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DEDICATION

To those who seek their promised homeland,

To the dreamers and adventurers who defy time and space,

To the souls who carry the weight of history upon their shoulders.

This book is dedicated to you.

May the intertwining stories of Sarah and Katalin ignite your imagination and touch your heart,

Inspiring you to embrace the power of love and redemption.

In the pursuit of truth and the quest for a better world,

May you find solace in the knowledge that even in the face of daunting challenges, there is always hope for a brighter tomorrow.
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Chapter One
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“The best way to keep a prisoner from escaping is to make sure he never knows he is in prison.”

— Fyodor Dostoyevsky

Sarah’s heart raced as she walked through the bustling city streets, a wide grin spreading across her face. The world around her seemed to shimmer and glow with a newfound sense of magic and possibility, and she felt alive in a way she hadn’t in years. She had always believed in the power of love, but after her painful breakup with Mehmet she had begun to doubt whether she would ever find it again. She had felt lost and alone, convinced her heart would never fully heal. That was until she met Darius, a stranger who had swept into her life unexpectedly and captured her heart in an instant.

Sarah couldn’t believe her luck. Darius was everything she had ever wanted in a partner, and more. He was kind and thoughtful, and he had a way of making her feel like the only person in the world who mattered. From the moment they locked eyes, Sarah knew he was different, that he was someone special, someone who could truly understand her and love her for who she was. Their connection was instant and intense, and she found herself drawn to him completely.

With Darius by her side, Sarah felt invincible. He supported her dreams, encouraged her passions, and never once tried to change her into someone she wasn’t. They shared a deep understanding and respect for one another, and their love only grew stronger with each passing day. Sarah was convinced this was the real thing, a love that would last a lifetime. She couldn’t imagine a future without him, and she knew he felt the same way.

Their love was electrifying, and Sarah felt it in every fibre of her being. She felt free, as though nothing could ever hold her back. With Darius she was unstoppable; they were a team, and together they could conquer anything. She had never been surer of anything in her life. She had found the person she was meant to be with, the one who completed her in every way. Their connection was undeniable, and she knew they were meant to be together forever.

But just as quickly as her luck had turned, Sarah’s world was about to be turned upside down. As she walked briskly towards her workplace, a shadowy figure stepped out and seized her by the arm. It was The Guide — the same mysterious figure who had haunted her dreams and thrust her into the heart of medieval Constantinople, where she had been forced to fight for her life and the fate of an entire civilisation. Sarah’s mind raced as he dragged her towards an unknown destination. She had thought she had left him and his dark designs behind her, but it seemed fate had other plans.

What did he want from her now? And where was he taking her? Her heart pounded as she stumbled along behind him, her thoughts spiralling out of control. She could not resist him.

She felt the panic rising inside her, threatening to overwhelm her senses. The Guide remained silent as he led her through the winding alleys and dark, deserted streets of the city. Sarah tried to keep her wits about her, but the fear was all-consuming. She had never felt so vulnerable. As they turned a corner, she caught sight of a dimly lit warehouse looming in the distance. Her heart sank as she realised it was likely their destination. What horrors awaited her inside?

The Guide pushed open the door, and Sarah stepped in hesitantly, her eyes scanning the shadows for any sign of danger. The air was thick with the smell of stale cigarette smoke and something else, something sinister. He gestured for her to follow him deeper inside, his footsteps echoing through the cavernous space. Every nerve in her body screamed at her to run. But she knew it was too late; whatever was going to happen to her was already set in motion. As they reached the centre of the warehouse, Sarah saw a group of shadowy figures gathered around a table, their faces obscured by the dim light.

She could hear whispers and murmurs rising from their midst, but she couldn’t make out the words. The Guide stepped forward and addressed the group in a language she didn’t recognise. The figures nodded and muttered their assent, and a cold dread settled over her. She had no idea what was happening, but she knew it couldn’t be good.

