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PROLOGUE
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OCTOBER 2026 – EDINBURGH – FIRST SPEECH FROM FELERAH BLACKTHORN, MSP


The crowd gathered as the petite figure of Felerah Blackthorn took to the makeshift stage outside Waverley Train Station.

She shielded her eyes against the sun as she looked at the crowd. The vibrant buzz of people talking always excited her. Maroon-coloured buses and black taxis drove past with their passengers, unaware of the magick about to be unleashed.

Princes Street was packed with tourists taking in the sights of the Scott Monument, the Edinburgh City trams, and the iconic Balmoral Hotel. The Waverley Market shops plied their goods using a different type of magick, the magick of tourists, who would buy almost anything when travelling abroad.

Felerah loved the city's buzz, excitement, noise and thrum. She drew on its power and used it for political gain.

As she approached the mic, the three-hundred-strong crowd turned to watch and listen to her. She tapped the mic several times to ensure the sound was on and test the volume. She took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. Then she paused, looked at the faces in the crowd and started her speech.

“My fellow Britons and our international friends, lend me your ears and open your hearts.

“Can you feel it? The whisper of change in the air, the pulse of possibility beneath your feet. For too long, we've been trapped in a maze of our own making, our minds clouded by the fog of false promises and hollow words.

“But today, we stand at the threshold of a new dawn.”

The whispering crowd was now silent as they listened to her. One by one, her words and the tone of her voice reached the ears of everyone present.

Felerah's voice took on a melodic quality, and her Edinburgh accent, with its song-like lilt, enraptured the listeners.

“Let my words wash over you. They are breaking the chains that have kept your spirits tied.

“In this moment, let your true selves arise,

“As we cast off the old world's desperate lies.”

People in the crowd began nodding and agreeing with her.

Felerah smiled, even though she hadn’t truly started yet and hadn’t said anything of real significance. She continued.

“We are not merely voters. We are visionaries. We are not simply citizens. We are creators. And in these upcoming elections, we have the power to sculpt a new reality for Britain.

“Imagine a nation where prosperity flows like a river, nourishing every home and every family. Picture a society where your dreams are not just possibilities but inevitabilities.”

Her voice began rising in volume, and her speech became quicker as her passion shone through. She felt the magick flowing through her now, but it wasn’t quite at its full power yet.

She continued to speak for another fifteen minutes.

Bus drivers stopped their buses to listen to her. Tourists stopped walking and talking and pointed their phones towards her as she spoke. The buzz was palpable to everyone present at that moment. The excitement rose, and the adrenaline moved from the soles of the crowd's feet to their minds.

An ethereal fog floated around the city centre as Felerah prepared to finish her speech.

“I stand before you not as a politician but as a catalyst for your awakening. Our party doesn't offer empty promises – we offer the keys to unlock your potential. As you cast your vote, feel the surge of your power. Let it course through you, igniting the flames of change. Together, we will lift Britain from the ashes of depression into an era of unparalleled growth and harmony. You know me. You know our party, GoA, can create change. We’ve seen what we can do in Scotland, so let us create the same for Britain.”

The crowd cheered again, and the tourists even got in on it, cheering alongside the crowd.

“Open your eyes. Open your minds. Open your hearts.

“The future is not something that happens to us – it's something we create.

“Let us create it together.

“Let us not vote for change for change's sake. Let us vote for an awakening. Vote for the future you've always dreamed of but never dared to believe in.

Until now.”

She smiled at the crowd, a smile that reached her eyes and reached their hearts.

At twenty-seven years old, Felerah Blackthorn was going places in the political world.


CHAPTER 1
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Agent Harrison fixed the knot of his purple, Paisley-patterned silk tie before speaking. He looked at Jessica. “How have you been after the time-travelling adventures of your last case?”

Jessica motioned for Agents Harrison and Mills to sit on the leather sofa opposite her and David.

“I’m good. There’re no residual effects from the time travel, but it’s certainly not something I would like to repeat,” Jessica said.

Harrison nodded. “That’s good to hear.”

David smiled at Harrison and chuckled.

Harrison frowned. “What are you laughing at?”

David smiled. “It’s just weird that you dress like a high-end estate agent, look like a marine and talk like a diplomat, but you’re working for a secret organisation that investigates magick and the supernatural world.”

Harrison stared at him and frowned again. “I’ll take that as a compliment.”

David was becoming increasingly comfortable with the broody Harrison and the serious nature of Agent Mills. He liked them more with each meeting and felt comfortable enough to banter with them.

David ran a hand through his tousled brown hair, his athletic frame tense with anticipation and excitement. Beside him, Jessica's emerald eyes sparkled with curiosity, her long red hair cascading over her shoulders. Despite being in their early twenties, both exuded confidence from facing magickal supernatural forces.

As David settled into his seat, he felt the familiar tingle of his magickal senses awakening. His ability to detect and manipulate emotional energies had grown stronger since their last case. Beside him, Jessica's eyes flickered with an otherworldly light, a sign that she, too, was tapping into her magickal energy.

Mills looked at Jessica and David. “Well, your last case of the seventeenth-century Anna fascinated us, and the Cerberus Syndicate thought you did an amazing job. Both of you on that case.” She looked at Harrison, who nodded for her to continue. “We thought you would like to be involved in this case.”

David nodded, still marvelling at how far they'd come since joining the Cerberus Syndicate. The clandestine organisation, operating at the intersection of magick and national security, had opened their eyes to a world few knew existed. Each case pushed the boundaries of what they thought possible and pushed their magickal abilities to the max.

Harrison took out his phone and wirelessly connected it to a monitor that Jessica had set up on the desk for them. He pressed the play button, and Felerah Blackthorn appeared on the screen near the Waverley Train Station.

David and Jessica watched the raven-haired Felerah Blackthorn give her first public speech.

“When was this?” David asked.

“Last year,” Mills replied quickly, motioning for them to keep watching as Felerah stepped up to the microphone.

After a minute, David gazed at the screen and could hardly take his eyes off her as she spoke eloquently to the crowd. He felt lost, like he was in a trance of some kind. He tried to look away to test himself but just couldn’t. It was like having an excellent lingering stare at something and nothing, and it was hard to break.

Jessica looked at him, which he registered in the periphery of his stare.

Harrison skipped forward one minute before the end and let them watch and listen to her speaking. After it had finished, he looked at both David and Jessica. “That was the first-ever speech she made in public.”

As David watched Felerah on the screen, he felt a strange tingling at the base of his skull. The air in the room seemed to thicken, and for a moment, he could have sworn he heard distant, ethereal singing. He shook his head, trying to clear it. Looking at Jessica, he saw the same disorientation in her eyes.

Jessica looked at David. “Are you feeling it too?” She looked at Harrison and Mills. “Is she using some kind of magick to mesmerise the crowd?”

Agent Mills brought out her phone and connected it to the monitor to show them another clip of Felerah where she was talking in the House of Commons. “I’ll turn the sound off, so just watch the reactions of the other MPs.”

The House of Commons fell silent as Felerah Blackthorn rose to speak. Her raven hair gleamed under the harsh lights, her emerald eyes scanning the room. A shimmering haze seemed to settle over the MPs as her melodic voice filled the chamber. One by one, their expressions changed from scepticism to rapt attention. Even the most hardened opponents found themselves nodding in agreement.

David and Jessica both watched the clip. The video showed the faces of the opposition MPs, and they all looked in awe of her and even clapped and nodded along with her as she spoke.

“That is so weird. I don’t follow politics much, but I know enough to know it’s unusual for the opposition to agree with everything another opposition MP says,” Jessica said as she flicked her long red hair from her face.

“Exactly. That’s why we have been looking into her, and we think there’s enough information for you to take this case over and find out what’s going on,” Harrison said.

“Felerah's GoA party has been gaining unprecedented support,” Mills explained. “They're tapping into a deep vein of public dissatisfaction. If their momentum continues, we could see a major shift in the political landscape.”

David frowned. “What does the GoA stand for again? I know it’s something to do with Alba.”

“Guardians of Alba,” Harrison said.

Agent Mills leaned forward, letting her long blonde hair fall to the sides of her face. “We also think she could be involved in something more nefarious, but we have yet to confirm this.”

Jessica looked at David and then back at Agent Mills. “Is it related to the politicians who have died over the last few months you told us about?”

Mills looked at Harrison, who nodded. “Yes. We originally thought the two cases were separate, but it now looks like there could be some kind of link between them, and we need you to confirm that.”

Jessica leaned forward. “These deaths you mentioned – what exactly happened?”

Harrison's face darkened. “Three MPs in the last two months. Each was found in their home, and there were no signs of foul play. But all three had been vociferous in their attacks against GoA policies.”

“Can you give us any more information than that?” David asked.

Harrison stood up and flicked his head up when he looked at Mills, who stood too. “We don’t want to influence your investigations, so we’ll have a weekly meeting with this one as it’s a little more tricky than the other cases you’ve had.”

David nodded, understanding that politicians being involved in something nefarious could be dangerous. “I presume that the government and the media are watching this?”

Harrison took a deep breath. “Yes, and many more agencies are keeping tabs on it, but they won’t hinder anything you’ll be looking into; they’re seeing it from a different angle.”

Jessica opened her mouth to speak, but Mills held up her hand, saying, “We can’t tell you any more.” She looked at her watch and said to Harrison, “We have to go.”

Harrison looked down at her and nodded.

A heavy silence fell over the apartment as the door closed behind the agents. David and Jessica exchanged glances, the weight of their new assignment settling on their shoulders. The faint scent of Harrison's expensive cologne lingered, a reminder of the strange world they now inhabited – where supernatural threats hid behind political facades.

“Well, what do you think of that?” Jessica asked.

David laughed. “It’s certainly a weird one. I’ve just been looking this up. Does this mean that Felerah is some sort of siren?”

Jessica raised her eyebrows. “I suppose it does, but there must be some magickal element to it too.”

“How do you mean?” David asked.

“Well, think about it. The words she used are not magickal in any way. If I had given the same speech to you, you wouldn’t have been as enchanted as we were when watching her. So there has to be some sort of magick going on too,” Jessica replied.

David pursed his lips and nodded. “I thought sirens were meant to be mermaids?”

“No. Originally, sirens were from Greek mythology, and they had the bodies of birds and the heads of women. The bird aspect symbolised their connection to the air,” Jessica said as she walked over to one of the bookshelves and looked for a particular book.

She pulled out a leather-bound book and flicked through the pages as David joined her.

“Here, look,” she said, pointing to an image in the book.

David looked at the image of a hand-drawn bird that had the head of a woman. It had a description:

Parentage: The sirens are often described as the daughters of the river god Achelous and a muse, typically Melpomene (muse of tragedy) or Terpsichore (muse of dance). Other accounts name Phorcys, a primordial sea god, as their father.

Early Depictions: Originally, sirens were depicted as creatures with the body of a bird and the head of a woman. This bird-woman imagery symbolised their connection to the heavens (air) and the mortal world.

Evolution of Image: Over time, especially during the Hellenistic period, their depiction shifted towards that of beautiful women, sometimes with wings or bird-like features.

David read the description. “Well, Felerah Blackthorn is beautiful.”

Jessica quickly turned to look at him. “Is that right?” she said, raising her eyebrows.

David laughed. “Jess, I know we’re together, but I can still see that other women are attractive.”

Jessica laughed, “I know, I’m only joking. I’m not that insecure.”

David let out a sigh. “Thank God for that. I thought you were being serious there.”

Jessica shook her head. “Don’t flatter yourself. You’re good in bed, and that’s good enough for me,” she said, looking serious.

David frowned and was about to speak when he laughed. “Nice one,” he said, nodding. She had never defined their relationship, and he was happy. They were seeing each other exclusively, but it still felt like a casual fling sometimes, which suited David. However, there were moments when it felt like something much deeper. She’d almost told him that she loved him. He knew exactly how he felt about her.

“Back to this, we need to start researching Felerah Blackthorn,” Jessica said, closing the book with a thump. “Something doesn't add up,” Jessica mused, her brow furrowed. “Felerah's influence seems to go beyond what any traditional siren could do. It's as if she's tapped into something more... primal. Something that speaks to the very essence of human nature.”

David nodded slowly. “And how did she come by these abilities? Was she born with them, or did she acquire them somehow? And more importantly, what's her endgame?” David walked over to the leather sofa and plopped himself into it. “We'll start researching her and her family history and take it from there.”

Jessica smiled. “Yes,” she said, strolling over to him. She was about to join him on the sofa when her phone chimed with a new message. Her brow furrowed as she read it.

“What is it?” David asked, noticing the sudden change in her expression.

Jessica looked up, her face a mix of concern and confusion. “It's from Dad. He says he's been invited to a private fundraiser tomorrow night. Guess who's hosting it?”

David sat up straighter, suddenly alert. “Felerah Blackthorn?”

Jessica nodded, her voice dropping to a near whisper. “And he wants us to come with him. Says it's a 'golden opportunity' to meet her in person.”

David stood up, running a hand through his hair. “This is too convenient. Harrison and Mills just briefed us, and suddenly, your dad gets an invitation?”

“I know,” Jessica said, her eyes meeting David's. “It feels like a trap.”

David moved to the window, peering out at the Edinburgh skyline. The sun was setting, casting long shadows across Randolph Crescent. For a moment, he thought he saw a flicker of movement on the street, a white ghostly shape, but it was gone as quick as it appeared.

“We can't refuse,” he said, returning to Jessica. “This might be our best chance to get close to her, to see her magick in action.”

Jessica nodded, but her eyes were troubled. “David, what if we're not strong enough to resist her influence? You saw how those politicians reacted. What chance do we have?”

David crossed the room and took her hands in his. “Hey, we've faced worse, remember? We've got each other's backs. Always.”

Jessica squeezed his hands, drawing strength from his touch. “Always,” she echoed.

As they stood there, the room suddenly felt colder. The lights flickered once, twice. On the bookshelf, the leather-bound tome about sirens fell to the floor with a heavy thud, opening to a page with an illustration of a siren's face – a face that, for a heart-stopping moment, looked eerily like Felerah Blackthorn.

David and Jessica exchanged a look. The game had changed, and they were stepping into unknown territory. Tomorrow night, they would face a woman who could bend the will of thousands or millions of people, and they had to be ready.


CHAPTER 2
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Jessica heard David's grunts and groans in his room and wondered what he was doing. She walked in without knocking to find David half-naked in a strange push-up position. David turned his head slightly and then collapsed to the ground with a groan. “What are you doing?” Jessica asked, admiring his physique.

Propping onto his elbows, he turned and smiled, a little out of breath. “Calisthenics. I’ve been practising for a few weeks.”

“Oh, I didn’t know you were doing that. Why? Why not just go to a gym?” Jessica asked as she sat on the end of his bed, noticing David had made it. She looked around the room; it was clean and tidy, unlike the David she had known last year. She recognised how much he had changed since discovering he was a witch. Things had been so hectic over the previous few months that they hadn’t had a chance to catch up. They were seeing each other, but it wasn’t the conventional relationship where they would go out for meals or to the cinema or virtual reality park like most couples. Their relationship involved working together, sex, coffee and research. She liked it this way. There were no complications, expectations or pressure to be or do anything she didn’t want to.

“Going to the gym is a pain in the arse unless I go at 5 a.m. or something. All the other times, we’re working on cases, researching or doing some magick shit,” David said, rolling onto his side to face Jessica.

Jessica stood up and wandered over to the bookshelf, picking out some notebooks. She turned around to look at David and asked permission to look at them. David nodded to her as if anticipating her question.

She looked through the notebooks. Some were from last year and about their escapades while trying to save the Akashic Records. The notes were increasingly meticulous, talking about the magick systems, the spells and the different levels David had encountered on his astral travels. There were a lot of scattered notes about Jessica too. It wasn’t a diary as such. It was more of a learning journal.

“Wow! I didn’t realise…” She stopped talking when she opened a notebook full of spells and advanced magick that David had learned. A tiny shift in her opinion of him took place. She liked David for who he was, but this was a side to him she’d never noticed before, and she liked him even more for it. It showed a level of dedication she hadn’t seen before.

Jessica's gaze drifted to her reflection in the mirror, noting the subtle changes in her posture and the confidence in her eyes. Her structured magickal education at the university had given her a solid foundation, but the past few months of working cases had honed her skills in ways no classroom could. She realised she envied David's self-taught approach in some ways – his unconventional methods often yielded surprising results.

She strolled back to the bed and brushed her hand over some advanced magickal energy books. “Well, what you did with that push-up looked pretty impressive, but I could give you another kind of workout if you’ve got the energy,” she said, smiling at him and raising her eyebrows, bending over to reveal her cleavage.

David sprang onto his knees. “I think I have the energy for what you are offering, kind lady,” he said with a strange accent.

Jessica laughed as she pulled him closer to kiss him, the familiar tingle of sexual energy bubbling up inside her.
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The afterglow of sex was still lingering in the air as Jessica made a pot of coffee. She turned to catch David checking her out and smiling.

“Okay, back to business,” she said, smiling and turning to pour hot water into the cafetière.

“I know. You’re a terrible influence,” David teased. “You’re right, though. What’s the plan of action for the meeting tonight?”

Jessica shifted her mindset from sexual energy to work energy. “So, we’re just there tonight to observe how she interacts with others. We can also reach out with our magick and see if she’s using other types of magick to enchant or mesmerise the people she’s interacting with.”

David nodded, also shifting his energy to work. “Yep, I agree. But I think it would be a good idea if one of us spoke to her and sees if we can sense anything.”

Jessica thought about this as she waited for the coffee to brew for a few minutes. “Yeah, we might as well get straight in there and find out how she operates from the start.” She looked at David and smiled. “Who would talk to her, though, me or you?”

David wrinkled his nose a little. “It doesn’t matter. We’re just trying to get a read on what she’s all about, and then we can strategise from there.”

Jessica nodded as she slowly pushed the plunger into the hot water and coffee. “Great stuff. Well, I can speak to her. I’ll reach out to her and find out if she’s using magick of any kind, and if you could reach out, too, and find out if you can sense anything?”

“Great. Sounds like a plan,” David said as he laid a folder on the breakfast bar and spread out some sheets of paper. “I was up late last night analysing some of the speech patterns Felerah uses when giving her speeches. I found seven short speeches she’s given over the last year, and she has a certain cadence in them.”

Jessica turned to look at him. “Cadence?”

David looked up from his notes. “Yeah. Speaking cadence is the rhythm, flow and pace of speaking or giving speeches, and with Felerah, there’s a certain pattern.”

Jessica was stunned. “How did you even think to look into the rhythm and flow of her speeches?”

David shrugged and chuckled, “I guess I just went down a rabbit hole.”

Jessica shook her head, impressed with the depth of his research. “So, what did you find?” she asked, intrigued by it.

David puffed out his cheeks. “Well, there’s a lot of info on this, all to do with intonation, pace, emphasising certain words, hand gestures, pauses. She’s a master at it. So I don’t think she’s just using magick. I think she’s using the natural energy of speech, tone and pacing to enchant her audiences.”

Jessica nodded, catching on. “This is impressive, David. So we might be able to resist her influence. Good thinking. I've been working on subtle magickal probes we can use without detection,” she said as she passed David his coffee.

David’s eyes lit up. “There’s more.” He shuffled around to Jessica at the breakfast bar with his laptop. “Look at this.” David played Jessica another clip of Felerah speaking in public.

After the clip had finished, Jessica looked at him, wrinkled her nose a little and shook her head. “What am I supposed to be looking for?”

David quickly reached the point in the video he wanted to share. He looked at Jessica again to see if she had spotted it.

“Just tell me, David, I don’t see what you’re seeing,” Jessica quipped.

David sighed. “See here, she does something with her hand as if wafting a smell closer to her, as you would do with a nice sauce you’re cooking or gently waft in a perfume.”

Jessica looked at it again. “Okay, I see it now, but I don’t get the significance.”

David smiled, with his eyes still wide. “That’s not the main part. It’s what happens after she does it.”

Jessica squinted her eyes at the screen as David zoomed in on Felerah. “Oh my god.”

David smiled and nodded. “She’s building up energy in the room and then inhaling it to give herself more energy. It’s what we do. Except we only bring in the energy from ourselves and our chakras from the soles of our feet, all the way up to our heads.”

Jessica looked at the clip again, mouth wide open. “She’s using other people’s energy instead of just her own.”

David pursed his lips together in a tight smile. “Exactly. And she does it at every speech she’s ever given, including speaking at the House of Commons.”

Jessica looked at David, mouth still open slightly. “So what does this mean? How do we use that?”

David held up his finger. “We can put an energy-blocking blanket spell in the room tonight, and you can use your probes.”

Jessica stared into space, nodding at the same time. “Yes,” she said slowly, still deep in thought.

“Great. What kind of probes would you use?” David asked, then sipped his coffee.

Jessica snapped back to reality. “I think the best ones would be a mind whisper, where I can brush against her mind and find out if she’s using magick, or an echo probe to catch any of her magick, which would be relayed back to me after a few seconds," Jessica said, looking at her notebook.

David raised his eyebrows. “Looks like you’ve been doing a little research yourself.”

Jessica laughed. “Of course, I’m a perpetual learner.”

“We should consider worst-case scenarios,” David said, leaning forward. “What if Felerah can detect our probes? Or discovers the energy-blocking blanket, or if her influence is stronger than we anticipate?”

Jessica nodded, her expression serious. “Good point. We should have an exit strategy and a way to signal each other if things go south. Maybe a subtle magickal distress beacon?”

“We can make sure our telepathic link is strong, and if we’re separated, we can reach out,” David replied.

Jessica nodded. “Yep, that’s probably the easiest way for us.”

“Okay, let’s get started. Would I be okay to go to the office to work?” David asked.

“Yeah, my dad’s at uni at the labs, and I think he’ll be working from there for a few weeks. They have a big project on just now,” Jessica replied, picking up her notebook and coffee to follow David to the office.

Jessica's phone buzzed with a text from Agent Mills: Be careful tonight. We've lost contact with two of our operatives who were investigating Felerah. Watch your backs. Jessica showed the text to David, and they exchanged worried glances. The stakes of their mission suddenly felt much higher.

“So, I’ll check on her family. Your dad’s got access to all these genealogy AI sites, so we can use them to track her family tree. I’ll also verify and check all the police databases to see if there’s anything on there,” David said.

“That’s great. That will give us a good base from which to work. I’ll do some digging on how she climbed up the rankings of the GoA and any other political affiliations she’s had, her university work and anything else I can dig up on her past.”

They sat in silence as they both worked to discover more about the mysterious Felerah Blackthorn.

As they worked, Jessica absently waved her hand over her coffee mug, steam rising as the liquid reheated. Without looking up from his notes, David muttered a quick incantation that caused his scattered papers to reorganise neatly. Although they didn’t like using magick in their everyday lives, it had its benefits.

As Jessica reached for a reference book, David was already holding it out, anticipating her need. She took it with a grateful smile, no words necessary between them. Their movements around the office were synchronised, each instinctively making space for the other's work. They were a great team and becoming stronger with every case.

As David scrolled through some news articles, a headline caught his eye:

Unexpected Auroras Seen Across Scotland

“Hey, Jess, look at this,” he said. “There's been some unusual auroras seen over parts of Scotland. Experts can't explain why it’s happening.”

Jessica glanced over. “Mm, that's odd. Any connection to Felerah or the GoA?”

David shook his head. “Not that I can see. Probably nothing, but…” He bookmarked the page, just in case.

They continued to do their research for another few hours.

The late afternoon sun slanted through the office windows, casting long shadows across the cluttered desk. Outside, the spires of Edinburgh Castle were visible in the distance, a reminder of the city's long history of secrets and power. The room blended old and new – ancient tomes shared shelf space with cutting-edge computers, mirroring the intersection of magick and technology that defined their work.

David leaned back, rubbing his eyes. “Sometimes I wonder if we're in over our heads with all of this,” he admitted quietly.

Jessica looked up, looking a little surprised. She reached out, squeezing his hand. “Maybe we are, but we are constantly learning more and more.”

David looked at her, smiled and nodded. “You’re right. I was just thinking how everything had changed in such a short space of time. Ignore me, " he said, looking back at the computer screen.

Jessica squeezed his hand again and returned to work.

As the day wore on, they were deep into researching and sharing some details they had found.

“Shit! It’s six o’clock,” Jessica gasped.

David looked at the time on the computer. “Jeezus. We better get ready for tonight.”

As they hurried to prepare, Jessica's phone buzzed again. “Another text from Agent Mills,” Jessica said, opening it and leaning closer to David to share the screen.

New intel. Felerah's got a surprise planned for tonight. Be prepared for anything.

David and Jessica exchanged glances. “Well, it’s going to be an interesting night,” David said, laughing a little.

Whatever Felerah had in store, they knew the night ahead would be far from ordinary.


CHAPTER 3
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Jessica walked down the stairs as David looked in the mirror for the tenth time to fix his bow tie. When he spotted Jessica, his mouth fell open.

She’d styled her red hair in a loose, low updo, letting soft, textured strands frame her face. Minimal makeup highlighted her cheekbones, complemented by a subtle accent of lipstick.

She wore a deep emerald-green gown that exuded elegance and sophistication. It featured a fitted bodice with a deep V-neckline, which gave it a refined yet alluring appeal. To top it off, she wore a short, black, faux-fur coat.

“Wow, Jess. You look amazing. And sexy as fuck, I have to say,” David said as he leaned over to kiss her gently on the cheek.

Jessica smiled and looked in the mirror. “Thank you," she said admiringly. “I love that look on you too. You suit a tuxedo,” she said, brushing some specks of dust from his shoulders.

They both turned as they heard the beeping of a car horn outside.

David took a deep breath. “Ready?” he asked.

Jessica nodded confidently and opened the door.

The night air was biting as David held Jessica’s hand to step into the limousine her father had ordered.

“You look amazing,” Jessica’s father said as his eyes lit up. He was very proud of his daughter. And you look dashing,” he said, turning to David.

David acknowledged the compliment with a smile and looked at the woman sitting next to Joseph. She smiled at him and nodded.

“You both look amazing,” the woman said.

Only when she spoke did he realise that the woman beside Joseph was DS Alicia Cooper. “Oh my god. I didn’t realise it was you,” he said, laughing, incredulous at how different she looked when dressed for an occasion like this. “You look…” He thought for a second, trying to be careful not to offend her. “You look great.”

She laughed. “Did you think I always wore trousers and a white shirt?”

Jessica punched David on the arm. “You look stunning, Alicia. As do you, Dad. Not bad for an old man.”

Her father laughed at her and squeezed her hand. “Less of the old.” In turn, he looked at the three of them. “Are you all ready for tonight?”

David and the others nodded.

They didn’t know how powerful Felerah Blackthorn was, so they had to be careful.

The limousine snaked through the cold Edinburgh night while the occupants immersed themselves in thoughts about the night ahead. David found himself stealing glances at Alicia, amazed at her transformation. An elegant black dress and carefully styled blonde hair softened her no-nonsense demeanour. It was a stark reminder of the duality they all lived with – the everyday world and the hidden magickal one they were about to enter.

“So, what's our strategy?” Alicia asked, her voice low and serious despite her glamorous appearance.

Jessica leaned forward, her emerald dress rustling softly. “David and I will try to get close to Felerah and see if we can sense anything unusual. Dad, you and Alicia should mingle. Keep an ear out for any interesting conversations. You’re much better at that than David and me.”

Joseph nodded, his eyes twinkling with a mix of pride and concern. “Remember, we're dealing with someone potentially very dangerous here. Be careful, all of you.”

As the limousine pulled up to the grand entrance of The Balmoral Hotel, David felt the familiar tingle of magick at the base of his skull. He exchanged a glance with Jessica, confirming she felt it too. Whatever was happening inside was already affecting the magickal atmosphere around them.

They stepped out onto the red carpet, camera flashes momentarily blinding them. David offered his arm to Jessica, and they ascended the steps together, followed closely by Joseph and Alicia.

The grand ballroom was a spectacle of opulence, crystal chandeliers casting a warm glow over the city's elite. But beneath the veneer of a typical political fundraiser, David could sense an undercurrent of something. There was tension in the air, a barely perceptible hum of energy that made the hairs on the back of his neck stand up.

Jessica was already scanning the room and locked her eyes on Felerah Blackthorn.

David followed Jessica’s gaze and rested his eyes on Felerah. He had to admit she didn’t need to use magick to attract attention. She looked beautiful, effortlessly captivating the room with her presence alone. Felerah stood poised, the soft light of the chandeliers casting a faint shimmer on her gown. The black fabric wrapped around her torso, clinging in all the right places, while the halter neck tied delicately behind her neck accentuated her graceful shoulders. Her black hair cascaded down over her right shoulder, brushing the top of her arm.

As she moved, the sheer, flowing skirt billowed gently with each step, offering fleeting glimpses of her legs beneath the translucent fabric. It was a striking contrast – elegant yet alluring, commanding admiration in a way that felt almost ethereal. She didn’t need flashy jewellery or extravagant accessories; a simple black clutch rested in her hand, gleaming just enough to complement her ensemble.

David couldn’t take his eyes off her, realising that it wasn’t just her beauty that held everyone’s attention – it was the quiet confidence with which she wore it. At that moment, he understood what made her so different.

Jessica leaned into him. “That’s a Saint Laurent dress she’s wearing and you’re admiring,” she said, laughing at him.

David broke his gaze from Felerah. “You have to admit she does look stunning. But not nearly as stunning as you do,” he said matter-of-factly.

As they spoke to each other and looked at Felerah, there was a break in the crowd, and Felerah looked directly at David and Jessica.

“Shit! She’s coming over,” David said as Felerah walked confidently towards them.

“Jessica Campbell,” Felerah said with a wide smile, holding her hand out to Jessica. Jessica smiled back and shook her hand firmly.

“I’ve heard a lot about you, Felerah. It’s great to meet you,” Jessica said, looking directly into Felerah’s eyes.

“And who is this strapping young man?” Felerah asked, looking at David.

“I’m David Hunter. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Felerah,” David said, holding out his hand, bracing himself for some sort of magickal contact. There was nothing. Her grip was firm, but there was no magick that David could sense.

“If you’ll excuse me, there are a few people I have to speak with before my speech. I hope you enjoy this evening. It was lovely meeting you,” Felerah said. She ambled to another group and greeted them warmly.

David looked at Jessica, who raised her eyebrows. “Did you sense anything?” he asked.

“Nope, nothing at all. She’s charming, but you’d expect that from a politician,” Jessica said, looking over at Felerah again.

As they watched the crowd interact with Felerah, they couldn’t sense anything, much to their disappointment.

As they sipped slowly at their champagne, an announcement came from the centre stage. “Please, can I ask everyone to take their seats as we welcome our host for the evening to the stage.”

The crowd dispersed and took their allocated seats at the various tables around the room.

“Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome Felerah Blackthorn,” the compere said enthusiastically, clapping his hands vigorously and encouraging the crowd to do the same.

David looked down at his feet. A green, swirling cloud slowly crept over the room’s floor, engulfing people’s feet as they sat at their tables.

“Jess, look,” David said, pointing to the floor.

Jessica looked down, and her eyes widened. She tried to get her father's attention, who was sitting at the adjacent table with Alicia.

The loud humming of the crowd died to silence as Felerah took to the stage and looked out over the two hundred people in the crowd. She paused as she stood in front of the microphone before lifting the microphone stand and setting it to one side.

She then began to speak:

Zhalir eth'thaal moressu alna'ir, imathar, van'taar, suriel.

She spoke the words slowly, almost singing, yet nobody heard them.

The words, spoken in Seraphic, reverberated in the bodies of each recipient who felt them. An ancient language that wasn’t so much spoken but sung, never heard but felt deep within the body. She stood on the stage and almost whispered the words, yet everyone in the room felt and understood them.

David felt the words in his stomach, then they travelled through his body like a swirling ball of energy. They travelled simultaneously from his pelvic area to his forehead. He couldn’t think, speak or focus for a few seconds. Instead, he felt the words she was singing. Then he looked at Felerah.

She was a vision of light; pure energy of varying colours. She looked translucent, almost hovering on the stage and looking out over the crowd. Time stood still, sounds faded, thoughts drifted. What was left was a moment of clarity, a moment of joy, a moment that would last a lifetime and yet only a few milliseconds would pass.

Felerah took the microphone stand again and began speaking in English.

“We stand at the threshold of a new beginning. What we felt just moments ago, that pull inside us, that swirling energy, was more than words and sensation. It was a reminder of the power within us – a reminder that we, together, can bend the very fabric of the world around us.

“We have been silent for too long. We have accepted the broken systems, the divisions that separate us, the voices that tell us we are powerless. But now… now is the time to rise. Not just as individuals but as one. One body. One mind. One spirit. United in purpose, action and vision.

“What you felt was not simply an experience. It was a call. A call to awaken the deepest parts of ourselves. It calls us to remember that true power lies not in titles, wealth or fear but unity, understanding and the determination to act.

“We must seize this moment, this fleeting clarity, and transform it into lasting change.

“Look around you. The air is thick with possibility. The ground beneath our feet hums with potential. Every one of you has a part to play in what comes next. No one is too small, and no voice is too quiet. We are all threads in the great tapestry of destiny, and when we weave together, we become unstoppable.

“So I ask you – what will you do with this moment? Will you let it fade, a distant memory of a sensation long past? Or will you grasp it, hold it in your heart and let it ignite a fire that will burn through the darkness of apathy and fear?”

Felerah Blackthorn stopped to let her words sink in, then continued for another fifteen minutes to ask two hundred people to unite in her desire to create change in the United Kingdom. She clarified that change would not be focused on the UK but would start there to kickstart a worldwide change campaign.

As Felerah finished her speech, the crowd, including David, Jessica, Joseph and Alicia, stood up to applaud her for five minutes, whooping and cheering as they did so.

Nobody quite knew what had just happened.

David sat back down in a daze and looked at Jessica, who was grinning as she looked at David.

As the ethereal moment passed, the crowd stirred as if waking from a collective dream. Murmurs of awe rippled through the room. A woman at a nearby table dabbed at her eyes, mascara running. “I've never felt so... inspired,” she whispered to her companion. An older gentleman was still standing, applauding with tears in his eyes. David noticed a young aide stumbling slightly, steadying himself against a chair, his eyes unfocused but a beatific smile on his face.

Gradually, the crowd stirred back to awareness as waitstaff moved gracefully among them, offering drinks and serving platters of food.

The moment might fade, but the speech would endure, its words still echoing in the minds of everyone in the room.

David's knuckles were white as he gripped the table's edge, fighting against the waves of magickal energy washing over him. He reached out mentally to Jessica, feeling sluggish as he projected his thoughts. “Jess, are you okay?”

Jessica's response came slowly, her mental voice strained. “Barely. This is... intense. How is she doing this without anyone noticing?”

David glanced around, seeing only rapturous faces. “I don't know, but we need to stay alert. This is bigger than we thought.”

Jessica looked at David. “I feel euphoric,” she said with a smile.

David nodded. “I’ve felt this before, but it didn’t come from a speech.”

At the next table, Joseph blinked rapidly, shaking his head as if to clear it. His magickal senses, honed over years of study, were overwhelmed. He looked at Alicia, who looked just as groggy.

Joseph nodded over to Jessica and mouthed, “Are you okay?”

Jessica nodded with wide eyes.

