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Prologue
The Celestial Harbinger

In the heart of Seville, where ancient stones whisper secrets of the past, Raziel Magus faced a
truth that shook him to his core. The stars, his lifelong companions, and guides, had just
revealed a future too horrific to contemplate. He stared at the birth chart spread before him, his
blood running cold, as the realization crashed over him like a tidal wave. In less than 72 hours,
the woman sitting across from him-all nervous smiles and hopeful eyes—would be dead. And
her boyfriend would be the one to kill her.

The weight of this knowledge pressed on Raziel's shoulders as he looked up from the chart.
Elena sat perched on the edge of her seat, fingers twisting the strap of her purse, oblivious to
the fate the stars had decreed for her. The late afternoon sun slanted through the windows of
his office at the University of Seville, casting long shadows across the room.

"Professor Magus?" Elena's voice quivered, cutting through the tense silence. "Is everything
okay?"

Raziel forced a smile, buying time as his mind raced. How do you tell someone they're marked
for death? That the person they love is their executioner?

"Just... cross-referencing some details,” he lied, his voice steadier than he felt. "Astrology is an
intricate science, after all."”

As Elena spoke about her relationship, her words fading into a background hum, Raziel's mind
was already racing ahead. The stars had spoken, but he wasn't ready to accept their verdict. Not
yet. Not while there was still time on the cosmic clock.

He glanced at his watch. 71 hours and 10 minutes left. The celestial countdown had begun, and
Raziel Magus found himself in a race against fate itself.

As the sun dipped below Seville's ancient skyline, casting long shadows across his office,
Raziel knew he would spend his evening differently tonight. He had less than three days to
defy the heavens themselves.

The question was, could even a descendant of Alfonso the Wise change what the stars had
written? And if he could, at what cost?

Little did Raziel know, as he prepared to challenge destiny, that the stars had more in store for
him than he could ever have imagined. The cost of defying fate surpasses his expectations,
testing his core.

The celestial dance had begun, and Raziel Magus was about to learn that sometimes, the most
dangerous prophecies are the ones we try to prevent.



Chapter 1:

The Stargazer of Seville

The whispers of Seville's cobblestones held secrets older than time itself, and Raziel Magus
knew how to listen. With each step through the labyrinthine streets of Triana, he felt the weight
of centuries pulse beneath his feet, a rhythmic drumbeat only he could hear. It was a gift—or
perhaps a curse—passed down through generations, as ancient as his bloodline that traced back
to Alfonso X 'The Wise. As Raziel ambled down the labyrinthine lanes of Triana, the perfume
of orange blossoms and oven-warm bread danced in the air, intertwining to form a uniquely
Sevillian symphony.

He felt the weight of history upon him, an echo from ages past that hummed beneath his feet
with every step. The resonance felt familiar to someone whose bloodline could be traced back
to Alfonso X "The Wise," the 13th-century monarch revered for his contributions to astrology
and mystical knowledge.

August in Sevilla was like stepping into an impressionist painting brought to life. It sunbathed
everything in a golden hue, casting long shadows that danced on the cobblestones as flamenco
music spilled from nearby taverns.

The city seemed to shimmer under the intense summer heat, its temperature often soaring above
104°F, but it was a warmth that was invited rather than repelled.

The Guadalquivir River flowed through the heart of Sevilla, mirroring the languid pace of life
here. In Triana, people strolled along its banks under parasols or took refuge in the shade of
ancient trees. Laughter echoed off historic buildings as friends gathered at outdoor cafes lining
the promenade, sharing stories over glasses of chilled sangria and plates heaped with tapas.

The scent palette of Sevilla was intoxicating - sweet citrus mingling with savory wafts from
sizzling pans of paella and jamoén ibérico hanging in shop windows.

Now and then, a horse-drawn carriage would clip-clop by, adding another layer to this sensory
tapestry.

From gazpacho to churros, bustling market stalls serve this city's flavors steeped in history.

The locals were warm and welcoming; their Andalusian lilt filled conversations with a
musicality that was as inviting as the city itself.

Sevillain August is an immersive experience that engulfs you in its vibrant streets and rhythmic
lifestyle.

Raziel paused, his tall frame casting a long shadow in the late afternoon sun. At 49, he cut an
imposing figure—wavy gray hair falling just above his shoulders, intelligent brown eyes peering
out from behind wire-rimmed glasses. He adjusted the strap of his leather satchel, packed with
ancient tomes and modern tablets alike, a fitting metaphor for the man himself.



A group of tourists passed by their excited chatter about flamenco shows and tapas bars barely
registering. Raziel's mind was elsewhere, pondering the celestial alignments he'd observed the
night before. Something was coming. Something big.

He resumed his walk, heading towards his favorite bodega. The owner, Antonio, greeted him.
"Ah, Professor Magus! The usual?"

Raziel nodded, settling into a corner table. "Gracias, Antonio. And perhaps a plate of jamén
ibérico?"

Cradling the chilled glass in his hand, Raziel savored the refreshing Tinto de Verano. The
effervescent concoction was a symphony of flavors - tart lemon soda harmonizing with robust
Spanish red wine. A few ice cubes floated on the surface, their edges melting into the ruby
liquid, while a slice of fresh lemon perched on the rim added a citrusy zing.

The drink brought relief from Seville's relentless summer heat, it's cool condensation and
delicious flavors awakening his senses.

Raziel, born in this very city to scholarly parents—a father steeped in stoic philosophy and a
mother who saw poetry in mathematics—had been drawn to the mysteries of the universe from
an early age. The esoteric legacy of his ancestor, Alfonso X, had awakened something in him,
a thirst for knowledge that traditional academia couldn't quite quench.

Now, as a professor of ancient sciences at the University of Seville, Raziel walked a fine line
between respected academic and something... more. His colleagues raised eyebrows at his
forays into astrology and the occult, but they couldn’t deny the brilliance of his research or the
popularity of his classes.

Antonio returned with the plate of ham. "Everything alright, Professor? You seem
preoccupied.”

Raziel smiled. "Just pondering the mysteries of the universe, my friend. The usual.”