Sarah’s heart hammered as she was made to sit at the table, her eyes fixed on The Guide. She had been dragged to this unknown place by the enigmatic figure, and now she found herself surrounded by several other people, all watching her with a mixture of curiosity and concern. She had no idea what was going on, or why he had brought her here. The Guide spoke first, his voice low and measured.

“Sarah, you know why you’re here,” he said. “You were part of an experiment, and it’s time for you to exit. But you didn’t do what was asked of you, and now you have to face the consequences.”

Sarah’s brow furrowed in confusion. “What experiment?” she asked. “I don’t understand.”

The Guide leaned forward, his piercing gaze fixed on her. “The experiment,” he said. “The one you agreed to be part of. The one where we sent you back in time to Constantinople.”

Her eyes widened in shock. “What? I never agreed to anything like that!”

He shook his head. “You did, Sarah. You volunteered. You were one of our best candidates. We thought you could handle it.”

A wave of nausea washed over her.

“You see,” he went on, “in this world, because of our advanced technology, we are able to visit in person. But in the past, where we sent you, we could not materialise without our bodies being harmed.”

Sarah’s mind reeled. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “But why me?” she asked. “Why did you choose me?”

The Guide leaned back in his chair. “You were the perfect candidate.”

A deep anger began to bubble up inside her. “You used me,” she spat. “You sent me back in time to gather data for your own purposes. You didn’t care what happened to me.”

He shook his head. “That’s not true, Sarah. We cared about you. We wanted to keep you safe. But you didn’t follow our instructions. You went off on your own, you got involved with the people there, you changed things. That isn’t what we wanted.”

Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes.

The Guide sighed. “Unfortunately, you have to face the consequences of your actions. You will be punished for what you did.”

A deep dread spread through her. What did that mean? What kind of punishment?

As soon as the words left his mouth, a blinding light enveloped Sarah, and she felt herself being sucked into a vortex. She squeezed her eyes shut and held on for dear life as she was carried away to another place.

When she opened her eyes, she found herself in a completely unfamiliar setting — a modern, beautifully designed room, surrounded by a group of mysterious individuals. As she took in her surroundings, she realised that The Guide, too, had transformed before her eyes. He was no longer the shadowy figure who had haunted her in the past, but a sleek, modern version of himself. The change was disorienting, and she couldn’t shake the feeling that she was dreaming.

The room was spacious, with high ceilings and white marble floors. There were no windows, but the walls were lined with large screens that seemed to display images from different parts of the world and different points in human history — as if the past, present and future were all available to watch, like films in a cinema. The ceiling was made of glass, and Sarah could see the stars twinkling above. In the centre of the room stood a long table with several chairs. The figures seated around it watched her with a mixture of curiosity and apprehension. A lump rose in her throat as she realised she was completely out of her depth.

The Guide approached, his expression solemn. “Welcome, Sarah,” he said. “You are now out of the experiment. There is nothing you can do. You will be judged and given an appropriate sentence.”

Her knees went weak at his words. What did this mean? What kind of sentence? Her mind raced, trying to make sense of it all, but everything felt surreal. Looking around the room, she noticed that some of the people seated at the table wore lab coats, while others were dressed in formal attire. She couldn’t shake the sense that she was caught in the middle of some bizarre experiment. Hoping she was only dreaming, she pinched herself again and again, trying to wake from the nightmare, but nothing changed. She was still there, surrounded by these strangers.

The Guide gestured to one of the chairs. “Please, have a seat.”

Sarah hesitated, then slowly made her way to it. As she sat, she noticed her hands were shaking. She took a deep breath, trying to steady herself.

The Guide turned to the group. “Let us begin,” he said, his voice echoing through the room.

With those words, a deep sense of foreboding settled in Sarah’s gut. She had no idea what was coming, but she knew it wouldn’t be good. The Guide turned back to her, his eyes cold and calculating.