Felerah made her way through the crowd, shaking hands and exchanging pleasantries. She approached David and Jessica's table, her smile dazzling. “I do hope you enjoyed the speech,” she said, her voice low and melodic. “I'd love to hear your thoughts... especially on my proposal's more esoteric aspects.”

David felt a chill run down his spine. Behind Felerah's polite smile, her eyes gleamed with knowing intensity. As she extended her hand, David saw the faintest flicker of magickal energy dance across her fingertips.

At that moment, he realised two things with terrifying clarity: Felerah knew who and what they were, and the handshake she offered was far more than a simple greeting. It was a challenge that could expose them if they refused or lead them into unknown magickal depths if they accepted.

David glanced at Jessica and saw the same realisation dawning in her eyes.

David wondered, Is she doing this for the good of the people or to control them?


CHAPTER 4
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“Is the privacy barrier soundproof?” Jessica asked her father as they stepped into the limousine.

Her father nodded. “Yes, but we can trust Trevor. He works exclusively for us at the university and with the Cerberus Syndicate.”

“Okay, good. I'm just checking so we can talk in private here,” Jessica said as she swept up the back of her dress to bring it to the front.

“I can’t believe what just happened in there,” Alicia said. “I am still buzzing from what she said or whatever magick she used on us. I have to admit, I feel pretty good.”

Jessica pursed her lips. “I suspect that’s part of her magick, to make you feel good. It creates a magick of its own.”

“What do you mean by that?” David asked her, tilting his head to the side.

Jessica paused for a second. “Well, think about it. It’s all about first impressions. She has created a great first impression on everyone who didn’t know her. So when you meet her next time, she won’t have to use as much of her magick on you as you are already open to her charms.”

David thought about this. “Yeah, but she used magick to create it.”

Jessica looked at her father, who smiled at her. “No, she created a first impression the moment you saw her. You said she looked stunning in her dress, and I’m sure you weren’t just admiring the dress.”

David shifted uncomfortably in the leather seat.

Jessica touched David’s hand. “Oh, I’m not having a go at you. I even looked at her legs, shoulders and neck. She looked great in that dress, she’s beautiful. But the point is that it was her creating a first impression. Then, whenever she spoke with someone, what did she do?”

David looked at Joseph and Alicia, who raised their eyebrows. “Well, I can’t remember really. Ehm, she spoke with us very briefly.”

Jessica shook her head. “No, she shook our hands. And it wasn’t a limp shake of the hand like most women usually do. She shook firmly and did it with everyone she spoke to. She exuded confidence in how she spoke, how she walked and how she addressed her audience. All of that went towards creating a good impression, so she used psychology before using her magick.”

Jessica watched David as this information sunk in.

After a few seconds, David looked at Jessica and smiled. “That’s pretty impressive. I never really thought about first impressions before. But what about that thing she did at the beginning of her speech?”

Jessica, Joseph and Alicia blurted out simultaneously, “What thing?”

David looked at each of them and laughed. “You’re winding me up now.”

“No, seriously, I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Jessica said. Joseph and Alicia looked at David, frowning.

After a few seconds to make sure they weren’t taking the piss out of him, he replied, “The strange language she spoke right before the speech. She said something that just sounded weird.”

Jessica shook her head and furrowed her brows. She looked at her father and Alicia, who reciprocated by shaking their heads.

David laughed again. “I felt it in my stomach. It wasn’t words as such; it was more like she sang very briefly, and I had this weird feeling in my stomach, and then it travelled from my pelvis to my head. It was…” He shook his head as if searching for the words. “It was beautiful.”

Joseph asked, “Can you remember anything of what she said?”

David smiled. “Yes, because I recorded it.” He dug into his jacket pocket and fished out his phone.

After clicking a few buttons, he showed the three of them a clip of Felerah walking to the microphone. All three leaned closer to the small screen as Felerah set aside the microphone stand. She sang the words Zhalir eth'thaal moressu alna'ir, imathar, van'taar, suriel.

Joseph leaned back. “That’s amazing that you were the only one out of us who heard the incantation, David. We’ll have to look at that. But first, we need to analyse what she said. Can you create a sound clip of the part where she said that and send it to me?”

“Sure, no problem.” David turned the phone around, quickly created a sound clip and sent it to Joseph.

“Great, thanks for that. I’ll send it to a friend to analyse it to see if he can find out the language used,” Joseph said as he focused on his phone.

Jessica looked at Alicia. “I wonder why David was the only one to hear it?”

Alicia shook her head slowly. “So when you said you felt it, tell me again what you felt.”

David took a breath and thought about it. “Well, it kinda hit me in the stomach, literally. It was like a pleasurable pain. Then, after a few seconds, I felt it in my pelvic area, and it travelled right up through the centre of my body and up to my head.”

“The chakra points,” Jessica said to herself as she listened to David.

“Yeah, I didn’t even think about that,” David replied. “Of course, the magick was being sent through the chakra points. That makes sense.”

Jessica leaned forward more. “Did you feel anything else?”

David thought about it for a few seconds and slowly shook his head. “Oh, wait. Just after I felt that, I looked up at Felerah on stage. She looked almost translucent, like… like an…”

“Like an angel,” Joseph said.

“Exactly!” David replied.

“I’ve just got a message back from my friend. Listen to this,” Joseph said as he played a voice message.

“Joseph, this is strange, I mean really strange. There have been another eight messages that I’ve heard over the last week or so with this kind of language structure. This is not a known language, but a well-known psychic I know and trust says this is Seraphic, which means the language of the angels. I know that sounds very weird, but she believes she knows the language, and a few others worldwide believe they can speak Seraphic.”

“So, Felerah is an angel?” Jessica said, laughing.

Her father raised his eyebrows. “If this truly is Seraphic, we're dealing with something far beyond ordinary magick. I’ve read in ancient texts that Seraphic was said to be the language of creation itself. I always put it down to a very nice myth, but a myth nonetheless.”

Alicia listened intently to the conversation. “I guess the other big question here is why can David hear this and not any of us?”

“Maybe it’s something to do with the crystals you collected when we were dealing with the Akashic Records. You never really spoke about that,” Jessica said, looking at David.

David gazed as if focusing on something. “Yeah, I suppose it could be. I never got the last crystal, and I kind of forgot all about them after everything we went through with the Akashic Records.”

“Good, that’s something we can explore more, then,” Jessica said.

“We can also look into what Ernest said about the psychic being able to understand Seraphic and others being able to speak it. And we can look into the other incidences of this language being spoken elsewhere,” Joseph said, looking at Alicia.

Alicia nodded. “I take it the Cerberus Syndicate will be okay with that. After all, it is part of the investigation into Felerah.”

“I imagine they will be okay. But we have yet to look into the politicians who died. The team said Felerah might have something to do with that too.”

Jessica sighed. “It looks like we’ve got a lot to look into. I’m knackered. I think we should all get a good night's sleep and start afresh tomorrow.”

Alicia nodded. “Good idea.”

The car crawled along Clerk Street before turning into St Patrick Square, where Alicia now lived. She bid them a good night. They watched as she got into her flat and turned on the light. She looked out the window and held up four fingers to indicate she was okay, a sign they had agreed upon to ensure they were not being coerced.

As the limousine drove away, David, Jessica and Joseph sat back in the leather chairs, lost in their thoughts about the night's events.

“So, what do you think Felerah’s plans are, then?” Jessica asked.

“I don’t know. I’m still trying to determine if she’s doing this for the good of the people,” Joseph said as he rubbed his chin. “What do you think, David?”

David looked at Joseph. “Honestly. I don’t know. She’s just raised over five hundred thousand pounds for Women's Aid and hosted a few of these evenings for other charities too. I can’t wrap my head around it all yet.”

They sat in silence again.

As the car pulled into Randolph Crescent, David looked out the window and saw three figures lining the street to Joseph's apartment. They were translucent beings that seemed to hover. He could see their dark eyes through the haze of the bright white shapes.

David quickly pressed the buzzer for the driver. “Stop the car. Now!”

Jessica and her father looked confused. “What’s wrong?” Jessica said as the car pulled to a stop.

“Can you not see the figures in the street?” David said as he jumped out of the car.


CHAPTER 5
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David ran at full speed towards one of the ghostly figures he had seen from the limousine. As he ran, he thought, What the hell do I do when I reach them?

“David, what the hell are you doing?” Jessica shouted as she ran after him.

Could Jessica and Joseph not see these figures?

After a few seconds of sprinting, he reached one of the ghostly figures whose black eyes seemed to pierce his soul. David stopped suddenly as his body began to vibrate uncontrollably. It wasn’t visibly shaking; it was vibrating inside. He felt as if all of his organs were going to burst as pain shot through his body.

Jessica reached out to him. “David, what’s wrong? What’s going on?”

He strained to look at Jessica as she stood beside him, wondering what was happening. He could still see the white mist and the black eyes of this being. He tried to speak, but no words came out. It was like being in a bad dream and trying to scream, but no sound could be heard, only the silent screams in his head.

Joseph walked calmly up to David as Jessica was panicking beside him. He touched David on the chest and then calmly punched him square on the jaw, knocking David to the ground.

David felt the pain of the punch and the subsequent knock to his head as he fell to the ground. The vibrating in his body had stopped. He could taste the salty blood on his tongue from his burst lip.

“Dad, what the fuck are you doing?” Jessica screamed as she bent down to David.

Joseph bent down and touched David’s chest again, then he nodded. “It’s gone.”

Jessica shot him a look of disdain and then turned back towards David, who was beginning to stir and lift himself from the cold concrete slabs.

He spat some blood out onto the pavement and looked at Joseph. “Thank you!”

Joseph nodded to him.

“Thank you?! What do you mean, thank you? What the hell am I missing here?” Jessica shouted, looking between her father and David.

Joseph helped David to his feet. “Those entities were attempting to possess you, David. The vibration you felt was your body fighting against the intrusion. The punch was to break their connection.”

David winced as he touched his jaw, the metallic taste of blood still in his mouth. “Those... things. They were just like what I saw when Felerah was speaking. Translucent, but with these piercing black eyes. When I got close, it felt like my entire body was being torn apart from the inside. Like every atom was vibrating at a different frequency.”

He paused, his brow furrowing as he tried to articulate the sensation. “It wasn’t just physical. I felt like it was reaching for something deeper, something... at the core of me. My soul, maybe? And the strangest part is, I could hear something. Not words exactly, but a kind of singing. Similar to what Felerah did, but darker, more ancient.”

Jessica's eyes darted between David and her father, a mix of concern and frustration evident on her face. “Hold on. You're telling me there were invisible entities here, trying to possess David, and you”—she pointed at her father—“knew exactly how to deal with them?”

She ran a hand through her hair, exasperated. “Dad, what aren’t you telling us? How many times have you dealt with something like this before?”

Joseph sighed, his shoulders sagging slightly. “More times than I’d like to admit, Jessica. There are beings from the magick world that prey on the souls of humans, and they have been for thousands of years.”

“I don’t get it. I’ve been practising magick since I was a little girl and haven’t come across these beings. Why now?” she said, staring at her father.

Joseph shook his head, but David knew there was something more he wasn’t telling them.

“We need to consider the timing of this,” Joseph said, his voice low and serious. “These entities appearing right after Felerah's demonstration of Seraphic... it can’t be a coincidence.”

David nodded, wincing slightly at the movement. “Could Felerah have summoned them somehow? Or maybe her speaking Seraphic opened the door to them?”

Jessica's eyes widened as a thought struck her. “What if this is why those politicians died? Could they have encountered these entities too?”

Joseph glanced up and down the street, his posture tense. “We can’t stay here. Now that they know David can perceive the entities, they might become more aggressive or try to help.”

“What?” Jessica said as they began to walk towards the apartment.

Joseph rubbed his forehead. “It’s complicated. Let’s get back to the flat, where it’s heavily guarded against spiritual intrusion. It's not perfect, but it's our best option.”

Joseph walked quickly to the apartment with David and Jessica in tow. As they hurried to it, David's mind raced. The Seraphic language, Felerah's speech, these entities... they were all connected somehow. But how?

Jessica looked deep in thought. "Why can only you see and hear these things, David? It has to be related to your experience with the crystals during the Akashic Records case.”

Joseph interjected, “David's exposure to the crystals may have heightened his spiritual sensitivity. In a way, it might have partially awakened abilities similar to those Felerah demonstrated.”

“But if that's true,” David said, a note of worry in his voice, “what does that mean for me? Am I in more danger now? Or could this somehow help us understand what Felerah is doing?”

David felt a sense of safety as they approached the black door of the apartment. Joseph muttered an incantation under his breath. The air around them shimmered briefly, and David felt tingling as they passed through an invisible barrier.

“I've reinforced the wards,” Joseph explained, his voice tense. He gestured to the doorframe, where David noticed fresh, intricate symbols etched into the wood. “These should keep out most magickal entities.”

Inside, the apartment looked different. The living room had been transformed. Bookshelves lined with ancient tomes had appeared, strange artefacts dotted every surface, and glowing crystals hung from the ceiling.

Once they were settled in the living room, Joseph sighed heavily. “Those entities you saw, David, they're known as the Whispers. They exist in the spaces between the seven planes of existence.”

“Between the spaces? I thought there were only seven planes of existence?” Jessica leaned forward, intrigued. “Why haven’t you ever mentioned these before?”

Joseph gazed at the wall. “I hoped you'd never need to know. The Whispers are dangerous. They act as intermediaries between the planes and are not always benign. But”—he tilted his head—“they can also help too.”

“And you've encountered them before?” David asked.

Joseph nodded solemnly. “Yes, years ago. It didn't end well, but that’s a story for another time.”

“So, why would Felerah be involved with the Whispers?” Jessica mused, pacing the room. “Is she trying to communicate with other planes?”

David shook his head. “Or maybe she's not doing it intentionally. What if her use of Seraphic is... I don't know, thinning the veil between planes?”

Joseph stroked his chin thoughtfully. “It's possible. Seraphic is a powerful language. If misused, it could have unintended consequences.”

Jessica suddenly sat up straight, her eyes wide with excitement.

“David,” she said, turning to him, “what about Morgana? You haven't communicated with her since the last case with Anna? This could be the perfect time to reconnect, ask her for advice and let her help test your abilities."

David's eyes widened in realisation. “Jeez, of course. I can't believe I didn't think of that. Morgana might have insights into what's happening, especially with these new sensations I'm experiencing.”

Joseph nodded approvingly. “Excellent suggestion, Jessica. I think you should utilise the wisdom of the teachers as much as possible, not just for instances like this. Try to make it a habit to connect with them at least once a week, and you’ll grow and learn so much from them. David, do you remember the process of getting in touch?”

David nodded. “Yes, but I’ll need a quiet space. I’ll nip upstairs. I shouldn't be that long as I can get into state quickly now.”

Jessica squeezed his hand before he jumped up from the sofa. He turned to her and smiled. “I’ll be back down soon.”

David took the stairs two at a time, eager to reach Morgana as quickly as possible. As he pushed open the door to his bedroom, he wondered where Morgana resided. With everything going on in their lives, Jessica and David had never really questioned the existence of Morgana and Dalinar, their teachers.

David made a mental note to ask more about Morgana and Dalinar as he got into position in his brown leather reading chair. He pushed the bottom of his back into the fold of the chair to keep his back straight, then closed his eyes.

He controlled his breathing with a technique known as box breathing, which he’d learned from his teacher. He took long, deep breaths for four seconds, pushing out his stomach simultaneously, holding for four seconds, exhaling for four seconds and then holding again for four seconds.

He immediately felt relaxed, and his excitement died down until he felt peaceful. He did this for eight minutes before anything happened. Suddenly, he saw a shimmering figure materialise in his mind's eye. Morgana, ethereal and wise, stood before him.

“David,” her voice echoed in his mind, “I've been expecting you. Much has changed since we last spoke. Let me come to you so we can all speak together.”

David felt a mixture of relief and excitement. What does she mean, come to me? he asked himself.

Then, he heard a loud knock at the apartment's front door. He smiled, stood up from his chair and ran downstairs to open the door.

He was too late. Joseph had already reached the door and opened it to Morgana, greeting her with a smile and welcoming her into the apartment.

Morgana smiled at David and followed Joseph into the living room.

As they sat down, David began to speak. “Morgana, I'm glad you're here. We're facing something... something big. I've developed new abilities, and there's this woman, Felerah, who's using Seraphic language. And these entities called Whispers⁠—”

Morgana held up a hand, silencing him gently. “Slow down, David. Your abilities have grown more than you realise, but first…”

David took a breath. “Of course, I didn’t even introduce you…”

Morgana laughed. “No, I’ve met Jessica and Joseph before. First… I need a coffee.”

David looked at her and then at Jessica, who started laughing. He looked at Joseph, who was laughing with them. “Very funny. You’re an ethereal being. You won’t drink coffee,” David said, feeling a little stupid.

Morgana smiled at him. “No, just slow down a little. I really would like a cup of coffee. It’s not often I get the chance.”

After a few minutes, David returned with a cafetière of coffee and poured a cup for everyone, including Morgana. Then he sat down beside Jessica and opposite Joseph and Morgana. “So, what are the Whispers?” he asked, ready to learn.

Morgana took a sip of her coffee, savouring the taste before speaking. “The Whispers are ancient entities, older than the seven planes themselves. Imagine the universe as a book – the planes are the pages, but the Whispers exist in the spaces between those pages.”

She looked at David, her eyes glowing with an ethereal light. “Seraphic isn't just a language, David. It's a key that can unlock these spaces. When Felerah speaks it, she's essentially unlocking the doors to the spaces between each plane.”

Jessica frowned. “Why? What purpose would there be to have these Whispers on the Earth plane?”

Morgana turned to Jessica, her expression grave. She considered the question for a moment before responding, “The purpose of bringing the Whispers to the Earth plane could be multifaceted, but essentially, for chaos or evolution.”

It was David’s turn to frown in confusion. “Chaos or evolution? I don’t get it.”

“Chaos unsettles the human mind, but evolution propels it forward.”

Joseph smiled as he listened intently to Morgana. “So, I guess the logical question to ask just now would be, is the human mind in chaos or a state of evolution?”

Morgana nodded and looked to David and Jessica for their understanding.

“We’re definitely in a state of chaos, I would say,” Jessica said.

“When you say the human mind, I take it you mean the collective consciousness of the world?” David asked.

“Yes, that’s exactly what I mean,” Morgana replied, waiting until David thought about this.

“Then, I would have to agree with Jess. We are in a state of chaos.”

Joseph questioned David and Jessica. “For clarification, why do you say we’re definitely in a state of chaos?”

Jessica leaned forward, eyes narrowing as if counting each point on her fingers. “Political uncertainty, wars around the world, poverty, obesity, pandemics... climate change ravaging ecosystems, disinformation spreading like wildfire on social media, the collapse of trust in institutions, economic instability, the rise of extremism and division. It’s like every pillar that holds society together is crumbling at once.”

David nodded, adding, “Natural disasters becoming more frequent, entire species disappearing overnight, mental health crises skyrocketing globally – people feel isolated, disconnected from each other. It’s as if the fabric of reality is fraying, and no one can stitch it back together.”

Joseph held up his hands. “I hear you. But it raises the question: could things get any more chaotic, or is this the moment to propel ourselves forward?”

Morgana let this question marinate in their minds for a few seconds.


CHAPTER 6
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They continued to discuss the implications of Morgana's chaos and evolution theories and how they could relate to Felerah for over an hour.

“Before I go, I would suggest I do some magickal testing and teaching with David and Jessica,” Morgana said.

Jessica felt a twinge of excitement at the thought of this. She’d thought Morgana would take David aside and talk to him alone, but it felt good to be included.

Morgana smiled at Jessica. “You know that David has shared the magick energy he has picked up with the crystals with you too?”

Jessica whipped her head around to look at David.

David smiled, raised his eyebrows and shrugged his shoulders.

She looked at Morgana. “How is that? I don’t understand.”

Joseph put his hand on Jessica's arm. “I don’t need to know all the details, Jessica, but I’m pretty sure you and David have done more than kiss each other.”

Jessica put her hand to her mouth as her cheeks blushed.

David and Joseph burst out laughing at her reaction.

“Okay, now that we know that, let's test your abilities first,” Morgana said as she smiled at the banter between them.

Joseph stood up. “I’ll make myself scarce and do some work in the office, and you three can do some testing and training in here.”

“Thank you, Joseph,” Morgana said as she turned towards David and Jessica to get started.

As Joseph left the room, Jessica pulled one of the Chesterfield Queen Anne chairs closer to the two sofas.

“Good, that’ll help with what we’re going to do,” Morgana said as she pulled the table away from the sofas and pulled the chair closer. “So, what we’re going to do is test your level of magick.”

David looked at Jessica, smiled, and nodded as if it was a challenge.

“This is not a competition, David,” Jessica said, shaking her head.

David shrugged. “Well, it kinda is,” he said in a lowered voice.

Morgana shook her head and laughed. She pulled three crystals out from a black leather pouch in her pocket. Her fiery red hair splayed over the table as she laid out the crystals in a line, about six inches apart. The green, red and blue crystals looked like glass, and they sparkled as the light from the living room caught them in a certain way.

“Okay, I’d like the both of you to sit in front of the crystals and close your eyes. After a few seconds, I want you to reach out to the crystals in your mind's eye and then tell me what you sense,” Morgana said, looking at them to get started.

David and Jessica sat at the front of the table and closed their eyes.

Jessica took deep breaths and exhaled slowly to relax her body before pulling the energy up from the soles of her feet. She then reached out in her mind's eye to the three crystals on the table. Nothing happened for the first few seconds; her mind was blank and dark. Then, a river of colours started to stream into her mind, and with it, an energy pulsed throughout her body.

In the distance, she heard Morgana’s voice. “Open your eyes.”

When Jessica opened her eyes, she let out a loud gasp as she looked around her surroundings. She was in some kind of wooden lodge. She looked at Morgana and said, “Where are we?”

“That doesn’t matter; what matters is that you were able to use the energy from the crystals to transport yourself here,” Morgana said.

Jessica turned to look to her side. David still had his eyes closed but was beginning to stir. He opened his eyes and looked around the room groggily as if he’d just awakened from a good sleep.

“Good. You both can use the energy from the crystals to astrally project here to another plane of existence. I know you used astral projection a lot before, but you haven’t used it for a while, so it’s great to know you can still navigate the astral realms. Okay, next test,” Morgana said as she stood up.

Jessica shifted her seating position to a more comfortable one and waited on the next test from Morgana.

“You are using your astral bodies just now and your physical consciousness. I would like you to use your astral consciousness. Have you ever done this before?” Morgana asked, looking at them.

David frowned. “I thought they were the same thing?”

Morgana shook her head. “What about you, Jessica?”

Jessica scrunched up her nose and moved her head side to side. “I’ve experienced it, but it wasn’t deliberate on my part.”

“What did it feel like?” Morgana asked.

Jessica laughed. “Very disorienting. Like a terrible case of dizziness.”

Morgana smiled. “Yes, it’s not pleasant at first, but trust me when I say that when you pass through that switching stage, it is worth it – not just in the astral world but also in your own lives on the Earth plane.”

David listened, nodded his head and looked excited. “Okay, before we go on, I have a stupid question. How can we have more than one consciousness?”

Morgana thought about this for a few seconds and walked slowly back and forth. She stopped to look at David. “Well, you are operating with different levels of consciousness on a daily basis, from sleeping to a heightened state of alertness. But what I am talking about is a higher consciousness, a state that humans usually only reach through prolonged meditation or other endeavours to calm the mind. Or you can also reach it momentarily with drugs, but that is a fleeting glimpse of your spiritual consciousness.”

“But how do we shift between them deliberately or consciously?” Jessica asked.

“Energy. It’s all to do with your energy vibrations. If you’re in a bad mood on a particular day, your energy is vibrationally deficient, and you will bring more vibrationally low energy things into your space. Conversely, you will attract higher vibrational people and events into your life if you have a high vibrational state,” Morgana replied.

Jessica nodded. “We’ve studied this before when we went to the Magickal Academy, but what you’re saying is a little more advanced. So how do we attract higher vibrational states to us?”

Morgana raised her eyebrows and pursed her lips. “Okay, think about it this way. Your life as a human being just now is lived, usually, in a lower state of vibrational energy. Think of that as the base of a pyramid. Most humans will stay at this level most of their lives with periods of realisation where they move higher up that pyramid.”

Jessica frowned. “Okay,” she said, nodding and visualising a pyramid in her mind.

“So, when you’re in a lower vibrational state, you literally cannot see anything that’s happening in the higher vibrational state,” Morgana said, pausing to let that statement sink in.

David looked at Jessica, slowly nodding his head.

“So, when I live at a higher vibrational level, I attract all the people, all the opportunities and everything that will keep me at that level?” David asked.

“Yes, but you’re not really attracting them; it’s literally because you can perceive life and people with that higher vibrational energy,” Morgana replied.

Jessica was picturing different chunks of the pyramid becoming visible the higher up the pyramid she travelled. “So, say I am at the pyramid's peak, can I perceive what’s happening on the lower levels?” Jessica asked.

“Yes, you can, but you choose not to operate at that level, so your energy stays at the higher vibrational state while still being able to perceive the lower states,” Morgana replied, waiting for the next question.

“So, are all witches operating at a higher vibrational level?” David asked.

“Yes, absolutely, which is why they can manipulate energy for their magick. It’s why you can astral project; it’s why you can move between different planes of existence,” Morgana replied.

Jessica felt this was another level of her understanding of the world of magick. She felt this meeting with Morgana would be pivotal for her and David.

“Let me ask you a question,” Morgana said as she started pacing. “Are you interested in politics, news, gossip, drama, fast cars, drugs or anything like that?”

David and Jessica both shook their heads immediately. “I used to be,” David replied.

“That’s because you were living in a lower vibrational state. Humans mostly live in a lower vibrational state, so they indulge in distractions to create some sort of meaning in their lives,” Morgana said.

She wandered over to the lodge's window, looked out for a few seconds and turned around. “So, we’re going to go into a higher vibrational state and stay there for a while to soak up the energy of that level.”

David rubbed his hands together and smiled. Jessica laughed at him and shook her head.

“What? This is exciting. This is taking our journey to another level, quite literally,” David said.

“Alright, I’d like you both to lie down on your backs and gently press the soles of your feet together, allowing your legs to open naturally,” Morgana said as she lay down and showed them what she meant.

Jessica lay on her back and easily pressed the soles of her feet together. She instinctively closed her eyes and began breathing deeply. She listened to Morgana's voice as she continued to instruct.

“Okay, now we will open up your Kundalini energy, which you might know as Qi or Prana. I want you to take ten deep breaths in and exhale slowly in time with me,” Morgana said as she began to breathe deeply. She held her breath, breathed out and held her breath again before doing another round.

David and Jessica followed her breathing pattern.

Jessica felt deeply relaxed after a round of deep breathing.

“Now, I will touch you on the leg, so don’t be alarmed.” Morgana reached out her hands and touched Jessica’s and David’s legs. “Now, I will send energy to the base of your spine. When I do this, you will feel deeply relaxed and follow my instructions.”

Jessica took another deep breath and felt Morgana's gentle hand touching the bottom of her thigh. A slow, creeping energy travelled up through her legs towards the base of her spine, and then there was a jolt of energy as if a switch had just been flipped. She nearly opened her eyes but resisted the urge.

After a few seconds, Morgana said, “Your Kundalini energy has been activated. It will gently travel up your spine and pass through your main chakra points. I want you to let it flow to your crown chakra and open your eyes when you feel it is right.”

Morgana’s voice slowly faded as Jessica listened to her; the energy pulsated at the bottom of her spine.

As Jessica lay still, the pulsating energy at the base of her spine grew warmer, intensifying with each breath she took. It was no longer just a subtle flow; it began to surge upwards, moving in waves. She could feel it uncoiling, like a serpent waking from a deep sleep, slowly rising through her lower body.

The energy moved toward her sacral chakra, just below her navel, filling her with a soft, warming sensation. Her mind drifted, images and emotions bubbling up from the depths of her consciousness. She felt a strange combination of calm and intensity, as if something deep within her was being unlocked.

With each breath, the energy travelled higher, reaching her solar plexus, swirling and expanding in her abdomen. Jessica felt an intense heat there, almost as if her very centre was ignited. Her mind stayed focused, but a slight tremor of excitement passed through her body.

Morgana’s distant yet comforting voice echoed softly, “Let the energy move as it wishes, Jessica. Don’t fight it. Surrender.”

Jessica allowed the energy current to rise, making its way up to her heart chakra. There, the sensation changed – it was no longer just heat but an overwhelming flood of emotions. Tears welled behind her closed eyes, though she wasn’t sure if they came from joy, sadness or release. She felt a profound connection to something larger than herself, as if her heart were being pulled open.

The energy continued, moving up to her throat chakra, feeling like a gentle hum vibrating through her neck. Words, unspoken truths and unexpressed emotions seemed to float in the air, but they stayed just out of reach.

A flash of insight struck her like lightning as it passed through her third eye. Visions, colours and abstract shapes flooded her mind as if an inner door had been opened to new realms of perception. Jessica saw flickers of light and unfamiliar symbols, but she didn’t try to interpret them – she let them pass as the energy continued upwards.

Finally, the surge reached her crown chakra at the top of her head. It felt like a portal had opened, connecting her to the universe. She was no longer confined to her body – her consciousness expanded outwards, merging with the infinite. She lost all sense of self for a moment, feeling only pure energy and light.

A deep peace settled over her in the stillness, unlike anything she had ever experienced. The Kundalini energy had completed its journey, and she could feel it lingering, humming gently within her entire body.

Jessica slowly opened her eyes. Her vision was blurred but clear at the same time. She looked over at David, who appeared to still be in a meditative state. Morgana smiled at her knowingly, her voice soft but steady.

“How do you feel?” Morgana asked.

Jessica took a moment, her words feeling almost foreign in her mouth. “Like I’ve awakened... something ancient. Something powerful.”

Morgana nodded. “That’s exactly what it is. Kundalini is the energy of transformation, Jessica. It will continue to work through you in the coming days and weeks.”

Jessica lay back, exhausted and rejuvenated, knowing this was only the beginning of a deeper spiritual awakening.

Jessica turned her head slightly, her vision still shimmering with residual energy. David's face was serene, but his body occasionally twitched, hinting at his internal journey. She wondered if his experience mirrored her own or if he was navigating entirely different realms.

As the initial intensity of the awakening subsided, Jessica found herself pondering the implications.

“Jessica.” Morgana's voice was soft but clear, cutting through the haze of Jessica's heightened awareness. “What you're experiencing now is just the beginning. Your magickal abilities and sensitivity to the energies around you will be amplified. You'll need to learn to filter and focus.”

As Jessica revelled in her expanded awareness, a sharp pain lanced through her head. The influx of sensory information was overwhelming, threatening to drown out her sense of self. She gasped, struggling to maintain her composure. “What the hell is that?” she asked as she massaged her temples.

“It’s an influx of information into your mind manifesting physically. Don’t worry. The headache will pass in a few minutes,” Morgana said.

A soft groan from beside her drew Jessica's attention. David's eyes fluttered open, filled with wonder and confusion. “Jess?” he mumbled, his voice thick. “Did you... did you see...?”

As David described his journey – a vivid exploration of cosmic landscapes and encounters with beings of pure energy – Jessica realised how different their experiences had been. While she had felt a deep connection to the world around her, David seemed to have travelled to distant realms of existence.

“Your paths reflect your innate magickal affinities,” Morgana explained. “Jessica, your connection to the immediate world around you will be invaluable in sensing magickal disturbances. David, your ability to perceive distant realms could help you understand the broader implications of the world around you.”

As Morgana guided them through a grounding exercise, Jessica felt herself slowly returning to her everyday awareness. The vivid energy signatures faded from her vision, but a lingering sense of connection remained. The world would never look quite the same to her again.

As they prepared to leave the astral lodge, Jessica caught David's eye. She saw in his face the same mix of awe and determination she felt.

She felt she’d hit another level of magick, which was exciting and scary. And thinking about it, it was more thrilling than frightening. What would this mean for her in her own life, as an agent in the Cerberus Syndicate, and how would it affect her view of the world? These were questions that David would probably have if his experience were anything like hers.

The good thing was they had each other to lean on as they developed their magickal abilities together. How much magick could one person have? she wondered.

Jessica's contemplation was interrupted by Morgana's gentle voice. “It's time to return to your home now. Remember, what you've experienced today is just the beginning.”

As they both lay in the astral lodge and closed their eyes, time slipped by slowly, leaving them with their own thoughts and feelings about their new connection to the world, which had been opened up by a brief Kundalini experience.

Their consciousnesses were now back in Edinburgh.

Jessica heard the creaking of the wooden door gently opening as her father came in. She opened her eyes and smiled at him. Jessica thought he looked different, as she studied his face. The lines of knowledge, heartache, laughter, joy and time had a new meaning.

David widened his eyes as if awakening from a deep sleep.

“Welcome back. Has Morgana left already?” Joseph asked as he lay down a tray with a pot of tea and four cups.

Jessica looked around her. Morgana must have quickly returned from the astral world and left the apartment, unless she had ported to somewhere else. Jessica felt the urge to get outside into the fresh air.

Jessica stood up. “I’m just nipping outside for some fresh air, Dad. I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

“Okay, sweetheart, we can talk after you return,” her father replied.

Jessica was seeing everything with new eyes, it seemed. The apartment's colours were vibrant, and it looked as if it had been painted a few hours ago. The energy flowing throughout the whole apartment was almost overwhelming. She opened the front door, and the cold breeze hit her immediately. She breathed in the air with a deep breath.

As she walked down the steps of the entrance to the apartment, she looked around and didn’t notice anything out of the ordinary. But something caught her eye. It was the trees in the communal garden opposite the crescent. Although they had lost their summer leaves and only the brown-coloured trunks and branches had been showing, the trees were now glowing orange/yellow. They were pulsating like the beating of a heart. They were all connected; she could see the roots glowing from below the ground, and every tree was connected to each other. She remembered experiencing this a few times before, but it was much stronger now.

She heard something behind her. It was David.

“You okay?” he asked.

“What do you see when you look at the trees?” Jessica asked.

David looked over at the garden. “Jeezus, that’s weird. The trees are glowing. Are you seeing that too?”

Jessica laughed, “Yes. It’s amazing.”

They both wandered over to the garden towards the trees. As they approached them, Jessica could feel the energy pulsing stronger through the earth beneath her feet. It wasn’t just a visual phenomenon anymore; it was as if the entire garden was alive, vibrating with an unseen force she could now tap into.

David lightly brushed his hand along one of the glowing tree trunks. “It’s like they’re breathing,” he whispered, a look of wonder on his face.

Jessica nodded; her senses heightened, and she felt an overwhelming connection to the natural world around her. She could sense the life force flowing through the trees, extending beyond them into the earth and air surrounding them. The energy was interconnected, almost like a web she could feel but not quite touch.

“Do you think this is part of the Kundalini awakening?” David asked, his voice quiet, as if not wanting to disturb the moment's magick.

“I think so,” Jessica replied, her voice filled with awe. “I’ve felt this before, but it’s much stronger now. Everything is connected, and I can feel it in a way I couldn’t before.”

They stood in silence for a few moments, observing the glowing trees and the world around them, which seemed alive with energy.

