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Dr. Evelyn Carter carefully turned another brittle page of the medieval manuscript, afraid that even the slightest pressure might reduce it to dust.

The university archives were nearly empty at this hour. 

Only the soft hum of aging fluorescent lights disturbed the silence. 

Long shadows stretched between rows of shelves, packed with centuries of forgotten knowledge.

Normally, the quiet comforted her.

Tonight, it felt unsettling.

Evelyn adjusted her glasses and leaned closer to the faded Latin text.

Something wasn't right.

She had spent the last three hours translating a series of official imperial decrees, discovered in a neglected collection of church records. 

At first, the documents seemed ordinary. Then she noticed the date.

614 AD.

Her pulse quickened.

The decree carried the signature of an emperor who, according to accepted history, should not have existed for another three hundred years.

She checked the date again.

Then the signature.

Then the date once more.

The result never changed.

Impossible.

A chill crept down her spine.

Historians occasionally uncovered forged documents. 

Mistakes happened. Misdated records appeared from time to time.

This was different.

The handwriting was authentic.

The parchment was authentic.

The ink composition matched the period.

Everything about the document appeared genuine.

Yet the signature belonged to the wrong century.

Evelyn quickly opened several reference texts scattered across her desk. 

Her eyes darted between timelines, royal genealogies, and historical records.

Nothing aligned.

The discrepancy shouldn't exist.

Unless— 

Her thoughts stopped.

The idea sounded absurd.

Dangerously absurd.

But once it entered her mind, she couldn't ignore it.

What if the problem wasn't the document?

What if the problem was history itself?

She stared at the faded parchment.

Could entire centuries have been fabricated?

Could humanity have accepted a false timeline for generations without realizing it?

The theory had existed for years on the fringes of academic debate. 

Most scholars dismissed it immediately.

The Phantom Time Hypothesis.

The claim that hundreds of years had been artificially inserted into recorded history.

A fringe conspiracy.

A historical impossibility.

Yet the document in front of her suggested something even more disturbing.

What if it wasn't a conspiracy theory?

What if it was true?

Evelyn's heartbeat thundered in her ears.

If the years between 614 and 911 AD had never existed, the implications would be catastrophic.

Every historical timeline would collapse.

Entire dynasties would vanish.

Civilizations would need to be rewritten.

Human history itself would become unreliable.

She reached for her phone.

There was only one person she trusted with a discovery this explosive.

Dr. Malik Hassan.

He would know how to verify the evidence.

How to test the theory.

How to determine, whether she had uncovered the greatest historical fraud in human existence.

Her thumb hovered over his contact information.

Then she heard it.

A creak.

Slow, deliberate.

Not the sound of settling shelves.

Not the ordinary noises of an old building.

Footsteps. 

Evelyn froze.

The archive had closed hours ago.

She was supposed to be alone.

The footsteps continued.

Measured, patient, approaching.

The atmosphere inside the archive changed instantly.

The silence no longer felt peaceful.

It felt predatory.

She slowly lowered her phone.

Every instinct told her something was wrong.

Very wrong.

Carefully, she slipped the manuscript into her satchel.

The footsteps stopped.

For several seconds, there was nothing.

No movement, no sound. Only silence.

Then a voice emerged from the darkness.

Calm. Controlled. Entirely unexpected.

"Dr. Carter."

Evelyn's breath caught.

"You should not be here."

She slowly stood from her desk.

At the far end of the aisle, a man stepped into the dim light.

He wore a dark suit. 

His posture was rigid. Professional.

His face remained partially concealed by shadow.

But one detail immediately captured her attention.

A small insignia pinned to his lapel.

The crossed keys of the Vatican.

Evelyn felt her stomach tighten.

"What do you want?" she asked.

The man ignored the question.

Instead, he took another step forward.

"You have discovered something that was never meant to be found."

The words sent a cold wave through her body.

He knew.

Somehow, he knew exactly what she had been studying.

Evelyn forced herself to remain calm.

"I think you've mistaken me for someone else."

The man almost smiled.

"Dr. Carter, you are a respected historian."

His voice remained unnervingly calm.

"Please don't insult your own intelligence."

A second sound echoed behind her.

A shoe scraping against marble.