“You were part of an experiment, Sarah — one you agreed to take part in. But once inside, your memory is wiped, so you cannot remember. That is the rule of this game. Otherwise it would be too easy for you, and for others, to make progress,” he explained, his voice dripping with disdain. “We brought you to different periods in history, and you were supposed to follow our instructions and observe without interfering. But you failed to do that. You made choices that changed the course of events, and now you must face the consequences.”

A chill ran down her spine as the gravity of the situation struck her, though she still did not understand any of it.

“I don’t understand anything you’re saying. And what happens now?” she asked, her voice trembling.

She looked around the room, searching for any sign of escape, but there was none. She was trapped, and there was nothing she could do about it. As she waited for her sentence, she couldn’t help but think of all the moments she had lived through — the people she had met, the places she had seen, the loved ones she had left behind. The silence in the room was deafening. At last, one of the people in suits stood and addressed her.

“Sarah,” he said sternly, “you have been found guilty of interfering with the timeline of history, a violation of the rules of the experiment. Your punishment is as follows: you will be expelled from the advanced team and sent back to serve multiple lifetimes until you redeem yourself. If you do not succeed, you will ultimately be erased from existence. Your memories, your actions, everything that makes you who you are, will be wiped clean. You will cease to exist.”

Panic washed over her as she understood. Erased from existence — as though she had never lived at all. All those moments, all those memories, gone forever.

“But why?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Because you violated the rules,” the man replied, his tone final.

Tears welled in her eyes as the magnitude of it sank in. She was going to be erased, her life reduced to nothing more than a footnote in history. She thought of Darius, the man she had fallen in love with, and how he would never know she had existed. It was a fate worse than death.

The people in the room went on discussing the details of her erasure, but Sarah was lost in her thoughts, dwelling on everything she had experienced and everyone she had met, all of it soon to be gone forever. She wondered whether there was any way to fight back, any way to change her fate, but deep down she knew it was futile. She had played the game and lost, and now she had to pay the price.

As the discussion continued, a sense of resignation settled over her. There was nothing she could do, no way to escape. She looked around the sleek, modern chamber that resembled a courtroom. The air was thick with tension, and she couldn’t shake the feeling that she was in grave danger. The Guide stood at her side, his expression inscrutable as he watched the proceedings unfold. Sarah took a deep breath, trying to calm her nerves. She knew she had to stay focused and alert if she was going to make it out of this alive.

“Can someone please tell me what’s going on here?” she demanded, her voice shaking. “I have a right to know.”

The Guide’s lips twisted into a small, wry smile. “You certainly do,” he said. “But I’m afraid it’s not that simple. You see, Sarah, you’ve been involved in a rather complex experiment — one you may not have fully understood at the time.”

Her mind raced as she tried to make sense of it. An experiment? She couldn’t recall signing up for any kind of study or trial. “I don’t understand,” she said finally, her voice barely above a whisper. “What kind of experiment? And why am I being punished for it?”

The Guide’s expression hardened. “You’re being punished because you didn’t fulfil your end of the bargain, Sarah,” he said, his voice cold and clinical. “You were given a task, and you failed to complete it. Now you must face the consequences. You were an advanced soul, on your way to redeeming yourself and finally leaving the prison — but you failed to do what was expected of you.”

Sarah’s heart sank as she grasped the gravity of the situation. She had no idea what he was talking about, but she knew she was in deep trouble.

“Can I at least have a legal representative?” she asked, her voice trembling. “I have a right to defend myself, don’t I?”

The Guide nodded slowly. “Of course. You already have a representative — me. My role was to be your Guide. But I should warn you, Sarah: your case is not a simple one. You’re up against powerful forces, and they won’t hesitate to take you down if they see fit.”

Her stomach turned as she realised the full extent of the danger she was in. But she refused to give up without a fight. She would do whatever it took to clear her name and prove her innocence. As the proceedings continued, she listened intently, trying to piece together what had happened to her. She was surrounded by unfamiliar faces, all of them stern and unyielding. Still, she refused to be intimidated. She would stand up for herself and fight for her rights, no matter the cost.