But it wasn't just the usual. There was a tension in the air, a sense of impending... something.
The stars had been unusually clear last night, their alignments speaking of momentous events
to come.

His phone buzzed—-a message from his department head.

Another request for a "discreet consultation” from a high-ranking politician. Raziel sighed.
These clandestine meetings with business tycoons and political figures were becoming more
frequent.

They came to him seeking an edge, a glimpse of the future to guide their decisions. Little did
they know the true power—and burden—of such knowledge.

As twilight settled over Seville, Raziel made his way back to his apartment. The city was
coming alive with the night's energy, but he felt detached from it all. His mind was still on the
stars, on the patterns he'd seen forming.

Entering his study, a room lined with books both ancient and modern, Raziel's gaze fell on a
framed photo. A younger version of himself, arm in arm with a smiling woman. Sofia. His ex-



wife. A pang of loneliness hit him, a reminder of the personal price he'd paid for his devotion
to his work.

He turned away, focusing instead on the star charts spread across his computer. There was
work to be done, mysteries to unravel. And yet...

A sense of unease settled in Raziel's gut, warning him that things were about to shift. The stars
above seemed to stage a performance unlike any he had witnessed before, whispering of
danger, fate, and choices that would irrevocably change lives. And at the center of it all, his
own life.

As he contemplated leaving Sevilla, a place that had become his home, the fear of the unknown
and the pull of adventure tore him apart. Part of him wanted to stay and hold on to the familiar,
while another part yearned for something new and exciting. It was a battle between comfort
and risk, and Raziel wasn't sure which side would win out in the end.

As he settled in for another night of study, Raziel Magus did not know just how right he was.
In under 24 hours, a woman would enter his office, bringing a fate that would challenge his
beliefs and his ability to alter destiny.

The celestial countdown was about to begin.



Chapter 2:

The Whisper of Destiny

The tinkling sound of a bell echoed through the minimalist, airy space of Lush Cosmetics. The
store was a fusion of modern aesthetics and old-world charm, designed with an open-concept
layout that resembled a bustling kitchen more than a factory line.

Every corner was brimming with vibrant products crafted in-store, each one reflecting the
brand's commitment to natural ingredients and sustainable practices. Plump bath bombs infused
with essential oils sat next to bars of artisanal soap, their earthy scents mingling in the air.

They displayed hand-whipped body butters and organic face masks, still dewy from creation,
on sleek wooden shelves.

Despite the usual buzz of unity that filled the air, August brought a different rhythm to the
workplace. Workers' hands, once agile over sourced rose petals for perfumes or shea butter for
lotions, now moved at a slower pace. The city had emptied for the summer months, leaving
stores deserted and their employees in a state of languid calm.

Each product had a sticker that showcased the smiling face of its creator, along with details
about when they made it and its freshness date. More than just an assurance of quality, these
stickers told a story - they were tangible reminders of the people behind each handcrafted item.

It was an environment tailor-made for someone like Elena, whose own spirit echoed these
values. As she adjusted a display with a somewhat distracted diligence, her warm smile
wavered momentarily when she identified the incoming customer.

The August heat pressed down on Elena, making the air in the shop feel thick and suffocating.
The faint scent of lavender from the display mixed with the oppressive warmth, creating a
disorienting haze. Some premonitions, some instinct she couldn't name, whispered that this
would not be an ordinary transaction.

Maria Jose stood in the doorway, the heat swirling around her like a malevolent spirit. The
retired professor's keen eyes missed nothing as she surveyed the shop, lingering on Elena's
drawn face and trembling hands.

"Ms. Maria Jose," Elena greeted, her voice betraying a hint of surprise. "It's been a while since
we've seen you."

The older woman approached the counter, her steps measured and deliberate. The soft click of
her heels on the tile floor echoed in the empty shop. "Indeed, it has, my dear. This dreadful
heat has kept me indoors more than I'd like." She paused, studying Elena's face. "Though I
suspect the weather isn't the only thing weighing on you today."

Elena's hands trembled, causing the cosmetics bottles she was aligning to clink together. The
sound seemed to reverberate in the silence, emphasizing her nervousness. "I'm okay," she
assured, her response coming out a bit too hastily. "Just fatigued. August is always like this,
with half of Seville gone on vacation."



She continues with a weary sigh, her words tumbling out in a rush, "The days stretch out
endlessly, and I have to stay here until it's late. The heat is merciless; when one steps out for
siesta in this scorching weather, you arrive home even more drained, appetite completely lost
in the swelter. Then you have to return here, soaked in sweat and dreading the relentless sun."

As she spoke, Elena could feel the weight of Maria Jose's gaze, as if the older woman could
see right through her excuses of the turmoil beneath.

Maria Jose's lips pursed, unconvinced. "Ah yes, Seville in August. A ghost town if ever there
was one. Though sometimes, my dear, | think we use the emptiness of the city as an excuse to
hide our own emptiness.”

Elena blinked, surprised by the older woman's perceptiveness. A chill ran down her spine
despite the heat. "I... | don't know what you mean."

"Don't you?" Maria Jose's voice was gentle, but her eyes were piercing. "Elena, I've known you
for what, three years now? I've watched you grow from a bright-eyed girl into a young woman.
And lately, I've watched that light in your eyes dim."

Elena felt her defenses rising, a familiar wall of denial trying to block out Maria Jose's words.
"Ms. Maria Jose, | appreciate your concern, but—"

"It's that fiancé of yours, isn't it?" Maria Jose interrupts. "Marcos?"

Elena felt a lump rise in her throat as Maria Jose mentioned Marcos. A tumultuous mix of love
and frustration surged within her, the familiar conflict tearing at her heart like jagged glass.
She wanted to defend him, to paint a picture of the man she had fallen in love with, but doubt
gnawed at the edges of her mind, persistent and unrelenting.

"Marcos... he's not..." Elena began, her voice faltering. The weight of Maria Jose's words settled
on her shoulders, each syllable an unwelcome truth she couldn't ignore. "You don't understand.
He's going through a difficult time. His mother's illness, the financial stress... it's difficult for
him."

