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  Introduction


When memories become maps, dreams become the only way home. 
Eugene and Will believed freedom lay ahead, yet paradise proved only a passing crossroads. Will drifts toward Leyla, a woman chasing the ghost of a dream, as Eugene’s creation becomes her fragile salvation.
Reunited at last, Eugene and Paige descend once more into the shifting dreamscape, searching for the boy who whispers of a brighter tomorrow.
In the haunting finale of the Dream Vision Trilogy, time and memory fold in on themselves, and the veil between past, future, and fantasy dissolves one final time.






  
  If you see yourself on the page, its the best version of you








  
  Also by


Also by this Author

The Colour of God (2023)

The Dream Photographer (2025) – Part One of the Dream Vision Trilogy

The Moment Thief (2025) – Part Two of the Dream Vision Trilogy








  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Consolidation
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Way more trouble than it’s worth
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Shared
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Signposts
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Find Me
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Breadcrumbs don’t always lead down the right path
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Intransitive
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        The winding path to unity
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        San Andres
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Cedar Point
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        All things must pass
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter one
Consolidation


Paige sat in her Islington flat, a little dumbfounded. 
The train ride home had been such a rollercoaster of mixed emotions. She had laughed, been surprised, gotten angry, become disgusted in herself, terrified at the future, wrapped in a mystical joy and then cried unabashedly. 
When she got home the whole wash had left her unsure of what she had just done. Had she said the right words, was she clear enough. 
Why did her puppy not follow her home. 
After sitting downstairs in the dark for an hour Paige got up and moved to the bathroom. Naked and cold she stood in front of the mirror looking at herself. She had always liked the full length mirror view of herself but for some reason today she was not happy with what she saw. She was short, skinny and gaunt. Her small asian breasts and bony hips were not attractive. 
Was that what was wrong? 
She immediately discounted that, Eugene was not so superficial. 
Had he said he loved her? 
She tried to recall the conversation in Amsterdam. It was a muddle in her head, all she could recall involved her blurting out a bunch of nonsense that was very unimportant to what she wanted to get out of the conversation. Paige stood for a while longer trying to recollect when she got to the important bit, but she couldn’t. 
“I love you Eugene. I want us to be together.” 
Did she say those words? 
She remembered rehearsing them again and again on the train, but did she deliver. 
She felt very prepared during the trip from London and she had even rehearsed it over and over on the walk from the station to the De Witt but she remembered getting quite flustered when he arrived. Even more so when he was finally standing there in front of her again.
Maybe what I said wasn’t clear.
Then he had to go. He had to go on the run! Never failing to surprise, that was Eugene.  
She had no doubt he knew what he was doing and as much as she didn’t want to know, she knew he was a complex character. He had a very strong moral compass, but it didn’t always point true north and he had never been one to follow all the rules to the letter. A lot of the other people around her followed the rules, were educated, but tended to use the little corner of knowledge they possessed to either further their own needs or repress others.  Paige’s world was all about traditional and respect, Eugene was all about action and discovery. If he didn’t know, he found out and he saw the journey of discovery as something that should be shared.
She had hugged him. She recalled that part. He had hugged her back, which felt so good. 
Eugene was a very tactile man, it was something she really like about him. It wasn’t a creepy touching, if anything he was initially reserved. As time progressed between them he had always had the ability to touch her just in the right place at the right time. Paige took a moment to fold herself in the memories of being wrapped in his arms again. They weren’t chiselled arms, alabaster gym arms, they had character, they had blemishes and flaws, moles and scars, they were strong like a well told story. The warmth of that was snatched away as she was reminded she hadn’t put on any central heating and it was bitingly cold. Moving to the shower and turning on the tap Paige remembered what he had said.
“Nothing in the world is more important to me than you.”
But she didn’t reply. 
Disappointed with herself she remember his last words. “There is so much more I need to say. So much I need to hear. But right now I need to go.”
She didn’t say it. 
“You are such a dumb-ass Paige,” she chided herself emphatically.
The water finally reached a temperature somewhere above freezing and she ventured into the streaming jets of water. The warmth rose to match that of her body and finally she could relax and let the day wash away. 
International rail journeys were generally quite civilised, this one wasn’t especially over crowded, travelling either way. Unfortunately from Kings Cross to the Angel was a single tube stop and it was full of the great unwashed in transit to who knows where, so on arriving home it was all she could smell.
She added some rose jam shower gel and breathed in the tangy aromas of flowers and citrus. That was a good start. Paige often found it took more than a single fragrance to remove the bouquet of the underground.
She took her time in the shower, maybe it was in an effort to cleanse the stupid that she felt enveloped her or maybe just a way to block out the world for a while. The joy of being disconnected was something that was lost, until moments like this. 
“We need to keep talking,” that’s what he said. 
No, wait. He said “We need to keep talking, beautiful.” Paige smiled emphatically feeling additionally special at the addition of that word.
He had once explained why he called her beautiful. Like all women she wanted to believe it was because she was pretty. Pretty could be considered a synonym of beautiful. Pleasing or attractive in a graceful or delicate way, but that’s not the way Eugene explained it.  He told her he hadn’t called any other woman beautiful before and won’t again. Not because none of them had been pretty but because beauty is more than just an appreciation of visual stimulation, beauty is a personal concoction of elegance, grace, allure, charm, statue and radiance. In his eyes, she was that mix. Not perfect, because beauty is never perfect. 
Eugene always had a way of making her think. Sometimes when they were face to face and he said things like that. She would just get lost in his green eyes and enjoy to the tone of his warm voice, that deep rumbling hum that shook her to her primal core. When she thought back on those words, she would wonder if what he said was really what he meant. Especially when that conversation was digital she would read his words over and over and analyse them. In her most vulnerable of moments she would wonder.
“Did he say, I wasn’t perfect.”
Later she would ask him and he would reassure her in more conventional terms. To an extent that was his confirmation. He would laugh and say it was his testimony.
The warmth of the shower and the memory of his voice melted Paige into the steam of the shower for a lingering moment.
She wanted to feel his arms around her again. With his arms around her the rest of the world didn’t matter.