Evelyn spun around.

Another figure emerged from the shadows.

Also wearing a dark suit.

Also bearing the same insignia.

Her escape routes disappeared instantly.

The realization hit her like a physical blow.

This wasn't a misunderstanding.

This wasn't university security.

And these men certainly weren't here to discuss historical research.

The first agent folded his hands behind his back.

"You have uncovered information that threatens a great many institutions."

Evelyn tightened her grip on her satchel.

"History shouldn't be afraid of the truth."

For the first time, the man's expression hardened.

"Some truths destroy more than they reveal."

The warning hung heavily in the air.

Then instinct took over.

Evelyn turned and ran.

The agents shouted behind her.

She ignored them.

Her shoes pounded against the marble floor, as she sprinted through the maze of shelves.

Ancient books blurred past.

Her lungs burned.

Adrenaline surged through her body.

The archive exit appeared ahead.

She lunged toward it.

One hand grabbed the handle.

For a terrifying second it refused to move.

Locked.

No.

She pulled harder—the door burst open.

Freezing night air slammed into her face.

Without looking back, Evelyn raced into the darkness.

Behind her, the Vatican agents emerged from the archive entrance.

And the hunt began.
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Dr. Malik Hassan stared at the glowing laptop screen in disbelief.

For nearly two hours, he had reviewed the encrypted files Evelyn had sent him. 

Every attempt to disprove the data, only led to more questions.

And more contradictions.

Ancient construction records referenced cities that had supposedly existed for centuries, yet no archaeological evidence supported their existence.

Royal bloodlines contained impossible gaps.

Technological development appeared frozen for generations.

Even astronomical observations failed to align with accepted historical timelines.

The deeper he dug, the worse it became.

Malik rubbed his tired eyes and leaned back in his chair.

The evidence pointed toward a conclusion so absurd, that any serious academic would reject it immediately.

Yet the data refused to lie.

Somewhere in history, hundreds of years appeared to have vanished.

Or perhaps they had never existed at all.

His gaze drifted toward a digital clock on his desk.

	


The number suddenly felt uncertain.

If the records were accurate, humanity might not actually be living in the year 2024.

The entire foundation of recorded history could be wrong.

The realization sent a chill through him.

Who could manipulate something on that scale?

Governments changed records.

Empires rewrote victories.

Religious institutions shaped narratives.

But altering centuries of human history?

That required power beyond anything he could imagine.

His phone buzzed.

A message from Evelyn.

Need to see you. Urgent.

Before he could reply, another message appeared.

They know.

Malik immediately stood; his heart sank.

Whatever Evelyn had discovered, had moved beyond academic research.

Someone was watching.

Twenty minutes later, a frantic knock rattled his apartment door.

Malik hurried across the room and opened it.

Evelyn nearly stumbled inside.

Her hair was disheveled, her breathing ragged.

Fear filled her eyes.

The sight alone was enough to terrify him.

He had known Evelyn for years.

She wasn't easily frightened.

Malik quickly locked the door behind her.

"What happened?"

Evelyn dropped her satchel onto the table.

"The manuscript was real."

"I know."

"No, Malik."

She shook her head.

"You don't understand."

Her hands trembled slightly.

"There were people waiting for me."

Malik felt his stomach tighten.

"The Vatican?"

She nodded.

"They knew exactly what I found."

For several seconds neither spoke.

The implications were disturbing.

Nobody should have known about her discovery so quickly.

Unless they had been watching the archive.

Or watching her.

Evelyn removed the manuscript from her bag, and placed it beside Malik's laptop.

"The document shouldn't exist."

"I know."

"It changes everything."

"I know."

She stared at him.

"You believe me?"

Malik turned the screen toward her.

Rows of highlighted discrepancies filled the display.

Maps, dates, royal genealogies.

Astronomical calculations, missing centuries.

"I stopped looking for reasons you're wrong an hour ago."

The room became very quiet.

Because they both understood what that meant.

The theory was no longer hypothetical.

The evidence was becoming impossible to ignore.

A sudden knock shattered the silence.

Both of them froze.

The sound echoed through the apartment.

Three sharp impacts.

Measured. Deliberate.

Not the casual knock of
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