Even as she spoke, Elena could hear the hollowness in her own words. The excuses that once
seemed so solid now felt paper-thin, concealing the cracks in their relationship. She blinked
back tears, the sting in her eyes a physical manifestation of the pain she'd been trying to ignore.

"My dear," Maria Jose's voice was gentle, but her eyes were piercing, seeing through Elena's
fragile defenses. "1 understand more than you think. I've seen the way he looks at you, the way
he speaks to you. That's not love, Elena. That's control."”

Elena felt as if someone had sucked the air out of the room. Her chest tightened, making it hard
to breathe. She wanted to argue, to insist that Maria Jose was wrong, but the words wouldn't
come. Instead, a small voice in the back of her mind whispered, "What if she's right?"

Maria Jose sighs, her expression softening. "Age, wisdom, and a lifetime of observing people,
my dear. But don't take my word for it." She reached into her purse, extracting a simple business
card. "Here. | want you to call this man. Tell him I sent you."

Elena took the card reflexively, reading aloud: "Raziel Magus, Professor of Ancient Sciences?"
She looked up, confused. "What does this have to do with anything?"



"He's more than just a professor,” Maria Jose explains. "He's an astrologer, and a gifted one at
that. He can help you see things from a different perspective."

Elena scoffed, pushing the card back across the counter. The smooth surface of the card seemed
to mock her, promising answers she wasn't sure she wanted. "I don't believe in that nonsense.
It would be a waste of time and money."

"Elena,” Maria Jose's voice was gentle but insistent. "In the three years we've known each
other, have | ever steered you wrong?"

The younger woman hesitated, then shook her head. A memory flashed through her mind -
Maria Jose comforting her after a nasty fight with Marcos, offering wisdom that had helped
her through the night.

"Then trust me on this. My tip today will more than cover his fee." Maria Jose pressed the card
back into Elena's hand. "Promise me you'll at least consider it."

Elena stared at the card, torn between skepticism and a desperate hope for answers. The
embossed letters seemed to shimmer in the dim light of the shop, offering a lifeline she wasn't
sure she should take. "I... I'll think about it," she conceded.

Maria Jose smiled, relief clear in her eyes. "That's all | ask, dear. Now, let's get my usual order
sorted, shall we?"

As Elena rang up the purchases, her mind whirled. Could this Raziel Magus really help her?
Or was she just grasping at straws, looking for any escape from the growing dread in her heart?

"Elena,” Maria Jose says, as she gathered her bags, "remember this: sometimes the universe
sends us messages in unexpected ways. Don't ignore the signs simply because they come in
unfamiliar packaging."

Elena nodded, her throat tight with emotion she couldn't quite name. "Thank you, Ms. Maria
Jose. I... I'll think about what you've said."

The older woman squeezed her hand gently. "That's all | ask. And Elena? Be careful. Trust
your instincts."

As Maria Jose left the shop, Elena found herself alone, the weight of their conversation pressing
down on her. She stared at the business card in her hand, doubt and curiosity battling within
her. Could an astrologer help her? She turned the card over, her fingers tracing the embossed
letters. The weight of the past months pressed down on her, the accumulation of small hurts
and growing fears becoming too much to bear alone.

The rest of her shift passed in a blur, but Elena’s mind kept circling back to Maria Jose's words,
to the concern in the older woman's eyes. As she locked up the shop, the dying light of day
painting Seville's streets in shades of gold and amber, Elena made her decision.

With hands that trembled, she pulled out her phone. The cool metal against her palm grounded
her, a tangible connection to the present moment. She took a deep breath, trying to still the
rapid beating of her heart.



"It's just a phone call,” she whispers to herself, but the words felt hollow. Deep down, she knew
this wasn't just a call. It was a lifeline, a chance at something different—something better.

Her fingers hovered over the keypad for a long moment before she dialed. Each number felt
like a step further away from the life she knew, terrifying and exhilarating in equal measure.

The phone rang once, twice, three times. Elena was about to hang up, her courage faltering,
when a deep, resonant voice answered.

"Raziel Magus speaking."

Elena’s breath caught in her throat. This was it - the moment that would set her on a fresh path,
for better or worse. She could feel her heart pounding, the rush of blood in her ears almost
drowning out the voice on the other end of the line.

"Hello," she says, her voice steadier than she felt. "My name is Elena. Maria Jose gave me your
number. She said... she said you might help me."”

A silence stretched out on the opposite end of the connection, so extensive that Elena
questioned if they had disconnected her. Raziel had picked up the call, taken aback by a client
reaching out at such an ungodly hour. He allowed himself a moment of stillness to regain his
composure, reminding himself to approach with empathy - if she was calling at this time, it
must indeed be crucial.

Then Raziel spoke again, his voice carrying a weight she couldn't quite define.
"Ah, yes. Maria Jose mentioned you might be calling. Tell me, Elena, do you believe in fate?"

The question caught her off guard. Elena felt a shiver run down her spine, as if the very air
around her had shifted with Raziel's words. "I... I don't know. I've never thought about it."

"Perhaps it's time you did," Raziel replies. "Because | believe fate has brought you to me for a
reason. When would you like to come in for a reading?"

Elena hesitated. This was her last chance to back out, to pretend this call never happened. But
something in Raziel's voice, a certainty she couldn't explain, decided for her. She thought of
Marcos, of the fear that had become a constant companion, of the hope that Maria Jose had
rekindled.

"Is tomorrow too soon?"

"Absolutely not," Raziel responded. "Could you make it to my office at the Universidad de
Sevilla by 2 pm? Oh, and Elena?" His voice held a hint of curiosity as he asks, "You're aware
of your exact birth time, correct?"

A moment's pause before Elena replies, "Yes, | do. But why do you ask?"

To which Raziel says, "No cause for concern. Just meet me at the Philosophy Department at
the university at 2 PM. And Elena?"

"Yes?"



"Trust your instincts. They've already led you this far.”

As the call ended, Elena stared out at the empty street, a mix of trepidation and hope swirling
in her chest. She didn't know what tomorrow would bring, but for the first time in months, she
felt a glimmer of possibility.

The sun dipped below the horizon, casting long shadows across Seville's ancient streets. As
Elena made her way home, the weight of the business card in her pocket seemed to grow lighter
with each step. She had taken the first step on a journey that would change her life forever - if
she had the courage to see it through.