Jessica’s mind raced with the possibilities. What else could she do if the Kundalini awakening allowed her to perceive this much of the world’s energy? What other layers of reality were waiting to be discovered?

She turned to David. “Do you think this is just the beginning?”

David grinned, the same look of excitement in his eyes that she felt in her chest. “I hope so.”

The wind rustled through the glowing branches, sending a gentle shiver down Jessica’s spine. She knew, deep down, that whatever came next, they were only scratching the surface of their potential.

“We should get back,” she said, her voice filled with anticipation and calm. “There’s so much more to learn.”

David nodded, and they turned, heading back towards the apartment, leaving the pulsating, glowing trees behind them. But Jessica's sense of connection to the world around them stayed with her, like a quiet hum at the back of her mind. It would be there, always, just beneath the surface, waiting to be tapped into whenever she needed it.

David nodded, his expression serious now. “Yeah. It always seems like it’s just the beginning, and another layer is added. I didn’t think there was much more to learn about the world of magick. Now I realise the more I learn, the less I know.”

Jessica couldn’t help but feel a thrill of excitement as they re-entered the apartment. The world was different now, and so was she. And she was ready for whatever came next.

As Jessica closed the apartment door behind them, she wondered if Felerah had experienced something similar in her magickal journey. And if so, had she used this heightened awareness for good or for something else entirely? Tomorrow, they would begin their investigation anew, but for now, Jessica was content to let the wonder of their transformation sink in.


CHAPTER 7
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Jessica awoke with a thousand different noises in her head. Her sleep had been fitful at best, and she had awoken at various times throughout the night, feeling wide awake and ready to get up. She had resisted the urge and now felt even more tired.

She turned to look at the clock. 5.55 a.m. She heard someone downstairs in the kitchen. She mentally reached out her senses towards the kitchen area and immediately saw David pottering about making himself another cup of coffee. There was a book on the table. I wonder if he awoke during the night and decided to get up.

She pulled back the sheets and sat up. As she was about to stand up, she saw glimpses of people in her room and felt the emotions of everyone who had ever lived or slept in her room. Her skin crawled with an eerie sensation. She looked around the room and saw a young girl smiling at her, holding a teddy. “Are you going to play with me?” the little blonde-haired girl said.

Jessica shrieked, turned away and put her hand over her mouth. She was a witch, but she’d never actually seen a ghost. She looked again to see where the girl had been standing, and she was still there.

“What’s wrong?” the little girl said, upset at Jessica’s reaction to her.

Jessica still felt the prickling sensation but forced herself to talk to the girl. “Nothing’s wrong, sweetheart. You just startled me, that’s all.” She stared at the girl. Her curly blonde locks fell around her face, and her blue eyes were bright and intelligent. As she looked at the girl and felt a little more comfortable, the girl's eyes clouded over and turned black.

“Fuck this!” Jessica said as she jumped up and ran out of the room, a prickling sensation all over her back. She turned before running down the stairs, and the girl held out her teddy. Her black eyes pierced through Jessica. In a deep, guttural voice, she smiled and said, “I want to play with you, Jessica.”

Jessica turned to run down the stairs when she bumped into David. She screamed at the top of her voice and pushed past David to get downstairs.

David caught up with Jessica at the bottom of the stairs, reaching for her arm. “Jess! What is it?”

“There's a... thing up there. It looked like a little girl at first, but then…” Jessica's voice trembled. She could still feel the creature's presence upstairs, a cold spot in her newly awakened awareness.

“I know,” David said quietly. “I've been seeing them all morning. They're everywhere, like layers of time all happening at once. But that one upstairs…” He glanced up the stairwell, his face grim. “That's different. It's not just a ghost.”

Jessica steadied her breathing, forcing herself to think clearly. “It knew my name, David. And its eyes…” She shuddered.

“Black eyes,” David finished. “Like the Whispers we saw yesterday.”

A sudden chill swept through the hallway. The morning light filtering through the windows dimmed as if something was absorbing it. Jessica felt David's consciousness brush against hers, a warm presence amid the cold.

Don't look up, his thought whispered in her mind.

But Jessica could already feel it – the thing that looked like a little girl was crawling down the stairs, moving in a way no child ever could. The sound of soft giggles mixed with something deeper, more ancient.

“We need to—” Jessica started, but David was already moving, his hands weaving patterns in the air. Golden light sparked between his fingers as he drew on their newly awakened powers.

“Barrier,” he muttered, and the air thickened with protective energy. The giggles turned to a snarl.

Jessica reached for her own power, feeling it surge through her chakras just as it had during their awakening. But this time, instead of gentle illumination, she felt something darker answering her call. The shadows in the hallway deepened, responding to her will.

“It's testing us,” she realised aloud. “This is about our awakening – it's drawn something to us.”

The creature that was not a little girl reached the bottom of the stairs, its movements jerky and wrong. The teddy bear in its hands had transformed, too, its stuffing now writhing with dark energy.

“Hello, witch-children,” it spoke, its voice a chorus of whispers.

Jessica's blood ran cold. As she was about to cast another spell, the front door burst open. Morning sunlight flooded the hallway, and in its rays stood Morgana, her red hair blazing like fire.

“Enough,” Morgana commanded, her voice carrying the weight of ages. The creature shrieked – a sound that made Jessica's teeth ache – and dissolved into mist.

In the sudden quiet, Jessica became aware of her racing heart. David's barrier spell faded, leaving behind the scent of vanilla.

Morgana stepped inside, closing the door behind her. “I felt the energy when I was coming to see you. I should have known they'd send watchers.” She looked at both of them with concern. “You need to learn how to defend against what's coming.”

“What exactly is coming?” David asked, his hand finding Jessica's.

“War,” Morgana said simply. “Felerah's not just trying to win an election anymore. She's gathering power for something bigger. And now that you're both awakened…” She gestured at the dissipating mist where the creature had been. “You're either assets to be recruited or threats to be eliminated.”

Jessica squeezed David's hand, feeling their shared power pulse between them. “Then we better learn fast.”

“It might have been good if you had told us about this,” Jessica said as she folded her arms and scowled at Morgana.

“Jessica, you’ve been through a lot worse than this since you discovered your magick at a young age. Why has this spooked you?” Morgana shot back.

Jessica sighed. “Sorry,” she said, unfolding her arms and running her hands through her hair. “I’ve always dealt with people, real people, not entities, ghosts or underworld kinds of shit, it was just a bit freaky.” She shook her body, a cold tingle running down her spine as she recalled the young girl.

“Well, things could get a lot worse, so today, we’ll go through how to protect yourselves. However, I’d say you did a pretty good job of containing that watcher,” Morgana said, lifting her head towards the kitchen area.

They moved to the kitchen, where the scent of David's coffee still lingered. Jessica noticed how even that simple aroma now carried layers of information – she could sense the exact temperature, what kind of coffee it was and even traces of David's energy from when he'd prepared it.

“Sit down,” Morgana instructed, taking a seat at the kitchen table. “Your awakening has opened doorways that can't be closed. But you can learn to control what comes through them.”

David pulled out a chair, the legs scraping against the floor. “The things I've been seeing since this morning... are they all real? All those layers of existence?”

“As real as you and me,” Morgana replied, her eyes sharp. “What you're experiencing is the removal of what we call The Veil – the barrier that usually keeps humans from perceiving multiple planes of existence simultaneously.”

Jessica wrapped her hands around a fresh cup of coffee, seeking its warmth. “That's what Felerah's doing, isn't it? With her Seraphic language – she's removing a layer or layers?”

“Honestly, I’m not quite sure what she is doing. She is using her magickal skills and her voice to charm everyone. What she plans after that, well, I just don’t know yet, I can’t quite figure it out,” Morgana said. “And not everyone's consciousness can handle the kind of awakening you have had. Those politicians who died? I think it could be that their minds couldn't cope with seeing reality as it truly is.”

“Do you still think Felerah had something to do with the death of those politicians?” David asked.

“I think it’s more than likely, but we’ll need to wait and see what your team comes up with. I know Alicia and your father are working on it at the K-Psych Unit just now,” Morgana said.

Jessica nodded and thought about her father working at the university. “Will my father and the other team members be safe?”

Morgana laughed. “Yes, they’ll be fine. They’ve dealt with far worse than this. The entities are harmful to the non-witch world, but we still have to learn to protect ourselves.”

David looked at Jessica and back to Morgana. “So are you going to teach us more protection spells?”

Morgana nodded. “Yes. Let’s get to it. Now, your first lesson—” She stopped abruptly, her head turning towards the window. “Did you feel that?”

Jessica had. It was like a ripple in the fabric of reality, spreading outwards from somewhere in the city. Through her enhanced senses, she could almost see it – a wave of energy distorting the morning air.

David stood up, moving to the window. “I sense it’s coming from the parliament area of the city.”

“Felerah,” Jessica said, the name leaving a metallic taste in her mouth. “She's doing something.”

“Yes,” Morgana confirmed, her expression grim. “But first, you need to learn to shield yourselves. What you did with that watcher was instinctive. Now, you need to learn control. This is an easy one for you. Close your eyes.”

Jessica and David exchanged glances before complying. In the darkness behind her eyelids, Jessica could still sense everything – David's steady presence beside her, Morgana's ancient energy across the table, and beyond the walls, the pulse of Edinburgh awakening to a new day.

“Now,” Morgana continued, “imagine your consciousness as a light. See how far it extends beyond your physical form…”

The lesson began, but part of Jessica's awareness remained fixed on that ripple of energy from parliament, wondering what new horror Felerah was unleashing upon the world and whether they would learn enough in time to stop her.

Through her closed eyes, she saw another disturbance in the energy field – this one closer, more immediate. Something else was coming.

She hoped the training from Morgana would protect them.


CHAPTER 8
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Felerah Blackthorn paced slowly, thinking about her plan of action and what she was going to say in her televised speech in front of a stadium full of supporters at Murrayfield. The sixty thousand tickets had sold out in minutes.

This was her chance to address a much bigger audience. Her popularity was growing, her social media accounts were exploding, and there was talk of her switching parties from the Guardians of Alba, a Scottish political party, to the Labour Party. She had been told by several prominent members that she would have a good chance of becoming prime minister since the current prime minister had stepped down – or rather, been forced to step down – and they were looking for another leader and, therefore, new Prime Minister of the United Kingdom.

This was huge, and what happened today would have a significant impact on her future and the future of Britain. But it extended way beyond that; what happened today would have ramifications that would rock the whole of Western civilisation.

She paused at the window of her penthouse suite, gazing out. The Scone and Crombie Suite at The Balmoral had great views of the Old Town of Edinburgh, which she loved. She had grown up there and still had a deep fondness for the area. The city of Edinburgh had witnessed centuries of power struggles, but none quite like this. She smiled, knowing what the tourists and morning commuters below couldn't see – the shimmer of invisible energies gathering around the city's sacred sites, responding to her call.

Her phone buzzed: another message from Labour Party headquarters. They were eager, desperate even, seeing her as their salvation in the polls. If they only knew what she really represented, what powers had chosen her for this moment in history. The politicians who had died were merely the first ripples of change – unfortunate but necessary sacrifices in the greater transformation to come.

She turned from the window, her reflection fragmenting across the glass like shattered crystal. For a moment, her true form flickered beneath her human guise – something ancient, terrible and beautiful. The Seraphic words rose unbidden to her lips, and she felt the air thicken with potential.

But she stopped herself. Not yet. The broadcast was in three hours, and she needed everything to be perfect. The Whispers had warned her about the two young witches who were awakened, suggesting she recruit them. But Felerah had seen too many would-be allies become obstacles. Better to let events unfold naturally. After today's speech, choice would become irrelevant anyway.

Her fingers traced the ancient symbols tattooed along her forearm, hidden from mortal eyes. Each one represented a seal, and each seal, when broken, would bring humanity one step closer to its true potential.

A knock at the door interrupted her thoughts. “Enter,” she called, her voice carrying that melodic quality that seemed to bypass the ears and speak directly to the soul.

Marcus Chen, her head of security, stepped in. Unlike the rest of her entourage, he knew what she was, what she represented. The elaborate tattoos covering his neck – visible above his collar – marked him as one of the Chosen, those rare humans whose consciousness had already evolved beyond The Veil.

“The broadcast team are ready for the technical check,” he said, his eyes carefully avoiding her reflection in the window. “And... there's been another incident.”

Felerah turned, one eyebrow arched. “Go on.”

“Two more politicians, whom you identified as semi-awakened, have undergone the change. One survived.” His voice dropped lower. “The other... his mind couldn't handle it. Like the others.”

She nodded, unsurprised. “Location?”

“Westminster. It's spreading beyond Edinburgh now, just as you predicted.”

“Good.” She moved to the dresser, where a small, ornate box sat. Opening it, she removed a crystal that pulsed with an inner light. “And our young witches?”

“Still at their apartment. We have watchers monitoring them, but…” He hesitated.

“But?”

“They're stronger than we anticipated. They dispelled one of our watchers this morning. And they're not alone. The one called Morgana is with them.”

Felerah's fingers tightened around the crystal. Morgana. That was... unfortunate. The crystal flared briefly, responding to her anger.

“It doesn't matter,” she said finally. “After today's broadcast, individual resistance will be meaningless. The seals of The Veil are already weakening.” She held up the crystal, watching patterns of light dance across the walls. “Humanity has clung to its comfortable blindness for too long. It's time they saw what I see.”

Marcus shifted uncomfortably. “And those who can't handle the transition?”

“Evolution always has its costs.” She placed the crystal back in its box with careful precision. “Prepare the broadcast equipment. And Marcus?” She turned to face him fully. “Double the watcher presence around parliament. When the change begins, we can't have any interruptions.”

After he left, Felerah returned to the window. Storm clouds were gathering now, though no rain had been forecast. She smiled, knowing they weren't weather formations at all, but rather the first visible signs of the barriers between worlds beginning to thin.

Her phone buzzed, reverberating on the wood coffee table. She picked it up, expecting it to be Labour HQ again, but it was more important than that.

The Veil is lifting; we’re on the cusp now.

Felerah smiled. This had been fifty years in the making. It was time for humanity to know the truth of what was really happening in the world. She didn’t care if it was her who showed the world or someone or something else; she just knew The Veil had to be lifted at some point, and now was the perfect time.

She wandered over to the mirror, looked at her human form and let it drop for just a second. Her black wings flared in her reflection, and her eyes held the image of galaxies. The sight would have driven an unprepared human mad, but she had learned to wear this form like a second skin.

She turned her TV to one of the social media channels she followed. Social media had gone mainstream now, which meant it was controlled by politics and money, so she didn’t listen or watch it as much, but she liked the presenters who spoke their minds. Alternative media had been a problem for politicians and the media for a few years before they had decided to use money and power to entice the alternative media stars and absorb them into mainstream media.

One her favourite channels was from Neil Oliver and Tulsi Gabbard. Ever since Tulsi’s appointment as Director of National Intelligence, she hadn’t appeared as much on the show, so it was always great to see them talking together. The headline on today’s show from Tulsi and Neil was: The Veil is Being Lifted!

Felerah laughed out loud at the headline. If only they knew even a fraction of it.

She decided that she would like to be interviewed by Neil and Tulsi and made a mental note to get her PR team to reach out to them. After today, it wouldn’t be a problem to pick and choose the shows she would be interviewed on.

She looked at the clock. Only a few hours to go.

She continued watching the show as Neil, in his Scottish brogue, introduced the audience to Tulsi. More than a few people had said how alike Felerah looked to Tulsi with her long black hair, her slim figure and her mannerisms.

She sat down to watch the show.

Neil leaned back in his chair, his Scottish brogue cutting through the air. “So, Tulsi, let’s dive right in. Today’s headline: The Veil is Being Lifted. We’ve been talking for months about how the public’s perception of the truth is being manipulated, controlled even. But now, things are changing. People are waking up, seeing the reality that’s been hidden from them. What do you think is causing this shift?”

Tulsi nodded thoughtfully. “Neil, it’s not just one thing. We’ve been conditioned for so long to accept the narrative fed to us by politicians, the mainstream media and even corporations. But with the rise of independent voices, of alternative media, the cracks in that narrative are starting to show. The public is hungry for the truth, and they’re starting to realise that the systems of control, the ‘veil’ as we call it, has been in place for decades – maybe even centuries.”

Neil smiled, leaning forwards slightly. “Yes, but it’s more than just seeing through the lies, isn’t it? It’s about recognising how deep the manipulation goes, how our very thoughts and beliefs are shaped from birth to keep us in line. You think the powers that be are afraid of what happens when that veil is fully lifted?”

Tulsi paused, her expression serious. “Absolutely. Once people start questioning everything, from the food they eat and the medication they take to the media they consume, the entire structure begins to crumble. And when the people start to reclaim their power, that’s when real change can happen. But it’s not easy. We’re talking about centuries of conditioning. Lifting the veil is just the first step.”

Felerah smiled and nodded. Little did they know just how literal their show title was. After this televised interview and the aftermath of it, the veil would literally be lifted. Many people would be exposed, and the United Kingdom would be one of the first countries to fall on its knees before rising again with a new sense of hope, but that would take decades.

Felerah muted the TV as Neil and Tulsi moved on to their next topic. Their talk of awakening consciousness was child's play compared to what she had planned.

Her phone buzzed one final time. An image appeared – a satellite view of Britain overlaid with pulsing points of light. Each one represented a pocket of people whose minds were already opening, whose consciousness was evolving beyond human limitations. Edinburgh and Glasgow glowed brightest, but London, Manchester and other major cities were beginning to shine too.

Soon, these isolated points would become a flood.

She stood, letting her human form flicker once more as she prepared for the broadcast. Her wings, opening again, cast shadows on the wall, and her eyes held the wisdom of ages. The time for subtlety was over.

“Let them see,” she whispered in Seraphic, the words rippling through multiple planes of reality. “Let them all see.”

Above Edinburgh, the storm clouds pulsed with dark energy. The ancient spires of the castle began to shimmer with an ethereal glow, visible only to those whose minds were already opening. In her reflection, Felerah's wings spread wider, and for a moment, all seven seals on her arm blazed through her clothing – a countdown to humanity's forced evolution. The broadcast would begin soon, and with it, the end of humanity's comfortable ignorance.


CHAPTER 9
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Genevieve watched Jonathan from the living room window. He crossed the road to head up towards Byres Road to get his morning fix of “the lies of the moment.” She couldn’t understand why he still read the newspapers, but he’d always said in order to be ahead of those in power, you had to know what lies they were spreading.

Genevieve preferred to watch alternative media nowadays. It had been David and Jessica who had hooked her on it. She turned on her laptop and opened up the latest offering from Neil and Tulsi, which had just been released earlier in the morning: “The Veil is Being Lifted.”

As she listened to Neil and his co-host Tulsi, she pottered about the kitchen, tidying up and putting a whites wash in the machine, carefully pulling out Jonathan’s black socks so they didn’t get mixed up.

She was half listening to the show when something Neil said caught her ear. It took a few seconds for it to register.

Neil's recorded voice came through the laptop speakers: “Yes, but think about what happens when people really start questioning everything. When they begin to see through the carefully constructed lies…”

Genevieve stopped sorting laundry. The air in her kitchen had grown thick and warm, like being in a sauna. Through her window, she could see the sky darkening over the West End, though the forecast had promised clear skies. But it wasn't just the weather that felt wrong. The colours in her kitchen seemed sharper, somehow, as if someone had adjusted the contrast of her eyes. Shadows in the corners moved when she wasn't looking directly at them. And she heard whispering, or was it just the washing machine's spin cycle?

She tried to focus back on the show. Neil and Tulsi were discussing the metaphorical “veil” being lifted from society, but something about their words seemed to carry a deeper resonance now. As if the metaphor itself was becoming reality.

Genevieve gripped the kitchen counter as a wave of dizziness hit her. For a moment – just a fraction of a second – she saw her kitchen as it had been through decades: new, old, yet to be, all at once. She saw herself standing there throughout time, infinite versions overlapping.

“Jonathan,” she whispered, suddenly desperate for his steady presence. But he was still out getting his newspaper, blissfully unaware that reality itself was beginning to fray.

On her laptop screen, the recorded show continued, but Tulsi's image flickered. For an instant, Genevieve saw something else in the presenter's place – something with wings, black, feathered wings, and her eyes shone a thousand different lifetimes.

Tears were now streaming from Genevieve’s eyes as she felt a sea of emotions washing over her in waves. “What the hell is going on?” she whispered to herself, still holding tight onto the counter.

The washing machine beeped, startling her back to the present moment. But even that familiar sound seemed to carry echoes of something else, something ancient.

She needed to call David and Jessica. They'd know what was happening. They'd⁠—

The lights flickered, and in the momentary darkness, she saw symbols burning in the air: seven distinct marks that looked strangely familiar, with the first of the symbols burning brighter than the rest.

Then, the image of Felerah Blackthorn gently touched the edges of her consciousness.

The first seal was breaking, and Genevieve was among the first to see it happen.

Her trance was broken when Jonathan flew into the kitchen, crashing the door against the wall.

“Did you see…?” He caught his breath. “Did you see something? Are you okay?” He rushed to her and cradled her.

Genevieve pushed him away. “What did you see?” she asked.

Jonathan held onto the counter as he caught his breath. He took deep breaths before replying. “The sky suddenly went dark, but it wasn’t dark clouds or anything. It was like something was covering the sun, but there wasn’t a cloud in the sky.”

Genevieve’s eyes were wide as she listened to him. “Did you feel anything else?”

“Yes. There was a weird, almost suffocating sensation, like…”

“Like being in a sauna?” Genevieve asked.

“Yes, exactly. I take it you felt it too?” Jonathan asked.

“Yes. Did you see Jacqueline when you were out?” Genevieve asked, now a little concerned for her sister, but she presumed all the Witches of Scotland would have seen and felt what she and Jonathan had. “Did you see anything else, real or in your mind?”

Jonathan nodded. “Weirdly, I saw that politician from Guardians of Alba…”

“Felerah Blackthorn,” Genevieve said, finishing his sentence.

“Yes. What do you think is going on?” Jonathan said as he followed Genevieve through to the living room and walked over to the window.

“I think we need to speak with David and Jessica,” Genevieve said, her witch's instincts already assessing the magickal disturbance. The air was thick with energy she'd never felt before – ancient and raw.

“Wait,” Jonathan said, looking alert. “Look at the people outside.”

From their window, they could see the stark difference between the magickal and non-magickal community's reactions. Non-witches on Dowanside Road walked on, oblivious, while one of the witches and those with latent abilities had stopped, clearly affected. A young witch Genevieve recognised from their community was steadying herself against a wall while her non-magickal friend looked on in confusion.

“The Veil's not just thinning,” Jonathan said, his years of magickal experience evident in his voice. “It's being systematically dismantled. This isn't natural.”

Genevieve's phone buzzed. A text from David: Aunt Gen, Mum's okay – she felt it too. Stay put. This is bigger than anything we've dealt with. Coming over later with Jess.

Genevieve showed Jonathan the text. “Jacqueline's sensing it too, then,” Jonathan muttered, his concern for his sister-in-law evident. “Have you ever felt anything like this in all your years of practice?”

Genevieve shook her head. In all her years, she had encouraged her sister, brother-in-law, Jonathan, and many of the Witches of Scotland to practise and experiment with powerful magick, but this was different. “This isn't just magic,” she said. “It's like... reality itself is being rewritten.”

The living room lamps flickered, and this time, their magickal sight showed them what was really happening – layers of reality peeling away like old wallpaper, revealing something vast and ancient underneath. The seven symbols burned in the air, the first one pulsing like a heartbeat.

“Felerah Blackthorn,” Jonathan said grimly. “She's not just another politician trying to use magick for power. She's something else entirely.”

The TV switched itself on, and there she was – the woman they'd both been watching rise through political ranks, knowing something was different about her but never suspecting this scale of power.

“David and Jessica need to hurry,” Genevieve said, drawing on her own considerable magickal power to create a protective ward around their home. “Whatever's coming, it's going to affect everyone – magickal and non-magickal alike.”

Jonathan joined her, adding his power to the ward. They'd protected themselves enough over the years to know exactly how to protect their home and everyone who entered.

But deep down, they both knew this was just the beginning of something bigger.


CHAPTER 10
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David, Jessica and Morgana climbed through the window to the rooftop terrace that looked out over the city of Edinburgh. They’d seen the skies around the city turning into a beautiful light show of greens, blues and reds. They now had the perfect spot to watch the city.

David watched the ancient symbols burning in the air above Edinburgh Castle. The aurora-like lights that had started over parliament now stretched across the entire skyline, and through them, other realities flickered like old film footage.

David thought that he should be afraid of what was happening, but for some reason, he felt excited. There was a shift in the air around them. Although he couldn’t sense if it was a good shift or a bad shift, his emotions told him there was something good in this.

He had brought his laptop up to the terrace and placed it on a small foldaway table, ready to watch the much-anticipated speech that Felerah Blackthorn was giving.

As Jessica and David looked out towards Edinburgh City Centre, Jessica slid her hand into David’s and squeezed it. He could feel her tension but also her excitement. Change wasn’t always a good thing, but whatever change was coming was sure to shake things up in both the magickal and non-magickal world.

“We’ll need to go over to my Aunt Gen’s after this,” David said as he looked out at the skies.

Jessica nodded absent-mindedly.

“It's starting,” Morgana said from behind them. She hadn't left after their morning training session, knowing what was coming. “The broadcast will begin any moment now.”

Jessica put her hand up into the air. “What do you feel?” she asked, turning to David.

David closed his eyes and put out his hands in front of him. “Change!” He opened his eyes and turned to Jessica. “I sense a big shift that’s not only going to affect witches, it’s going to affect everyone.”

Morgana looked at them. “Is it a good change or a bad change?” she asked as if testing him.

“To me, it feels… it feels like a necessary change,” he replied.

Morgana nodded.

“We should be out there,” David said, watching a helicopter circle the castle, its searchlight beam distorting as it passed through layers of reality. “Helping people.”

“No,” Morgana's voice was firm. “You need to watch this. Really watch it. See what she's doing to the seal because you'll need to understand it to stop what's coming next.”

Their phones buzzed simultaneously – messages from Aunt Gen and David’s mother. They already knew what the messages would say. Every witch in Scotland would be feeling this.

The announcement came that Felerah Blackthorn would be speaking now. Her face filled the screen, but not as they'd seen her before. She'd dropped all pretence now. Her human form flickered like bad reception, revealing glimpses of her true nature. Her black, feathered wings shone behind her. Her naked arms were ablaze with symbols.

Jessica gasped. “Is this just witches that can see her real self?”

Morgana stared at the screen. “Yes, it is for now, but I don’t know for how long. She will be feeling more and more confident about what she is doing.”

“What the hell are those symbols on her arms?” David asked.

Morgana stared and almost whispered, “This is not good, this is not good at all.”

“What is it, what’s not good, the symbols?” David asked.

“Those are the symbols of The Seven Seals of the Veil,” Morgana said, not taking her eyes from the computer screen.

“What the hell is that?” Jessica asked

Morgana looked at Jessica and David. “The Seven Seals are ancient constructs of divine power, each representing a fundamental aspect of reality governed by angelic forces. These seals were put in place aeons ago to maintain the stability of the human plane, keeping the spiritual and physical worlds separate. Each seal holds back a specific aspect of higher perception, power or consciousness, ensuring humanity's gradual evolution without interference from other planes or supernatural entities.”

David shot a confused look at Jessica. “Isn’t that what Terence and the monks do on all the seven planes of existence, make sure that humanity doesn’t evolve too quickly?”

Jessica frowned. “That was my understanding too.” She turned to Morgana. “Where do angels come into this?”

Morgana shook her head slowly. “They shouldn’t come into it. The monks and angels work together when there are periods of drastic change in consciousness.”

“Shit, that doesn’t sound good,” David quipped as he looked back at the screen.

Felerah was about to speak as the crowd were cheering her on. She held up her hands as she smiled and laughed. It had taken a good few minutes before the large crowd had stopped cheering and whistling at her.

She spoke slowly and assertively. “Zhalir eth'thaal moressu alna'ir, imathar, van'taar, suriel.”

The Seraphic words rippled through the air, and this time, David wasn't the only one who could hear them. Jessica gripped his hand tighter as the ancient language resonated through their awakened consciousness.

The symbols on Felerah's arms blazed brighter, and the first seal – visible now as a burning sigil in the sky above Edinburgh – pulsed in response.

"The Veil of Perception," Morgana whispered, her voice tight with concern. "She's not just weakening it. She's shattering it completely."

The aurora lights above the city intensified, and through their enhanced senses, David and Jessica could feel the collective intake of breath across Edinburgh – witch and non-witch alike. Something fundamental was changing.

Reality flickered once, twice, like a television losing signal.

Then Felerah smiled directly into the camera, her eyes holding the power of angelic forces, and Edinburgh itself seemed to pause as if the city was collectively holding its breath.

The first seal cracked.

And the world waited for her words, which would change everything.


CHAPTER 11
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Felerah’s speech was being played on television, streaming services, radio and podcasts across Britain. It seemed that the USA, Canada and Australia had awoken to her power, too, as one broadcast showed the number of listeners from different countries.

What listeners heard would depend entirely on their level of awakening. Most of the world wouldn’t hear or see the deeper layers of her speech, but they would still feel it in their souls; they just wouldn’t understand why they were connecting with her so deeply.

To the awakened and the witches of the world, they would see all the levels of Felerah Blackthorn, and it would signify the start of a drastic shift in the world’s consciousness.

“You've felt it, haven't you?” Felerah continued, her voice taking on that melodic quality that bypassed the ears and spoke directly to the soul. “The sense that something is wrong with the world. That we're seeing the world through a dark glass. For far too long, the truth… has been veiled.”

The crowd started whooping and cheering. Felerah waited until it was silent again.

“Tonight, the veil is being lifted.”

The crowd started cheering again.

With that last word, she spoke its Seraphic equivalent, causing the air to vibrate with ancient power. Jessica grabbed David's arm as the first seal flickered like a dying lightbulb.

“Look at the people,” Morgana whispered as the cameraman panned over the crowd; they looked mesmerised by Felerah.

She continued to speak as she scanned the faces of the crowd. “What has been hidden in the shadows will come to light. What they fear most – the truth – is being revealed. To some, it will be a mere whisper, a distant echo in the soul. But to those of you ready to see beyond, to awaken, it will be a beacon piercing through the fog of deception.

Do you know why they want you blind, fearful and divided? It is because a united, awakened humanity is the greatest threat to their power. The truth they fear most is that you will realise your own strength. They want you numb to the world’s injustice, complacent in the face of lies, but I am here to tell you: their time is running out.”

The crowd erupted again. Felerah listened and smiled and held up her hand.

“What you don’t know is that the veil of truth will become known to you over the coming weeks and months.” She smiled again and nodded. “The truth that has been hidden for so long. Your politicians, your captains of industry, your leaders of business, your food industry, your pharmaceutical industry, your media have ALL been lying to you.” She nodded again as the reaction of the crowd was growing noisy again. “And I do mean ALL.”

Felerah stopped for a few seconds, closed her eyes and drank in the energy of the crowd that was watching her, the energy of the city of Edinburgh.

“Over the next few weeks you will hear about celebrities, companies, corporations, news channels that have duped you for decades. You’ve seen it already over the last few years. And while these stories might seem incredible, so incredible that you might not believe them, believe me when I say you haven’t seen a fraction of it.”

The crowd were chanting, “Felerah, Felerah, Felerah!” It was getting to a fever pitch. The energy was palpable even from the computer screen where Morgana, David and Jessica were watching it.

Jessica looked down onto the streets as it was getting dark now. She looked through the windows of the tenement buildings. The lights shone brightly, as did the TV screens of lots of other people watching the same speech. It seemed the whole city was watching Felerah Blackthorn speaking. What does this mean? What will happen after the speech, and what is Felerah’s game? Jessica didn’t have any answers and desperately wanted to know what was happening as she was starting to like what Felerah was saying.

“The first seal has been broken. What you will see now are the layers of truth unfolding. You will see the reality behind the illusions – the shadows moving behind the scenes and the forces that have kept you asleep. For some, it will be terrifying. For others, liberating. But make no mistake, the world as you know it will never be the same again.

“The question is: are you ready to step into the light, or will you cling to the comfort of lies?”

There was a chorus of “Yes!” from the crowd.

Felerah smiled. “Are you ready to see what they don’t want you to see?”

Another louder chorus of “Yes!”

She moved her mouth closer to the microphone and whispered, “Are you ready to take control of your own destiny?”

The crowd erupted and chanted her name over and over.

Felerah stood back, looked out over the crowd and nodded to them. After a few seconds, she calmly stepped back up to the microphone. “Today, the lies stop. Today, the truth is told. Today… the veil is lifted.”

She went on to cite many politicians who had lied under oath about their involvement in taking bribes from pharmaceutical companies, from the food industry, from tobacco companies, from industry leaders, from media corporations and from the biggest social media companies in the world. She cited over thirty-seven politicians. The crowd was stunned to hear the level of corruption that had gone on.

A cold shiver ran down Jessica's spine as she caught herself nodding along with Felerah's words. Her training as a Cerberus agent screamed at her to resist, to see through the manipulation, but every piece of evidence Felerah presented aligned perfectly with what she and David had discovered in their cases. The pharmaceutical cover-ups, the tech surveillance, the environmental destruction – they'd seen it all before, just never connected so clearly.

“We should be fighting this,” she whispered, but even as she said it, another part of her – the part that had driven her to become an investigator in the first place – whispered back: But isn't this exactly what we've been fighting for? The truth?

David's hand found hers, his grip tight with tension. “It's not just clever manipulation,” he said quietly. “Everything she's saying – we've seen fragments of it in our cases. Remember what we’ve found out so far?”

“That's what makes her so dangerous,” Morgana cut in, her voice sharp with concern. “She's not lying – she's using truth as a battering ram to break reality itself. Ask yourselves: why does exposing political corruption require breaking the seals between worlds?”

Jessica felt the weight of magick pressing down on them as Felerah continued her revelations. Each new piece of evidence sent ripples through the crowd below, their collective anger and shock creating waves of energy that even non-magickal people must have been feeling by now. The rational part of her mind knew they should be fighting this, but another part – the part that had always sought justice – couldn't help but think, Finally. Finally, someone is saying it all out loud.

“Friends, what I have just spent the last hour telling you about is only a fraction of the truth. But… I want to tell you one more truth today before I finish my speech here.” Felerah waited a few seconds until there was silence in the crowd; she wanted this particular truth to hit home.

Felerah's gaze was piercing as she spoke, her voice gaining weight with each word. “Your prime minister’s resignation was not due to ‘family issues’ – that’s the story they fed you. The truth, however, runs far deeper, rooted in greed, control and betrayal of public trust. The ex-prime minister was a puppet for the industries that pull the strings in our government. And what industries am I speaking of? The pharmaceutical giants, the tech corporations and the industrial agricultural firms that control our very food supply.”

She showed onscreen some of the whistleblowers, with documents and recorded sessions with government officials, and some images of the prime minister talking with a high-ranking government official turned whistleblower.

The crowd murmured, and Felerah let her words settle before continuing. “Your government struck backdoor deals with a major pharmaceutical corporation – one that profited off medications that were rushed through regulatory bodies with falsified results. Documents uncovered by whistleblowers reveal that the government allowed these drugs onto the market, knowing they would lead to side effects affecting thousands. Why? Because the profits were too high, the influence too powerful. This company funnelled millions into ‘donations,’ paying for silence as side effects were buried in clinical trials and patient reports that were never made public.”

