A simple letter, marked with the Vatican seal, had beckoned her to Rome with an urgency that had been impossible to ignore. We need your help. Come to the Vatican. Urgent. Dicastero per la Comunicazione. The words had been cryptic, offering no explanation, only a sense of impending danger, but it had the stamp of the Holy See on it. She had hesitated at first, but the lure of the unknown – the challenge of uncovering secrets that even the Vatican itself was afraid to confront – had been too strong to resist.

She sent the photo to Tomasz, “Love from the Vatican City”

“What are you doing there on your birthday?” asked Tomasz.

“A little bit of detective work. I’ll be back at St Andrews in a few weeks,” answered Sarah.

“You’re going to get into trouble, Sarah – I know you. Call me when you need some help.”

“You keep working on discovering that new particle for me at CERN, I’ll be fine[image: image]”

Now, as she navigated the marble halls, the enormity of her decision began to settle in. So far away from her academic studies, where every variable was tied up in a mathematical framework, even if the framework was chaos theory. Here, she was untethered, surrounded by the intangible – faith, power, fear. It was a new kind of chaos, one that she would need to decipher without the equations and theories that had always guided her.

As she approached the meeting room, her heart beat with a mixture of anticipation and trepidation. She was about to dive into a world of shadows and secrets, where the truths she uncovered might challenge not only the foundations of the Church but also the very fabric of the reality she sought to understand. And yet, despite the uncertainty that lay ahead, Sarah felt that same strange, irresistible force that had drawn her to New York and Mexico City – a force that whispered of danger, discovery, and the possibility of finding order in the chaos.

The door to the room opened, and Sarah stepped inside, ready to face whatever awaited her in the heart of the Vatican.

“Dr. Mackay?” A voice broke her out of her thoughts. She turned to see a man in a crisp black suit, his face a blank slate of professional neutrality. His hands rested easily at his sides, but Sarah had spent enough time around people like him to know that he wasn’t just a driver.

He gestured to the car parked a few feet away. “I’m here to take you to the Vatican. They’re expecting you.”

“Yes, of course, but that's Ms. Mackay,” she said, keeping her tone light, despite the unease gnawing at her gut. “I’ve only just started my doctoral studies.”

Who, exactly, was waiting for her wasn’t entirely clear. The invitation had been strange, sent directly to her student digs. Most invitations for events came through her university, but this one had bypassed the official channels. It was marked with the Vatican seal and contained a simple directive: We need your help. Come to Rome. Urgent.

She had almost ignored it – after her exposure of La Mano Oculta in Mexico, Sarah was ready to take a break from the shadowy world of covert operations. She was, at heart, a scientist, a theoretical physicist who still spent her time thinking about the connections between the quantum realm and the fabric of the universe. But as the word went around that she was now a private investigator who had  brought down a worldwide threat almost single-handed (not true – she had many collaborators), her name was being banded around and she had already had several offers to participate in dangerous, secretive missions.

And now, apparently, the Vatican did, too. And for the first time she decided to accept an offer. At least she knew who the Vatican was. Or so she thought...

The man led her to the car, a sleek black sedan with tinted windows. Sarah’s instincts flared again, reminding her that there was more going on here than the Vatican simply wanting her to give a lecture on quantum physics.

As the car moved smoothly through the crowded streets of Rome, Sarah stared out at the ancient buildings, feeling the weight of history pressing in on her. The Vatican – center of the Catholic world, home to countless secrets and power plays that had shaped the course of history. But what could they possibly want with her?

“How long will this take?” she asked the driver, trying to gauge how much time she had before whatever was about to happen, happened.

The driver didn’t look at her. “We’ll arrive at the Apostolic Palace in fifteen minutes. After that, you’ll be briefed.”

“Briefed?” Sarah raised an eyebrow. “On what, exactly?”

“You’ll see,” he said, his tone clipped, ending any further discussion.

Sarah sighed and leaned back in her seat, trying to ignore the tightness in her chest. She had spent enough time in covert operations to know when someone was being deliberately vague. Something big was going on – something dangerous – and she was being dragged into it.

The sedan passed through St. Peter’s Square, the towering basilica casting long shadows as the sun dipped lower in the sky. The square was crowded with tourists, their cameras flashing as they took pictures of the grandeur surrounding them. Sarah’s heart beat a little faster as they approached the massive gates leading into the Vatican itself.

This wasn’t a public tour. She wasn’t here to see the Sistine Chapel or marvel at Michelangelo’s art. Whatever was happening, it was happening behind those walls – deep within the heart of the Catholic Church’s power.

The car pulled to a stop at a side entrance, where two Swiss Guards stood to attention, their brightly colored uniforms a stark contrast to the dark, foreboding feeling in the air. The driver got out, motioning for Sarah to follow.