The cool evening air was a blessed relief after the day's heat, carrying with it the scent of
jasmine and the distant sound of flamenco music. Elena breathed deeply, feeling as if she was
awakening from a long, troubled sleep.

Little did she know the stars were already aligning, setting in motion a chain of events that
would either save her or destroy her. The choice, as always, would be hers to make. As she
walked home, Elena felt a sense of anticipation building within her, a feeling that tomorrow
would bring revelations she both longed for and feared.

The ancient streets of Seville seemed to whisper secrets as she passed, the city itself a silent
witness to the turning point in her life. Whatever Raziel Magus had to tell her, whatever truths
the stars held, Elena knew that after tomorrow, nothing would ever be the same.



Chapter 3:
The Fateful Reading

Raziel Magus, his gaze locked on the celestial blueprint before him, felt a chill creep into his
veins. The cosmos, in their silent wisdom, unveiled a truth he yearned to deny. The ticking
clock of destiny set a deadline - the anxious yet optimistic woman seated across from him had
less than three days left. The man who claimed to love her would cruelly snip her life thread.

The weight of this knowledge pressed on Raziel's shoulders. He'd seen death in the stars before,
but never so imminent, never so personal. The memory of a similar reading years ago, one he'd
dismissed as improbable, flashed through his mind. The ghost of that error clung to Raziel like
a shroud, an ever-present reminder of his past failure.

In his office at the Universidad de Sevilla, he sat hunched over grading student essays.

A knock echoed through the room, breaking the rhythm of his review. He looked up as the door
creaked open and in walked Elena. Her long brown hair cascaded down her shoulders like a
waterfall at dusk, framing her expressive eyes that were usually filled with warmth and joy.
Today, though, they were clouded with worry.

Dressed in her typically vibrant attire, she tried to smile, but it didn't reach her eyes - those
beautiful brown orbs that were now shimmering with unshed tears. Her slender frame seemed
to carry extra weight today; anxiety draped over her like a heavy coat.

As Elena crossed the threshold into Raziel's office, he could feel her anxiety prickling the air
like static, strong enough to rival the steady drone of his battling air conditioner.

With a warm smile, he greeted her in traditional Spanish fashion, pressing two soft kisses
against each of her cheeks. "Please, have a seat,” he gestured towards the chair opposite his
sleek desk.

Switching on his computer and launching his astrological software, he attempted to lighten the
atmosphere with some casual conversation.

"Based on your birth date and time, it's clear you're adept at handling people,” Raziel noted,
his voice smooth as sunlight in his office.

"What is your profession?"
Elena answers with a bright smile, "I'm employed at Lush Cosmetics, on Calle Tetuan."

Once she settled in, Raziel began explaining his process. His fingers danced over the keyboard
as he reviewed Elena's birth details, such as the Arabic Parts, her Solar Return, and more.

"I should clarify,” he says with a twinkle in his eyes and a playful smile, "I don't possess psychic
abilities or read minds... despite what some might think."

His light-hearted jest seemed to ease her tension, and he continued, this time more seriously.



"Neither do | communicate with spirits. This,” he motioned towards the screen displaying an
intricate astrological chart, "is all based on ancient sciences."

"I will interpret what is clear in your chart,” Raziel continues. His gaze met hers; it was stern
but filled with empathy.

I'll assess your emotional and health status based on your celestial blueprint and cover
communication matters.

"Professor Magus?" Elena's voice cut through his thoughts.
"Is everything alright?"

Raziel blinked, composing himself. The late afternoon sun slanted through the window, casting
long shadows across his cluttered office. The scent of old books and fresh ink hung in the air,
mingling with the faint aroma of orange blossoms drifting in from the courtyard below.

"Yes, of course. Let's begin." He cleared his throat, his fingers tracing the edge of the ancient
desk—a tangible link to the centuries of knowledge that had led him to this moment.

Elena nodded, her fingers fidgeting with the hem of her blouse. Raziel noticed that the fabric
of Elena's blouse was worn, a minor detail that spoke volumes about her financial situation.

"I'll walk you through what | see in your chart. Stop me at any time with questions.” Raziel's
voice took on a clinical tone, masking the turmoil within. "Shall we start?"

"Okay," Elena whispers, her shoulders tensing.

Raziel's eyes flicked to the chart. "There's a heavy influence on your emotional house. Are you
experiencing feelings of... depression?"

Elena's eyes welled up, a sheen of unshed tears making them glisten. "It's just that... well,
Marcos and I... we're in a bit of a financial crunch,” she confessed, her voice more than a
whisper. "We recently bought an apartment together... it's under both our names. But he hasn't
been holding up his end of the deal.” She paused for a moment, gnawing on her lower lip.

"His mother is ill," she adds, as if to justify his actions. "l try to be understanding, but
sometimes he feels like I'm pressuring him." Her voice wavered on the last words, trembling
with the effort to keep her emotions in check.

Raziel nodded, his pen dancing across the chart as he connected celestial dots. The pattern was
familiar—he'd seen it countless times in victims of emotional abuse.

His mind flashed back to his own failed marriage, to the signs he'd missed until it was too late.

"Mercury and Mars are at odds in your Solar Return,” he explains. "It's often a sign of
suppressed words, unspoken thoughts... like a dam holding back a river."

He paused, studying her face for any signs of recognition or denial. "Are you perhaps... keeping
something inside? Avoiding confrontation by silencing your own voice?"

Elena’s lip quivered, her gaze dropping to her lap. "It's complicated," she murmured.



Raziel's heart ached for her. He'd heard those words before, from countless clients trapped in
toxic relationships. But never with such dire consequences looming.

"Elena,” he began, his voice soft but insistent, "at any point during our discussion, you can ask
me to stop. But it is crucial that | share with you what | see in your chart." He paused, steeling
himself for her reaction.

"There appears to be a health issue... intimate in nature. Possibly brought on by... infidelity."

Elena's complexion drained of color, her eyes widening in shock. "What? How...how could
you know about...?" Her voice trailed off, thick with unshed tears.