Her voice grew colder as she continued, “But that’s not all. The prime minister is in league with a technology conglomerate that has been harvesting your data, right down to the conversations you have in your homes. He allowed them access to government surveillance technologies, bypassing privacy laws and using the data to push targeted advertising – and worse, to sway public opinion. The government gave them the power to monitor our lives, our thoughts, with no oversight, all in exchange for political backing and funding during his campaign.”

The crowd was stirring now, angry and disbelieving but captivated. Felerah leaned into the microphone. “And while you struggled with rising prices, cuts to essential services and a cost-of-living crisis, your government was approving agricultural subsidies for a corporate farming conglomerate that poisons our food supply. This company, responsible for pushing harmful pesticides and genetically modified crops onto our soil, was granted exemptions from environmental regulations. Crops grown under these subsidies have led to soil degradation, water contamination and an unprecedented rise in autoimmune diseases and allergies. And yet, the company continues to profit, with your prime minister ensuring their tax breaks and silencing anyone who dares raise concerns.”

As Felerah exposed the truth about the prime minister, Jessica felt the magickal atmosphere shift. The first seal was being smashed into smithereens, reality fracturing along with the crowd's previous beliefs. She glanced at David, saw his hands clenched into fists, his jaw tight.

Morgana's face had grown increasingly grave. “The seals,” she murmured, “they're meant to be lifted gradually, over centuries. This…” She shook her head. “This is like performing surgery with a battleaxe.”

“But if she's right”—David's voice was rough with emotion—“if they've been killing people, covering up evidence, poisoning the food supply... don't people deserve to know?”

Jessica felt the conflict twist inside her. Every instinct from her Cerberus training told her to stop this, but she couldn't deny the evidence. These weren't just conspiracy theories – they were the same patterns she'd seen scattered throughout their cases, now finally connected into one devastating picture.

The energy in the crowd was electric. “These are not just whispers or conspiracy theories. They are documented truths that whistleblowers were brave enough to uncover and bring forward. These individuals, around ten of them – now under protection for their own safety – held proof that when the government was threatened with exposure, they went to every possible length to bury this scandal. They threatened this whistleblower’s family, forced them out of their position, and even attempted legal action to silence them.”

Felerah’s voice dropped, solemn and intense. “When the walls began closing in, the prime minister was given a choice: leave quietly, under the pretence of family issues, or face a public trial where his closest allies would inevitably fall with him. And so, he left, counting on the media to protect his legacy and his party to continue covering for his sins.”

She paused, scanning the crowd as the weight of her words took effect. “What I’ve told you tonight is just a glimpse of the truth they’ve hidden from you. Imagine what else they’re hiding. And ask yourselves, if this corruption touches the very top, how deep does it really go? This is why they fear transparency, why they fear the light. Because when the veil is lifted, they know that their lies, their manipulations, their abuse of power… will be laid bare for all to see.”

The crowd were now in a frenzy of cheering for Felerah, angry at the government, angry at the prime minister. She showed the crowd more evidence, more interviews before she unveiled a shocking piece of information.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” she began, her voice steady, though an edge of grief and anger simmered beneath. “What I’m about to reveal will shock you. But it must be seen.”

A deep breath steadied her before she glanced at the screen overhead. The lights dimmed, throwing the room into a shadowy stillness, heightening every drawn breath.

The film began, each second stretching as it panned across ten stark headstones. One by one, they came into view, engraved with the names of the whistleblowers she had fought to protect. Each bore a recent date of death, barely two weeks apart, each chiselled detail a final testament to the risks they had taken. A collective gasp swept the room as the weight of the moment struck them – ten lives, each silenced too soon.

No one moved. No one spoke. The silence was thick, pulsing with a horror that crept into their bones. Eyes widened, hands gripped chair arms tightly. The stadium felt smaller, as though the crowds of people were walls closing in under the sheer gravity of what they were witnessing.

The headstones appeared on screen, and Jessica felt the magickal energy in the room plummet as if all the light had been suddenly sucked out of the world. She'd investigated deaths like these before – “accidents” that were too clean, suicides that didn't add up. But seeing them all laid out like this, the dates so close together...

David's energy signature flared beside her, a mixture of rage and recognition. Through their enhanced perception, they could both see how Felerah was channelling the crowd's horror, using it to drive the final wedge into the seal's fractures.

“She's pushing too far,” Morgana warned, her voice tight with urgency. “The human mind isn't meant to process this much truth at once. Some of them can’t take this much shock.”

But Jessica understood now. She'd felt it building throughout the speech – this wasn't just about exposing corruption. Each revelation, each piece of evidence, was systematically dismantling not just people's beliefs but the very fabric of reality those beliefs helped maintain. The seal wasn't just breaking; it was being demolished by the sheer weight of suppressed truth.

“What happens now?” David asked, his voice barely a whisper.

Jessica watched the silence spread through the crowd like a physical force. “Now,” she said, “we find out if humanity is ready for the kind of truth that can break the world.”

Felerah looked out over the crowd, her gaze fierce. “This is what they sacrificed. This is the price they paid for the truth. This is what your government, the government that promised to protect these brave people, this is what it does to the truth.”

Hardly a sound could be heard as Felerah Blackthorn finished her speech. “This is the truth I want to uncover. This is the veil I want to be lifted. And these are the lies I will expose.”

She looked out over the crowd one more time and walked off the stage. The big screen repeated the film of the ten headstones.

The crowd stood still as if to silently honour the ten people who had lost their lives in pursuit of the truth.


CHAPTER 12
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The silence following Felerah's speech felt heavy, loaded with possibility rather than panic. Jessica remained on the terrace, studying the Edinburgh skyline. Nothing had visibly changed – yet. But her enhanced senses picked up subtle shifts in the city's magickal fabric, like ripples spreading across still water.

“The seal's breaking won't be immediate, will it?” she asked Morgana, though she already suspected the answer.

“No,” Morgana replied, her eyes scanning the horizon. “What Felerah has cleverly done is start a process. Think of it as hairline cracks spreading through glass. It takes time for them to propagate. If she’d opened the eyes of the public with too much information, it would have been disastrous.”

David leaned against the terrace railing, his expression thoughtful. “So what should we expect first?”

“Subtle changes,” Morgana said. “People might start noticing things they usually overlook. Patterns they previously dismissed. Some might experience moments of unusual clarity or déjà vu. Most won't even realise anything's different – they'll just feel... more aware.”

Jessica's phone buzzed – a message from her father at the K-Psych Unit: Minor anomalies in energy readings. Nothing catastrophic. Will keep monitoring.

She showed the message to the others. “At least we've got the K-Psych Unit tracking any changes in energy.”

“The real question,” David said, “is what Felerah does next. This speech, exposing corruption – it's just the beginning, isn't it?”

Morgana nodded grimly. “The first seal was always going to be the easiest to crack. People were ready for the truth. But the others…” She trailed off, looking troubled.

Jessica felt it then – a subtle shift in the ambient magick of Edinburgh, like a change in air pressure before a storm. Nothing dramatic, nothing that would cause panic. Just a gentle reminder that something fundamental had changed.

“We should contact Harrison,” she said. “The Cerberus Syndicate needs to know what we've witnessed.”

“And what exactly have we witnessed?” David asked softly. “The exposure of corruption or the beginning of something bigger?”

Jessica looked out over her city, so normal-looking in the gathering dusk. “Both,” she answered. “And I have a feeling we're the only ones who understand just how connected those two things are.”

David looked at Morgana. “Okay, this is going to sound like a really stupid question.”

Morgana and Jessica looked at him as they waited for the stupid question.

David squirmed a little and screwed up his face. “What exactly are we meant to be investigating now? Felerah is uncovering corruption in a huge way. Is this not a good thing?”

Morgana smiled sympathetically. “We don’t yet know her endgame here, David. We have to keep on investigating and try and find out what she’s up to.”

David nodded, looking out over the Edinburgh skyline.

Jessica took a deep breath. “Honestly, I think we should be applauding her. After everything we’ve seen as witches and working with the Cerebrus Syndicate, I feel this is a good thing.”

Morgana shot her a look of disdain. “And if she decided to tell the public about the witches of Scotland, and indeed all over the world, what then?”

Jessica pushed back. “We’re not doing anything corrupt, so there’s no need for her to tell the public.”

David looked at Morgana and then Jessica. “We have to speak to the Cerbrus Syndicate. We can call agents Harrison and Mills and get a meeting set up.”

“It's not just about corruption,” Morgana said, her voice taking on a teaching tone they both recognised. “The seals were put in place to protect humanity's gradual evolution of consciousness. Breaking them forcefully…” She shook her head. “Think of it like forcing a flower to bloom before its time; it would just die.”

Jessica frowned. “But who decides when humanity is ready? The Cerberus Syndicate? The monks? The angels?” She caught herself getting frustrated and took a breath. “Sorry. It's just... after everything we've seen, all the cover-ups and lies, maybe this kind of change is necessary.”

“Or maybe,” David interjected, “that's exactly what Felerah wants us to think. Use legitimate corruption to justify breaking fundamental laws of reality.” He pushed away from the railing. “We should try to get that meeting with Harrison and Mills tonight. Something tells me we don't have the luxury of waiting until morning.”

Jessica pulled out her phone to make the call but paused. “Do we tell them everything? About the seal breaking?”

“They will already know,” Morgana answered. “The Syndicate understands more about the seals than you might think. They've been protecting them for centuries.”

A cool breeze swept across the terrace, carrying with it the first hints of autumn. But underneath the familiar Edinburgh air, Jessica sensed something else – a new current of energy, subtle but persistent, like a door left slightly ajar.

The question was: what else might slip through that door before they could close it?

Jessica quickly typed out a message to Harrison: Need to meet tonight. Urgent.

The response was almost immediate: Your father's office at the K-Psych Unit, one hour.

“They're already at the K-Psych Unit,” Jessica said, showing the others the message. “Dad must have called them.”

David pulled his jacket closer against the cooling air. “Makes sense. If anyone can measure the effects of a seal breaking, it would be the K-Psych team.”

“We should go now,” Morgana said, her eyes still scanning the horizon as if reading invisible changes in the air. “The sooner we pool our information, the better we can understand what Felerah's truly planning.”

As they headed inside, Jessica caught David glancing back at the city one last time. “What is it?”

“Just thinking,” he said quietly. “About what Felerah said regarding the whistleblowers. Ten people died trying to expose the truth. What if…”—he hesitated—“what if breaking the seals is the only way to prevent more deaths?”

“That's exactly the kind of thinking that makes her dangerous,” Morgana said sharply. “She's making you question everything, making her actions seem not just reasonable but necessary.”

“Isn't questioning everything what we're supposed to do?” Jessica countered, following them down the stairs. “Isn't that what being an investigator means?”

The debate continued as they made their way through the darkening streets towards the university. Above them, the Edinburgh sky remained normal – no dramatic lights, no visible tears in reality. But to their enhanced senses, the city felt different, as if it was holding its breath, waiting to see what would happen next.

The taxi driver stopped right at the corner of Crichton Street and Charles Street.

David paid him using his phone. “Cheers mate,” the taxi driver said. He was about to turn back when he looked at David. “Be careful out there, there’s some weird shit going on.”

David frowned. “What do you mean?”

The taxi driver shook his head. “I don’t know, I can’t really explain it, there’s just a weird feeling in the air. It’s not just me, the other fares that I have picked up have more or less said the same thing. Just be careful.”

David thanked him and closed the door of the black cab behind him. “Did you hear that?” he asked the others.

“Yes. Non-witches must be sensing something they can’t comprehend,” Morgana said as she walked along Charles Street toward the Dugald Stewart Building which housed the Philosophy, Psychology and Languages units.

As they got closer to the building, David noticed two bulky men, arms folded, standing outside the entrance. They were looking left to right and obviously scanning the streets, but for what?

As they approached, the bulky men at the door stood a little taller. “Can I ask what you are here for?” one of them said, surprisingly very polite.

“Yes, we’re here to see my father in the K-Psych Unit?” Jessica said.

“The K-Psych Unit?”

“Sorry, the Koestler Unit,” Jessica replied.

The bulkier of the two men opened the door and smiled. “I presume you know where it is,” he said.

They passed through four layers of security before reaching Jessica’s father's office. Each checkpoint felt heavier with magickal energy than usual, like the Syndicate was taking no chances tonight.

“They've tripled the wards,” David murmured as they walked through the final corridor. “Can you feel it?”

Jessica nodded. The air was thick with protective spells, making it slightly harder to breathe. She'd grown up visiting this building, but tonight, it felt more like a fortress than a research facility.

Her father's office door opened before they reached it. Harrison stood in the doorway, his usual immaculate suit at odds with his grim expression. Behind him, Jessica could see her father and Mills hunched over a bank of monitors while Alicia paced the room, talking rapidly into her phone.

“You felt it too, then?” Harrison asked without preamble.

“The seal breaking? Yes,” Morgana answered. “Though I suspect your equipment detected more than we have perceived so far.”

When they entered the office, Jessica immediately noticed the main monitor. It showed a map of Edinburgh overlaid with swirling patterns of energy – normal enough for the K-Psych Unit. But those patterns were shifting tonight, creating new configurations she'd never seen before.

“Joseph,” Mills called out to her father, “show them the baseline comparison.”

Her father tapped a few keys, and a second image appeared – the city's normal energy pattern from this morning. The difference was subtle but unmistakable. Something fundamental had changed in Edinburgh's magickal fabric.

“The question is,” Harrison said, closing the door behind them, “what exactly did Felerah break tonight? Was it just the seal or something else entirely?”

David frowned. “What do you mean?”

Harrison looked at Mills as if to ask her if he should say any more. She nodded.

“Well, Felerah isn’t just telling people the truth, she is breaking the seals of the planes of existence,” Harrison said.

“Like the ones that Terence and the monks are protecting?” David asked.

“Yes, but it’s the energy of the planes of existence and not the planes themselves, if that makes sense?” Harrison said.

Jessica nodded. “Kind of. Like how witches feel energies but cannot always see where the energy comes from?”

Mills joined in the conversation, “Yes. If that happens, then the human brain is overloaded for a while. Then a period of adjustment will happen until they start processing and understanding exactly what is happening.”

“That would explain what the taxi driver said.” David looked at Harrison and Mills. “He told me to be careful tonight as something weird was going on, but he couldn’t quite explain what it was. He said others have felt it too,” David said.

“And that’s just from one speech,” Harrison replied. “We have to stop her before she gives another. After this one, her popularity on social media and in legacy media has increased. And I mean her popularity has massively increased.”

“But why?” David asked. “Why connect political corruption with breaking metaphysical barriers?”

Alicia, who had finished her phone call, joined them at the monitors. “Because people's belief systems are interconnected. Break their trust in one fundamental belief…”

They all knew what would happen next. If one core belief was broken, then other core beliefs would be questioned, and when beliefs were questioned, they became more malleable.

“So what do we think she has planned next?” Jessica asked.

“We know exactly what she has planned,” Harrison said, walking over to a display screen. He picked up a remote and clicked a few buttons, and a document appeared on the large screen. It was the itinerary of Felerah Blackthorn for the next four weeks.

The group read the document, and there was a detailed plan to speak and debate on television, on radio, in stadiums, in various interviews with other politicians. A full four weeks had been planned for her, but the last item on the list was very interesting.

It read:

Week 4:

Day 5: The Edinburgh “Final Truth” Event

“The Final Truth Event?” David read aloud. “That sounds ominous.”

“It gets worse,” Mills said, tapping a key to zoom in on the details. “Look at the venue.”

Jessica leaned closer, then drew in a sharp breath. “Arthur's Seat? That's not just a random choice.”

“No,” her father agreed. “It's one of the most powerful ley line convergence points in Scotland. If she's planning what we think she is…”

“The seals would be at their most vulnerable there,” Morgana finished. “Especially with the first one already weakened.”

Harrison turned to face them fully. “We have four weeks to figure out her endgame and stop her. But here's the real problem – everything she's revealed so far has been true. Every piece of evidence, every accusation of corruption, it all checks out. How do we stop someone who's technically fighting for truth and justice?”

“By proving she has a darker agenda,” Alicia said, finally putting her phone away. “I've just been speaking with our contact in Westminster. Felerah's not just targeting British corruption anymore. She's going global.”

The implications hung heavy in the air. If one speech about British political corruption could crack a seal, what would worldwide revelations do?

Jessica looked at David and shook her head. “Okay, I’m going to say it. Why the hell would we not support her in exposing all the corruption that goes on at the government level?”

Joseph widened his eyes as he watched his daughter speaking. “Jessica, if all this corruption and lies are exposed, what do you think will happen?”

Jessica looked at him defiantly. “I know what you’re saying. It could lead to civil unrest, anarchy, lawlessness, but there could be a way to control the flow of what she’s unveiling.”

“How can we do that?” Harrison asked

“We speak to Felerah Blackthorn directly and just ask her what her plans are,” Jessica said, looking around the group.

Harrison looked at Mills. “Well, if you think you can get a meeting with her, go ahead.”

“I won’t be able to get a meeting with her, but the University of Edinburgh will,” Jessica said, looking at her father.

Joseph widened his eyes and nodded slightly. He then looked directly at Jessica. “If you can set it up, then go for it.”


CHAPTER 13
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Felerah was silent as she sat in the leather chair that overlooked the city of Edinburgh. The sun cast a blanket of warmth over the city, and Felerah could feel the energy from the inhabitants.

Her mission was going according to plan, but she wouldn’t be here for much longer, so every minute counted.

Her meeting with Jessica Campbell from the University of Edinburgh had been scheduled just before television interviews at the BBC studios at Holyrood Road and the STV studios in Fountainbridge. She hadn’t organised the meeting but recognised the name.

What are you up to, Jessica? she asked herself. I know you’re a witch. Felerah had decided to go casual for this meeting and wore a white, off-the-shoulder, cashmere top with a pair of faded blue jeans and flat black shoes.

She took a sip of her coffee as the buzzer sounded. “Yes, go ahead,” Felerah said to the AI assistant.

“Jessica Campbell from the University of Edinburgh is here to see you, Ms Blackthorn, can I send her up?” a female voice asked.

“Yes, please,” Felerah replied.

Felerah thumbed through some of the information her assistant had gathered about the interviewers at the STV and BBC studios.

The knock at the suite's door was firm, confident. Felerah took her time crossing the plush carpet, each step measured and deliberate. She sensed Jessica's magickal signature through the door – stronger than expected, recently enhanced. Interesting.

“Come in, Ms Campbell,” Felerah called out, her voice carrying that same melodic quality that had captivated thousands the night before, though more subdued now.

Jessica entered, and Felerah noticed several things at once: the young witch's professional attire – a dark blue blazer over a cream blouse – her carefully controlled magickal aura and, most intriguingly, the subtle protective wards she'd woven around herself. Clever girl. Her red hair was a stark contrast to her blouse.

“Thank you for agreeing to meet with me, Ms Blackthorn,” Jessica said, her voice steady. “The university is very interested in your perspective on social change and political reform.”

Felerah gestured towards the sitting area where two elegant armchairs faced each other across a coffee table. “Please, call me Felerah. Would you like some coffee?”

As they settled into their seats, Felerah studied the younger woman. Behind the academic facade, she could see the investigator, the witch, the Cerberus agent all warring with each other. The question was: which one would lead this conversation?

“Now then,” Felerah said, pouring coffee into a delicate china cup, “shall we discuss what you're really here for?”

Jessica smiled at her.

Felerah could sense Jessica’s confidence as a witch as she relaxed and let her true self shine through the facades she was trying to project.

“Okay, I kind of knew you would see through me,” Jessica said, smiling and pouring some milk into her coffee.

“So why the meeting if you knew?” Felerah asked.

“Honestly, I wanted to get a sense of you, feel your energy and to try and find out what you were really up to,” Jessica replied, looking directly into her eyes.

Felerah smiled. She liked this young woman; she was confident, knew her own mind and was a powerful witch. “Are you here to try and stop me?”

Jessica looked at her and paused for a second before replying. “I can’t stop you if I don’t know what you’re planning on doing.”

Felerah looked at her watch.

“Okay, I know you’ve not got much time with me, so I’ll get right to it,” Jessica said, shifting in the Louis sixteenth style armchair. “What are you playing at?”

Felerah burst out laughing and warmed even more to Jessica. She hadn’t expected that at all.

Jessica smiled and continued to stare at her.

“What do you think I’m up to, Jessica?” Felerah said, smiling.

“I don’t know,” Jessica replied.

“Oh, come on now, I don’t have time for this, surely you have your theories?” Felarah said.

“Well, I would assume to lift the veil of what is happening in the world just now. Just now, I see you as lifting the first of The Seven Seals. What you do after that, i.e. lifting another seal of The Veil would be counterproductive.” Jessica said.

Felerah raised her eyebrows. “Counterproductive to what?”

“Well, counterproductive to opening the minds of the human population of the world,” Jessica quickly replied.

Felerah studied the young witch, intrigued by her directness. Most humans, even witches, tiptoed around the truth. But Jessica Campbell charged straight at it.

“You assume that opening minds gradually is better than tearing down all the barriers at once?” Felerah set her coffee cup down. She could sense Jessica's conflict – the investigator wanting answers, the witch understanding power and, underneath it all, a hunger for truth that matched her own.

“That's not fair,” Jessica countered. “You can't compare individual cases to systematically breaking down the fundamental barriers of reality.”

So young, so certain of the rules, Felerah thought. Just as she had been, once, before she understood her true purpose. “Can't I?” she said, leaning forwards. “Last night, I exposed corruption that led to the deaths of ten whistleblowers. But what I didn't mention was how many others died because of the pharmaceutical trials they covered up. Or how many lives were destroyed by their surveillance programs.”

Felerah let her glamour slip, just slightly – enough for Jessica to glimpse what lay beneath the human facade. She felt the young witch's magickal energy spike in response, those protective wards flaring briefly. But Jessica didn't retreat. Brave girl.

“The truth isn't just about exposing corruption,” Felerah continued. “It's about forcing people to face what they've been trying not to see.”

“And the seals? What happens when you break them all?”

Felerah allowed herself a small smile. Such a direct question deserved at least a partial truth. “Evolution isn't always gentle. Sometimes it requires... a push.”

She glanced at her watch – her interview at the BBC wouldn't wait. But something about Jessica Campbell intrigued her. Perhaps it was the way the witch's energy resonated with the broken seal, or maybe it was just her refreshing honesty.

“Our time is almost up,” Felerah said. “But let me ask you something, Jessica. You've seen what I revealed last night. You know it was all true. So why are you really here? To stop me? Or because part of you wants to understand why I'm doing this?”

She watched Jessica's reaction carefully. The answer wouldn't change anything – her path was set – but she was curious to see how deep this young witch's commitment to truth really went.

She could feel the bubbling of something that was bursting to get out of Jessica. Was it admiration, was it her quest to uncover the lies, was it the injustice she felt?

Jessica stared for just a few seconds, obviously having decided that this time was precious and she needed to get it out there, exactly what she was feeling, and ask Felerah the questions she was obviously so desperate to ask.


CHAPTER 14
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Jessica felt the words building up inside her, countless questions fighting to be asked first. But more than that, she felt something she hadn't expected – a growing certainty that Felerah wasn't their enemy, at least not entirely.

Felerah's slight glamour slip had revealed something ancient, something powerful but not necessarily malevolent. Like looking through a crack in reality itself. Now, sitting across from her in the elegant suite of The Balmoral, Jessica found herself questioning everything the Cerberus Syndicate had assumed about this woman.

“Before you answer,” Felerah said softly, her ethereal presence still flickering at the edges of her human form, “remember that sometimes asking the right question is more important than getting an answer.”

Jessica took a deep breath. If Felerah wanted the right question, she had one. “The Final Truth Event at Arthur's Seat – what happens if we try to stop you?”

The words hung in the air, and Jessica felt the weight of her conflicting loyalties pressing down on her. The Cerberus agent in her knew she should be looking for weaknesses, gathering intelligence. The investigator wanted to understand the bigger picture. But the witch... the witch in her recognised something profound happening here.

She thought of her father's worried face at the K-Psych Unit, of David's growing uncertainty, of Morgana's warnings. They were all so certain this was dangerous, that it needed to be stopped. Yet everything Felerah had revealed so far had been truth – painful, necessary truth.

What if we're on the wrong side of this? The thought surfaced unbidden, making her stomach twist. Her whole career had been about uncovering truth, fighting corruption, protecting people. But who were they really protecting by maintaining these seals? The public? Or the powers that had kept them in the dark for so long?

Her enhanced magickal senses, still buzzing from the Kundalini awakening, picked up subtle shifts in the energy around them. Through the suite's windows, Edinburgh Castle stood proud against the morning sky, but now she could see the ley lines pulsing beneath it, stronger and more visible than ever before. Was that such a bad thing? For people to finally see the world as it truly was?

Felerah tilted her head slightly, and Jessica felt the air in the room grow heavy. The morning sunlight caught Felerah's face, and for a moment, Jessica could have sworn she saw deep into her soul through her eyes. She felt something stirring in her stomach. Excitement.

“If you try to stop me?” Felerah repeated, her melodic voice carrying an edge of something ancient. “The better question might be: what happens if you succeed?”

She rose from her chair with fluid grace and walked to the window. “The seals aren't just barriers, Jessica. They're pressure points. For millennia, humanity has pushed against them, building up tension, storing energy like a spring being slowly compressed. What do you think happens if that pressure isn't released?”

Jessica watched as Felerah's reflection in the window seemed to shift between forms – human, divine, something else entirely.

“You more than anybody should know this. Look at what nearly happened in 2014 when there was a referendum about the future of Scotland. Where did that referendum come from? Do you think the politicians woke up one day thinking ‘Today’s a nice day to vote for independence’? Of course not. It was a build up of deep-seated feelings over hundreds of years. And what happened? They couldn’t let it happen, so they squashed it with lies, deceit and scaremongering.”

Jessica looked at her, thinking about what she was saying. “You're not really giving me a choice here,” Jessica said, understanding dawning on her.

“On the contrary.” Felerah turned back to face her. “I'm giving humanity its first real choice in thousands of years. The seals will break, Jessica. The only question is whether it happens in a controlled way, through revelation and understanding, or…” She let the words hang.

“Or catastrophically,” Jessica finished.

A soft chime followed by a female voice interrupted them. “Ms Blackthorn, your car will be here in fifteen minutes.”

“Thank you,” Felerah replied to the AI Assistant.

“I have to get changed, but think about this: why did the Cerberus Syndicate send you to investigate me, instead of trying to stop me themselves?” Her smile held secrets within secrets. “Perhaps because some of them already understand what's coming.”

“What do you mean, 'what's coming'?” Jessica asked.

“You know, Jessica, I like you. You remind me of myself, before…” She paused, that otherworldly presence flickering stronger for a moment. “Before I understood what I truly was.”

“And what exactly are you?” Jessica pressed, standing as Felerah moved towards the bedroom door.

Felerah turned, and this time, her smile held both warmth and warning. “Watch my interviews today. Pay attention to what I say about the food industry. And Jessica?” She stopped at the door. “The Cerberus Syndicate knows more than they're telling you. Ask them about Project Seraphim.”

With that, she disappeared into the bedroom to get changed, leaving Jessica alone in the suite with the morning sun streaming through the windows and more questions than she'd arrived with. But one thing was clear – Felerah hadn't just been answering questions, she'd been testing Jessica. The real question was: for what?

She left the room quietly as she pulled out her phone to call Harrison, then stopped. Project Seraphim. Maybe it was time to do some investigating of her own.


CHAPTER 15
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The BBC studio lights felt warm on Felerah's skin as she sat across from James Robertson, one of Scotland's most respected political commentators. She could sense his scepticism – he'd built his career on hard-hitting interviews, on catching politicians in their lies. But how did you challenge someone who dealt exclusively in truth?

“Ms Blackthorn,” he began, his Edinburgh accent crisp and professional, “last night you made some extraordinary claims about pharmaceutical companies and government surveillance. Today, you've promised revelations about our food industry. Aren't you concerned these consecutive exposés might destabilise public trust completely?”

Felerah smiled, letting just a touch of her true power infuse her voice. "Would you rather the continuation of these lies, James?”

The presenter shifted in his seat a little. “No, that’s not what I am saying, I am…”

Felerah cut him off. “That’s exactly what you’re saying. You would rather I keep quiet about this so the public don’t get to know the truth about what’s really happening in the world.”

“You’re putting words into my mouth, Ms Blackthorn,” he shot back.

“And that’s exactly what you and your corporation at the BBC have been doing for years to the British public. By censoring vital information pertaining to the pharmaceutical industry and the food industry, you have brainwashed the British public into believing what you want them to believe,” Felerah said, sitting back to wait for his answer.

“Ms Blackthorn, this is meant to be a discussion with you, not an argument, and certainly not to unleash unfounded allegations about the BBC…”

Felerah leaned forwards. “I said you and the BBC, not just the BBC.”

The presenter now laughed. “You are saying I am responsible for censoring vital information?”

“Yes, that’s exactly what I am saying. In a meeting two weeks ago, in London at the BBC headquarters, you are quoted as saying”—Felerah took out a sheet of paper from a folder on the side table next to her—“I am not interviewing some fucking right-wing lunatic about new information about the COVID vaccines. We already know…”

James Robertson interrupted Felerah, “Okay, okay, that’s enough now,” he said, holding up his hands and looking at the producers of the show.

“No, it’s not enough… You said, we already know about the deaths they caused, we don’t need to start the whole fucking debate again.” Felerah looked from the sheet of paper to the presenter. “Do you want me to continue?”

James looked at the producers again, obviously hoping that they would cut the interview short and go off air. His face was scarlet as the producer made a rolling motion with his hand.

“Now, do you want to talk about the food industry?” Felerah asked.

James shook his head and looked down to the floor. He looked up quickly. “Do you know what? Go for it, just fucking do what you want, I’m pretty much fucked anyway.”

Felerah felt the familiar surge of energy in the studio – the same process as last night, but more focused, more precise. The second seal wouldn't break today, and possibly never, but the breaking of the first seal could be strengthened before it could be repaired.

“Let me tell you about Melathione,” Felerah said, pulling up a new document. “Most people have never heard of it, but it's been quietly introduced into our food chain over the past decade. Together with Parathione, these compounds were originally developed as 'enhanced pesticides.’”

She handed James another document. “Their own studies – buried in regulatory submissions – show these chemicals don't break down in the soil as claimed. Instead, they accumulate, building up in root systems, changing the very DNA of our food crops.”

“But these are approved pesticides,” James interjected, scanning the papers.

“Approved under testing protocols designed by the same companies manufacturing them,” Felerah countered. “Look at page seven – the actual biological impact studies. The chromosomal damage isn't just affecting the crops. It's affecting everything that consumes them – insects, animals, humans.”

She pulled out another graph. “This shows the bioaccumulation rates. Melathione molecules bind to human tissue, particularly in the lymphatic system. Parathione compounds then act as a catalyst, accelerating cellular mutations. They called it 'Project Evolution' in their internal memos – a sick joke considering what it's actually doing to human genetics.”

“These mutation patterns,” James said, his voice barely a whisper as he studied the data, “they're systemic?”

“Generational,” Felerah corrected. “Each generation exposed shows increasingly unstable genetic markers. But here's the truly sinister part – they've known about this for years. They have over a decade of data showing exactly how these compounds affect human chromosomal stability.”

The energy in the studio was building now, truth forcing its way through reality's cracks like water through a breaking dam.

Felerah waited for the next question from James. He looked incredulously at the papers but, being the professional that he was, wanted to keep the conversation flowing.

“So is this the big reveal you wanted to share with us, that pesticides used in the food industry are bad for us?” he said, looking her directly in the eyes.

Felerah stared at him. She then spoke in a very calm way. “No. This was just an opener. I have a ton of information and evidence to show that the food industry is bankrolled by the big pharmaceutical companies.”

“We’ve heard a lot of these conspiracy theories before, Ms Blackthorn, and nothing has ever been proven,” James said, trying to take back control of the interview.

“Until now!” Felerah said. “After this interview has finished, I will be distributing a video documenting every single thing I am saying today with evidence, with video footage of CEOs from big pharma, the food industry, the media, and how information has been suppressed from the public.”

James raised his eyebrows. “I will look forward to hearing that.”

“But here's what the media manipulation really covered up,” Felerah said, pulling up another document. “In 2019, an independent research team discovered something that should have made global headlines. Alzheimer's disease – what we've been told is a natural part of ageing – is neither natural nor inevitable.”

James straightened in his chair. “What?”

“The truth about Alzheimer's has been systematically buried by a coordinated campaign involving media companies, pharmaceutical giants and food corporations.” She laid out a series of emails on the table between them. “These communications show how they've controlled the narrative. Every time a researcher got close to the truth, they were either bought out, discredited or killed.”

“Killed.” James laughed incredulously.

“Oh, do you find any of this funny, James? Can you see what’s about to happen?” Felerah said angrily.

He turned once again to the producer. The producer would know this was gold for television but ultimately looked bad for the BBC.

She turned to face the camera directly. “Alzheimer's rates have skyrocketed in the past thirty years, not because we're living longer, but because of what we're eating. The combination of of the pesticides and the additives that go into our foods doesn't just affect our current health – it literally rewires our neural pathways, making our brains more susceptible to deterioration.”

“That's a massive claim,” James said, his earlier hostility forgotten in the face of such staggering implications.

“Look at these brain scans,” Felerah said, displaying new images. “The left shows a typical Alzheimer's patient. The right shows someone the same age from a community that doesn't consume industrially produced food. The difference in neural degradation is undeniable. But here's the real crime – they've had a preventative protocol for years. A simple dietary modification that could reduce Alzheimer's rates by over ninety per cent.”

The studio had grown deathly quiet. Even the cameramen were frozen, transfixed by what they were hearing.

“Why?” James finally managed. “Why would they hide this?”

Felerah's smile was cold. “Because an ageing population terrified of losing their minds will pay anything for treatment. Because people focused on caring for their deteriorating parents don't have the energy to question authority. Because pharmaceutical companies make more money treating symptoms than preventing causes.

“But it's more systemic than that,” Felerah continued, bringing up what looked like a marketing strategy document. “Look at the projected profits for Alzheimer's treatments over the next decade – three hundred billion pounds globally. Now look at this.” She switched to another document. “Research from their own laboratories proving they could prevent the disease with a simple dietary protocol that would cost less than fifty pounds per month.”

“These documents,” James said, squinting at the dates, “some of these go back twenty years.”

“Exactly. For two decades, they've known that Alzheimer's isn't just preventable – it's largely manufactured. The combination of pesticides creates what they call a 'neural vulnerability cascade.' But here's the truly sinister part.” She pulled out another file. “They've been gradually increasing the concentrations, targeting specific age groups. Look at the projections for early-onset dementia in the next five years.”

The graph she displayed showed a sharp upward trend.

“They're not just waiting for people to get old anymore,” Felerah said, her voice carrying that subtle resonance again. “They're engineering a health crisis that will affect people as young as forty. And conveniently, they've already developed the 'breakthrough' treatments – sitting in their labs, waiting until the problem becomes severe enough to justify their price tags.”