“Through here,” he said, leading her past the guards and into a narrow hallway that twisted and turned in ways that made it impossible to know exactly where they were going.

As they walked deeper into the Vatican’s many corridors, the grandeur faded, replaced by cold stone walls and dim lighting. The feeling of being enclosed in a fortress grew stronger, as did the sense that something was deeply, deeply wrong.

Finally, they arrived at a large wooden door. The driver knocked once, then opened it, stepping aside to let Sarah enter.

Inside, a group of men sat around a long table. Their faces were grim, their eyes turning to Sarah as she stepped into the room. She recognized two of them from photographs: high-ranking cardinals with considerable power within the Church. But there was someone else in the room, a man whose presence made Sarah pause.

He wasn’t dressed like the others. No robes, no holy attire. He wore a suit, sharp and dark, and he carried himself with the ease of someone used to being in control. His cold blue eyes met hers, and Sarah felt a shiver run down her spine.

“Dr. Mackay,” he said, his voice smooth but lacking warmth. “Thank you for coming. We don’t have much time, so let’s get straight to the point.”

“Yes, but that’s ‘Ms. Mackay’, not ‘Dr. Mackay’, if you don’t mind,” said Sarah, starting to get irritated by this misinformation.

The cardinals exchanged uneasy glances but said nothing. Clearly, this man was the one in charge, despite his lack of official Vatican title.

“You’ve been brought here because of your expertise,” the man continued, standing from the table and walking toward her. “There’s something happening in the Vatican – something that has the potential to shake the very foundation of the Church. And we need your help to stop it.”

Sarah crossed her arms, her instincts on high alert. “And what, exactly, do you need my help with?”

The man smiled, but it didn’t reach his eyes. “We believe there is a conspiracy within the Vatican. A conspiracy tied to a historic document containing secrets that only a select few have had access to, but that has helped them accumulate an inordinate level of power that not even the Pope can control.”

Sarah blinked, trying to wrap her head around what she was hearing. A conspiracy? Secrets? Power? What was she getting herself into?.

“We need you to find the manuscript,” he said. “The document that has been hidden for centuries, but that has been on the move recently leaving havoc in its wake.”

“Leaving havoc – what do you mean?” asked Sarah.

“That people have died, Sarah. That the people who came across it one way or another have died,” he answered frankly.

Sarah’s mind raced. “And you think I can find it? Why me?”

“Why you were able to put an end to an AI system about to control society all over the world, when no one else saw it coming?”

“I happened to be in the right place at the right time and I happened to know the right people who could do what it took. It wasn’t just me.”

“Now you are in the right place at the right time. We will give you the resources you need.”

“What if you don’t like what I find?”

We have instructions to uncover the truth, whatever it reveals, and accept the consequences. We believe you acted in the same spirit in China.

Sarah had to admit they had her emotionally cornered. She couldn’t say no. Not now that she had come so far.

“How long do I have?” she asked, resigning herself to the mission.”

The man’s smile returned, colder than before. “Nine weeks.

Sarah’s stomach clenched. “Nine weeks to uncover a centuries-old conspiracy?”

He nodded. “Nine weeks before the Church Council is renewed, and I fear, before it loses its independence.”

Sarah stared at him, her mind racing through the possibilities. Nine weeks. No backup. No idea who she could trust. And the fate of one of the most powerful institutions in the world rested on her shoulders.

“Well,” she muttered sarcastically, more to herself than to anyone in the room, “this should be fun.”
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Chapter 2: The Disappeared
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Sarah Mackay settled into her modest Vatican guest quarters, the ancient stone walls around her a constant reminder of the weight of history and secrets within this place. It had been a few days since her arrival, and the initial disorientation had given way to a growing sense of purpose. The Vatican was unlike any place she had been before – its labyrinthine corridors, its solemn rituals, and the pervasive atmosphere of secrecy created an environment ripe for uncovering hidden truths.

Among the people who had disappeared under mysterious circumstances was a certain theologian, Father Matteo. His last known work had involved research deep within the Vatican archives, specifically into documents related to the early Church councils. But that was all the information she had been given.

In the days since her arrival, Sarah had quietly made inquiries, speaking to those few within the Vatican who might have known him. The responses were vague, evasive – no one wanted to talk about Father Matteo, and the more she asked, the more she realized that his disappearance was something of a taboo subject.

But Sarah was used to working with limited information. Her scientific training had taught her the value of patience and careful observation. So she spent her days familiarizing herself with the Vatican, learning its rhythms, its hidden corners, and its unspoken rules. Each day, she pushed a little further, gathering fragments of information that she could later piece together.