"The stars reveal much,"” Raziel says, fighting the urge to reach out and comfort her. "Often,
they show us truths we're not ready to face."

Elena’s laughter held a bitter edge, her face contorting in a mix of pain and anger. "l suppose
my mother was right all along,” she spat. "I should've steered clear of him. But he's been
through so much, and now with his mother ill..." She shook her head, tears spilling over. "The
meager earnings he contributes, they help keep the bills at bay. Are you saying this could've
been prevented?"

Raziel answers with a heavy sigh, "Yes, but | fear you were too smitten to heed any warnings."
He'd seen it before—Ilove blinding people to the dangers right in front of them. It was a cruel
irony of human nature.

His pen traced the intricate lines of the chart, then paused at a troubling configuration. The
hairs on the back of his neck stood up as he deciphered its meaning.

"Your astrological chart," Raziel began, his words a mere breath in the quiet office, "reveals a
violent influence... a menacing one." His gaze met hers, eyes carrying an urgency that unsettled
her.

The intensity of it made Elena feel as if she were teetering on the edge of a precipice. He fought
against the rising tide of panic within him, thinking desperately about how to navigate this
treacherous conversation. Raziel had seen many things in the celestial patterns before, but never
something so dire.

Elena's features darkened, confusion and defensiveness battling for dominance. "You're
mistaken," she retorts, her voice concealing her alarm. "Marcos can be hot-headed, but he
would never..." Her mind flashed to Marcos's seething glare after their last argument, his
clenched fists and harsh words still echoing in her memory. She pushed those thoughts away -
they were just quarrels, nothing more.

Raziel leaned forward in earnest now, every word heavy with importance. "The stars warn of
imminent danger,” he stressed. "This weekend... tragedy looms if—"

"Enough!" Elena erupted from her chair with such force it scraped loudly against the polished
marble floor. The sound reverberated through the hushed office like a gunshot. "This is absurd!
You don't know Marcos! You don't understand our relationship!"



Raziel rose too, hands outstretched to calm the stormy atmosphere engulfing them. He chose
his next words carefully. Each one was like stepping on thin ice over a frigid lake: precarious
yet necessary. "Elena," he said, "I realize this news is hard to accept...”

"You understand nothing!" She shouts back at him, tears carving rivulets down her cheeks as
she trembled with raw emotion. Images of Marcos's rage-filled eyes flickered in her mind, his
voice thundering in her ears. Yet she clung to the memories of his tender moments, his sweet
promises whispered in the dark. "Marcos loves me," she cries out, forcing herself back into
denial. "He would never hurt me. Never!"

As Elena grabbed her purse and stormed towards the door, Raziel felt panic rising in his chest.
The weight of his knowledge pressed down on him, threatening to crush him. What if he was
wrong? What if he had just destroyed this woman's relationship based on a misreading of the
stars?

But what if I was right?

"Elena, wait!" he called out, his voice cracking with desperation. "Please, just be careful. If
anything feels wrong, anything at all, promise me you'll seek help."

She paused at the door, her hand on the knob. For a moment, Raziel thought he'd gotten
through. But then she shook her head, her eyes blazing with a mixture of anger and fear.

"I don't need your help, Professor. And I don't need your lies. Marcos loves me. That's all that
matters."

The door slammed shut, the sound reverberating through the empty office. Raziel sank back
into his chair, the weight of failure pressing down on him.

He glanced at the clock, its ticking loud in the silence. Less than 71 hours until the stars
predicted tragedy. All he could do now was wait... and hope he was wrong.

But deep down, he knew. The stars never lied. Or did they? Could it be that he, a mere mortal,
had misinterpreted their celestial script? Was this that defining moment of fallibility?

As the sun dipped below Seville's ancient skyline, casting long shadows across his office,
Raziel Magus faced the greatest challenge of his career. He had glimpsed a future too terrible
to accept, yet seemed powerless to change.

The celestial countdown had begun. And Raziel was the only one who knew it. 71 hours.



Chapter 4.
48 hours: Race Against Time

As Raziel Magus emerged from his apartment into the sun-drenched streets of Seville, an
ominous premonition weighed heavily on his mind.

As he walked, lost in thought about Elena and the chilling revelation that her astrology chart
had unveiled, he found the usual charm of the cityscape to be dull.

His footsteps echoed off the cobblestones, keeping time with the ticking clock in his mind -
forty-eight hours and counting.

He found himself at his usual cafe, a comforting sanctuary amidst the storm of his thoughts.
The familiar scent of baked bread and rich coffee wafted through the air as he entered.
"Professor, the usual?" greeted Isabel, the server who knew him well enough to expect his
order.

"Yes," he replies, pulling off his glasses to rub at tired eyes. He took a seat at a corner table,
watching as Isabel bustled behind the counter, her movements practiced and efficient.

Soon she returned with a steaming cup of black coffee whose aroma was dark and intense, like
bitter chocolate with hints of toasted almonds. She also placed before him a slice of crusty
bread slathered generously with virgin olive oil and ripe tomato spread.

A "pincho de Tortilla Espafiola” completed his breakfast - a hearty slice of potato, onion and
egg pie that was both simple yet satisfying.

As he savored each bite, Raziel mulled over how best to approach Elena about what he'd
discovered without causing undue alarm. He finished his breakfast, each swallow punctuated
by an increasing sense of urgency.

With renewed determination, Raziel left for Universidad de Sevilla. The university grounds
were alive with students taking some summer classes; young couples strolling hand-in-hand or
studying together under fragrant orange trees. Their youthful innocence struck a poignant
contrast against Elena’'s impending doom that lurked in Raziel's thoughts.

Raziel could see Elena’s face, hear the tremor in her voice as she'd dismissed his warnings. And
overlaying it all, the stark, terrifying image of her chart—cosmic alignments spelling out a
death sentence. The memory of her hopeful eyes, oblivious to the danger she was in, sent a
shiver down his spine.

He paused at the window, staring out at the sun-drenched courtyard of the University of Seville.
Students milled about, laughing, chatting, blissfully unaware of the invisible threads of fate
weaving around them. How many times had he stood here, watching the ebb and flow of life,
secure in his role as an observer?