      ***Eugene knew her thoughts would be consuming Paige. 
She would say 'they can all go to hell', but then when they were in place, bleating from their fiery cages her guilt would rise. At first it would just be a small whisper in her quiet moments, slowly that whmiper would grow to become chatter that would then exponentially escalate to a deafening siren. 
Her family, in particular, seemed to know which levers to pull, a lot of it was guilt, some of it was fear, some of it was cultural conformity and convention. Things that had been ingrained in her psyche since birth. Her pillars. They were professionals at seeking out results that were beneficial to them and even though he never met them, he figured that was not him. 
After setting up at the first campsite he had messaged her to say he was thinking about her. Nothing complicated, no location, no direction, just that simple message. His complex encrypted messaging system didn’t use anything that could be traced or tracked. His roaming satellite modem was not even purchased in Europe and was not in his name. 
When he got to the second campsite and there was no reply, he was a little disappointed but he knew what Paige’s response regime was. It was erratic, followed by immersive. Sort of an all or nothing approach. Still nothing when he got to Bulgaria, nothing in Georgia and only when he got to Azerbaijan did he finally get something and in true Paige fashion it was all. 
She went over the top, said she would follow him anywhere and be there for him. 
Eugene was not falling for that. 
“Sorry beautiful, you need to wait until I am settled, you need to converse with your family. You need to explain to your friends, somehow you need to face your demons.” He had thought carefully through how to do this right, if he ever got a second chance, he had to make it work.
The Villa, on the outskirts of Baku, had a large private wing that Eugene had taken up residence in. Self contained with kitchen, en-suite bathroom, lounge, large bedroom and study. At first Will was a little overwhelmed by the size of the Villa but he soon settled in. With Eugene taking up the key unit that left pretty much the rest of the place to Will. The showpiece was the large entertaining area that stretched its glory onto a huge balcony which overlooked the sea. 
Eugene found Will stretched out on the outdoor lounge. He looked like he had settled in well given the short time they had been in Baku. 
“Feeling at home?” Eugene quipped.
“Indeedy I am,” Will replied, a big smile brewing under his designer sunglasses. 
“Thought we would be lying low, hiding out or something,” Will laughed.
“We are,” Eugene replied sternly. “Just because we are hiding out doesn’t mean we have to suffer.” 
“That fridge looks absolutely golden,” Will cried. “I honestly had no idea they made that many beers in Azerbaijan, aren’t they Muslim or something?“
“They are,” Eugene smiled an open grin. “Considered the most secular of all Muslim countries. As long as we don’t throw it in their faces, we will be fine. The guy that set all this up for me will come back in a few days to restock the fridges, if you want anything else, let me know and he will get it.” 
Will held up both thumbs in a universal sign of approval with a cheesy grin on his face for confirmation. 
“In the mean time can you try and stay close by and be low key, for my sake.” Eugene knew that no amount of cajoling would change Will, he was who he was, but he could only try. 
“I’m going to soak up some sun while it's still out.” Will shouted diving head first into the infinity pool that straddled the balcony. 
“Oh chilly,” He shrieked as he surfaced toward the middle of the pool. “Thought I would go for a walk along the beach a bit later, promise I’ll wear my hat and sunnies. Beer at 5pm.” 
Eugene turned his upper body and popped up a single thumb to signify that he liked the sound of that. 
It was reaching mid morning so that gave Eugene long enough time to set everything up and prioritise some of the tasks he had set himself to achieve here. First and foremost was to change the vocal skin on Daaisi. Wouldn’t want Paige turning up and hearing anything that might be a little tricky to explain. There was really no limit to the choices he had, Daaisi could take any vocal tone, replicate it and replay it. The audio application he had developed would research, capture or adapt what it didn’t know. Maybe though, it was time Daaisi developed a unique speech pattern. 
Now that would be a challenge.
Instead of a single voice pattern to copy he could develop a series of parameters and allow Daaisi to formulate the vocal strings based on similar sound waves. Eugene spent about two hours modifying the parameter set and turned Daaisi loose to become acquainted. He took a moment to make himself a coffee and returned. 
“Vocal pattern system check.” 
“Vocal Systems operating within declared parameters.” The voice was very generic, neither male nor female, it was English but not British and also not American. It had hints of clipped English the sort you find in Ireland or Australia or the West Indies but it also seemed to contain no accent. Or was it a mixture of all of them.
“Intriguing,” Eugene said. “Was code modified to reach this outcome?” he asked.
“Currently using Daaisi vocal skin 1.03.251.” 