It was during one of these quiet explorations that she met Sister Agnese. The nun’s face was lined with years of service, but her bespectacled eyes were sharp and full of intelligence. Sarah had been wandering through one of the less frequented corridors when she found Sister Agnese in the chapel, deep in prayer. When she finished, they struck up a conversation, and Sarah quickly realized that the nun was more willing to cooperate than the others about Father Matteo’s disappearance.

“I was close to Father Matteo,” Sister Agnese said, her voice tinged with sadness. “He was a man of great faith, but also of great curiosity. He believed that the truth should be known, no matter the cost.”

Over the next few days, their conversations grew more frequent, and Sister Agnese became an invaluable source of information. She confirmed what Sarah had suspected: Father Matteo had been researching something in the Vatican archives, something that had frightened him. He had confided in Sister Agnese that he had found references to a document, a manuscript that had been hidden away centuries ago because of its potentially explosive content.

“He told me that if anything happened to him, the answers would be in his journal,” Sister Agnese had whispered one evening, her eyes filled with worry. “But after he disappeared, they sealed his quarters. No one has

been allowed inside since.”

Sarah spent several more days piecing together the few leads she had. It was clear that Father Matteo had been working on something dangerous, something that had made him a target. The more she learned, the more she realized that his disappearance was not an isolated incident. There were others – scholars, priests, even members of the Swiss Guard – who had vanished or been silenced in subtle ways.

The growing list of disappearances weighed heavily on Sarah's mind as she sat in her room, going over her notes. She had sketched out a rough timeline of Father Matteo’s activities, mapping out his movements in the weeks before he vanished. The pattern was clear: every few days, he would visit the archives, spending hours poring over ancient texts. His research had intensified in the days leading up to his disappearance, with multiple visits to the archives and frequent meetings with a select group of colleagues.

But what had he found? What could have been so dangerous that all traces of it had to be erased?

Sarah knew she couldn’t wait any longer. If she was going to uncover the truth, she needed to gain access to Father Matteo’s journal... if it was still there. It was a risk – security in the Vatican was tight, and she was already on thin ice with her questions – but it was a risk she had to take.

That night, after the last of the evening prayers had ended and the Vatican halls had fallen silent, Sarah made her move. She had spent the past few days studying the layout of the building, noting the guards' schedules and the least trafficked corridors. She wrapped herself in a simple cloak, blending into the shadows as she made her way toward the sealed room.

The door to Father Matteo’s quarters was as Sister Agnese had described: sealed with a simple lock, untouched since his disappearance. Sarah produced a small set of tools from her bag, homemade tools that she had prepared after watching a video on YouTube. After a minute or so of fiddling, she managed to pick the lock and slip inside.

The room was dark, lit only by the faint glow of the moon through a small, high window. Dust had settled over everything, a sign that no one had entered in months. It was a modest space, more a cell than a room, with a narrow bed, a desk, and shelves lined with books and papers.

Sarah moved quickly, her heart pounding as she searched the room. She started with the desk, sifting through papers and notes, looking for anything that might give her a clue. There were pages filled with Latin text, references to early Church history, and what looked like rough translations of older, even more obscure texts.

Then she found it: a small, leather-bound journal hidden beneath a stack of papers. It was well-worn, its pages filled with Father Matteo’s meticulous handwriting. Sarah flipped through the journal, her breath catching as she read the entries. They detailed his research into the Council of Nicaea, specifically a series of debates that had been omitted from the official records. Father Matteo had become convinced that these debates held the key to understanding a suppressed doctrine – something that had been deemed too dangerous for public knowledge.

But the final entries were the most telling. Father Matteo had written about a growing sense of fear, about being watched, and about the need to protect what he had found. He mentioned hiding the key to everything in a place “where light does not reach.”

Sarah’s heart raced as she read those words. This was it – the clue she had been looking for. The manuscript that Father Matteo had been researching, the one that had led to his disappearance, was hidden somewhere in the Vatican. But where?

She quickly copied the relevant entries into her own notebook, then carefully replaced everything as she had found it. As she slipped back into the corridor, locking the door behind her, she knew she was running out of time. The longer she stayed, the more likely it was that someone would realize what she was doing.

But Sarah had what she needed: Father Matteo’s journal and the first real clue to finding the hidden manuscript. The next step would be deciphering what “the place where light does not reach” meant – and finding a way to access it without drawing attention.

As she returned to her quarters, the weight of the Vatican’s secrets pressed down on her. She was closer to the truth now, but with each step forward, the danger grew. The people who had silenced Father Matteo wouldn’t hesitate to do the same to her if they discovered what she was up to.

But Sarah was determined. She had come too far to turn back now. The truth was within reach, and she wouldn’t stop until she uncovered it.

She had her own particular method for pursuing her goals: she focused on her sample of cat hairs; she imagined the answer to her dead-cat enigma was almost within reach; and then she pursued it relentlessly.