She turned to face the camera again. “Every major supermarket chain, every big food producer, every company that processes our food – they're all complicit. But don't take my word for it. Watch their own CEOs admit it in the video I am posting on my social media accounts.

“It shows footage from a private board meeting. A man in an expensive suit is speaking and he said, and I quote, ‘The beauty of the M-P protocol is that by the time symptoms present, neural degradation is already locked in. They'll need our treatments for life – however long that is. That is billions of dollars in profit each year.’”

James opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out.

Felerah looked at the camera. “You, the British public, the American, Canadian, Australian publics and the whole of the Western world are being lied to. It’s time to open your eyes.”

After a few seconds, Felerah heard the producer shouting.

“That’s a wrap.”


CHAPTER 16
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Jessica stared at the monitor in her father's office at the university, the BBC broadcast having just ended. She could feel the energy in the room – not just from the other watchers but from the city itself. Through the K-Psych Unit's windows, Edinburgh's magickal signature was pulsing with a new intensity.

“Well, shit,” David said softly, breaking the heavy silence.

Harrison stood with his arms crossed, face unreadable. Mills was already on her phone, presumably coordinating with other Cerberus units. Morgana was staring out of the window at the passers-by on the street below. But it was her father's reaction that caught Jessica's attention – he hadn't moved since Felerah's revelation about Alzheimer's, and his face had gone pale.

"Dad?" she asked. "What is it?"

Joseph Campbell turned to look at his daughter but didn’t say anything.

“The energy readings are off the scale,” Alicia interrupted, pointing to one of the monitoring stations. “The first seal is well and truly smashed. Would we be able to repair it even if we wanted to?”

“Is it all true?” Jessica asked, voicing what they were all thinking. “Any of it. The pesticides, the cover-ups, the Alzheimer's connection – it's all true, isn't it?"

Harrison finally moved, walking to the window to look out over the city. “The Cerberus Syndicate's primary mission has always been to protect humanity from forces they're not ready to handle. But what do we do when the truth itself becomes that force?”

David turned his attention to the alternative media sites where Felerah had posted the interview and the evidence she had spoken about. They were already in their millions of views. Her subscriber numbers had climbed to over five million and were growing every minute.

“I can’t even bear to watch the documentary just now,” Jessica said, still reeling from the interview.

David turned to Jessica. “This feels like a shift, a huge shift.”

Jessica nodded. “Honestly, I’m pretty scared about what happens from here.”

Joseph walked over to them and sat on the edge of his desk. “What do you mean? What are you scared of?”

“Well, think about it. Imagine if the public found out about witches, what do you think would happen?” Jessica said.

“Do you think Felerah would uncover the truth about witches?” her father asked.

“No, that’s not the point, but if she did, there would be an uproar. When something is as major as what she’s telling the British public and the whole world, where do they go with it? This could literally cause civil unrest.”

David pondered what Jessica was saying. “So, do you think we should stop her from telling any more?”

The other members of the group walked over to listen in on the conversation.

Jessica sighed. “I’m all for the truth, but it’s like a bright light being turned on when you’ve been in the dark for years. There’s a lot of damage that could be done, mentally.”

Mills stepped forward. “So you’re conflicted on what we should do?”

“Well, I was all for her telling the truth when she was at Murrayfield Stadium. It was refreshing to hear a politician tell the truth in that way and take some of the responsibility for it. But now I’m starting to ask, is she uncovering too much too quickly?” Jessica said. She felt pained about the right thing they should do in this situation.

“Didn’t you say she has another interview planned?” Harrison asked.

“Yes, with STV, but after seeing that, I don’t know if they will cancel the interview, as that was really damaging to the BBC,” Jessica replied.

Joseph had his arms crossed and rubbed his chin with his hand. “We might not have any choice. She’s obviously very powerful, and we might not be able to stop her from speaking again. I mean, look at her social media accounts, they’re exploding.”

David frowned and shook his head. “Who are we to decide what information she shares with the world? We would be doing exactly what’s she trying to uncover, suppression of the truth.”

“David, you know that’s not why we are discussing this. This is about unveiling too much too quickly for the sanity and mental welfare of the people of Britain. And not just Britain, but probably the whole Western world. There is going to be a huge knock-on effect from this fallout, and I get the feeling she’s only just started,” Harrison said.

The group fell silent, each of them contemplating the inevitable course set in motion by the train Felerah Blackthorn had begun to drive.

Alicia's phone buzzed again. “The energy readings are still climbing,” she said, moving to the monitoring station. “It's like... like the broken seal is creating a cascade effect. People aren't just accepting these truths – they're actively seeking more.”

“That's what breaking the seal does,” Morgana said from her position by the window. “It doesn't just reveal truth – it makes people hungry for it. The more truth they learn, the more they want to know.”

“And we can't repair it?” David asked.

“The seal was designed to crack gradually as humanity evolved,” Harrison replied. “But this... this is like taking a sledgehammer to it. There's nothing left to repair.”

Jessica watched the social media numbers continuing to climb on David's screen. “So what exactly does a broken seal mean for the average person? What changes?”

“They'll start seeing patterns they were blind to before,” her father said. “Connecting dots they wouldn't have connected. And not just about corruption – about everything. The seal doesn't just hide specific truths, it dampens humanity's ability to perceive deeper realities.”

“And Felerah knows this,” Mills added. “She's not just exposing corruption – she's systematically dismantling humanity's protective barriers. The question is: what happens when she moves on to the next seal?”

“The STV interview is still on. I just checked the schedule, and she’s still listed to be interviewed by Janet Galloway,” David said.

“She doesn’t take any prisoners,” Joseph said. “What time is she on?”

David looked at his phone for the time. “In about five minutes.”

“Should we try to stop it?” Alicia asked, but the question felt hollow. They all knew they couldn't.

“Five minutes,” Harrison said grimly. “Whatever she reveals next... at least we'll be watching it in real time.”

Jessica noticed her father's hands were shaking slightly as he turned on the larger monitor. After what Felerah had revealed about Alzheimer's, what other medical truths might she expose? How many more lives had been needlessly lost to corporate greed?

“Janet Galloway won't be as easy to rattle as James Robertson,” Mills observed, taking a seat. “She's known for handling difficult interviews.”

“I don't think that matters anymore,” David said quietly. “The seal's broken. People will believe Felerah even if the interviewer tries to discredit her.”

The STV logo appeared on screen. Whatever was coming next, they were about to witness another piece of reality being torn away.

The STV studio had a warmer feel than the BBC's. Janet Galloway sat in her signature red chair, her silver-streaked black hair immaculately styled, her reputation for taking down politicians evident in her posture alone.

“Oh, this should be good,” Mills murmured.

“Scotland's Rottweiler versus Felerah Blackthorn,” Harrison said. “Under normal circumstances, my money would be on Janet.”

Jessica felt the familiar tingle of magickal energy through the screen – Felerah was already in the studio, though not yet on camera. Even through a broadcast, her power was palpable.

“These aren't normal circumstances though, are they?” David said, his eyes fixed on the screen.

The studio lights dimmed slightly, and Jessica felt her father tense beside her. The K-Psych Unit's monitoring equipment began to hum – whatever was about to happen, it was already affecting the ambient magickal energy of Edinburgh.

“Good evening.” Janet's crisp voice carried through the speakers. “Tonight, we're joined by Felerah Blackthorn, whose BBC interview this morning has already broken viewing records and caused the resignation of three pharmaceutical executives. Ms Blackthorn, welcome to Scotland Tonight.”

The camera panned to show Felerah, who'd chosen a simple black blazer over a white blouse – a stark contrast to Janet's bold red ensemble. Her smile held the same quiet confidence she'd shown at the BBC.

“Thank you, Janet,” Felerah replied. “Though I should correct you – it's actually five executives who've resigned in the past hour. Two more announced their departures just before I came on air.”

Janet's eyebrow raised slightly. “You seem well-informed.”

“I make it my business to be,” Felerah said. “Just as you do.”

Jessica watched Janet's practised composure flicker for just a moment. The veteran interviewer hadn't expected Felerah to know about the last-minute schedule change.

“You're right,” Janet recovered smoothly. “Let's talk about beginnings. This morning you exposed corruption in our food industry, particularly regarding Alzheimer's research. What other secrets are being kept from the British public?”

Felerah's smile widened slightly. “Interesting choice of words, Janet. 'Secrets.' As if these were just embarrassing corporate indiscretions. What if I told you that Alzheimer's was just one small part of a much larger pattern?”

The monitoring equipment's hum grew louder.

“Before we move on to that larger pattern,” Janet interjected, clearly trying to maintain control of the interview, “many of our viewers will be wondering about the evidence you released after the BBC interview. The internal memos, the board meeting footage – how did you obtain these?”

“The same way you obtained evidence about the First Minister's offshore accounts last year,” Felerah replied smoothly. “Though we both know you never aired that story, don't we?”

In the K-Psych Unit, Mills let out a low whistle. “She's going for the media straight away.”

“But let's talk about that larger pattern,” Felerah continued, pulling out another folder. “We discussed Alzheimer's this morning. Now let's discuss cancer rates in children.”

Jessica heard her father's sharp intake of breath beside her.

“Specifically,” Felerah said, her voice taking on that subtle resonance again, “let's discuss why childhood cancer rates have risen sharply since the introduction of processed foods. Let’s talk about twenty-one per cent of children in the UK being obese, linked directly to processed foods. Let’s talk about⁠—”

Janet interrupted Felerah, “Okay, I think we get what you’re saying here…”

Felerah looked at her with anger in her eyes and held up her hand. “With respect, Janet, I don’t think you do know what I am saying here. What I am saying is that it’s the food that we eat and how it’s processed that causes seventy per cent of human disease.”

Janet laughed out loud, despite trying to hold it back. She tried to compose herself before the camera panned back to her.

Felerah continued, “What’s worse is that the government has given grants, funding and tax breaks to companies that produce these foods. And one last revelation,” she said and stopped.

Janet looked at her. “Go on.”

Joseph laughed. “She’s being really smart here, getting Janet’s permission to continue talking about this.”

Jessica snorted. “This is just unbelievable, what she’s sharing.”

They turned back to the screen when Felerah started talking again.

“The diseases that are being caused by the processing of the foods have to be treated with drugs.” Felerah fished in her briefcase and pulled out another file.

Janet shook her head when a cameraman stepped forwards to capture the files for the viewers.

Felerah smiled when she saw this. “I wouldn’t show it to the viewers either, Janet, you’re wise to do that.”

Janet smiled, a smile that didn’t reach her eyes.

“The pharmaceutical companies that benefit most from the diseases caused by these processed foods are actually getting tax breaks by investing in the very food companies that are causing the diseases.” Felerah said.

Janet didn’t dispute this fact. “I presume you have proof of this.”

Felerah went on to talk about eight food processing companies and four pharmaceutical companies that had given them billions of pounds. The same four pharmaceutical companies had been given billions of pounds by twelve food processing companies.

“That’s quite a discovery. Are you going to share this information the same way you did with the BBC interview?” Janet asked.

“I am. What I also want to share is that I shared all this with the media three years ago,” Felerah said.

Janet frowned. “You did?”

“Yes, and not one single person from all the media companies I spoke to got back to me, despite the massive amount of evidence I had. So I went to the alternative media and started going after legacy media,” Felerah said.

“Can we talk about your investigations?” Janet asked.

“No, not just now. I want to share that the government has given 7.3 billion in funding to the food companies for research and also 11.2 billion to the pharmaceutical companies.Not only that, but here’s the big one,” Felerah said, pulling out another sheet of paper from her briefcase.

Janet looked uncomfortably at the cameraman.

Felerah saw Janet looking into the camera and smiled at her. “I would be worried too.” She paused before continuing. “The BBC and STV and other major media companies were given funding by the big four pharmaceutical companies to the tune of 3.1 billion pounds and a further 1.3 billion pounds from the big food companies.”

Janet shifted in her seat and crossed her legs. She looked stuck for words.

“As an investigative journalist, don’t you think that’s what the people of Britain need to hear?” Felerah asked.

Janet looked sheepish as they discussed more about Felerah’s findings.

At the end of the thirty-minute interview, Janet asked, “What’s next for you?”

Felerah said, “All the information I have about the state of the British Government, the food industry, the media and the pharmaceutical companies, I will be taking to the US to share exactly what’s been happening over there too. However, I will be doing some interviews with the alternative media here before I fly over. ”

The interview wrapped up with the exchange of pleasantries from Janet to Felerah.

“Jeezus, man!” David said, letting out a breath he had been holding.

“That’s going to set the cat amongst the pigeons,” Mills said, shaking her head.

“Taking it to the US,” Harrison muttered, running a hand through his hair. “She's not just exposing British corruption – she's building towards something global.”

“The American seals are different,” Morgana said, her voice tense. “They're... newer. Less stable. If she does to them what she just did here…”

“It won't just be pharmaceutical companies running scared,” Mills added, checking her phone. “We've got reports coming in from financial institutions. The stocks of every company she named are in freefall. But it's not just them – investors are pulling out of any company that might be connected.”

“Because people are starting to see the patterns,” David said. “Just like you said they would. They're not just looking at what she exposed – they're looking for similar connections everywhere.”

Jessica watched her father studying the readings of the monitoring equipment. “Dad? What are you seeing?”

“The energy signature,” he said quietly. “It's not just Edinburgh anymore. The effect is spreading. London, Manchester, Glasgow... it's like ripples in a pond, but the ripples aren't weakening – they're getting stronger.”

“And when she hits America,” Harrison added grimly, “those ripples become a tsunami.”

The implications hung heavy in the air. This wasn't just about exposing corruption anymore. This was about fundamentally changing how humans perceived reality – not just in Britain, but across the world.

“So what do we do?” Jessica asked, looking around at the group. “Do we try to stop her? Help her? Or just… watch?”

No one had an answer. But they all knew that whatever Felerah Blackthorn had started, it was far too late to contain it to one country, system or truth.

The question was: what would break first – more seals or the world's foundations?


CHAPTER 17
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David lay on his back in bed as the light from the window was just beginning to break the darkness. He reached out his hand and felt the top of Jessica’s thigh. She turned around to face him, wrapping her arm around his torso. He looked at her and could make out her long, red hair cascading over her pillow. There was enough light to make out the freckles on her face. He felt a rush in his stomach and smiled.

He thought back on his life over the last year. He’d discovered he was a witch from a long line of witches. He’d found his parents after not seeing them for twenty years. His father had died, but he’d been lucky enough to forge a relationship with him before that. He had found an amazing person in Jessica. He’d grown his magickal abilities tenfold and more since discovering he was a witch. He still missed Terence and wondered if he would ever see the little creature/monk again, smiling as he remembered their banter. And his Aunt Gen and the magickal community of the Witches of Scotland had become a permanent fixture in his heart.

“Mm, you okay?” he heard Jessica mumbling beside him.

“Yeah, I’m good, Just thinking about how much has changed over the last year,” David replied, turning to face her. He placed his hand on her cheek and smiled. Fuck, she is beautiful. Another tingling rush in his stomach.

With her eyes still closed, Jessica smiled. “It’s going to be an even bigger change over the next year by the sounds of it.”

David turned his head towards the ceiling again. “Yeah, I wonder how it’s all going to pan out.”

Jessica couried into him more, wrapping her leg around his. “Mm, we’ll find out more today what’s been happening.”

“What do you really think about all this?” David asked softly. “About what Felerah's doing?”

Jessica shifted closer to him, her breath warm against his neck. “Honestly? I keep changing my mind. Every time I think about my grandmother, about all the people who suffered needlessly because of these companies…” She paused. “But then I think about what happens when people lose faith in everything at once.”

“Yeah,” David said, absently running his fingers through her hair. “It's like... when I first learned about being a witch, about magick being real – it changed everything. But I had you and Aunt Gen and the whole community to help me process it. The rest of the world? They're getting all their foundations knocked out at once.”

“And that's just from one broken seal,” Jessica added. “If she does the same thing in America…” She propped herself up on one elbow to look at him. “What's crazy is that part of me wants her to keep going. To expose it all. Is that wrong?”

David turned to meet her gaze. “I was thinking the same thing. Maybe that's the seal breaking affecting us too – making us hungry for more truth, just like your dad said it would.”

“Or maybe we're just tired of watching people suffer because of lies,” Jessica said quietly.

“It's not that simple though, is it?” David said, still playing with her hair. “My Aunt Gen texted earlier – she's already seeing changes in how her non-magickal friends interact. Said they're starting to notice things they shouldn't, asking questions that are too close to revealing our world.”

Jessica tensed slightly beside him. “That's what worries me. If people start seeing through all veils, not just the corporate ones... The witch hunts weren't that long ago, historically speaking.”

“But we're not doing anything wrong,” David said, echoing her words from yesterday. “We help people.”

“Yeah, but fear makes people irrational. And right now, people are scared. Did you see social media last night? It's not just anger at the corporations – people are terrified about what else might have been hidden from them.”

David pulled her closer. “So what's worse – keeping people in the dark for their own protection, or letting them face the truth, even if it hurts?”

“That's just it,” Jessica sighed. “When I'm at the K-Psych Unit, looking at the data, seeing the potential chaos – I want to stop her. But then I go home, look at the photo of my grandmother on the wall, think about how she suffered needlessly…” She trailed off.

“And you want Felerah to burn it all down,” David finished.

“Yeah.” Jessica's voice was barely a whisper. “Is that making me as dangerous as her?”

“Is she really dangerous? I mean she was using her powers to entice people in to listen to her at first, but it’s now obvious she was doing that just to get the initial attention,” David said.

Jessica nodded. “Yeah, now she’s exposing the truth, she doesn’t have to use her magick.”

“Yep.” David shifted in the bed, and sat up and stared out into the semi-darkness. “I think we should help her.”

Jessica shot a look at him. “What? Help her expose the truth?”

“Yes,” he said, looking down at her with determination in his eyes. “Why were we given the power of magick if not for the good of everyone else? Should we use that to cover up the truth or stop someone else from uncovering it?”

Jessica shook her head. “I don’t know, but siding with her and helping her to expose the truth to the world, we might be complicit in major civil wars around the world.”

“Jess, we can’t be responsible for what people do with the truth,” David said, looking into her eyes. He could sense she was scared about the consequences of what Felerah was doing, but teaming up with her might be a step too far.

“I don’t know David. This just feels… I don’t know… it feels off somehow.” Jessica rolled onto her back. “And how would we even team up with her?”

Before David could answer, both their phones buzzed simultaneously. They exchanged a quick glance before reaching for them.

“It's my dad,” Jessica said, sitting up and pulling the sheet around her. “He says to turn on the news. Now.”

David grabbed the remote from the bedside table and flicked on the TV mounted on the wall. The BBC News channel was showing helicopter footage of what looked like chaos outside several major pharmaceutical headquarters in London. Crowds had gathered overnight, but these weren't normal protesters – these were employees trying to get into their own buildings.

“The locks have been changed,” the reporter was saying. “Sources tell us that senior executives ordered complete lockdowns of all facilities late last night, including research labs and data centres. Staff are reporting that they've been locked out of their computer systems, and there are rumours of mass document destruction…”

“Look at the headlines at the bottom.” Jessica pointed to the bottom of the screen. Three more pharmaceutical CEOs had resigned in the middle of the night. Stock markets across Asia were in freefall.

David's phone buzzed again – Aunt Gen this time. David, you need to get over here. Something's happening. People are starting to see things they shouldn't.

“They're panicking,” Jessica said quietly, watching the scenes unfold on TV. “They're trying to destroy evidence before Felerah can expose more.”

“But they're too late, aren't they?” David replied. “The seal's broken. People are already starting to see the patterns, make the connections…”

Jessica's phone buzzed again. “Harrison's calling an emergency meeting. He wants everyone at the K-Psych Unit in an hour.” She looked at David. “Still think we should help her?”

“More than ever,” David said, watching as the chaos on TV spread to other cities. “Because if we don't help guide this somehow, those people are going to burn everything down anyway – evidence and all.”

They both jumped out of bed to get ready to go to the K-Psych Unit.

As Jessica pulled on her boots, her phone buzzed again. This time it was a news alert – the video evidence Felerah had promised had just dropped online. Millions were already sharing it.

David was in the en-suite. “David,” she called out. “Look at this. She's not just exposing British companies anymore. The documents show connections to corporations in every major country.”

“She's making sure they can't contain it,” David said as he brushed his teeth. “If it's everywhere at once…”

“They can't stop it,” Jessica finished. “No wonder Harrison's called everyone in.”

As they hurried down the stairs, both could feel it – the magickal atmosphere of Edinburgh had changed overnight. The city felt more awake, somehow, as if its residents were seeing it clearly for the first time.
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Felerah watched the Edinburgh sunrise one final time, its golden light spilling over the city as she folded the last of her clothes into her suitcase.

As she glanced out at the city lights shimmering under Edinburgh’s fog, a whisper echoed from the deepest corners of her memory – faces, voices, a life abandoned. She closed her eyes, steadying herself against a tide of emotions she had long silenced. This wasn't just about fulfilling a cosmic duty; it was about righting a wrong as old as time itself. She would guide humanity, not out of some distant celestial obligation but because they had to be prepared. If they weren't ready when the veil finally lifted… she shuddered to think of the consequences.

Her memories brought up images like a social media newsfeed. Images of death and destruction of the human world, images from another timeline, from another parallel world. This was the fifth time she had travelled this path trying to change it. The other four times, she had opened the cracks too wide, blown them apart all at once. She had admitted to being an angel, uncovered the witches of the world, uncovered the corruption, and each time, the world had all but imploded. Now, she had to try it differently. She was being much more subtle. This time, she was leading the horse to the water, instead of drowning it.

Her peers couldn’t understand why she was so insistent on helping the world see the truth. They knew that humans would eventually see it in a few hundred years time, so why would Felerah try to open their eyes sooner?

She had her reasons.

She had booked a flight to New York for 11.00 a.m., flying from Edinburgh Airport on a private jet. She was from another plane of existence and as such, just like the Dream Dancer witches, she was able to port from one place to another easily. She obviously couldn't let the public know this.. The irony wasn’t lost on her. The fact that she was uncovering the truth to the world and yet couldn’t tell them she was an angelic being from another plane. The public would lose it altogether if she were to reveal that.

She laughed to herself, thinking about the public’s reaction to her revelation of being an angel. For a moment, she allowed herself to imagine it: the headlines, the panic, the fervour. An angel among us! It would upend their lives, sending the pious and sceptic alike spiralling. The fragile equilibrium of belief, already rattled by her revelations about magick, would shatter.

No, it was too soon. The truth would come, but only when humanity could bear the weight of it. For now, she’d be their shadow, their quiet whisper of change.

Her phone buzzed again for the umpteenth time in the last fifteen minutes. She ignored it and would continue to do so. News networks worldwide were scrambling to cover the revelations, pharmaceutical stocks were in freefall and social media was aflame with people connecting dots she hadn't even pointed out yet.

But it was time to move. Britain had been the test case – its seal relatively weak after centuries of gradual erosion. America would be different. Its seals were newer, more rigid, created by people who understood exactly what they were trying to hide.

She picked up her phone to check her flight details, then smiled. Let them waste resources trying to stop her at airports while she took a more direct route.

A message flashed on her screen – another CEO threatening legal action. Below it, a news alert: ‘Major pharmaceutical companies begin mass document destruction.’ She closed both without reading further. Let them try to destroy the evidence. The truth had its own momentum now.

Felerah walked to the window of her suite, letting her human glamour slip slightly. Her reflection showed what she truly was – wings of deepest black, eyes that held depths beyond human comprehension. The humans on Princes Street below couldn't see her true form, but soon... soon, they would start to perceive more than just corporate corruption.

She placed her hand against the glass, feeling the vibrations of the broken British seal. The cracks were spreading faster than even she had anticipated. People weren't just accepting the truth – they were hungry for it, demanding it, their collective awakening creating a cascade effect that would be impossible to stop.

But America would fight back harder. Their seals weren't just passive barriers like Britain's centuries-old protections. The Americans had woven their seals with intent, using a combination of old-world magick and new-world technology. They'd literally built their defences into the foundations of their major institutions – the Pentagon, Wall Street, Silicon Valley.

She had an interview with Neil Oliver, whose platform had blown up over the last few years since the American election of 2024. Neil had woken up to the mainstream media and their propaganda and had created his own media channels, becoming part of the wave of alternative media stars rising up through misinformation from the mainstream.

She would conduct the interview with Neil, whilst in America, before being interviewed over the next few weeks by some of the biggest alternative media stars in the US: Joe Rogan, Tulsi Gabbard, Megyn Kelly, Jordan Peterson, Candace Owens, Dave Rubin, Russell Brand, Ben Shapiro, Matt Walsh and a host of others.

She turned from the window and opened her briefcase, removing a small crystal that pulsed with inner light. She slipped it into her pocket and picked up her phone one last time. A few taps would ensure her digital footprint showed her heading to the airport. Nobody would know that she was in her apartment in Manhattan.

The Americans thought they were clever, building their financial institutions over ancient power points. Wall Street itself sat atop one of the strongest confluences of natural energy in North America. They'd used that power to help seal their secrets, but they'd forgotten something crucial – old magick always remembered its true purpose.

Felerah checked her watch. The private jet she'd chartered would be taking off in two hours, carrying a very convincing glamour that would fool any watchers. By the time they realised she wasn't on board, she'd already be in place.

She walked to the centre of the room and closed her eyes, feeling the currents of power that flowed through Edinburgh. The city's magick was different now, awakened by the broken seal. She could sense the ripples of awareness spreading through the population – not just here but across Britain. People were starting to see the world as it truly was, even if they didn't understand what they were seeing.

As she held the pulsing crystal, Felerah marvelled at its resonance with her own power. Unlike witches who drew from nature’s ebb and flow, her magick was embedded in creation itself – a raw, ancient force. Witches and sorcerers could manipulate energies around them, but she was born to command them. That was why they feared her. She wasn’t just a wielder of magick; she was a fragment of the very light they all drew upon.

“Time to show America what real truth looks like,” she whispered, reaching for the power that would carry her between planes.

She pushed a few buttons on her phone and activated an app that would show Felerah travelling from the hotel to the airport in Edinburgh, just in case someone was tracking or hacking her details. She didn’t leave anything to chance. The same would be done at the other end in New York.

She flicked her hand around a few times to open a portal with the help of the crystal, which charged with energy. A swirling mass of red, blue and green crackling energy opened up before her. She could feel the pull of her apartment in Lower Manhattan.

Are you doing the right thing? the little voice in her head asked. Before she could push the doubt aside, something shifted in the portal's energy matrix. The swirling colours parted like a curtain, revealing a glimpse of... herself? No – another version, from one of her failed attempts. The other Felerah's wings were broken, her eyes hollow with despair as New York burned behind her. The vision lasted only a second before the portal's normal patterns reasserted themselves, but it left her shaken.

She took one last look around the room, grip tightening on her case. The crystal pulsed faster in her pocket as if warning her. But there was no turning back now. She stepped through the portal.

The suite at The Balmoral faded around her, replaced by swirling patterns of energy that only beings like her could perceive. Here, she could see the damage the broken British seal had caused – not damage to reality itself but to the artificial constraints humans had placed upon it. Like cracks in a dam, truth was seeping through.

She moved through this interstitial space with practised ease, following currents of power that would lead her to New York. But something was different this time. The energy patterns had changed, shifted by the events she'd set in motion. The space between planes was more... responsive, as if reality itself was becoming more fluid.

The familiar outline of her Woolworth Building apartment materialised around her. But something was wrong. The ley lines beneath Manhattan – the ones she'd studied so carefully, planning to use their power – were pulsing with an unfamiliar rhythm. They'd been altered. Someone had been expecting her.

On her coffee table sat a single white feather and a note. She didn't need to read it to know what it meant. The other angels hadn't just been watching her previous attempts. They'd been learning.

"Welcome to New York," she whispered to herself, picking up the feather. It burst into silver flame at her touch, confirming her fears. This wouldn't be like Edinburgh at all. The Americans hadn't just woven their seals with technology and old magick – they'd had help from her own kind.

She realised that, as time went on, the people who had opened their minds to the truth of the world were also opening their minds to the power of magick. In five hundred years’ time, astral travelling would be the norm, porting would be considered a skill. Witches, angels, fairies and sorcerers would live in harmony with humans.

But first, she'd have to deal with whatever trap her fellow angels had laid for her in Manhattan. She smiled, despite herself. They still didn't understand – trying to stop the truth was like trying to stop the tide. The first seal was already cracked, if not fully broken. And sometimes, she thought, looking at the burning feather, opposition only proves you're on the right path.
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“Ithink we’re better taking the car,” David said as he pulled on his brown leather jacket.

“Yeah, it’ll be a nice change. We’ve never really used it since we got it. And we get to feel the energy in the city,” Jessica replied as she opened the door.

Little clouds of white smoke rose from their mouths into the air as soon as they walked out into the crisp Edinburgh morning. David rubbed his hands together and fished in his jacket pockets for his gloves. Jessica had already put on her grey woollen hat and matching gloves. She took a deep breath of cool air into her lungs and momentarily closed her eyes, preparing herself for the day ahead.

They walked briskly to the black Range Rover parked at the end of the street, being careful to avoid some frozen puddles. The leather seats were cold as Jessica pressed the ignition, the faint rumble of the engine breaking the silence of the street. She turned on the window heaters, and the glass fogged up for a brief moment before clearing, revealing the cold, grey morning stretching out ahead of them.

The morning buzz of Edinburgh fell over them like a cosy blanket as they settled into the ride. David was excited. This was change, and it could be change for the better. The people of Scotland were finally going to hear the truth about what really goes on in the world. He knew it was going to be a shock for everyone, and there would be a long period of adjustment, but he felt it was the right direction to be heading.

As they weaved their way through the traffic, they tried to feel the energy of the city.

“It feels kinda normal, I’m not picking up on anything. Certainly nothing like I was feeling yesterday,” Jessica said as they drove over the grey cobbled stones of St Colme Street.

David looked out into the streets and scrunched up his eyes as if trying to force something that wasn’t there. “Nope, I’m not feeling anything different. It’s like trying to remember a dream. You can almost see it, but it’s just out of reach, which is weird.” As they passed a taxi rank, he noticed the drivers talking and laughing with each other, looking relaxed as they waited on customers. It was a stark contrast to what David was feeling.

They drove in silence for a few minutes, each of them trying to sense what Felerah had unleashed with her revelations and the start of The Veil being lifted in Britain. They had felt it before, so knew there was something.

“Do you think people have just dismissed the revelations of yesterday?” David asked, looking out the window as they drove over George IV Bridge.

Jessica raised her eyebrows. “It’s a lot for people to take in. We’re only at the second stage of change here where people are reflecting on what they’ve been told.”

As they drove closer to the city centre, a slow, heavy feeling crept up on them.

David turned to Jessica, eyes wide. He didn’t have to say anything. “Yep, I feel it too,” she said.

She slowed down as she looked out the window as they drove past the National Museum. Groups of men and women huddled around their phones, gesturing animatedly as they talked.

David frowned. “What the fuck?! Something weird is happening.”

Jessica turned to look at him. “What are they all looking at? I wonder if there’s been some kind of news event?”

David dug into his jeans pocket for his phone and brought up the BBC News app. “Nothing that I can see on the BBC, although they’re part of the problem.” He pressed another button. “Neo, what is the latest news around the world that has a direct impact on the United Kingdom?” he said into his AI assistant app.

There are three news stories that have been released in the last two hours that may directly impact the United Kingdom. Would you like me to read them out to you, or would you like the headlines and a short summary?

“Headlines and short summary, please,” David said.

Thank you. Here are the three headlines with short summaries.

Pharmaceutical Giants in Crisis Mode as Hidden Truths Surface

Mass document destruction and emergency meetings signal turmoil among major pharmaceutical companies amid recent high-profile disclosures.

David looked at Jessica. “Nothing really new there, but it sounds like it’s getting worse.”

Neo continued:

Major Reshuffle in Global Food Industry Leadership

Several CEOs and board members of leading food corporations have resigned within hours of each other, citing “personal reasons.” Market analysts predict unprecedented industry upheaval.

Jessica looked for a parking space near the university, but listened intensely to Neo's report.

Social Media Platform Whistleblower Emerges

Former executive claims systematic suppression of information related to recent pharmaceutical and food industry revelations. Document cache scheduled for release within twenty-four hours.

“It's accelerating,” David said quietly. “Everything Felerah exposed – it's not just being revealed, it's…”

“Unravelling,” Jessica finished. She looked out at the groups of people still clustered around their phones. “And this is just the beginning, isn't it?”

David frowned. “So why is it just in the city we’re feeling this and not outside the city?”

Jessica pursed her lips for a few seconds. “I guess it could be that the people in the city are closer and more involved with the corruption and the power that’s happening.”

“What do you mean?” David asked.

“Well, people in higher positions in the city, the financial district, the politics, the big companies,” Jessica replied.

David nodded. “Yeah, I know what you mean.” He stared out of the window as they drove and noticed a red hue surrounding the city now. It hadn’t been there at the start of the journey. “Do you see that? There’s like a red mist over the city.”

Jessica was focusing on driving as the city was humming with the sound of heavy traffic: frustrated morning drivers beeping to take a few extra seconds off their journey time, bus drivers pulling out without indicating, taxi drivers not really giving a shit about anybody else. The sound of the city reverberated in the car. As they stopped, she looked out over the city. “Jeezus. Yeah, I can see it. That’s not normal fog or anything, that’s something totally different.”

David stared at the red mist as it descended down over the city, heavier and thicker now with each passing second.

A beeping sound came over the car speakers. Jessica flicked a button on the steering wheel to play a message.

“Where are you?” Her father’s voice came through loud and clear.

“We’re five minutes away, Dad, we’ll be there as soon as. Is everything okay?”

“No, no, it’s not. The quicker you’re here, the better,” he replied.

Jessica looked at David. “What the hell is happening?” she said as the red mist turned into a thick fog.

Jessica navigated carefully through the thickening fog, which had taken on an almost physical presence. Other drivers seemed oblivious to the supernatural fog, but both she and David could feel it pressing against the car like it was trying to slow them down.

“The ley lines,” David said suddenly. “Remember what Felerah said about Wall Street being built on power points? What if…”

“Edinburgh's got its own power points,” Jessica finished, turning onto Potterrow. The castle loomed above them, barely visible through the red haze, but its outline seemed to pulse with energy. “And they're all connecting somehow.”

Another beep from the car system – her father again. “Jessica, whatever you do, don't stop anywhere. Come straight here.” His voice was tight with concern. “The readings we're getting... just hurry.”

“Dad, what exactly are you seeing?” Jessica asked, pressing a little harder on the accelerator.

“The readings are…” There was a pause, muffled voices in the background. “Just get here. And stay inside the car.”

The line went dead.

David touched the window, pulling his hand back quickly. “It's warm,” he said, staring at the red fog that now pressed against the glass. “The fog – it's actually warm.”

They turned onto Crichton Street, where the morning traffic had ground to a halt. Cars sat motionless, their drivers focused on phones or talking animatedly to each other through open windows. Nobody seemed to notice the supernatural fog enveloping them.

“Look at the uni building,” David said, pointing ahead.

The Old College's dome was barely visible through the red haze, but what they could see made Jessica catch her breath. The usually grey stone seemed to shimmer as if the building itself was trying to push back against the fog.