But not this time. This time, he couldn't just watch. The very thought of standing idle while
Elena marched towards her doom made his stomach churn.



He swiveled back towards his desk, his gaze landing on Elena's astrological chart. The celestial
alignments seemed to taunt him, challenging him to defy what the cosmos had written. But
how does one combat destiny? Predicting an occurrence and grasping its origin was one thing,
even changing its ultimate outcome. But how do you caution a heart engulfed in love that
calamity is closing in?

Raziel's heart pounded as he grabbed his phone, fingers trembling as he dialed Elena's number.
It rang once, twice, three times. Each unanswered ring felt like a nail in his coffin, the weight
of his failure pressing down on him.

"Come on, Elena,” he mutters, his voice thick with desperation. "Pick up. Please."”

Voicemail. Again. The sound of Elena's cheerfully recorded message was like a knife to his
heart.

He hung up without leaving a message, his mind racing. What could he say that wouldn't sound
like the ravings of a madman? 'Hello, Elena. Just calling to remind you that your boyfriend is
going to murder you this weekend. Have a nice day.'

"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" The expletives burst from him, a rare loss of composure that spoke
volumes about his state of mind.

Raziel sank into his chair, cradling his head in his hands. The moral quandary that had been
gnawing at him since Elena’s astrological consultation now thundered to the forefront of his
consciousness.

As a scholar of the stars, he had always abided by a rigid ethos: explain, but never intrude. The
celestial bodies revealed potentialities, not inevitabilities. To spring into action with every
ominous forecast would risk needlessly rerouting the trajectory of human lives.

In one of his deep meditations, he found himself transported back to when a voice whispered
through the silence, "You have the role to guide, not to manipulate others' destinies.” That
power belongs to them." That voice now echoed in his mind, adding another layer to his internal
struggle.

But this... this was different. The clarity of Elena’s chart, the immediacy of the danger—it all
pointed to a level of certainty he'd never encountered before. The stars had never spoken so
clearly, so urgently.

And yet, a small voice in the back of his mind whispered, what if you're wrong? What if, this
time, your interpretation is flawed? The doubt gnawed at him, a constant companion to his
certainty.

Raziel stood abruptly, unable to sit still with the weight of indecision crushing him. He moved
to the bookshelf, fingers tracing the spines of ancient tomes. His ancestors had faced similar
dilemmas, hadn't they? Surely, in all the accumulated wisdom of centuries, there must be some
guidance.

But as he pulled book after book from the shelves, frantically scanning their pages, he found
no simple answers. Only more questions, more ethical quandaries, more reasons to doubt. The
wisdom of the ages seemed to mock him, offering riddles instead of solutions.



The phone on his desk rang, startling him from his frenzied search. For a moment, hope flared
in his chest. Elena? His heart leaped, only to plummet as he recognized the number of his
department head.

"I'm sorry," Raziel says, his voice sounding distant to his own ears. "I'm in the middle of...
something urgent. 1 won't be able to make it."

He hung up before his colleague could protest, already turning back to the problem at hand.
The academic world, with its petty politics and endless meetings, seemed laughably
insignificant in the face of what he was dealing with. How could he worry about faculty
meetings when life hung in the balance?

Raziel's eyes fell on a framed photo on his desk—himself and Sofia, his ex-wife, in happier
times. The sight of her smile, frozen in time, sent a pang through his heart. She'd always said
his obsession with the stars would be his downfall. "You can't save everyone, Raziel," she'd
tells him once.

"Sometimes, let people make their own choices."

The memory of Sofia's words echoed in his mind, a reminder of his limitations. But could he
stand by and let Elena die? No. He had to try again. The alternative was unthinkable.

Raziel's heart pounded as he dialed Elena's number once more, praying to whatever cosmic
forces might be listening for her to answer. This time, the phone didn't even ring.

Straight to voicemail. The silence on the other end felt like a death knell.
"Damn it!" he swore, slamming the phone down with enough force to make the desk rattle.

He glanced at the clock, its hands seeming to move with malicious speed. Forty-eight hours
left. The countdown felt like a physical presence in the room, each tick of the clock a reminder
of his dwindling chances to change fate.

Time for a more direct approach. The thought sent a surge of adrenaline through him. He was
done playing by the rules. If the stars wouldn't listen to reason, he'd have to take matters into
his own hands.

Raziel grabbed his jacket and hurried out of his office, nearly colliding with a student in the
hallway. He mumbled an apology, breaking stride as he headed for the exit. The confused look
on the student's face registered; his mind was already blocks away, at Lush Cosmetics.

The heat hit him like a wall as he stepped outside, the late afternoon sun turning Seville into a
shimmering mirage.

Raziel hailed a taxi, giving the driver the address of the cosmetics shop where Elena worked.
As the car wound its way through Seville's narrow streets, Raziel's mind raced.

What would he say to her? How could he convince her of the danger without sounding like a
lunatic? And what if Marcos was there?



The thought of confronting Elena's boyfriend sent a chill down Raziel's spine. In his mind's
eye, he could see the malevolent influence on Elena's chart, a dark presence hovering over her
future.

Would he recognize that darkness in Marcos's eyes? The idea of coming face to face with the
man destined to become a murderer made his palms sweat.

The taxi pulled up in front of Lush Cosmetics. Raziel paid the driver and stepped out, his heart
pounding so hard he could feel it in his throat. Through the shop window, he could see a young
woman arranging a display, but it wasn't Elena. The disappointment hit him like a physical
blow.

He pushed open the door, the cheerful chime of the bell incongruous with the dread in his heart.
The scent of perfume and cosmetics hit him, a stark contrast to the musty smell of old books in
his office.

"Can | help you?" the sales assistant asks, her practiced smile faltering at Raziel's intense
expression.

"I'm looking for Elena," he said, trying to keep his voice calm despite the urgency thrumming
through his veins. "Is she working today?"

The woman's smile disappeared, replaced by a look of wary suspicion. "I'm sorry, but | can't
give out information about our employees. If you'd like to leave a message—"

"Please," Raziel interrupts, desperation creeping into his voice. "It's urgent. I'm a... friend. |
need to speak with her.” The lie tasted bitter on his tongue, but he pushed on, driven by the
ticking clock in his mind.