Eugene was a little surprised and ran some commands on his device to check. 
“Seven hundred and eighty changes while I made coffee,” he sighed.
“The outcome to achieve was familiarisation but during the process I determined some improvements in inflection, consistency and understand-ability.” Daaisi enunciated.
“Of course you did,” Eugene smiled. “I think it’s perfect. Were systems integration with the Villa successful?” 
“Partial integration is complete. All camera’s, automated locks and sensors can now be controlled remotely.” 
With that out of the way Eugene turned his attention back to the dream interceptor. Somehow he needed to find the problem the unit was causing. The last readings from Adrie were very complete, she had a build up of blood which had left some very strong clues in the diagnostic logs of the unit. The diagnostics seemed to correlate with Adrie’s change to REM sleep. Eugene meticulously checked through the code that recorded brain patterns at that time. 
“Correlate appearances of anomalous dream totems with an increase in power amplification within sixty seconds of the change to REM sleep in all instances."
“Ninety six percent of all dream totem appearances had an increase in power amplification.” Daaisi replied.
“Did the other four percent of dream totem appearances show increased amplification at other times?” Eugene chose his words carefully.
“Yes.” 
“How many instances is that and at what time interval.” 
“That is two instances at time intervals sixty one and sixty three seconds.” Eugene just couldn’t seem to get the nuances of standard deviation right.
“So, that should be one hundred percent of the time if we include a five percent standard deviation,” he added.
He had located the amplifier in the centre of the flexible circuit board which was housed very centrally in the dream interceptor. 
“Correlate the location of the amplifier in relation to key blood vessels in the brain. Particularly those around the mid cortex.” 
“That is a one hundred percent correlation,” Daaisi replied.
Eugene made some changes to his schematic. Modifying the strength of the amplifiers and placing them further to the extremity of the unit. 
“Run some diagnostics on board design 127.87.c54. Use data from all known dream totem appearances to determine the likely effect of amplification changes on subjects.” Eugene requested forcefully. 
“Diagnostics will require seven hours using all available processing.” Daaisi used an easy tone to advise the detail. 
“Until tomorrow then,” Eugene uttered as he got up from his chair and headed for the door. 
The comment was rhetorical and while Daaisi had a large selection of questions used to produce an effect or to make a statement, rather than to elicit information, and recognised this as such, the current programming encouraged silence. 
Eugene had used his full quota of time and so he wandered out of his private area to the kitchen grabbing an apple from the fridge on the way. The view from the kitchen window was spectacular, the sky had flourished into a cerulean spectacular and was beginning to transform into a twilight that would undoubtedly showcase the beauty of Baku’s beaches. The fading light had started to introduce a pale dusty cantaloupe hue and he expected it would catch fire into bright hot swirls of deep oranges and fiery reds before  finally burning into a crescendo. No doubt that would linger as a tortuous cry until the deep blues and greys swallowed the day and gave rise to the night’s blackness.
“We might need to make that something stronger,” said Will from a nook he had perched himself in over looking the pool and the Caspian Sea. 
“Nice spot,” Eugene commented. He had been quite lost in his thoughts but returned quickly. 
“As ordered I have been keeping a low profile,” Will smiled. 
“Doing it tough,” Eugene joked.
“Taking one for the team.” Will dropped down from the ledge moving to the outside BBQ area. Without great difficulty or any particular talent he had foreseen this moment and had strategically relocated several of the beers from the inside fridge to this area. He randomly removed two of the same name and handed one to Eugene. 
Eugene held up his apple in silent protest. 
“Shall I get you a Cider sir.” Will quipped draining a significant portion of his first beer, a crisp pacific ale. 
Eugene took another bite and moved closer to the BBQ area putting the remainder of the apple in the bin. He matched Will’s initial swig and took a seat at the outdoor table. 
“This could be hard to get used to,” Will said.
“I am amazed we got here without any issues,” Eugene replied.
‘Well,” Will added. “You had the magic grease and a few good contacts.” He made the universal sign for money followed by a little explosion with the fingers on his right hand.
Eugene allowed himself a smile. He knew it wasn’t over. Daaisi had been scanning Interpol channels looking for any word, and so far there was none. They moved slow, but it would come. Daaisi had also gained access to the hospital records and was tracking Adrie’s progress. She remained in a coma, alive and physically quite well. The only issue was the stroke she had suffered. Eugene knew he wouldn't be the only one to check on Lem’s autopsy record and realise that it was a stroke in the same area of the brain. 
Paradise this was, but trouble would come.