"The protective wards," she muttered, carefully manoeuvring around a stopped bus. "They must be activating."

They pulled into a parking space at George Square, which was unusually empty. The red fog swirled around the Range Rover like water, forming patterns that seemed almost deliberate.

“Ready?” Jessica asked, her hand on the ignition.

Before David could answer, his phone buzzed with a text from Harrison: Don't get out of the car. We're sending someone down.

They watched as two security guards emerged from the corner of Charles Street, jogging as they kept their gaze on the black Range Rover. But it wasn't their speed that caught David's attention – it was the way the fog parted around them as if repelled by something they carried.

“Since when do regular security guards have that kind of protection?” he asked.
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The moment they stepped out of the car, David understood why Joseph had warned them to wait. The red fog wasn't just warm – it had a pulse. He could feel it through his boots, a rhythmic thrumming that matched neither his heartbeat nor the city's usual vibrations.

“Stay within the barrier,” one guard said, creating a pathway through the supernatural haze with what looked like a standard-issue torch. But the beam that cut through the fog wasn't light – it was pure energy, carving a tunnel of clear air through the red mist. Behind them, their Range Rover was already disappearing in the thickening haze.

The second guard flanked them, his torch beam joining the first to form a protective corridor. “Doctor Campbell's waiting. The readings have been getting worse since dawn.”

David watched the fog press against their barrier like water against glass, testing for weaknesses. “Worse, how?”

The answer came in the form of a sound that cut through the morning air – not quite a scream, not quite a siren, but something that made the hairs on David's neck stand up. The fog pulsed brighter for a moment, and in that flash of crimson light, they all saw it – patterns forming in the mist like symbols being carved in the air.

“Move faster,” the first guard ordered, his hand reaching inside his jacket. What he pulled out wasn't the standard security baton – it was a short rod inscribed with symbols that glowed faintly blue. The fog retreated from it, but David could sense its resistance like it was fighting against whatever power the guards wielded.

More symbols appeared in the red mist, clearer now – circles and lines that seemed familiar somehow.

“They're the same,” Jessica whispered, grabbing David's arm. “The symbols – they're like the ones on Felerah's arms.”

The sound came again, closer this time. The guard's rod pulsed brighter in response, but David could see the strain on his face as he held the protective barrier.

They reached the entrance to the Dugald Stewart Building, its grey stone walls barely visible through the supernatural haze. The second guard pressed his hand against the door, muttering something under his breath. Lines of blue light spread from his palm across the doorframe, forming a pattern that pushed back against the red fog.

“Inside. Now.” He pulled the door open, revealing the familiar lobby. Every surface seemed to shimmer with protective wards that David had never noticed before. “Doctor Campbell said to take you straight up.”

“What about everyone else in the building?” Jessica asked, noticing the empty reception desk.

“Already evacuated,” the first guard replied. “Your father's orders. The only people left are essential K-Psych personnel.”

The lift doors opened as they approached, but instead of the usual empty car, they found Mills waiting for them. Her clothes looked crumpled, and Jessica wondered if she’d been to bed yet.

“Thank God,” she said, ushering them in. “I thought you were going to get stuck in that fog.”

“What the hell is it?” David asked as the lift shunted its way up to floor two.

“Honestly, we don’t know yet,” she said, looking up at David, who was six inches taller than her. “We know it is yielding some kind of magickal power, but we don’t know what harm it can do.”

The lift creaked its way slowly to a stop and jolted as it finished the ascent.

“I presume non-magickal people can’t see it?” Jessica asked as they stepped out of the lift.

“No, nobody has reported anything strange on the social media channels, so we are presuming that it’s only the magickal community that can see it,” Mills said.

As they walked to the end of the corridor, the musty smell of old wood-panelled walls and well-worn carpet tiles greeted them. Jessica looked at the fading letters on her father's nameplate on the door as she knocked and opened it gingerly. The others followed her.

Her father, who had been staring out the window, spun around and gave Jessica a wide smile. He breathed out hard and walked over to embrace his daughter.

Jessica hugged him but followed the others' eyes as they stared out the window. The sun now looked over the city, but a red filter had changed the hue of the sky and the buildings.

“It’s like looking out at images of Mars. It sounds strange to say it, but it’s really quite beautiful,” David said.

Jessica shot him a look and frowned at him.

“What? I’m just saying what I feel,” David protested, turning around to look out at the dystopian scene.

Jessica moved to the floor-to-ceiling window, drawn not by dramatic compulsion but by curiosity. The red fog swirled against the glass, beautiful in its way, like watching smoke underwater. She placed her palm against the cool surface.

David noticed it first. “Look,” he said quietly.

Where the fog touched the glass near Jessica's hand, it had stopped its random movements. While the rest of the mist continued its chaotic dance, this patch had become still, almost crystalline in its clarity. It was like it was studying her.

“Jess,” her father started but fell silent as he watched.

Jessica closed her eyes, reaching out with her magickal senses as they'd been trained. But instead of the familiar weave of Edinburgh's magickal fabric, she felt... gaps. Like running her fingers over a tapestry and finding holes where the threads had rotted away.

“The ley lines,” she said, her voice distant but not tranced. “They're not just disturbed. They're... unravelling.” She opened her eyes, frowning. “And the fog – it's following the breaks.”

David stepped closer, watching how the mist responded to Jessica's presence. “There's a pattern to it,” he said. Then, his eyes widened with recognition. “Not random shapes…”

“Witch marks,” Jessica finished, watching the fog trace familiar symbols in the air but distorted somehow, like seeing a reflection in broken glass. “But something's wrong with them. They're not quite right.”

Joseph moved to his daughter's side, his researcher's instincts overtaking his parental concern. “The seal breaking must have corrupted the old magickal languages somehow. Changed their fundamental structure.”

“Or revealed what they really are,” Mills said from behind them.

They all watched as the fog continued its slow dance across Edinburgh, marking the city with symbols that grew clearer with each passing minute. It was not a dramatic proclamation written across the sky but something more unsettling – like watching nature learn how to write.

“The weird thing is,” David said, moving closer to the window, “non-magickal people are just walking around like nothing's wrong.” On the street below, students hurried to morning lectures, tourists consulted their phones and a delivery van carefully reversed into a tight space.

“Makes you wonder what else they don't see,” Mills murmured.

Joseph turned to his desk and pulled up readings on his monitor. “The energy signatures are unlike anything we've recorded. It's as if…” He stopped, frowning at the screen.

“What is it?” Jessica asked, still watching the fog's deliberate movements.

“The patterns. They're not just appearing randomly across the city. They're forming concentric circles, and if I'm reading this correctly…” He tapped a few keys, overlaying a map of Edinburgh's ley lines onto the data. “The centre point is⁠—”

“Arthur's Seat,” David finished.

Jessica felt a subtle shift in the fog's rhythm against the glass. The crystalline stillness near her hand began to pulse like it was trying to communicate. Not with words or visions but with something more primitive – pure magickal resonance.

“It's not just marking the city,” she said slowly, understanding dawning. “It's mapping it. Learning it.” She turned to her father. “Remember what you taught me about magickal cartography? How certain symbols can act as anchors for larger workings?”

Joseph's face paled slightly. “But that would require⁠—”

“Power,” Mills cut in. “More power than any single witch or coven could manage.”

“Unless,” David said, “you had something helping you. Something like a broken seal.”

The fog's pulse quickened against Jessica's palm, almost like it was confirming their suspicions. She pulled her hand away, but not in fear – more like the respectful caution of a researcher who's just realised the true scope of what they're studying.

“Dad,” she said, “we need to contact the other covens. Not just in Edinburgh but across Scotland. If these symbols are what I think they are…”

“Already on it,” Mills said, pulling out her phone. “But there's something else you should see.” She walked to Joseph's desk and pulled up another window on his monitor. “Social media's been lighting up all morning. People are reporting strange dreams, moments of déjà vu and sudden insights. They're not seeing the fog, but they're feeling something.”

“The seal,” David said. “It's not just affecting the magickal community anymore. It's starting to bleed through to everyone.”

Outside, the red fog continued its patient mapping of Edinburgh, each symbol it traced building towards something larger. Something that would affect not just witches but everyone.

The question was: did they have time to figure out what before Felerah's Final Truth Event?

A sharp knock at the office door made them all turn. Harrison entered without waiting for a response, tablet in hand. “The Witches of Scotland are reporting similar phenomena across the country,” he said, his usual diplomatic tone edged with urgency. “Glasgow, Aberdeen, Inverness – all seeing the same symbols.”

“Any word from London?” Mills asked.

Harrison shook his head. “That's the strange part. The effect seems contained to Scotland just now.”

Joseph pulled up another window on his monitor. “Look at this – the fog's distribution matches perfectly with historical maps of magickal territories. Pictish settlements, ancient Celtic strongholds. Like it's following old boundaries,” Joseph said.

“The old ways,” Jessica said. “Felerah's not just breaking the modern seal. She's awakening something older.”

David watched another symbol form in the fog outside. “These marks – they're not corrupted witch symbols at all, are they? They're older than that. Pre-dating our modern magickal systems.”

The pulse in the fog changed again, becoming more insistent. On Joseph's monitor, the energy readings spiked.

“We need to get to the archives,” Jessica said suddenly. “The real ones, at the National Records.”

Her father nodded slowly. “The Pictish manuscripts. If these really are ancient marks…”

“I'll clear it,” Harrison said, already reaching for his phone. “But whatever's down there, we need to move fast. The fog's patterns are accelerating.”

As if to emphasise his point, the crystalline patch on the window began to spread, forming a perfect circle that slowly filled with intricate, spiralling lines.

“It's not just mapping Edinburgh,” Mills said quietly. “It's rewriting it. In a language older than any of us understood existed.”

The implications hung in the air. Whatever Felerah had started by breaking the seal, it wasn't just about revealing modern corruption. She was reaching back into Scotland's magickal past, awakening powers that had slept for centuries.

And they had less than three weeks until the Final Truth Event at Arthur's Seat.
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David stared out of the window at the Duke of Wellington statue in front of the bifurcated stairs at Register House. The red mist wrapped around it like a living thing, turning the familiar landmark into something alien and menacing.

“Come on,” Jessica said, holding up their clearance papers. “We have permission to access the basement archives.”

David broke his trance-like stare and followed her into the building's impressive atrium – the Adam Dome. Their footsteps echoed sharply against the marble floor, the sound somehow wrong in the usually bustling space. The dome's intricate plasterwork caught what little daylight filtered through the red fog outside, the gold and cream medallions seeming to shift in the strange light.

He quickened his pace to catch up with the others, following their elderly guide through a set of heavy wooden doors. The man moved with surprising speed, his obvious reluctance to lead them warring with what seemed to be very specific orders. He scowled whenever anyone tried to speak, as if their very presence offended him.

The deeper they went into the building, the more David felt the weight of history pressing down. Not just the recorded history in the thousands of archives surrounding them but something older. Something that predated the building's 1770s construction.

Their guide stopped at a lift, waiting impatiently for David to catch up. “You'll need these,” he said, distributing black nitrile gloves while peering over his glasses. “I've been ordered to assist you, but please – restrict your touching to what's absolutely necessary.”

“Are you coming down with us?” Mills asked as the lift arrived.

“Yes, but I'll remain in the waiting area unless needed.” His tone suggested he hoped that wouldn't be necessary.

As they entered the lift, David heard Joseph's deep intake of breath. “You okay?” Jessica asked her father.

“Just a little nervous about what we’re going to find,” Joseph replied, though his expression suggested more than simple anticipation.

Their guide cleared his throat. "Might I ask why you've been granted access? We haven't had a guided visit to this section in years."

"Who was the last person to have a guided visit?" Harrison deflected smoothly.

The old man's expression shifted slightly, something like recognition flickering across his face. He nodded but said nothing more.

David glanced at Jessica, remembering what she'd told him about these archives—how they officially didn't exist, at least not here. As the lift descended, he wondered what secrets Scotland considered worth hiding in an age when nothing seemed to stay hidden for long.

The answer, he suspected, waited somewhere in the darkness below.

The lift descended far deeper than David expected – well beyond what seemed reasonable for a basement level. He estimated they'd dropped at least forty feet, maybe more, when the ancient mechanism finally shuddered to a halt.

The temperature plummeted as soon as the doors opened. Not the usual basement chill, but something deeper – a cold that seemed to emanate from the very stones themselves. The elderly man led them to a set of large double doors, each bearing worn brass handles that gleamed despite the dim light.

The archive room beyond defied David's expectations. Instead of the musty, chaotic space he'd imagined, he found himself stepping into what looked like a masterpiece of organisation. Floor-to-ceiling shelves lined every wall, their dark wood almost black with age, yet meticulously maintained. Thousands of books and folders filled the shelves in precise arrangements, their spines bearing markings he couldn't quite make out from this distance. Massive oak islands dominated the centre of the room, their surfaces polished by centuries of use. But it was what lay beneath the impeccable organisation that caught David's attention – a subtle thrumming of energy, like the building's own heartbeat.

“Wow! This is amazing,” Jessica breathed, her witch's senses clearly picking up the same underlying power.

Harrison and Mills moved with practised familiarity towards the far end of the room as if drawn to a specific section. David noticed Mills trail her fingers along one of the oak islands, following what looked like symbols carved into the wood – symbols that seemed to shimmer and fade depending on how he looked at them.

The elderly man closed the doors with a decisive click that echoed through the space. The sound carried a finality that suggested more than simple privacy – they were now sealed in with whatever secrets these archives contained.

“You've been here before,” David said to Harrison, not really a question.

Harrison exchanged a glance with Mills. “Once,” he replied. “Right after the Akashic Records case. We had to... verify something.”

“And did you?” Jessica asked.

But Harrison was already moving deeper into the archives, towards a section where the air itself seemed to waver like heat rising from summer pavement. Except down here, there was only that persistent, ancient cold.

Harrison turned around and waited on the group, then looked past them towards the door as if making sure nobody else could see them.

He looked to the group as if he was reluctant to tell them something as he pursed his lips.

After a few seconds, Mills spoke up. “We’re going into a part of the archive that very few people know about except some higher-order witches and magickal council members,” she said as she looked at Jessica and David in turn.

As she didn’t look at Joseph, David presumed he’d been to this part of the archives too. “Do you want us to pinky promise not to tell anyone?” David said, laughing at his own joke.

Mills smirked at him. “No, I just want you to understand the importance of this.”

“And the privilege of being shown this,” Joseph interjected.

David and Jessica nodded and watched Harrison and Mills walk through shimmering light between a section of two bookcases.

Jessica opened her mouth to speak and turned to David. Joseph was next and disappeared into the nothingness. David held out his hand, motioning for Jessica to go through next. She smiled at him and touched his hand before walking through the gap between the two bookshelves. She disappeared, like the others. For a brief moment, he felt a little exposed, as he was the last person in the room.

David walked towards the shelves, but the noise of the main doors crashing opening stopped him. There were shouts from behind the elderly man, but David couldn’t make out what they were.

“Put your hands up where we can see them!” a muscular woman in a black jumpsuit shouted as she pointed a gun at David.

What the fuck is this? David thought. He looked around at the shimmering light between the two bookshelves. It seemed to be wavering. Shit, is it going to disappear? he wondered and thought about making a run for it – he was close enough to get through before a bullet hit him. But will it travel through the portal or whatever it is? he wondered.

“Put your fucking hands in the air and get down on your knees!” the woman shouted again, walking in a quick-step military style towards him. There were three other women, all dressed in the same black clothing.

The cold air from the portal swirled around David's feet while sweat from the confrontation trickled down his back – his body caught between two extremes.

Fuck it! David thought, sensing the portal's shimmer fluctuating behind him. As he bolted towards the light, the deafening sound of gunshot reverberated around the room, the noise somehow distorted by the competing temperatures – like thunder heard underwater.
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David hurtled through the air into a void of what seemed like nothingness.

From the void, he heard Jessica’s screams, which came from everywhere and nowhere. “Grab my hand, David. Quick!”

David reached out blindly into the darkness. He couldn’t grasp onto anything but then felt the warm touch of Jessica’s hands pulling him forwards.

He saw Jessica’s red hair first as she bent down to embrace him.

“Have you been hit?” Mills asked, checking him over for any wounds.

David mentally scanned his body. He couldn’t feel any immediate pain in any part. “No, I’m okay. I’m okay.” He looked at Joseph. “Who the hell was that? And why were they shooting at me?”

“We need to move. Now.” Harrison's usual composure had cracked. “If they breached the archive security, they might be able to follow.”

David looked around properly for the first time. They stood in what appeared to be a circular chamber carved directly into bedrock. Ancient symbols covered the walls, glowing faintly with their own light. But it was what stood at the chamber's centre that made his breath catch – a pedestal bearing a single book, its cover marked with the same symbols they'd seen in the red fog above.

“Where are we?” he managed, still trying to catch his breath.

“Under Arthur's Seat,” Joseph replied grimly. “In a place that officially doesn't exist.”

David got to his feet with the help of Jessica and Mills.

“You okay?” Mills asked as if ready to catch him should he fall.

David laughed, “Yes, I’m fine, thanks.”

“Okay, let’s crack on with getting the information from this book.”

The chamber's symbols pulsed in time with David's heartbeat – or maybe his heartbeat was matching their rhythm. He couldn't tell anymore. The cold from the portal crossing still clung to him, but it was different here, more... purposeful.

“We can't linger,” Mills said, moving towards the pedestal. “Those weren't regular police up there.”

“How did they even know—?” Jessica started.

“Because someone's been watching the archives,” Harrison cut in, examining one of the glowing wall symbols. “Ever since Felerah's first speech. They've been waiting for someone to come looking for this.” He gestured to the book.

David stepped closer to the pedestal. The book wasn't large – maybe the size of a modern hardback – but it seemed to draw light into itself. The symbols on its cover matched the ones from the fog exactly, but here they looked right, not distorted.

“It's a grimoire,” Joseph explained, pulling on fresh nitrile gloves. “But not like any you've seen before. This predates organised witchcraft in Scotland. Before the covens, before the seals.” He paused. “Before angels interfered with human magick.”

“Angels?” David's head snapped up. “Like Felerah?”

“That's what we came to verify after the Akashic Records case,” Mills said quietly. “Whether she really was what we thought she was. This book – it contains the original contracts.”

“Contracts?” Jessica moved beside her father as he carefully opened the grimoire. The pages appeared to be made of something thinner than paper, almost translucent. The text shifted as David watched, like it was deciding what language to present itself in.

A deep rumble shook the chamber before anyone could answer. Dust filtered down from the ceiling.

“They're searching,” Harrison said. “The whole network of tunnels under Arthur's Seat. We need to⁠—”

The book suddenly blazed with light, cutting him off. The symbols on its pages rose into the air, hanging there like smoke, forming a pattern David recognised – the same pattern the fog was creating across Edinburgh.

“What does all this mean? I don’t get it,” David said.

Joseph sighed. "It's trying to recreate something. Something that was here before..."

Another rumble, closer this time. The chamber's symbols flared in response.

"Okay, we have to take the grimoire," Mills ordered. “We have to move. There are other ways out, but if they find this place⁠—”

“They already have,” Harrison said grimly, staring at a section of wall where the symbols had started to fade. “They're breaking through the old wards.”

“Who the hell are ‘they’?” David asked, getting frustrated. He felt everyone else in the group was in the know, and he didn’t have a clue what they were talking about.

“Come on,” Harrison shouted as the rumbles were getting louder and more frequent. He ran towards what look liked the wall, but as they got closer, David could see the faint outline of a door of sorts, or another portal.

He hurried along with the rest of the group as they poured through the portal doorway.

David heard the crashing of rocks as the chamber they were running from filled with dust. He reached the portal door in time and caught a glimpse of the same women who had shot at him come crashing through the wall.

The portal pulled them through another void, but this time David was ready for it. The nothingness felt different – less cold, more electric. He emerged into what looked like a natural cave tunnel, its walls glowing with the same symbols from the chamber, though fainter here.

“Keep moving,” Harrison ordered, already striding ahead. “They'll be able to track the grimoire's energy signature.”

David stopped. “Okay, fucking stop. What the hell is going on here? I’m not moving until I have answers. Who were those women? Why are they shooting at us? And what's so special about this book that people are willing to kill for it?”

Jessica grabbed his arm. “David, we don’t time for this…”

“Then make time. I will be much more effective if I know what the fuck is going on,” he shouted back.

Harrison shook his head and looked at Mills. They could hear the muffled pursuit echoing throughout what was obviously some kind of network underneath Arthur’s Seat.

“We call them The Sentinals,” Mills finally said, her words quick but precise. "Think of them as magickal fundamentalists. They believe the seals should never be broken, under any circumstances. When Felerah started her revelations⁠—"

“They activated sleeper cells in every major institution,” Harrison finished. “Police, government, universities. They've been waiting centuries for something like this.”

Another rumble shook loose dirt from the tunnel ceiling. The grimoire in Joseph's hands pulsed with light in response.

“The book,” Joseph added, “contains the original agreement between humans and angels. The true history of how the seals were created. And more importantly – how they can be destroyed.”

“Which is exactly why we need to keep moving,” Harrison said, already starting down the tunnel again. “Because those women back there? They'd rather burn every magickal archive in Scotland than let this knowledge get out.”

David processed this as they hurried through the tunnel. “And Felerah? How does she fit into all this?”

“That's what we're trying to figure out,” Mills replied. “Is she trying to restore something that was lost? Or destroy something that was meant to be protected?”

The tunnel ahead split into three branches. Harrison didn't hesitate, taking the path on the right. “This whole network of caves under Arthur's Seat – it's not natural. It's what's left of the original temples, from before the angels came. Before they convinced humans to limit their magick.”

The sounds of pursuit grew louder. Someone shouted commands, the words distorted by the tunnel acoustics.

“Less history lesson, more running,” Mills suggested, pushing them forward. “The exit's just ahead, but⁠—”

A gunshot cracked through the tunnel. David felt something whiz past his ear, followed by the sharp ping of a ricochet.

They ran faster, the grimoire's light leading the way, as the truth about Edinburgh's magickal past – and its possible future – tried its best to catch up with them.

Another gunshot cracked through the tunnel, but this one sounded different – deeper, more resonant. David saw the grimoire's light flare brilliantly for a split second, illuminating symbols on the tunnel walls he hadn't noticed before. They looked like warnings.

The boom that followed wasn't just sound – it was pure magickal force, like someone had detonated a spell. The last thing David saw was Harrison trying to throw up some kind of barrier, Mills shouting something about “seal magick,” and then the world went black.
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David’s consciousness returned to him in fragments. He choked on the acrid smells that surrounded him. He tried to open his eyes, but they felt heavy, and he was too exhausted to keep trying.

When he awoke again he heard the muffled voices of females around him. Was it Jessica and Mills? He couldn’t quite make them out as he didn’t understand what they were saying. He relied, instead, on the inflections in their voices. Nothing. He tried again to open his eyes; this time, they cracked open, but everything was blurred.

The third time he awoke all his senses seemed to be working okay. The pain in his side was what he felt first. He took a deep breath in as it stabbed him again as he tried to move. Then he saw the black clothes of the women who had shot at him before, who he now knew were angels living on the Earth plane. One of them looked at him, then turned to the others and said something in another language – Seraphic, David presumed.

Five of them walked, or rather, floated towards him; they were definitely not of this Earth. Each of them stared at him.

He looked at them in turn. They looked like adult human females, albeit that they all had long, dark hair and eyes that seemed to bore through his soul. There was a fear inside of him but also something else he couldn’t quite put his finger on.

“Where is the Celestial Codex?” one of them said. Her voice floated through him; he felt her words in his body like music touching every cell of his body. He remembered a similar feeling when he had been dancing in a club to trance music. His mind had been completely lost in the moment, and he’d felt each vibration of the bass pumping through his body. This sound was similar, except more ethereal.

David cleared his throat to speak.

One of the angels handed him a bottle of water, which he gratefully accepted and proceeded to drink the water in gulps. He looked at the leader of the group. “This is creepy as fuck, by the way,” David said, pointing to the five angels around him.

The leader grabbed him by the throat and lifted him slightly off the table he’d been lying on. “Where is the Celestial Codex?”

I guess all angels are not “angels,” he thought as she squeezed tighter on his trachea.

“I don’t know,” David managed to croak. “I don’t know where they’ve gone.”

He grabbed her hand. She was ice cold. She stared deep into his eyes as if trying to pull the truth from him.

When she finally released her grip on his throat, he fell back to the table gasping for air.

The leader looked at one of the others and spoke.

David turned quickly to the leader. “Did you just speak in Seraphic?”

She stared at him without replying.

“I understood what you said,” David said, hardly able to believe it himself.

The leader looked at him and spoke again in Seraphic. “If you can really understand our language, then you’ll know we can kill you quite easily.”

David nodded. “I know you can kill me.”

The leader just squinted her eyes a little, acknowledging him and his understanding of their language. One of the other angels reached out to touch him. David flinched and pulled away from her. She smiled and reached out again, touching him on the top of his shoulder. A surge of energy ran through his whole body. His coughing immediately stopped, and the grogginess and sore head he’d felt earlier left him.

David sat up slowly, his body humming with borrowed energy. The healing felt wrong somehow – too perfect, too complete. Like his body knew it shouldn't work this way.

“Thank you?” he said, making it a question.

“Don't thank us yet,” the leader said. Her voice still carried that ethereal resonance, but now he caught an edge to it. “We can heal. We can also unmake. Tell us about the others.”

David's mind raced. They hadn't asked about Jessica or the others directly – they were fishing for information. Which meant they didn't know everything. He could use that.

“What others?” He tried to match her stare, but it was like looking into the heart of a star. “I was alone in the archives when your friends shot at me.”

The healing angel's hand tightened on his shoulder. This time, instead of warmth, ice seemed to spread from her touch. “We are not their friends,” she said. “The Sentinels are tools. Useful, but limited. We are something else entirely.”

“Then what do you want with the codex?” David asked, trying to suppress a shiver. “Felerah's already breaking the seals. Isn't that what you⁠—?”

“Felerah”—the leader cut him off, her voice carrying such power that the air itself seemed to vibrate—“is a mistake that needs correcting.”

David felt the temperature in the room drop further. “I thought she was one of you?”

Five pairs of eyes fixed on him. “There are angels,” the leader said slowly, “and there are Angels. Felerah has forgotten the difference.”

David thought about how he could get information from the angels. This might help him understand more about what was going on. “Tell me about Felerah, why do you not consider her one of you any more?”

The leader locked David in a hard stare. For a second, he thought she was going to go for his throat again, but she seemed to think better of it, and he could visibly see her relaxing. She looked at the others and gave them an order in Seraphic. The other four angels dispersed, leaving David and the leader.

She held out her hand to help him down from the table. This is fucking weird! David thought as he took her hand and jumped down. She walked towards some rocks that were in the middle of the cavelike structure. David presumed he was still in the tunnels underneath Arthur’s Seat.

The angel settled onto one of the rocks with grace. Unlike her earlier movements, which seemed designed to intimidate, this was unconscious – a reminder that she wasn't pretending to be human.

David looked at her, and before she started speaking, he quickly got in, “First of all, can I ask your name?”

She scowled at him but then softened again. “My angel name is Shalleron.”

David smiled. “My name is David Hunter.”

Shalleron nodded, paused for a few seconds and continued what she’d been about to say. “Felerah was tasked with maintaining the seals, not destroying them,” she said, her voice softer now but still carrying that otherworldly resonance. “She was among our most devoted, most trusted. For centuries, she helped us guide humanity's magickal evolution, letting them advance only when they were ready.”

She gestured at the cave walls, where ancient symbols still glowed faintly. “But something changed during her last assignment. She was supposed to prevent a group of Scottish witches from accessing old magick – magick humans weren't ready for. Instead…” The angel's eyes flickered with something like regret or hurt, David couldn’t make out which. “Instead, she began to question everything. Why we created the seals. Why we regulated human magick. Why we kept the truth hidden.”

“And what is the truth?” David asked carefully.

“That humans once wielded power equal to ours. That the seals weren't created to protect humanity, as we claimed, but to protect ourselves.” She fixed David with a hard stare. “Felerah believes she's liberating humanity. But she doesn't understand – some chains exist for a reason. The seals aren't just barriers; they're load-bearing walls in reality itself. Break them too quickly…”

“Everything collapses,” David finished.

“Worse. Everything remembers. The old magicks, the ancient beings, the powers that humans once commanded – they're all still there, sleeping. Felerah thinks she's revealing corruption in human institutions. But she's really creating cracks that let the old powers peek through. That red fog above Edinburgh? It's just the beginning.”

David felt a chill that had nothing to do with the angel's presence. “So why not just stop her?”

“Because she's right about one thing – the seals will eventually fail. They were never meant to be permanent. But there's a difference between controlled demolition and taking a sledgehammer to reality.”

David thought about what Shalleron was saying. “So, if Felerah is unveiling the truth about the world, does that mean the people at the top, the heads of these corrupt institutions know about magick?”

“Yes, which is why only a minority of people effectively control the world,” Shalleron replied.

“Is it then not a good thing to expose them?” David asked, intrigued by the conversation.

Shalleron's eyes flickered with something that might have been amusement. “You sound like her. Like Felerah, when she first began questioning things.” She stood, moving to one of the glowing symbols on the wall. “Consider this: what happens when you tell billions of people that everything they believed about reality is wrong? That their leaders have been hiding magick from them for centuries? That they once had powers equal to angels?”

“They'd demand those powers back,” David said slowly.

“And tear reality apart trying to get them.” Shalleron traced the symbol with one finger, making it pulse brighter. “Humanity has grown in some ways, David Hunter, but not in others. You still wage wars over resources, territory, ideology. Now imagine those wars fought with ancient magick. Imagine terrorists wielding powers that could level cities. Imagine dictators who could literally control minds.”

David shifted uncomfortably on his rock. “But isn't that what's happening anyway? The corruption Felerah's exposing – it's just a different kind of power that’s being abused.”

“Yes. And that's what makes this so complicated.” Shalleron turned back to him. “The system we created isn't perfect. The seals have been misused. The wrong people have learned about magick and exploited that knowledge. But Felerah's solution…” She shook her head. “She thinks removing the seals will create some kind of magickal democracy. Instead, it will create chaos.”

“Unless,” David ventured, “there was a way to do it gradually. To teach people about magick responsibly.”

“Which is exactly what the Celestial Codex contains – the original instructions for how the seals were meant to be dismantled. Not broken, but carefully unwoven, over generations.” Her voice took on that vibrating quality again. “But Felerah plans to use it as a sledgehammer instead of a key.”

“So when was the first seal programmed to be uncovered?” David asked, sensing a solution to everything that was going on. He felt something from Shalleron, an energy that was raw and truthful in nature, but he also felt the raw power of anger.

“The first seal had already started to be uncovered over the last few Earth-time years, for the last five years in fact, and it had been programmed to last for fifteen years up until around 2037,” Shalleron replied.

“And what happens after that?” David asked.

“We then leave it for another few hundred years until the second seal is ready to be uncovered,” she said, looking at him as if inviting more questions.

“Last question,’ David said, shifting a little on the rock. “What would happen if Felerah only broke the first seal?”
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Felerah watched Manhattan's skyline through her Woolworth Building apartment window, its famous towers oddly muted by a haze that no human meteorologist could explain. The same red mist that had claimed Edinburgh was trying to manifest here, testing the American seals, searching for weak points.

Her phone hadn't stopped buzzing since she'd arrived – interview requests, death threats and increasingly desperate messages from people who'd started to remember things they shouldn't. A banker who recalled casting spells in a previous life. A professor who suddenly understood ancient texts no one had been able to translate. A child who'd started speaking Seraphic in her sleep.

The first seal's cracking was having exactly the effect she'd intended, even if the other angels couldn't see it. Humanity wasn't just learning about corruption – they were beginning to remember what they'd lost. What had been taken from them.

She turned from the window to study her reflection, letting her human glamour slip slightly. Her wings, black as deep space, stretched behind her. The American seals were already reacting to her presence, trying to reinforce reality's agreed-upon rules. But they were newer than Britain's, more rigid, more brittle.

And more heavily guarded.

Her phone buzzed again – the producer from her first scheduled interview with Joe Rogan. They wanted to ask if she would like to know the questions that Joe would ask her today or if they should just riff and to let her know the interview might be a long three or four hours. She smiled. They didn’t know that four hours to her was nothing at all. They always thought they could control the narrative, right up until the moment truth broke through.

But America would be different. Here, she wouldn't just expose corruption – she would remind an entire continent of its buried power. And she would start with Wall Street itself, built unknowingly on one of the strongest convergences of ley lines in North America.

The feather the other angels had left as a warning still sat on her coffee table, burning with silver flame. They thought it would frighten her. Instead, it had confirmed what she'd suspected: they were scared. Not of her but of what would happen when humans finally remembered who – and what – they really were.

She picked up her phone to confirm the interview. It was time to wake up America; bring on Joe Rogan.

The flight to Austin, Texas would take around four hours. The limousine the team had hired would be outside the hotel in an hour.

She thought about the topics she had chosen to talk about in this interview. She had carefully planned each of the topics of corruption she was going to uncover. Joe would obviously talk about her, but the best part of this being a three-hour interview was that they had lots of time to talk about the topics she wanted to talk about. She looked at the sheets of paper she had printed as an aide memoir:

Military-Industrial Complex & Consciousness Research:

	Secret government programs studying ancient magical abilities 

	How the military has been researching "enhanced human capabilities" 

	Classified experiments combining technology with forgotten magical practices 

	Why certain psychedelic research was really shut down (too close to awakening old abilities) 




Technology Control:

	How big tech companies are using algorithms to suppress humanity's latent abilities 

	Social media's role in maintaining "consensus reality" 

	Why certain meditation apps and "mindfulness" programs are actually designed to limit consciousness expansion 

	Silicon Valley's secret interest in ancient magical texts 




Energy Industry Revelations:

	How free energy technology has been suppressed because it taps into the same power sources as ancient magic 

	Why certain locations (like CERN) were built on magical convergence points 

	The real reason behind the push against alternative energy 




Ancient Civilisations:

	Evidence of advanced magical civilizations that's been hidden 

	Why certain archaeological sites are restricted 

	The true purpose of ancient monuments and their connection to ley lines 

	How modern power structures were built to suppress this knowledge 




Consciousness Evolution:

	How human consciousness has been deliberately limited 

	The connection between DMT, meditation and ancient magical abilities 

	Why certain spiritual practices are discouraged while others are promoted 

	The real reason behind the sudden rise in "awakening" experiences globally 




From what she’d seen of Joe Rogan’s podcast and his recent transition to Amazon Prime in a $50 million deal, she knew he would love the topics she wanted to talk about.

Dave Rubin would be slightly different as would Russell Brand and the other podcasters turned news media shows. She wanted to have exclusives for all the different shows and had lots to talk about on all of them, but Joe Rogan was by the biggest as it was the longest show she would do.

She looked at herself in the mirror as a human being and liked the way she looked. She was full of self-confidence just now as she was feeling good about what she was doing for the world, and more importantly, she felt it was the right thing. This was fuelling her self-confidence, but she was self-aware enough not to let it go to her head. She was here for a reason.

She spotted the Sentinels before they saw her – four of them positioned around the building's entrance, their magical signatures blazing like bonfires to her senses. They weren't trying to hide. This was a show of force, a reminder that America's seals had more protection than Britain's.