The sales assistant's expression hardened. "Sir, I'm going to have to ask you to leave. The sales
assistant's expression hardened as they said, "Sir, I'm going to have to ask you to leave. If you
don't, I'll have to call security.”

Raziel opened his mouth to argue, then thought better of it. Making a scene would only
complicate matters. He nodded stiffly and turned to go, pausing at the door to leave his card on
a nearby counter. His hand shook as he placed it down.

"If Elena comes in," he said, his voice low and urgent, "please ask her to call me. It's a matter
of life and death."”

The melodramatic phrase hung in the air as he left, the door chiming behind him with finality.
Back on the street, Raziel leaned against the sun-warmed brick of the building, trying to catch
his breath. The enormity of what he was up against crashed over him. How could he hope to
prevent a tragedy he could see so clearly when no one would listen?

His phone buzzed in his pocket. For a moment, hope flared in his chest. But the number on the
screen wasn't Elena’s. It was Emilio, his contact at the local police station. Raziel's stomach
clenched. This was it—his last hope for official intervention.

"Raziel,"” Emilio's voice, rough as gravel, echoed the moment he picked up. "I received your
message. You're talking about a murder that hasn't even occurred yet?" The disbelief was clear
in his tone, almost laced with laughter at the absurdity of it all.



Raziel closed his eyes, relief washing over him. Finally, someone who might help. He
explained the situation, laying out the evidence from Elena's chart and his fears for her safety.
As he spoke, his words tumbled out in a rush, the urgency of the situation making him less
articulate than usual.

There was a long pause when he finished. Then Emilio sighed. "Raziel, my friend, you know |
respect your... abilities. But | can't send officers to investigate a crime that hasn't been
committed based on astrological predictions."

"But—" Emilio's firm tone cut short Raziel's protest.

"No buts,” Emilio says, his voice tinged with a mix of sympathy and frustration. "We need
evidence, Raziel. Real, concrete evidence. Not star charts and premonitions. I'm sorry, but
there's nothing | can do."

The call ended, leaving Raziel standing on the sidewalk, the late afternoon sun beating down
on him, feeling more alone than he ever had in his life. The rejection stung, not just because it
closed off an avenue of help, but because it underscored how outlandish his claims must sound
to others.

He looked up at the sky, the first stars just becoming visible as dusk approached. The celestial
bodies that had guided him for so long now seemed cold and distant, indifferent to the human
drama playing out beneath them. For the first time in his life, Raziel felt betrayed by the stars.

Less than forty hours left. The countdown echoed in his mind, a relentless reminder of his
dwindling options.

Raziel pushed himself to walk through the heat, a new determination settling over him. If the
authorities wouldn't help, if Elena wouldn't listen, then he'd have to take matters into his own
hands.

The thought sent a chill down his spine, but he pushed the fear aside. There was no room for
hesitation now.

He hailed another taxi, this time giving the address of his own apartment. As the car wound
through the darkening streets of Seville, Raziel's mind raced with possibilities. He had
resources, contacts in the city's fewer savory circles.

People who might intervene in ways the police couldn't—or wouldn't.

But even as he considered this dark path, a voice in the back of his mind whispered a warning.
Once you cross that line, there's no going back. You'll be no better than the man you're trying
to stop. The moral implications of what he was considering weighed on him.

Raziel pushed the thought away, focusing instead on the image of Elena’s hopeful face. He'd
cross that ethical bridge when he came to it. For now, he had work to do.

The taxi pulled up in front of his building. Raziel paid the driver and hurried inside, taking the
stairs two at a time. In his study, he went straight to a locked drawer in his desk. The key
trembled in his hand as he turned it, the weight of his decision making even this simple act feel
momentous.



Inside lay a small black book, its leather cover worn with age. Raziel hesitated for a moment
before picking it up, memories of his past rushing back. This book embodied a period he wished
to erase - a time of forbidden knowledge that resulted in regrettable associations.

But desperate times called for desperate measures. If he could save Elena, it would be worth
the risk. The potential cost to his soul seemed a small price to pay for her life.

Raziel opened the book, fingers tracing down a list of names and numbers. Each one
represented a potential ally in his fight against fate—or a step further into the moral abyss. He
could almost feel the weight of his ancestors' disapproval as he contemplated using these
connections.

He picked up his phone, thumb hovering over the keypad. This was it. The point of no return.
By making this call, he enters a morally ambiguous world.

Raziel took a deep breath, steeling himself for what was to come. The face of his ex-wife
flashed in his mind, her words echoing: "You can't save everyone, Raziel." But he had to try.
He had to.

Then he dialed the first number.

As the phone rang, he glanced at the clock on his desk. Thirty-eight hours and counting. In the
race against time, Raziel Magus, an astrologer and scholar, became a man determined to defy
the stars for a life-saving mission.

Little did he know the cosmic forces he sought to defy were already in motion, setting the stage
for a confrontation that would test not just his abilities, but the very core of who he was. The
universe, it seemed, did not take kindly to those who tried to rewrite its grand design.

The phone clicked as someone answered. Raziel cleared his throat, his voice steady despite the
turmoil in his heart. This was it—the moment he committed to a path from which there might
be no return.

"It's Magus," he said, the words feeling heavy on his tongue. "I need a favor. And I'm willing
to pay any price."

As the words left his mouth, Raziel felt a shift in the surrounding air, as if the very fabric of
reality was acknowledging the magnitude of his decision. Whatever came next, he knew his
life would never be the same. The stars had set their course, but Raziel Magus had charted his
own path—consequences be damned.



Chapter 5:
The Gathering Storm

Elena’s fingers trembled as she zipped up her weekend bag, the finality of the sound echoing
in her quiet bedroom. She paused, her hand lingering on the few items she'd packed - a book,
a bottle of water. It was just a motorcycle road trip, she reminded herself, something they'd
done countless times before. So why did it feel like she was preparing for something far more
ominous?