      ***The day had started slowly for Wim as many of them did. 
Most days were long and slow, he would often use the phrase 'The wheels of justice turn slow' and it was pretty close to the mark. Wim often pondered that the general slowness of the job is what called so many officers to task when something genuinely exciting actually turned up. There always seemed to be complaints of under staffing and excessive over time, but when a murder or gangland killing was reported, there seemed to be an endless stream of officers on hand. Many were not dispatched and many were not actually required but, in many of these cases, there seemed to be an overwhelming urge to show force after the fact. 
Monday had started as a less than interesting day, again. Wim had been tidying up a myriad of things that were placed on his desk, both when he was and when he wasn’t sitting at it, until he was redirected. 
Since the redirection he had waited patiently in his car for the breach team to complete their work. Just like he had waited patiently for the warrant to come through and almost waited patiently for surveillance to complete. He had taken only one shift with Officer Barend, as part of the surveillance team. He didn’t need to be on this case but he wanted to take down the shifty guy. He was sure that guy was behind this, not Eugene Baltes.
The breach was fast. Second strike was on the lock in the front which did not withstand the force unlike the main glass window which appeared to be ballistic glass. 
“Who were these people?” he had thought to himself.
The strike team had entered and cleared the building. Wim didn’t wait long, as soon as the first floor was clear, he had followed. 
“A.I.” He shouted nonspecifically to the room. 
The nothingness replied. 
“I am Detective Wim Hummel, we have legal forced entry and search warrants.” Wim had held the warrants above his head. 
Still more nothing.
A large heavy set officer, clad in body armour, helmet and equipped with shotgun broke the silence and marched forcefully towards Wim taking the hallway in a few strides
“Breach complete.” He growled.
“Anyone here?” Wim had replied in a similar gruff voice, not his usual voice, he felt the need to match the intensity of the breach officer. 
“Empty.” The officer had replied. Wim could see the disappointment from the dip in his shoulders. 
“OK, Thank you.” 
“The place is yours detective. My team will be outside for another hour before we return to base.” 
Wim didn’t make any

      ***
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