Sarah took a deep breath and addressed the room. She knew she had to explain her side of the story and hope these people would understand.

“I was tricked by The Guide,” she began, her voice shaking. “He manipulated me into interfering and saving Constantinople from the Ottoman Empire. But then Aino, an alien, told me I was being manipulated, and that I needed to make sure the timeline was set right.” She paused, taking in the room’s reaction. Some looked sympathetic; others, sceptical. “I did as Aino instructed, and returned home, restoring the original timeline that The Guide had wanted me to change.” Her voice grew stronger as she went on. “I didn’t know what I was getting into. But I did what I could to fix it.”

She looked around, trying to gauge their reactions. “Can you tell me who you are?” she asked. “And is there any way we can stop The Guide? He can’t be trusted.”

The Guide stood before her, his expression solemn. “I’m afraid I have some difficult news to share with you, Sarah. When you were tasked with restoring the timeline, you were supposed to return home — but to your true home, which is here. Instead, you refused to listen and went back to your version of home. Your world, the one you know, is not real. It is nothing more than a simulation, created to punish those who have sinned. This place you see here is where you come from.”

Sarah stared at him in disbelief. “What are you talking about? This can’t be real. My world is real.”

“I understand that it’s hard to believe,” The Guide replied, “but it’s the truth. Your world was created to serve as a punishment for those who have committed sins. And, unfortunately, you are one of those people.”

Her mind raced. She couldn’t believe the life she had known was nothing more than a fabrication, a punishment for some unknown sin. “What do you mean, ‘sin’?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

The Guide sighed. “I’m not sure what your specific sin was, Sarah. That isn’t for me to say. But rest assured, it was something significant enough to warrant this punishment.”

Sarah felt like a single drop of water in the ocean. She had always believed she was a good person, that she had lived her life with integrity and kindness. Now she was being told that everything she knew was a lie — that she was nothing more than a sinner being punished for her wrongdoing.

“How long will I be here?” she asked, her voice shaking.

“It’s hard to say,” The Guide replied. “It depends on the severity of your sentence. Some people only have to live a few lifetimes before they are released; others must suffer for centuries. Unfortunately, your sentence is quite severe.”

Panic washed over her. She couldn’t imagine being trapped in this punishment for centuries. She had to find a way out, to work out what she had done wrong and make amends. “What can I do to get out of here?” she asked.

“That’s not something I can answer,” The Guide said gently. “Your sentence has already been decided, and there is nothing you can do to change it. But I can offer you some advice. Make the most of your time here. Learn what you can, and try to find some sense of purpose in your suffering. It won’t be easy, but it is the best way to make the most of the experience.”

Sarah nodded, still overwhelmed by everything she had learned. “Can I ever leave this place?”

“Yes, you can,” The Guide said. “When your sentence is served, you will be released and allowed to return to the ‘real world.’”

A glimmer of hope stirred at the thought, but it was quickly snuffed out by the weight of her sentence. She couldn’t imagine living for centuries in her simulated world, trapped in a punishment for a sin she didn’t even know she had committed — and all of it with no memory of each life as she lived it, only struggle, stretching on for eternity. As she looked around the strange, alien world she now found herself in, a deep sadness and despair settled over her. She was no longer the person she had thought she was, no longer part of the world she had known. She was a sinner now, trapped in a punishment beyond her understanding, with no hope of escape.

Sarah could scarcely believe what she was seeing. She was being shown her true home, and it was a world beyond anything she had ever imagined — filled with a beauty indescribable in human language. It was like a painting made of every colour in the world combined, and the air carried the most delightful scents. There was a sense of peace and serenity she had never known, and she couldn’t help but feel a deep longing for the place.

The Guide noticed the look on her face. “This is your true home, Sarah. This is where your soul was meant to reside. But you broke the rules, and you have been sentenced to live in the simulation created by the correctional system. This is your punishment.”

Her heart sank as she grasped the severity of her situation. She had been living in a simulation all this
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