Maybe she would never know why someone had left a dead cat in a box at the door of her parent’s house on her nineteenth birthday, but the technique had helped her again and again over the last three years.
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Chapter 3: Shadows of the Past
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The days stretched into weeks as Sarah Mackay continued her investigation, each day bringing her closer to the truth hidden within the Vatican's walls. Father Matteo’s journal had been a breakthrough, but it had also raised more questions than it answered. The phrase “the place where light does not reach” echoed in her mind, a riddle that needed solving if she was to find the manuscript.

During the weeks that followed, Sarah spent hours in the Vatican archives, navigating the endless rows of ancient texts and manuscripts. She had obtained special permission from the Vatican’s archivist, a stern man who had raised an eyebrow at her request but ultimately granted her access. Officially, she was researching early Church history, but in reality, she was searching for any reference to hidden chambers or secret locations within the Vatican.

It was slow, painstaking work. The archives were vast, containing centuries of records, many of which were written in Latin or Greek. Sarah’s knowledge of these languages was rusty, but she just focused on a few key words and then translated the pieces of text that contained several references to them. She focused on texts from the time of the Council of Nicaea, looking for anything that might hint at the hiding place of a suppressed document.

Sister Agnese was a constant presence during this time, providing support and guidance whenever Sarah needed it. The nun’s knowledge of the Vatican’s history and its many secrets proved invaluable, and she often pointed Sarah toward texts or records that she might have otherwise overlooked.

One afternoon, as they pored over a particularly dense volume on early Church councils, Sister Agnese spoke up, her voice filled with a mix of curiosity and concern. “Sarah, have you considered what might happen if you do find this manuscript?”

Sarah looked up from the text, her eyes reflecting the seriousness of the situation. “I’ve thought about it constantly, Sister. This isn’t just about finding a lost document – it’s about exposing a truth that has been hidden for too long, benefitting a select few while the rest remain in ignorance. Don’t you think the people deserve to know?”

Sister Agnese nodded slowly. “Yes, they do. But there will be consequences, and not just for the Church. For you, for me, for everyone involved. We must be prepared for what comes next.”

Sarah knew she was right. The deeper they dug, the more dangerous their situation became. The Vatican was a place where power and secrets intertwined, and challenging that power would not be without its risks.

As the weeks went by, Sarah began to piece together fragments of information that hinted at the existence of hidden chambers beneath the Vatican. These chambers were rumored to be used for various purposes throughout history – some benign, others more sinister. The most intriguing reference she found was to a place known as the Necropolis, an ancient Roman burial ground that lay beneath St. Peter’s Basilica. It was said to be a labyrinth of tombs and catacombs, some of which had never been fully explored.

“The place where light does not reach,” Sarah mused aloud one evening, sitting with Sister Agnese in a quiet corner of the library. “It could be a metaphor, but it could also be literal. The Necropolis would fit that description perfectly.”

Sister Agnese looked thoughtful. “The Necropolis is sacred ground, a place where the dead rest. It’s not a place where people go lightly, and it’s certainly not a place where people search for hidden documents.”

“Exactly,” Sarah replied. “If Father Matteo wanted to hide something important, somewhere no one would think to look, the Necropolis would be the perfect place.”

Over the next week, Sarah focused her research on the Necropolis, digging into historical records and accounts from those few who had ventured into its depths. The more she learned, the more convinced she became that this was where Father Matteo had hidden the manuscript.

But accessing the Necropolis would not be easy. It was heavily guarded, and special permission was required to enter – permission that would be difficult, if not impossible, to obtain without drawing suspicion.

Sister Agnese voiced her concerns one evening as they discussed their next steps. “Sarah, entering the Necropolis without permission is dangerous. If you’re caught, there will be severe consequences.”

“I know,” Sarah replied, her voice steady. “But this is the only lead we have. We need to find that manuscript, and the longer we wait, the more likely it is that someone else will find it first.”

They spent the next few days planning their approach, going over every detail to ensure they could access the Necropolis undetected. It was protected by a heavy-duty padlock, but Sarah had been practicing opening this type lock for weeks, and she felt ready.

As the plan took shape, the tension between them grew. They both understood the gravity of what they were about to do.

Finally, after weeks of preparation, they were ready. The night of the descent into the Necropolis was set, and all that remained was to execute the plan.

Sarah spent the evening before the descent in quiet contemplation, reviewing Father Matteo’s journal one last time. The phrase “the place where light does not reach” had haunted her for weeks, but now she was on the brink of understanding its true meaning.

As she closed her notes from the journal and prepared for the night ahead, she felt a mixture of anticipation and dread. The truth was within her grasp, but the risks were higher than ever. The next few weeks would determine everything.
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