The limousine glided through Manhattan's streets, the red mist parting around it like water. Through her angelic senses, Felerah could feel Wall Street's ley lines pulsing beneath the pavement, stronger than they'd been in centuries. The seal's cracking in Edinburgh had sent ripples through the global magickal network, awakening things that had long slept.

Her phone kept buzzing with invitations to connect for interviews or from ordinary people who wanted to get in touch with her about the changes they were going through just now. Let them watch. Let them report back to the other angels. She wanted them to see exactly what she was about to do.

“Change of plans,” she told her driver. “Take the side exit.” Not because she feared the Sentinels – she could unmake them with a thought – but because the Joe Rogan interview was too important to delay. America needed to hear what was coming.

She checked her notes one final time. The traders message was just the beginning. Once she revealed what Wall Street had been built to contain, the whole financial system would start to remember its true purpose.

As the driver navigated through the traffic toward Teterboro Airport, Felarah reflected on the angel community she would undoubtedly be seen as betraying. The angels were like sisters until one of them had their own opinion. Now was such a time. She would be ostracised and banished from the angel world, forced to live a life on the Earth plane for the rest of her life. She thought about this and didn’t think it was such a bad place to live. She’d only been on the Earth plane for twenty-seven years this time around and didn’t mind the life she was living, although she craved her old life back sometimes.

Angels didn't inhabit spaces so much as merge with them. Their "dwellings" were spheres of resonant energy where multiple angels could commune in shared consciousness while maintaining individual identity. Each sphere pulsed with its own frequency, creating a harmonious network that humans might perceive as music if they could hear it.

The energy in the spheres was pure, with no acrimony. The only times there might be issues were at the council meetings, when all the spheres would come together once every year. This was where Felerah learned about the plans for the Earth plane and felt there was something she wanted to do about it. She couldn’t really understand why herself, but there was a compulsion within her to act.

This was when the problems started. At first, it was contained to the council meetings, which would last for a few weeks. However, it then spread to the sphere that Felerah was sharing, where she would voice her concern about what was happening on the Earth plane. So much so that she elected to take an assignment that would see her on the Earth plane for fifty to eighty years, depending on how things panned out. It was felt by the council that if Felerah had experience of how the Earth people lived, she would change her mind about the council’s decision to keep the seals guarded for another two hundred years at least.

Joe Rogan’s Amazon Prime studio in Austin looked exactly as Felerah had seen in countless podcasts, but her angelic senses picked up something else – old power beneath the foundations, like everywhere humans gathered to share stories.

Joe Rogan looked smaller in person, but his energy signature was interesting – decades of psychedelics had left traces like cracks in a window letting light through. He'd glimpsed things he couldn't quite understand. Perfect.

“So you're the one who's got the pharmaceutical companies shitting themselves,” he said, adjusting his headphones. His producer gave the countdown.

“The number of people waiting for the stream to go live has now hit ninety-two million,” Joe said as they were about to go live. “That's bigger than Oprah numbers back in her heyday. The stuff you revealed about Big Pharma and the food industry – I've had researchers fact-checking for weeks. It all checks out.”

The livestreaming chat box erupted as soon as they went live.

“That's just the surface, Joe,” Felerah said, letting just a touch of Seraphic resonance colour her voice. She watched his pupils dilate slightly. His consciousness recognised something, even if his mind couldn't process it yet. “Tell me, what do you know about consciousness suppression programs?”

Joe leaned forward, interest piqued. “Like MK-Ultra?”

“Like why they really shut down certain psychedelic research,” Felerah smiled. “And why some meditation practices are promoted while others are actively discouraged.”

Joe's eyes widened, a mix of curiosity and disbelief flickering across his face. “Alright, I’m all ears. Are you saying there’s more to this than just military experiments and government overreach?”

Felerah nodded, leaning in. “Much more, Joe. MK-Ultra, as you've mentioned, is only the tip of the iceberg. What most people don’t know is that some of these programs were less about creating sleeper agents and more about discovering what the human mind could really do – tapping into abilities, if you will, that have been systematically suppressed.”

Joe’s face grew more serious. “You’re talking about psychic abilities, aren’t you? Telepathy, remote viewing... stuff like that?”

“Not just psychic abilities,” Felerah said, her voice resonating with a hint of Seraphic energy that made the room feel charged. “I’m talking about forgotten knowledge, ancient capabilities – abilities that go beyond parlour tricks. The human mind, when fully awakened, can access layers of reality that go far beyond what most people have been taught to believe.”

Joe leaned back in his chair, processing. “You’re telling me that humanity once had access to these abilities and they’ve been suppressed intentionally?”

“Yes,” Felerah replied. “And it goes back to the very roots of society’s structure. Ancient civilisations knew of this potential, and they built entire systems – monuments, rituals, knowledge networks – to harness and share it. But over time, as power structures shifted, this knowledge became dangerous to those at the top.”

Joe tapped his pen against his notes. “So you’re saying the suppression goes beyond modern governments. This is... systemic? Civilisational?”

“Precisely,” Felerah agreed. “Think of the ancient monuments – Stonehenge, the Pyramids of Egypt, the ley lines. They weren’t built just for ceremony or mysticism. They were part of a global network designed to amplify and direct human consciousness. When humanity’s collective mind reached a certain peak, it became a threat to the ruling classes – both in our world and beyond.”

“Beyond?” Joe's eyebrows shot up. “You’re talking... other dimensions? Non-human entities? Now that’s taking it a little too far, even for me,” Joe said, laughing and looking at his producer.

Felerah paused, allowing the silence to hang in the air. “There are forces that benefit from humanity staying where it is. Whether you want to call them interdimensional beings, angelic councils or something else... their motives vary. Some seek to protect, others to control. And others simply fear change.”

Joe’s audience numbers were climbing by the second. He waited a few seconds with his mouth open as he thought. He leaned forward again. “Alright, give me a concrete example. How does this manifest today?”

“Big Tech is a good place to start,” Felerah said, her eyes glinting. “Why do you think meditation apps exploded in popularity, but only in certain forms? Why are people taught to ‘calm the mind’ but not to expand it? The algorithms guide behaviour, limiting the potential for true self-discovery.”

“Are you talking about social media? Are you saying social media is a tool for suppression?” Joe asked.

“It’s more insidious than that,” Felerah said. “Social media, algorithms, the control of data – these are tools to maintain a ‘consensus reality.’ And any attempt to break out, to remember what humans are truly capable of, is carefully monitored and often shut down.”

Joe looked down at his notes, then back up at her. “I mean, we’ve heard about this from whistleblowers – Facebook manipulating moods, YouTube recommendations leading to echo chambers – but you’re saying it’s deeper than even that.”

“After everything we’ve seen and learned about since 2019 and the COVID era and the lies, manipulation, suppression and cancel culture back in the day. Yes, it has changed to a degree now, but now it’s about our history and what has really gone on over the last hundreds of years, not just the last eight years.”

Joe’s eyes widened. “So it goes deeper?”

“Far deeper,” she confirmed. “It’s why certain types of research – like psychedelics – are feared. They have the potential to open doors to consciousness that goes beyond their intended effects. Governments shut down research when it began to tread too closely to ancient pathways.”

Joe’s breath caught. “So, if what you’re saying is true... what can people do? How can we reclaim these abilities?”

“By remembering,” Felerah said simply. “By seeking out forgotten knowledge, breaking free from mental prisons and challenging the systems that keep humanity stagnant.”

They spoke for another thirty minutes, but so far, she hadn’t shown him anything concrete.

The chat was going wild. The numbers watching the livestream had climbed to over one hundred and fifty-five million. Joe nodded slowly, a mix of intrigue and uncertainty in his eyes. “You’re blowing my mind, Felerah. But I’ve gotta ask – why now? Why are you telling us this now?”

Felerah met his gaze with unwavering confidence. “Because the seals are breaking, Joe. And when they do, humanity will have a choice: to awaken and rise or to fall deeper into control. I intend to help humanity remember what it is truly capable of.”

Silence settled over the studio. Joe’s eyes darted to the producer, who gave a subtle nod. “I think this conversation is just getting started,” he said, leaning in once more. “Tell me more about these seals. Can you show me anything that would prove to me, the listeners and viewers that what you are saying is true?”

It was clear that Joe trusted Felerah and he was taking her at her word, but he would love some proof if she had it. He waited expectantly for her to answer.

The numbers had now climbed to two hundred and eleven million. The chat box was scrolling so fast it was impossible to read, and the team had given up trying to pick questions out from the chat.

She looked at Joe and then the camera and smiled slightly. Her smile faded quickly, and she looked serious as she looked into the camera. “Yes, I can give you proof.”


CHAPTER 25
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Felerah shifted in her seat and looked directly at the camera. “Joe, I asked you to have some of your team stream live from California at a specific location.”

“Yes, you did, and we have our team waiting there to go live simultaneously with ourselves,” Joe said, looking at Felerah excitedly.

“This is not good, but it will prove to a lot of people that I am genuine about what I am telling you.”

Joe nodded. “Okay. Can you tell me and the viewers what it is?”

“Yes. Are the team in California live just now, can you share their feed?” Felerah said.

Joe motioned to the director, who nodded to his team to go side by side with the team in California.

Joe spoke to Kate and Jamie live from California. “Are you ready, Kate and Jamie?” Joe said.

Kate and Jamie did not know what to expect, but they were clearly excited to be live on air on one of the biggest livestreams in the world. The livestreamers had now gone up to two hundred and seventy-three million.

“Tell us exactly where you are, Kate and Jamie,” Joe said, happy to be talking with his team.

Kate spoke excitedly into the camera. “We are here in Hayward in California, outside, of all places, an America Red Cross shelter unit.”

Jamie then jumped into shot. “So are you going to tell us what we’re doing here, Joe and Felerah?”

Joe looked at Felerah with a little shock in his eyes.

Felerah looked at Kate and Jamie. “Kate, Jamie. In a few minutes, I will alert the authorities that there will be an earthquake in the Hayward area that will measure 8.1 on the Richter scale. I have given the authorities ample warning about this, and I am now giving you and the Hayward area and the California-wide area lots of time to prepare. In exactly eighty-nine minutes, the earthquake will hit. If you are in the California area, please evacuate your buildings and head to the nearest shelter area.”

“You’re fucking kidding me. This is how you’re going to prove you’re the real deal?” Joe said, mouth agape.

“I’m sorry, Joe, this event coincides with our interview date. This is not for drama or to get the viewing figures up, this is to warn people,” Felerah said apologetically.

Joe was stunned. “But that’s impossible. I mean, even the most sophisticated equipment cannot tell that an earthquake is going to occur until seconds before.”

Felerah nodded her head slowly. “I know. This is not a joke, Joe. Please tell your viewers and listeners in the California area to get to their nearest shelter. I am advising you again that the earthquake will be the biggest in US history, at 8.1 with aftershocks measuring 6.5.”

“Holy fucking shit,” Joe said with his hands on his head. He looked at his producer, not knowing what the hell to do in a situation like this. If Felerah was right, they would have to warn as many people as possible. If she was wrong, the only thing that could go wrong was millions of Californians evacuating their homes for a few hours.

Joe's producer was already on his phone, the gravity of the situation evident on his face. Emergency services, state officials, news networks – everyone needed to be notified now.

“You understand what you're doing?” Joe asked Felerah, his usual casual demeanour gone. “If you're wrong⁠—”

“Mass panic.” Felerah nodded. “And if I'm right, and we didn't warn people?”

They spoke for another few minutes about this and the fact that Felerah could be charged with inciting mass panic.

After fifteen minutes, on the split screen, Kate and Jamie were already seeing changes. Police sirens wailed in the background. Their phones buzzed with emergency alerts as state authorities responded to the warning.

“We're getting reports that USGS systems are showing... something,” Jamie said, his voice tense. “They're not confirming the prediction, but they're detecting unusual seismic activity along the Hayward fault.”

The live viewer count hit three hundred million.

The next forty minutes became the most-watched live event in history. Joe masterfully guided the conversation through revelations about fault lines, ancient civilizations and the true purpose of major financial centres. Viewer numbers climbed as Felerah revealed just enough to keep audiences riveted while maintaining an air of urgent warning.

“We're seeing unprecedented movement,” Jamie reported at the sixty-minute mark. Military vehicles and emergency services flooded the streets of Hayward.

By the fifty-minute mark, social media was exploding with reports from across California. The USGS admitted their equipment was showing patterns they'd never seen before.

“Forty-five minutes,” Felerah announced, checking her watch. “Time for people to reach safety.”

That was when the studio door burst open.

Three women in identical black suits rushed in, followed by their leader, whose presence seemed to make the air itself grow heavy. The camera feeds distorted whenever they focused on her face.

“Ms Blackthorn,” the leader said, her voice carrying an odd resonance that made the studio equipment crackle. “This interview needs to end. Now.”

“Keep filming,” Felerah said as Joe turned to look. “What happens in the next hour will prove everything we've been discussing about hidden power, about suppressed knowledge.” She leaned towards the camera. “And about who really controls what humans are allowed to know.”

Joe looked between them, confusion clear on his face. “Hey, you can't just⁠—”

“It's okay, Joe,” Felerah smiled, not taking her eyes off the woman. “They're right on schedule. Three hundred and twelve million people watching now. Perfect timing.”

The woman's composure flickered for just a moment. “You have no right⁠—”

“To warn them?” Felerah's voice took on a subtle power that made Joe's skin prickle. “Thirty-seven minutes until the Hayward fault breaks. Would you rather I let them die to maintain your precious control?”

On the split screen, Kate's voice cut through the tension: “Guys, something's happening here. The police are all over the place, and there’s people running into the streets to their nearest shelters.”

The leader of the women turned to the others. “Shut it down. All of it.”

“Too late,” Felerah said, standing. “The changes are coming whether you want them to or not. I'm just making sure humanity has a fighting chance this time.”

They then proceeded to talk in an unknown language. The cameras were all on the leader of the group of women and Felerah Blackthorn. She spoke a little louder.

The producer was circling his fingers in the air for the cameras to keep filming, even though the feed was cutting in and out.

Speaking in Seraphic, Felerah and Shalleron, the leader, spoke in hushed tones.

“You don’t know what you’re doing here, Felerah. This is not the way it should be done,” Shalleron said, eyes narrowing.

“Who says this isn’t the way? You? Some higher power? Why shouldn’t it be done this way? The only reason is to maintain your control over the human population. Don’t you see they’re already starting to wake up and have been for years. I am just accelerating the process,” Felerah said, looking at the camera and then to Joe, who looked confused as he couldn’t understand what they were saying.

“Why? Why do it now?” Shalleron replied angrily. “This is the way it’s been done for millions of years.”

“Yes, and you’ve destroyed humanity several times in the process, only for it to rise again, stronger and more resilient each time,” Felerah said.

Shalleron looked at her and studied Felerah’s face. “What do you stand to gain from doing this, Felerah? Nothing at all. You are already banished from our realm, and you will be forced to live out your days on the Earth plane.”

“And do you know what I will do with my years on the Earth plane? I will uncover the truth no matter how long it takes and share that truth with the world,” Felerah barked back.

Shalleron pursed her lips and shook her head. “Then you leave me no choice. We’ve never ended the life of one of our own, but I am afraid that is what has to happen. I am giving you one last chance, Felerah.”

Felerah stepped closer to her once leader. “You can’t do anything unless you show yourself to millions of people around the world, live on air.”

Shalleron gritted her teeth and stepped back.

Felerah knew that Shalleron would have to show her true form in order to do any real magick or, worse, to kill her. “You will do more damage to the Earth plane by revealing yourself, Shalleron. You have to ask yourself, what is worse?”

The lights in the studio flickered ominously.

On-screen, Kate's feed showed military vehicles arriving. “We're being asked to evacuate the area,” she reported. “Emergency services are mobilising across the Bay Area.”

Joe continued to talk with Kate and Jamie as the feed cut to them. It looked like chaos in the streets as the cameramen focused their lenses on the crowds of people swarming into the streets and getting into the shelters.

Felerah looked at the clock on the wall. "Twenty-five minutes,” Felerah said calmly. “And counting.”

Joe looked between them, years of interviewing experience telling him he was witnessing something beyond normal politics or whistleblowing. The woman's presence made his recording equipment malfunction, static cutting through the audio.

“This isn't just about an earthquake, is it?” he asked.

“Smart man.” Felerah smiled. “Tell me, Joe, why do you think certain fault lines exist where they do? Why certain cities were built in specific locations?”

“That's enough,” Shalleron cut in. The studio lights flickered again.

“Four hundred and fifty million viewers,” Joe's producer called out. “Servers are struggling to keep up.”

The woman stepped closer to Felerah. “You can't possibly think this ends well.”

“It will never end, this is just the beginning. The truth is what is needed here,” Felerah replied. “Something you forgot how to handle a long time ago.”

Joe tried to engage with Shalleron, but she kept ignoring him until he tried something different.

“You know,” Joe said, his tone shifting to the calm intensity he used when interviewing particularly difficult guests, “I've had CIA, FBI, military intelligence on this show. But you're different. The way the equipment reacts when you speak, how the air feels when you move – you're something else entirely.”

The woman finally turned to him, her gaze making him instinctively lean back in his chair. “Mr Rogan, for your own safety⁠—”

“Twenty-three minutes,” Felerah cut in. “Tell them, Joe. Tell your viewers what you feel in this room right now.”

The California feed crackled with static. “Guys,” Kate's voice came through, shaking. “The military's evacuating everything within two miles of the fault line. They're bringing in equipment I've never seen before.”

“Because they know,” Felerah said. “They've always known what's really down there. What's under every major fault line, every financial centre, every seat of power.”

“Don't,” Shalleron warned, but her voice held a note of desperation now.

Joe leaned towards his mic. “Six hundred million viewers. Whatever's about to happen, whatever you're trying to prevent – it's too late. The world is watching.”

The studio lights flickered again, and this time, the temperature dropped so low their breath fogged in the air.

“Twenty minutes,” Felerah announced. “Time enough for one more truth.”

“Jamie, what are your instruments showing now?” Joe asked, trying to maintain the show's momentum despite the tension crackling through his studio.

“The readings... they're off the charts. But it's not just seismic activity. People are reporting strange phenomena across the Bay Area. Lights in the sky, unusual sounds⁠—”

“Like the Earth remembering,” Felerah said quietly. “Twenty minutes until what's buried beneath San Francisco wakes up.”

Shalleron stepped forward, switching back to Seraphic. “You think revealing the vault will help them? They're not ready to know what's down there.”

“They're more ready than you think,” Felerah replied in the same language. “Look how they're adapting already.”

The viewer count hit seven hundred million as Kate's feed showed the mass evacuation in full swing. Military vehicles continued to pour into the area, but their equipment seemed to be malfunctioning, electronics failing as they got closer to the fault line.

“Eighteen minutes,” Felerah announced, switching back to English. “Joe, do you want to know why Wall Street was really built where it was? Why London's financial district sits exactly where it does?”

“Don't answer,” Shalleron warned, but Joe was already leaning forwards.

“Tell me.”

“Money is energy,” Felerah said, ignoring Shalleron's warning glare. “The world's financial centres aren't just buildings and computers – they're containment systems. Every trade, every transaction feeds energy into the grid, maintaining the seals.”

“Seals for what?” Joe asked.

“Fifteen minutes,” Felerah replied instead of answering. “Kate, what's happening to your equipment?”

The California feed was deteriorating, static cutting through the image. “Everything electronic is failing,” Kate reported, her voice breaking up. “The military's pulling back—their vehicles won't start within a mile of the fault line.”

“Because the grid is failing,” Felerah explained. “When the earthquake hits, it won't just break the ground. It'll break a seal that's been collecting energy for over a century.”

Shalleron stepped between Felerah and the camera. “The feed ends now.”

“Eight hundred million viewers,” Joe's producer called out. “We're being picked up by every major network globally.”

“Thirteen minutes,” Felerah announced. “Tell them, Shalleron. Tell them why the Bay Area's tech companies really built their headquarters there. Why Silicon Valley sits on that exact spot.”

“You're playing with forces you don't understand,” Shalleron said, but her voice wavered.

“No,” Felerah countered. “I'm the only one who understands exactly what's about to happen.”

The California feed erupted with urgent voices. “The ground!” Jamie shouted. “There's some kind of pattern forming in the earth⁠—”

The feed cut to static.

“Eleven minutes,” Felerah said calmly. “Joe, look at your phone. What are people seeing in San Francisco?”

Joe scrolled through his social media feed, his eyes widening. “People are reporting... patterns in the ground. Like ancient writing appearing through the concrete. And the sky⁠—”

“Don't,” Shalleron commanded, but millions were already sharing the images online.

“The vault is preparing to open,” Felerah said. “For the first time since 1906.”

“The 1906 earthquake,” Joe said, realisation dawning. “That wasn't just a natural disaster, was it?”

“Eight minutes,” Felerah replied. “In 1906, something almost broke free. They rebuilt the financial district on top of it, created stronger seals. But they couldn't contain it forever.”

The studio's equipment was failing now, screens flickering with strange symbols before going dark. Only the main camera feed remained.

“One billion viewers,” the producer whispered.

Shalleron spoke in Seraphic again, her voice carrying both threat and plea: “If that vault opens, everything changes. Not just for them but for us. For all the planes of existence.”

“Six minutes,” Felerah announced. “That's what they're afraid of, Joe. Not just what's buried under San Francisco but what it means. What humanity will remember when they see it.”

The temperature in the studio dropped further. Frost began forming on the windows.

“Kate, Jamie – if you can still hear us,” Joe said into his mic, “what's happening now?”

Through static and interference, Jamie's voice barely came through: “The military's pulling back completely. The fault line... it's starting to glow.”

“Five minutes,” Felerah's voice carried a hint of that otherworldly resonance now. “The patterns you're seeing aren't just cracks in the earth. They're words. The oldest language humans ever spoke.”

The main camera feed started showing interference – not technical distortion but something else. Viewers around the world reported seeing strange symbols floating across their screens.

“Three minutes,” Felerah announced. “Shalleron, you can still help them. Guide them through what's coming instead of trying to stop it.”

“You'll destroy everything we've built,” Shalleron replied, in English now, letting the world hear. “The careful balance⁠—”

"Two minutes," Felerah cut her off. “Joe, remember what I told you about consciousness suppression? About why certain meditation practices are discouraged? In ninety seconds, everyone watching will understand why.”

Jamie's voice broke through one last time: “Oh my god... the bay... Something's lighting up under the water…”

“One minute.” Felerah stood. “Humanity's first memory is about to wake up.”

Shalleron moved towards her but stopped as the ground beneath the Austin studio began to tremble – impossibly far from California.

“Thirty seconds,” Felerah said. “The vault doesn't just contain power. It contains truth. The first truth.”

“Ten seconds,” Joe whispered, his eyes fixed on the California feed, which showed only static now.

“Five.”

“Four.”

“Three.”

“Two.”

“One.”

The world held its breath.
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The first tremor hit San Francisco Bay at exactly the predicted moment.

Initial reports flooded in through emergency services channels. The USGS confirmed an 8.1 magnitude earthquake centred precisely where Felerah had warned. Buildings swayed. Streets buckled. But thanks to the evacuation, the immediate human cost was minimal.

Through the static of the California feed, Kate's voice trembled: “The whole financial district... It's like the ground is just... the buildings are—” The feed cut out.

In the Austin studio, Joe gripped his desk as reports poured in. “Okay, we’re going to have to end this live show, but before we go off air.” He turned to Felerah. “You knew. How did you know?”

“Because you’re all being lied to, and it’s time for the truth to be told,” Felerah replied.

“But how can you predict the future, how could you know the precise time and measurement of an earthquake?” Joe asked.

Felerah looked at Shalleron, who shook her head and started speaking in Seraphic.

Shalleron's composure cracked slightly. “Stop. You've done enough damage. What you’re doing is breaking the second seal. I’ll help if you agree to stop any of the other seals from breaking. You can carry on uncovering the truth to the human world, but only with the first seal.”

Felerah thought about what Shallaron said and looked at Joe. “Joe,” Felerah said carefully, “what I'm about to tell you and your viewers will sound impossible. But after what you've just witnessed – an earthquake predicted to the minute – I hope you'll listen.”

The studio equipment stabilised slightly, as if Shalleron was allowing this much to be revealed.

“For centuries, certain institutions, governments and powerful groups have systematically hidden the truth from humanity. Not just about corruption or political power but about human potential itself. What people are truly capable of understanding and achieving.”

“Like predicting earthquakes?” Joe asked, his scepticism warring with what he'd just witnessed.

“That's just the beginning,” Felerah replied. “Think about how they've controlled information throughout history. Why certain research gets buried. Why some forms of consciousness exploration are discouraged while others are promoted. Why certain historical discoveries never make the mainstream news.”

She glanced at Shalleron, choosing her next words carefully. “Today's earthquake wasn't just a prediction – it was proof. Proof that what you've been told about human capabilities, about the nature of consciousness itself, has been carefully controlled. And now that control is breaking down.”

The producer signalled that emergency broadcasts were taking over most of their feeds. They had minutes left.

“One last question,” Joe said, looking at his phone showing the chaos unfolding in California. “What happens next?”

“People start waking up,” Felerah replied. “Not just to the facts and hidden truths but abilities and understanding that have been suppressed for generations. Today was just the first crack in a very old wall.”

The main feed finally cut out, leaving a billion viewers worldwide to wonder what other truths were about to surface.

As the studio lights returned to normal, Shalleron and Felerah continued their conversation in Seraphic, but their tones had changed, and they had turned their backs to Joe.

“You understand what accepting my help means?” Shalleron asked. “The first seal can break gradually, but the others must remain.”

“And you'll help ensure the truth emerges in a way humanity can handle?” Felerah countered.

“Yes. But no more earthquakes, no more public demonstrations. The truth needs to surface slowly.”

Joe watched them, unable to understand their words but sensing the shift in energy between them. The hostility had faded, replaced by something like grudging cooperation.

“Your next interviews,” Shalleron said, switching to English. “We'll guide them. Help you reveal what needs to be revealed without breaking what can't be repaired.”

Felerah nodded slowly. “The people deserve to know what’s happening in the world and to stop the elites from destroying it before they’ve had time to reach their true potential."

“And they will,” Shalleron replied. “But not all at once. Some truths need time to be understood.”

The producer rushed in. “Every network in the world wants to talk to you both.”

“Good,” Felerah said. “Because we have a lot of truth to share.”

Joe stood up and walked over to Felerah. “You have saved so many lives, and I don’t think you’ll ever understand how many people are truly grateful. I don’t know how the hell you did what you did or what you’re going to reveal next, but it’s been an honour to meet you. You truly are not of this Earth.”

Felerah looked at Shalleron and smiled as Joe hugged her. “Thank you, Joe, and honestly, you have done so much more for humanity than you realise. Keep doing what you’re doing.” Felerah said, holding his hand.

“Who is next on your list of interviews?” Joe asked before they opened the door.

“Candace Owens,” Felerah replied and held up her hand as she and Shalleron left the studio.

Through the glass partition, she watched Joe put his hands up to his head, eyes wide, mouth open, and look at his producer, who had just shouted, “Holy fuck!”

Felerah smiled as she walked through the corridors.
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The furore over what Felerah had revealed on the Joe Rogan podcast was beginning to die down.

There were the usual suspects on social media saying that the whole thing was an elaborate hoax, but one question remained. How did Felerah Blackthorn predict an 8.1 earthquake to the exact minute? That was indisputable, and there were now more and more people waking up to the reality that their world was not what it seemed.

Felerah was going around the USA talking about the corruption that was happening in the world and offering solutions to help fight the corruption and lies. She had carried out a tour of alternative media channels and revealed something new each time. But her biggest revelation was the earthquake in California, and due to her prediction, not one single life was lost. However, there was millions of dollars worth of damage done.

David and Jessica were lying back on the couch, watching some of the alternative media shows on the big screen. They had been following Felerah for the last week, ever since they had come out unscathed from the underground network underneath Arthur’s Seat.

“I wonder what the hell happened to Shalleron and her gang of angels,” David said, turning to look at Jessica.

She shook her head. “I dunno, but I’m guessing she and Felerah came to some sort of arrangement. Otherwise, I’m pretty sure she would be dead.”

“Yeah, I suppose so.” He turned back to the screen above the fireplace.

“This laying like broccoli is definitely not good for us, I feel my brain draining energy and knowledge every minute we spend lying here,” Jessica mumbled.

“Mm, do you want to get up and do something?” David asked, not moving.

“Nah! Can’t be arsed, we’ve never had a day off for… actually, we’ve never had a day off,” Jessica replied.

“Actually”—David sat up slightly—“there's something I've been meaning to ask you about. That Seraphic language – when Felerah and Shalleron were speaking it, I could understand bits of it. Not just hear it like before but understand it.”

Jessica turned to face him, suddenly more alert. “What could you understand?”

“Something about seals, about controlled revelation. It was like... like remembering a language I used to know.” He paused. “Your dad's been researching it, hasn't he?”

“Mm.” Jessica reached for her phone. “The K-Psych Unit's been monitoring changes since the earthquake. Not just in San Francisco but globally. The red mist that we saw in Edinburgh? It's appearing in other cities, but only witches can see it.”

“What about the Celestial Codex we discovered at Arthur’s Seat, what is your dad and the team doing with that?” David asked.

“They promised to put it back where they found it and leave it there. I think Shalleron has visited my dad about it.”

“Did they manage to discover anything inside it?”

“Not much. Shalleron advised it was an agreement between the angels and the magickal world, mainly an old witch council from hundreds of years ago. And Shalleron advised it was about the Seven Seals too. But my dad knows there’s something more.” She turned to face David. “You might be able to read it or understand part of it.”

David stared into space. “I suppose that’s worth a shot. Call your dad, we’ll see if we can have a look at it before they put it back.”

Jessica’s phone buzzed – a message from Harrison. “Speaking of which.” She showed David the screen. “The Cerberus Syndicate wants to meet. Apparently, the Witches of Scotland Council is involved too.”

“Think it's about Felerah's next move?”

“Nah, I think it must be something else. It looks like Felerah is being more measured and controlled in her approach.”

David was about to respond when both their phones chimed simultaneously – emergency alerts. On-screen, the news switched to breaking coverage from Wall Street.

“Speaking of changes”—Jessica sat up fully now—“looks like Felerah's keeping her promise about revealing truth. Just more... controlled this time.”

The news showed Felerah standing outside the New York Stock Exchange, Shalleron visible in the background, looking surprisingly comfortable in her role as apparent security detail.

“Unlike the San Francisco revelation,” Felerah was saying to the gathered press, “today's truth comes with documentation. Evidence of systematic market manipulation spanning decades – not just by banks but by institutions meant to prevent such corruption.”

David and Jessica watched as she methodically laid out proof of what she called “consciousness suppression through economic control”. Trading algorithms designed to create specific emotional responses, financial systems built to maintain certain thought patterns in the population.

“More subtle than an earthquake,” David commented.

“But potentially more devastating,” Jessica replied, checking her phone as the Witches of Scotland group chat exploded with activity. “Look at what Aunt Gen just sent.”

She showed David a message: The red mist is responding to the revelations. Pattern changes visible across Edinburgh's financial district. Your father says similar effects in London, Frankfurt, Tokyo.

“The seals,” David said quietly. “They're not breaking, but…”

“They're transforming,” Jessica finished. “Controlled revelation instead of forced awakening. Looks like Shalleron and Felerah are working together on this.”

On-screen, Felerah was now explaining how certain meditation apps and mindfulness programs had been specifically designed to prevent people from accessing deeper states of consciousness. The press corps looked sceptical until she started showing internal documents and emails.

“Notice how she's not mentioning angels or magick?” David said. “Just consciousness and corruption. Making it digestible.”

Jessica's phone buzzed again – Harrison this time. “Meeting tomorrow morning. Seems the Cerberus Syndicate has some revelations of their own to share.”

“It's weird seeing Shalleron working with her,” David said, watching the angel maintain her human appearance perfectly now, no equipment distortion or temperature drops. “A week ago, she was ready to kill Felerah.”

“Because of how she revealed the truth,” Jessica replied. “Not because of the truth itself. Look at how they're doing it now – systematic, provable, focused on human corruption rather than supernatural causes.”

Her phone buzzed again. A message from Mills: Red mist concentrating around key points in Edinburgh. Meet at K-Psych Unit before the Syndicate meeting. Your father's found something in the Pictish manuscripts.

David was about to respond when the TV coverage switched to live footage from Central Park. People were gathering, claiming shared visions, shared memories. But unlike the panic that had followed the earthquake revelation, this seemed different – more controlled, more purposeful.

“They're remembering,” David said quietly. “Just like Felerah said they would. But slowly this time.”

“Which means we need to understand what's happening to you.” Jessica stood, finally motivated to move. “If you're somehow connected to this awakening⁠—”

“Then the Cerberus Syndicate will want to know how and why,” David finished. “Especially with the Witches of Scotland involved.”

On-screen, Felerah was wrapping up her Wall Street revelations. But it was Shalleron who caught David's attention, her eyes meeting the camera for just a moment. He caught the end of the interview with Felerah. The reporter asked her what was happening next for her. Felerah advised that she wanted to come back home to Scotland to continue her political duties and added, “If I still have a job.”

“She'll be back in Scotland soon,” Jessica said. “We should probably find out what's in that codex before she returns.”

David nodded, reaching for his jacket. “Your dad's still at the K-Psych Unit?”

“Yeah, analysing those Pictish manuscripts.” She checked her phone one last time. “The Syndicate meeting's not until tomorrow morning. We've got time to take a look at the codex tonight.”

As they headed for the door, David thought about everything that had happened since Felerah first appeared on British television. The earthquake prediction, the revelations, the changes in how people were beginning to see the world. And now she was coming back to where it all started.

“You know what's weird?" he said as they left the apartment. “Everyone's so focused on what Felerah's revealing, they're not asking the bigger question.”

“Which is?”

“Why Scotland? Why did all this start here?”

Jessica smiled. “Maybe that's exactly what the codex will tell us.”
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David and Jessica pushed through the double doors of the K-Psych Unit to find her father bent over the Codex. His glasses halfway down his nose, he looked up and smiled at them.

“I was just looking over the codex again to see if there was anything I missed, but I still can’t really see anything,” he said, walking over to his daughter and kissing her on the forehead.

“Well, David here might be able to help you,” Jessica said, smiling.

Joseph frowned and looked at David. “How so?”

David took off his jacket and placed it around the back of a chair, “Well, when Shalleron caught me in the caves at Arthur’s Seat, they were speaking Seraphic, and I was able to understand them. Not fully, but quite a bit.”

“Well, let’s see if there’s anything you can tell from the codex. I presume it’s something to do with the crystals you’ve bonded with,” Joseph said.

David shrugged, his brow furrowing slightly. “I honestly don’t know, but it’s... odd. When I listen to them, it’s like the words don’t just register in my ears. I feel them, almost like they’re pressing against my skin or buzzing inside me.”

Joseph tilted his head, his frown deepening. “That sounds a lot like synesthesia.”

David blinked. “Synesthesia? What’s that?”

Joseph leaned forward slightly, his expression thoughtful. “It’s when your senses overlap in unusual ways. For instance, some people hear a sound and see colours, or they touch something and feel shapes in the air. It’s like your brain’s sensory wires get crossed, and one sense triggers another.”

David’s gaze grew distant, his voice quieter. “That’s exactly it. When they speak, it’s like... I don’t just hear their voices. It’s more than that. I see flickers of light, like their words are painting pictures in the air, and sometimes I taste something sharp, like copper. It’s disorienting but... not unpleasant.”

Joseph smiled faintly. “Sounds like your brain’s treating their words as more than just sounds – like they’re experiences. I’ve read that some people feel music or taste words. Maybe their voices are hitting you in ways you don’t even fully understand yet.”

David exhaled, shaking his head slightly. “It’s strange, but at the same time, it feels... right. Like it’s the way their words are supposed to be felt.”

“Well, I guess you better take a look at the codex, then, but I’m not sure that understanding their spoken words will be the same as the written word,” Joseph said, leading David and Jessica to the open book.

David stood over the codex, its pages seeming to shimmer slightly under the K-Psych Unit's lights. The symbols weren't quite like any language he'd seen before – they seemed to shift and move when he wasn't looking directly at them.

“Take your time,” Joseph said quietly. “Don't try to force it.”

David let his eyes unfocus slightly, the way he did when hearing Seraphic spoken. For a moment, nothing happened. Then⁠—

“There's something,” he said, his voice tight with concentration. “It's like... like when they speak but different. The words aren't moving through air, they're... sleeping? No, that's not right. They're waiting.”

Jessica moved closer. “Waiting for what?”

“For someone to wake them up,” David replied, then blinked in surprise at his own words. “That doesn't make sense, does it?”

Joseph was already taking notes. “Actually, it might. The Pictish manuscripts mention something about 'sleeping words' and 'dormant truths.' We thought it was metaphorical, but⁠—”

He was interrupted by a sudden warmth emanating from the codex's pages. The symbols became clearer, like a radio signal coming into focus.

David closed his eyes, reached out with his mind and tried to feel the words on the page. He relaxed his mind and slowed down his breathing. He stayed like that for two minutes, which seemed an age. This was the right way to communicate with the book.

“It’s a conversation,” David said as he opened his eyes.

“What do you mean?” Joseph asked.

“Honestly, I don’t know exactly, but I know the book is not just words. It’s like having a conversation,” David replied.

“Okay, so what is the conversation?” Jessica asked, looking at the codex and clearly not seeing anything.

David turned the pages to the beginning of the book and closed his eyes. After a few seconds, he couldn’t feel or see anything. “Mm, nothing, that’s weird.”

Joseph stepped forward. “Try asking it a question.”

David glanced at Joseph and then closed his eyes again and held his hands over the codex. Why is the Celestial Codex hidden in Scotland? he asked.

David stood back in surprise when the book lit up and images came to his mind. He opened his eyes but could still see the images in his mind very clearly.

“What’s happening?” Jessica asked.

David let out a puff of air. “It’s amazing, I can see images very clearly in my mind, but I can also see in real life too. This is freaky.”

“What are the images, David?” asked Joseph, obviously trying to get David to focus on what he was seeing.

David stood for a second and looked out towards the window but focused on the internal movie that was being played in his mind. “I'm seeing... ancient Scotland,” David said slowly, his eyes distant but focused. “But it's different. The landscape is familiar but the buildings, the settlements – they're not like anything in our history books.”

He paused, concentrating. “There are circles of standing stones, but they're not ruins. They're active, somehow. And there are people – no, beings – gathering at these sites. Some look human, others…” He hesitated.

“Others what?” Jessica pressed.

“They're like Shalleron’s and Felerah's true forms but different. More... present. Like they weren't hiding what they were.” David's brow furrowed. “They're creating something. The stones, the land itself – they're weaving them into... patterns? No, seals. The first seals.”

Joseph was frantically taking notes. “The Pictish manuscripts mentioned something about Scotland being chosen, but they never explained why.”

“Because of the land itself,” David said with sudden certainty. “The geology, the ley lines – they're different here. More... receptive. That's why the red mist appeared here first. That's why Felerah started here.” He opened his eyes, the visions fading. “Scotland wasn't just where they built the seals. It's where they had to build them.”

Jessica and Joseph exchanged looks. “And now those seals are changing,” Jessica said quietly.

“No,” David corrected, looking back at the codex. “They're not changing. They're remembering what they were meant to be.”

“Ask it about the agreement with the angels,” Joseph said, leaning forward. “Why did they need seals in the first place?”

David placed his hands over the codex again, focusing his question. For a moment, nothing happened, then⁠—

“This is weird,” he said slowly. “I'm seeing... conflict. Not war exactly but tension. Between humans who could access deeper truths and those who couldn't. The angels…” He paused, concentrating harder. “They didn't create the seals to suppress humanity. They created them to prevent chaos.”

“What kind of chaos?” Jessica asked.

“Imagine if half the population could suddenly see and do things the other half couldn't understand,” David replied. “It was tearing communities apart. The seals weren't meant to block these abilities forever, just... control how fast they developed.”

Joseph nodded thoughtfully. “Which explains Shalleron's deal with Felerah. Not to stop the truth, but to manage how it emerges.”

“But there's something else,” David said, his expression troubled. “Something about Arthur's Seat specifically. About why the codex was hidden there.” He focused again, but the images were becoming less clear. “It's like... like there's another layer I can't quite reach.”

Jessica touched his arm. “Don't push too hard. We've learned more than we knew an hour ago.”

David stepped back from the codex, feeling suddenly drained. “Whatever's hidden in those deeper pages, I think it's what Felerah's really coming back for.”

Joseph was the first to break the silence. “So the seals weren't about suppression at all. They were a protective measure – a way to prevent society from tearing itself apart.”

“Which means Felerah's original approach would have been devastating,” Jessica added, pacing now. “An instant awakening, everyone suddenly aware of these abilities... it would have been chaos.”

“That's why Shalleron made the deal,” David said, rubbing his temples. The reading had left him with a dull headache. “She wasn't trying to stop the truth from coming out. She was trying to prevent the same chaos that made them create the seals in the first place.”

“But something's still not adding up.” Jessica stopped pacing. “If the angels were trying to protect humanity, why all the corruption? Why allow certain groups to manipulate and control people?”

“Because the system was hijacked,” Joseph said quietly. “The seals were meant to regulate the flow of knowledge and ability, but humans found ways to use them for power instead. That's what Felerah's really exposing – not the existence of the seals but how they've been misused.”

David looked back at the codex. “And whatever's in those deeper pages, whatever's hidden under Arthur's Seat... it must be important enough to bring Felerah back to Scotland, even though she's making real progress in America.”

“Or dangerous enough to need protecting,” Jessica added grimly.

“We need to tell the Cerberus Syndicate,” Joseph said, closing his notebook. “This changes how we approach Felerah's return.”

“Does it, though?” David asked. “Think about it – she's already changed her approach. Working with Shalleron, revealing corruption systematically instead of just dropping supernatural bombs on everyone.”

Jessica nodded. “He's right. She's not the threat we thought she was. She's trying to correct something that went wrong centuries ago.”

“But there's still the question of what's hidden deeper in the codex,” Joseph replied. “And why it was buried under Arthur's Seat specifically. David, you said there was another layer you couldn't access?”

“Yeah, like the book knows I can only handle so much at once.” David rubbed his eyes. “But I got the feeling it was something about... balance? Like Arthur's Seat isn't just hiding something, it's maintaining something.”

“The original seal,” Jessica said suddenly. “What if Arthur's Seat isn't just where they created the first seal? What if it's still actively working to maintain the balance they originally intended?”

Joseph's expression grew serious. “And if that's true, Felerah returning here isn't just about continuing her revelations. She's coming back to where it all started – where it all could be reset.”

They all fell silent for a few seconds, considering the implications.

“The meeting tomorrow with the Syndicate,” Jessica said slowly. “We can't just tell them everything. Not until we understand what's really under Arthur's Seat.”

“Agreed,” Joseph replied, carefully closing the codex. “If Arthur's Seat is maintaining some kind of original balance, we need to be careful about who knows what.”

“Even the Witches of Scotland?” David asked.

“Especially them,” Jessica said. “Remember what the codex showed about the conflict between those who could access deeper truths and those who couldn't? That kind of division could happen even within the magical community.”

Joseph nodded. “For now, we tell Harrison and Mills only what they need to know – that the seals were protective measures, not suppression. That Felerah and Shalleron's agreement is actually helping maintain stability.”

“And Arthur's Seat?” David asked.

“We say nothing,” Jessica replied firmly. “Not until Felerah returns. She's earned that much trust, at least.”

David felt that familiar tingle at the base of his skull. “There's something else. When I was reading the codex... I got the sense that all of this – Felerah's revelations, my ability to understand Seraphic, even the timing – it's not random. It's like…”

“Like what?” Jessica prompted.

“Like it was meant to happen this way. Not just Felerah exposing corruption, but everything falling into place exactly when it needed to.”

Joseph looked thoughtful. “Maybe that's what the original seal was designed to do – not just maintain balance, but ensure the right people are in the right place when change finally comes.”

Joseph carefully wrapped the codex in its protective covering. "The Syndicate meeting's at nine tomorrow. That gives us time to⁠—"

He was interrupted by all their phones buzzing simultaneously. Emergency alerts.

“Felerah's just announced her return date,” Jessica read from her screen. “She's flying into Edinburgh next week.”

“And look who's quoted in the article,” David said, showing them his phone. “'I welcome Ms Blackthorn's return to Scottish politics,' says Shalleron Reid, identified as her new security advisor.”

“They're not even trying to hide their connection anymore,” Jessica noted.

“Because they don't need to,” Joseph replied, securing the codex in its case. “The first seal is transforming exactly as it should, people are accepting revelations without panic, and now…”

“Now they're coming back to where it all began,” David finished. “To Arthur's Seat.”

Jessica looked between her father and David. “So what do we do?”

“We wait,” Joseph said firmly. “We go to the meeting tomorrow, we tell them what they need to know, and we wait. Whatever's meant to happen at Arthur's Seat⁠—”

“Will happen when it's supposed to,” David finished, that certainty in his voice again. “Just like everything else.”

As they left the K-Psych Unit, the Edinburgh sky was clear and the air warm. Somewhere out there, Felerah was preparing to return home. And beneath their feet, under Arthur's Seat, something ancient was waiting to be remembered.
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BBC NEWS BREAKING: Felerah Blackthorn Presumed Dead in Private Plane Incident

29 November 2027

Scottish politician and recent global whistleblower Felerah Blackthorn is presumed dead after her private aircraft lost contact over the North Atlantic early this morning. The plane, carrying Ms Blackthorn and three crew members, disappeared from radar approximately 500 miles east of Newfoundland.

Search and rescue operations are currently underway, though weather conditions are hampering efforts. The US Coast Guard reports debris consistent with a Gulfstream G650 has been spotted in the search area.

Ms Blackthorn was returning to Scotland following a controversial series of media appearances in the United States, where she exposed what she claimed was systemic corruption in global financial and political systems. Her prediction of the San Francisco earthquake, which saved thousands of lives, had made her a polarising figure in recent weeks.

“This is a tragic loss for Scottish politics,” First Minister Regan stated. “Whatever one's view of her recent activities, Ms Blackthorn's commitment to transparency and truth cannot be questioned.”

Notably absent from early reactions is Shalleron Reid, who had been serving as Ms Blackthorn's security advisor. Ms Reid has not responded to requests for comment.

BBC NEWS UPDATE: 11.45 GMT

Aviation experts are questioning several unusual aspects of the incident. “The weather conditions, while challenging, weren't severe enough to explain a catastrophic failure of this type of aircraft,” says former CAA investigator Michael Roberts. “The Gulfstream G650 has an exemplary safety record.”

Initial reports indicate the plane's transponder ceased transmission abruptly, with no distress signal sent. The last recorded communication from the pilot mentioned unusual instrument readings but indicated no immediate concern.

SOCIAL MEDIA REACTION

The hashtag #FelerahTruth is trending globally, with many supporters suggesting the timing is “too convenient.” Ms Blackthorn was due to give evidence to a parliamentary committee next week regarding her claims about financial market manipulation.

UPDATE: 13.20 GMT

The US Coast Guard has expanded their search area but reports “unusual electromagnetic interference” is affecting some search equipment. A spokesperson declined to elaborate on the nature of these technical issues.

Multiple witnesses on a commercial flight passing through the area report seeing "strange atmospheric phenomena" shortly before the incident, though meteorological data shows no unusual weather patterns.

Former colleague and Opposition MSP Thomas MacDonald: “Given what Felerah has revealed in recent weeks, we must ensure this investigation is thorough and transparent. The public deserves to know exactly what happened over the Atlantic this morning.”

UPDATE: 14.45 GMT

Edinburgh Police confirm they are providing security at Ms Blackthorn's residence following reports of unusual activity in the area. A spokesperson declined to comment on whether any documents or evidence related to her recent revelations were stored at the property.

[This is a developing story]
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David stared at the news alert on his phone, then at Jessica, who was reading the same thing. They were in her father's office at the K-Psych Unit following the Syndicate meeting.

“This isn't right,” Jessica said, scrolling through the updates. “Something's off about all of this.”

Joseph looked up from his computer, where he'd been monitoring various feeds. “The electromagnetic interference they're reporting in the search area... it's similar to what our equipment picked up during the earthquake prediction.”

“Has anyone heard from Shalleron?” David asked.

“That's just it,” Jessica replied. “She's completely disappeared. No statement, no appearance, nothing. And she was never more than a few feet from Felerah these past days.”

David felt that familiar tingle at the base of his skull, like Seraphic words trying to form. But this time, it wasn't coming from any external source – it was more like a memory trying to surface.

“The codex,” he said suddenly. “There was something in those deeper pages about... about making changes from the shadows? I couldn't quite grasp it at the time, but—” David paused. “She’s not actually dead. It’s just a diversion.”

Joseph turned his head to the side a little and looked at David who let out a puff of air and laughed. “She’s not dead. Honestly, I know she’s still alive. This is not what it seems.

“Think about it,” David continued, more certain now. “The electromagnetic interference, Shalleron's disappearance, even the timing – it's all too perfect.”

Jessica pulled up the latest news on her phone. “The debris they found... they're saying it's 'consistent with' a Gulfstream but no confirmation it's actually from her plane.”

“And no bodies,” Joseph added thoughtfully. “Just enough evidence to make it convincing, but nothing definitive.”

“But why?” Jessica asked. “She was making real progress with the revelations, working with Shalleron, changing things gradually. Why fake her own death now?”

David felt that tingle again, stronger this time. “Because whatever's under Arthur's Seat – whatever's in those deeper pages of the codex – it needs to happen away from public attention. She's not running away from something…”

“She's preparing for something,” Joseph finished.

“So we go back to Arthur’s Seat with the codex?” Jessica asked, looking at David.

David looked at her and smiled. He loved the way she was willing to dive in and get to the bottom of things. “I think we should, we’ve learned a little about what the Codex is about, and it’s been there for hundreds of years, so we should put it back.”

Joseph looked thoughtful as he walked back and forth in front of his desk.

“Oh, oh, he’s thinking too hard about things,” Jessica joked, looking at her father.

Joseph looked up. “What?” he asked, looking at Jessica, who laughed and shook her head. “Yes, I think you’re right, David, we should return the codex back to Arthur’s Seat. If Felerah really is alive then she should contact us soon. I would imagine she would advise the same thing.”

“Okay, so we’re agreed we can return it. We could do it tonight, but in darkness rather than during the day,” David said.

Jessica walked over to stand next to David. “David and I could go later on this evening, and we can keep in touch with you and Alicia.”

Joseph nodded. “Okay. I don’t think there should be any danger, but obviously, keep in touch to let me know how things are going or if you get into trouble.”

Jessica frowned. “Of course we will.”

Just as they were gathering their things, David's phone buzzed. Unknown number.

Midnight. Top of Arthur's Seat. Bring the codex. –F

He showed the message to Jessica and Joseph.

“Well,” Jessica said, “looks like we won't have to wait long to find out what she's planning.”

“Should we tell Alicia?” David asked.

Joseph was already on his phone. “Already messaging her. She'll meet us there.”

As they left the K-Psych Unit, the Edinburgh evening was settling in, lights twinkling across the city. Somewhere out there, a woman the world believed dead was waiting to reveal one final truth.

David touched the codex in his bag. Whatever was hidden in its deeper layers, whatever Felerah had faked her death to achieve, they'd know soon enough.
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Jessica pulled her fur-lined jacket tighter to her body, the stinging-cold night air gnawing at her as they climbed up Arthur’s Seat at midnight.

The last time they had been here, they were climbing through tunnels and caves. Now they had been instructed to meet Felerah at the top of the ancient hill.

David carried the codex in his backpack. Jessica sensed his excitement. The codex seemed to hum to the rhythm of the energy and excitement he felt about being here.

Alicia Cooper waited at the agreed meeting point, her police training evident in how she positioned herself with clear sightlines in all directions. Joseph stood beside her, monitoring something on a handheld K-Psych Unit detector.

“Anything?” Jessica asked her father as she reached the top of the hill. “I can feel the tingling in the air up here, so there must be something?”

“Energy readings are off the charts,” he replied quietly.

Jessica looked at David and gasped. She pointed at his body. “Look!”

David looked down at his torso as Joseph and Alicia spun around to look at him too. He was starting to glow, a faint amber outline surrounding his body and paler colours of red and green projected about three feet from his body. “What the hell is that all about?” he said as he stared at his hands.

Joseph looked at his handheld energy gauge again. "Whatever's about to happen⁠—"

“Has been waiting to happen for centuries,” Felerah's voice came from behind them.

They turned to find Felerah and Shalleron emerging from the darkness. Gone was any pretence of their public personas – both stood transformed, their true natures barely contained by human form.

Jessica's heart thundered in her chest, her witch's senses almost overwhelmed by their true forms. Everything she thought she knew about magic, about being a witch, seemed to shrink in comparison to what stood before her. Part of her wanted to look away, but a deeper part – something ancient stirring in her DNA – refused to let her.

Their bodies were almost translucent. Multi-coloured veins shone in the darkness of midnight. Jessica could see seven spinning circles moving up the backs of their spines. She thought those must be the chakras. But there were also hundreds of other spinning balls of light scattered throughout their bodies. She couldn’t take her eyes off them.

They almost floated towards the group with their black and silver wings outstretched.

“The world thinks you're dead,” Alicia stated flatly.

“The world thinks many things,” Shalleron replied. “That's why we're here.”

Felerah looked at David. “The codex, please. It's time you understood why Scotland was chosen. Why everything had to start here.”

As David reached for his backpack, he felt that familiar Seraphic tingle at the base of his skull. But this time, it felt much more charged, like electric shocks pulsing through his body. He handed the codex to Felerah. Her translucent fingers seemed to glow brighter at its touch. The spinning circles along her spine pulsed in response.

“Scotland wasn't chosen randomly,” Felerah said, her voice carrying that ethereal quality that made David's skin tingle. “This land remembers what the rest of the world forgot. The old magick never fully left here.”

The ground beneath them trembled, and Jessica's witch's senses screamed a warning. Whatever stirred under the ancient hill made her magickal abilities feel like a candle flame next to a forest fire. She watched David's face contort as the Seraphic sensitivity clearly hit him hard.

“Wait,” he said, his voice strained. “The codex showed me visions of conflict, of society tearing itself apart. Is that what happens if this truth gets out? Are we risking everything we've prevented so far?”

Felerah's wings shifted, casting shadows in the moonlight. Even through her enhanced senses, Jessica found looking at her true form felt like trying to stare at the sun.

“The risk,” Felerah said, “is in keeping it buried any longer. The seals are failing, with or without our help. If we don't control this awakening…” She looked at Shalleron, who nodded grimly.

“Then what happened in San Francisco was just a tremor,” Shalleron finished. “What comes next could reshape reality itself.”

Joseph’s K-Psych detector began emitting a high-pitched whine. “The energy readings,” he said, his face pale in the ethereal light. “They're exponential now. Whatever's down there, it's already responding to the codex's presence.”

Jessica stepped closer to David instinctively, her training warring with primal instinct. These weren't just angels anymore – they were something fundamental to reality itself, and every magickal fibre in her being knew it. She found David's hand, feeling him tremble slightly. Not from fear, she realised, but from the sheer force of whatever was trying to communicate through his Seraphic sensitivity.

The air around Arthur's Seat took on a strange quality, like the moment before a lightning strike. Through her witch's senses, colours seemed sharper, sounds both muffled and too clear. The lights of Edinburgh below looked smeared, as if reality itself was becoming fluid.

A metallic taste flooded her tongue, and her magickal senses were overloaded with input. The ley lines beneath Edinburgh became visible to her sight, all converging on this point like rivers of light rushing towards a singular destination. She watched as the spinning lights within Felerah and Shalleron's forms cast beautiful colours across the ground, and where their feet touched the earth, tiny symbols appeared – the same ones that had manifested in the red mist over Edinburgh but clearer now, more purposeful.

Felerah raised the codex, its pages now blazing with their own light. The spinning circles along her spine aligned perfectly with the book's glow, and Jessica felt reality seem to hold its breath.

“The first truth,” Felerah said, her voice resonating with power that made Jessica's magickal senses spike painfully, “isn't just knowledge. It's a key.”

The ground beneath them shifted again, more violently this time. Deep below, Jessica felt something answer the codex's call.

“A key to what?” she managed, though speaking felt like shouting into the wind, the air had become so thick with power.

Felerah's eyes met hers, and Jessica saw something horribly beautiful in them. “To what humanity really is. What you were before we came. Before the seals.” She looked down at the codex, its light now almost blinding. “Before we made you forget that you were exactly like us.”

The mountain shuddered, and Jessica watched understanding dawn on David's face as whatever Seraphic whispers he heard finally made sense. She felt her witch's senses surge as the power beneath them grew unbearable.

Through her magickal sight, she saw the truth – a revelation that coursed through her entire being, shaking loose memories her DNA had carried for millennia. This wasn't just about exposing corruption. It was about remembering what humanity had been forced to forget, what lay buried in their very cells. Reality rippled around her as the first seal began to transform, and Arthur's Seat trembled with recognition. The codex's pages erupted with light, and Jessica felt the world turn inside out.

She shielded her eyes from the light from the codex, but she also felt it go through her entire body. As her witch's senses adjusted, she realised she wasn't seeing with her eyes anymore. She was seeing with something older, something that had been sealed away so long ago that humanity had forgotten it existed.

Through this ancient sight, she saw Felerah and Shalleron differently. They weren't separate beings anymore – they were mirrors. In their translucent forms, Jessica recognised something horrifyingly familiar: they looked exactly like humans were supposed to look.

“You see it now,” Felerah said, her voice resonating on frequencies Jessica had never known she could hear. “Why the seals were really created. Not to protect humanity from truth but to dim your light. To help you forget that you were once beings of pure energy, just like us.”

“Angels didn't descend from heaven,” Shalleron continued, her form pulsing with each word. “We separated ourselves. Some of us chose to remain beings of pure energy and light. Others – what you now call humans – chose to experience physical form. The seals were created to make that separation possible, to allow you to fully inhabit these dense bodies without the constant pull of your true nature.”

Images flooded Jessica's mind: ancient beings of light and energy, making the choice to experience mortality, to live in flesh and bone. The seals hadn't been imposed – they had been requested, a way to fully commit to the human experience.

“But something went wrong,” Felerah said, the codex's light now forming patterns in the air that matched the spinning circles in her form. “Those who remained as energy beings – angels – were supposed to be guides, helpers. Instead…”

“Instead,” Felerah continued, “we became your jailers. Some angels remembered their duty – to guide and protect. But others…” She looked at Shalleron, whose expression carried thousands of years of regret. “Others saw opportunity in your forgetting.”

Jessica felt her witch abilities surge beyond anything she'd experienced before. The ley lines beneath Edinburgh weren't just channels of power – they were remnants of humanity's original form, like veins carrying ancient memories.

“Magick,” her father whispered, his K-Psych detector now smoking in his hands. “It's not something external we tap into, is it? It's what we actually are.”

“The original frequency of your being,” Shalleron confirmed. “Why do you think witch bloodlines run so strong? Those families never fully forgot. Their DNA carries echoes of what humanity used to be.”

David made a sound beside Jessica – not quite pain, not quite revelation. Through their connected hands, she felt the Seraphic energy coursing through him, no longer foreign but desperately familiar.

“The crystals,” he managed. “They weren't giving me new abilities. They were…”

"Reminding you,” Felerah finished. “Just as Arthur's Seat has been remembering all this time. Why do you think Edinburgh feels different to those with magickal sensitivity? This place never fully accepted the seals.”

The ground beneath them shuddered again, but Jessica understood now – it wasn't the earth moving. It was the original energy of humanity trying to realign itself with what they truly were.

“But the corruption?” Jessica asked, thinking of everything Felerah had exposed. “The pharmaceutical companies, the food industry, the suppressions?”

Felerah's expression darkened. “Those who gained power under the seals discovered ways to suppress humanity further. They found that certain chemicals, certain frequencies could dampen even the faint memories that remained. They built empires ensuring humanity would stay blind to their true nature of energy."

“Which is why,” Shalleron added, “simply breaking the seals wasn't enough. The systems of suppression had to be exposed first. Humanity needed to understand how they'd been kept from their true nature before they could begin to remember it.”

The codex's light had begun to form complex geometric patterns in the air, each one triggering deeper recognition in Jessica's consciousness. She saw David tracking them with growing understanding – the Seraphic language wasn't just angelic communication; it was humanity's original tongue.

“But if we were once like you,” Jessica said, watching the patterns multiply, “if we chose this form... why help us remember now? Why not let us continue as we are?”

Felerah and Shalleron exchanged glances heavy with meaning. The patterns in the air began to spin faster.

“Because,” Felerah said quietly, “what's coming requires humanity to remember. The choice was never meant to be permanent, and now…”

A new tremor passed through reality itself, stronger than before. In the city below, lights flickered as Edinburgh's power grid struggled against the rising energy.

“Now what?” Jessica demanded, feeling the urgency in both angels' forms.

“Now,” Shalleron said, “they're returning. The ones who left even before angels and humans separated. And if humanity doesn't remember what they truly are before that happens…”

The codex's light suddenly concentrated into a beam, shooting straight into the heart of Arthur's Seat. The geometric patterns aligned like locks falling into place.

And in that moment, Jessica felt it – a presence so vast it made angels seem small. Something that had been waiting beneath Edinburgh since before the first seal was created.

Something that knew exactly what humanity used to be.

And what it needed to become again.

It burst out from the bright lines of the ley lines. Felerah’s and Shalleron’s bodies immediately connected to it, drawn like magnets to the cluster of light that was beginning to form.

“Energy. Pure energy!” Felerah shouted above the crackling sound all around them. “Humans have dampened the energy in humans for so long it will be difficult to hold on to even a semblance of the energy if we don’t stop the corrosion now.”

David looked at her through almost closed eyes. “The corrosion? What do you mean.”

Felerah floated closer to him. “Human energy has been corroded for so long with the food you eat, with the information you have been hypnotised to believe, with the drugs you take. It’s all been done to drain your energy and control you.”

Shalleron floated closer to the group as the light from the ley lines grew stronger and brighter. “If humans don’t wake up to what’s going on now, then you will be lost forever and never have the power to regain control again.”

A strong wind of energy was swirling around them now. The noise was deafening as Jessica, David, Joseph and Alicia covered their ears and shielded their eyes.

Then it all stopped. Complete silence.

Jessica opened her eyes and looked around. She saw the swirling energy all around her, like the vortex of a tornado. The vortex wasn't just light and energy - it was pure potential taking form. Jessica watched as streams of consciousness older than time itself wove patterns in the air. The colours weren't just colours anymore – each shade carried meaning, memory, truth. Red lightning spoke of passion and creation, green of growth and transformation, blue of wisdom and memory, purple of power and possibility. They weren't just dancing – they were writing humanity's true history in the air.

The silence within wasn't empty – it was bursting with potential, like the moment before the universe first sparked into being. Every atom in Jessica's body seemed to vibrate in harmony with it, remembering its original frequency.

The vortex of energy pulsed one final time before settling into a steady hum, like the Earth itself was breathing differently now. Jessica could feel the change in her witch's blood – not just the revelation about humanity's true nature, but something more immediate, more personal.

“Your powers as a witch will be even more important over the coming years,” Felerah said, taking Jessica's hand. “Right now, the awakening has already begun. We have just accelerated it by opening the first seal.”

Jessica flicked her dishevelled red hair away from her face, still trying to process everything they'd learned. “I thought you were going to open all the seals?”

Felerah smiled. “No. Shalleron was right, that would have been catastrophic for humanity. This is the best way: the acceleration of awakening.”

She beckoned David closer. The rage of lightning still spun around him as he stepped forward. “You have both been touched by angel power. You must use this wisely and become guardians of your kind. The Witches of Scotland – indeed, the witches of the world – will need to stand together to make sure the truth becomes known.”

“What do we do?” David asked.

“We have no instructions. You have to do what instinctively feels right.” Felerah paused, studying them both. “We have uncovered much to the world. The momentum of awakening will continue for decades. Use this knowledge wisely for yourselves and for your community. You both have much to give to the world, and an angel here on Earth has already helped you open up your powers.”

Jessica felt a chill that had nothing to do with the night air. “Who?” she asked, though something in her already knew the answer.

“Alicia Collins.”

The name hit Jessica like a stone dropping into still water, sending ripples through everything she thought she knew. Memories surfaced – Alicia trying to destroy the Akashic Records, then later appearing as an ally. Never fully friend or enemy, always walking some middle path they couldn't understand. “But we saw her die.”

“Exactly,” Felerah said softly. “Because, like us, she understood the complexity of what was at stake. Some angels believe humanity should remember everything at once. Others think you should remain in darkness forever. Alicia... she sought a middle path.”

“The case she helped us with,” David said slowly. “Was she trying to guide us?”

“In her own way,” Shalleron replied. “She believed humanity needed to awaken gradually, that too much truth too quickly would be devastating. Her methods were... extreme, but her goal wasn't entirely wrong. She wanted to rewrite the Akashic Records, and that was not the right way.”

Jessica remembered Alicia's contradictions – the times she'd fought against them, the times she'd aided them. “So where is she now?”

“Walking her own path,” Felerah said. “There are many ways to guide humanity's awakening. Some choose revelation, like us. Others choose more subtle methods. But all of us are preparing for what's coming.”

“And what is coming?” Jessica asked.

“Change,” Shalleron answered simply. “The kind of change that will require all paths – the revealers and the secret-keepers, the light-bringers and the shadow-walkers. Even those like Alicia Collins, who walk the line between.”

With wings outstretched, Felerah and Shalleron looked at the small group one final time and rose slowly into the air. As they vanished, the spinning vortex and its cacophony of noise ceased, leaving them in the moonlit silence of Arthur's Seat.

Jessica looked at David, saw the amber glow around him slowly fading but not quite disappearing. Whatever they'd become – whatever humanity was becoming – there would be no simple answers. No clear villains or heroes. Just the long, complex journey of remembering.

And somewhere out there, Alicia Collins was walking her own path towards the same destination.

The truth would emerge, but not in lightning strikes of revelation. It would come like time itself: slowly, steadily, inevitably. Their job wasn't to force it but to help humanity adjust to the growing light.

Below them, Edinburgh's lights flickered and steadied, as if the city itself was learning to breathe with this new energy. But something had changed – Jessica could feel it in the ley lines beneath their feet, in the air around them, in her own witch's blood. The seals might still hold, but they would never be quite as strong again.

The awakening had begun. Not with a bang but with a remembering.

Her father's K-Psych detector gave one final whine before going dark completely. In the sudden silence, Jessica realised she could still hear it – the faint hum of humanity's true frequency, calling them home.


CHAPTER 32
BBC NEWS - EVENING HEADLINES 9TH DECEMBER. BREAKING NEWS:


SEARCH FOR FELERAH BLACKTHORN SUSPENDED

Maritime authorities have officially suspended the search for politician Felerah Blackthorn after an extensive week-long operation found no trace of her private aircraft. Despite recovering debris consistent with her Gulfstream G650, no bodies have been recovered. Ms Blackthorn was last seen departing New York following a series of controversial media appearances exposing alleged corporate and political corruption.

CALL FOR GENERAL ELECTION:

Calls for General Election Intensify as Public Trust Plummets

Following Ms Blackthorn's revelations about pharmaceutical industry corruption, protests have erupted outside parliament demanding an immediate general election. Recent polls show public trust in government institutions at historic lows, with 78% of respondents supporting a complete overhaul of regulatory oversight.

UNEXPLAINED FAILURES:

Unexplained Technical Failures Continue Across UK

Engineers report ongoing issues with power grids and communication networks nationwide, with Edinburgh particularly affected. The National Grid describes the phenomena as “unusual interference patterns”, while tech experts remain baffled by what one source calls “systematic disruption of normal frequencies”.

PARLIAMENTARY ENQUIRY:

Food Industry Giants Face Parliamentary Inquiry

Three major food processing companies face urgent parliamentary questioning following document leaks corroborating Felerah Blackthorn's claims about chemical additives. Share prices continue to plummet as consumers demand transparency about food processing methods.

WEATHER:

Unusual Aurora Activity Continues

The Met Office reports continued unexplained aurora activity across Scotland, despite a lack of solar flare activity. Scientists describe the phenomena as "unprecedented" and "defying current understanding of atmospheric physics."

David put his phone down, scrunched further down in the couch and moved his legs slightly, which were resting on Jessica’s lap. He allowed himself to close his eyes and had almost drifted into a nice, warm, comfortable doze when the noise of someone knocking at the door brought him right back to alertness.

Jessica looked up from her book. “It’s okay, my dad’s getting the door,” she said, looking at David, who looked slightly dazed.

David jumped up and wandered over to the crackling wood-burning stove. He turned around and bent slightly to warm his buttocks.

Jessica looked at him and laughed as she shook her head and got back to her book.

The room was warm, and the lights of the Christmas tree were getting brighter against the fading light. The warm glow from the lamp next to Jessica made the whole room look and feel like a Christmas card. David almost felt he should be wearing his Christmas jumper, but it was a bit soon for that.

The living room door opened, and Joseph walked in. He fitted right into the Christmas card scene as he wore a grey woollen cardigan, jeans and fur-lined slippers. Joseph's expression remained neutral as he led Agents Harrison and Mills into the room. Despite their usual businesslike demeanour, both agents seemed unusually animated.

“We've got a situation at the university,” Mills said without preamble. “In the Special Collections division of the library.”

David moved away from the stove, exchanging glances with Jessica. “What kind of situation?”

Harrison pulled out his phone and showed them a video while Mills told them exactly what had happened.

The warm, festive atmosphere of the room seemed to dim slightly as the implications sank in. A dangerous spellbook finding its way into social media's viral machinery could have catastrophic consequences.

“We need this contained,” Harrison said. “Fast. Before some student unknowingly does something they can’t reverse.”

David and Jessica looked at each other, both already thinking through the implications and challenges.

Outside, the aurora continued its strange dance across Edinburgh's sky, as if heralding the beginning of their next adventure.

END OF BOOK 3

Want to get book 4 in the Edinburgh Files Series?

Click here: https://geni.us/EdinburghFiles4

Sign up to the newsletter and find out the inspiration behind The Witches of Scotland books:
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