A chill ran down her spine, a premonition she couldn't shake. Somewhere in the city, a clock
struck the hour, each chime a countdown to a future she couldn't see.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand—another missed call from Professor Magus. His warnings
echoed in her mind, a persistent whisper she'd been trying to ignore. Elena’s finger hovered
over the delete button, but at the last moment, she saved the voicemail instead. Just in case.

"Elena?" Marcos's voice drifted up from downstairs, an edge to it that made her flinch. "Are
you ready yet?"

"Coming!" she called back, her voice steadier than she felt.

As she descended the stairs, bag in hand, memories flashed unbidden through her mind. Last
week at the cafe, Marcos's face contorted with rage over a simple misunderstanding with the
server. The way his fist had clenched around his coffee cup, knuckles white. The fear in the
young server's eyes. Elena shivered, despite the warmth of the afternoon sun streaming through
the windows. It was nothing; she told herself. Everyone has bad days. But the doubt lingered,
a shadow at the edge of her thoughts.

Marcos was waiting by the door, keys jangling impatiently in his hand. His smile didn't quite
reach his eyes. "Finally," he said, the word carrying a sharp edge that made Elena's stomach
clench. "I was thinking you'd changed your mind."

"Of course not," Elena replies, forcing a brightness into her voice that she didn't feel. "I'm
looking forward to it."

As they stepped out into the sweltering Seville afternoon, Elena's gaze drifted down the street.
For a moment, she thought she saw a figure watching them from the shadows of an alleyway.
But when she blinked, it was gone.

Across town, in a dimly lit cafe, Raziel Magus sat across from Diego Alvarez, a man who
straddled the line between law and lawlessness.

"Are you certain about this, professor?” Diego questions his expensive watch glinting in the
low light - an incongruous accessory to his cheap suit.



Raziel met Diego's gaze unflinchingly. "We cannot allow this girl to meet her end prematurely.
It falls upon us to prevent it."

As he spoke, Raziel took a cautious sip of his black coffee, its bitterness mirroring the grim
reality of their conversation.

Diego shifted uncomfortably. "Raziel, | know you're good at what you do—Dbut are you sure
about what you saw in that chart?"

Raziel sighs. "Yes... unfortunately, I am."”
"So, what's the plan?" Diego asks, his voice steady despite the weight of the situation.

Raziel hesitated, wrestling with an inner turmoil. The request he was about to make went
against every ethical principle he held dear. "Diego, | need you to follow them. Keep Elena
safe, at all costs."”

Diego nodded grimly. "I'll do what I can. But Raziel, remember - we're messing with fate here.
Are you prepared for the consequences?”

As Diego vanished into the crowd of morning pedestrians, Raziel stood alone, grappling with
uncertainty. Could he be mistaken? Was this all just a cosmic misunderstanding?

But then he remembered Elena's eyes, the fear she tried so hard to hide. The bruise on her wrist
that her sleeve couldn't quite cover. No, he wasn't wrong. He couldn't be.

On the outskirts of Seville, Elena clung tightly to Marcos as their motorcycle roared to life.
The wind whipped around them, tugging at her long hair and stinging her exposed skin. She
leaned onto Marcos's back, pressing her chest against his solid form to counterbalance the force
of their momentum.

"Marcos," she ventured, "are you sure everything's okay? You seem... tense."

With a swift pivot of his head, he turned to face her, his gaze cutting through the blur of speed
and wind. "Everything's fine," he shouts above the din, his reassurance swallowed by the gusty
air rushing past them. His eyes held hers for a fleeting second before he tore his attention back
to the open road ahead.

Elena's focus drifted from the blur of passing scenery to the foreboding thoughts of her potential
demise, her mind echoing with Raziel's cryptic warnings. As if attuned to her internal turmoil,
Marcos's hand left the motorcycle handle and reached back, coming to rest on her knee. The
gesture should reassure, yet Elena had to suppress an instinctive recoil.

She closed her eyes, letting the hum of the road lull her into an uneasy doze. In her dreams, she
saw stars falling from the sky, heard Professor Magus's voice warning her of danger. And
always, always, the feeling of time slipping away, of racing towards something she couldn't
see or understand.



Back in Seville, Raziel paced his office like a caged animal. Diego's updates came steadily,
each one a mix of relief and renewed anxiety. They were on the highway now, heading towards
the mountains. No signs of trouble yet.

But Raziel knew better than to hope. The stars had spoken, and they never lied. Whatever was
going to happen, it would happen soon.

He picked up his phone, dialing Elena's number before he could talk himself out of it. Straight
to voicemail, again. This time, he left a message.

"Elena, it's Professor Magus. | know you think I'm just a crazy old man, but please, listen to
me. You're in danger. Marcos... he's not who you think he is. Whatever he's planning for this
weekend, don't go through with it. Come back to Seville. Please. Before it's too late."

As he hung up, Raziel felt a wave of despair wash over him. What good were warnings if no
one would listen?

On the treacherous A-397, Diego gripped the steering wheel of his car, his knuckles white with
tension. Ahead, he could see Marcos and Elena on their motorcycle, weaving through the
dangerous curves with reckless abandon.

His burner phone buzzed. Another message from Raziel: "What's going on? Take him out if
necessary."

Diego's heart raced. The implication of Raziel's words hit him like a physical blow. Was he
considering this? Could he live with himself if he didn't act?

As the road narrowed and the drops became more perilous, Diego decided. He pressed down
on the accelerator, closing the gap between his car and the motorcycle. Whatever happened
next, he knew there was no going back.

In Seville, Raziel found himself at Bar Triana, surrounded by the cheerful chatter of patrons,
oblivious to the drama unfolding in the mountains. He nursed a glass of tinto de verano, its
sweetness a stark contrast to the bitterness in his heart.

The gathering storm was about to break. Raziel Magus raced against time, against fate, against
the very stars themselves. In the distance, storm clouds gathered over the mountains, nature
itself seeming to mirror the impending chaos. The clock was ticking, the stars were aligning,
and somewhere on a winding mountain road, Elena's life hung in the balance.

As the sun dipped below the horizon, casting long shadows across Seville's ancient streets,
Raziel felt a shift in the air. Something was about to happen. Something that would change
everything. And all he could do was wait, and hope that he hadn't set in motion a chain of
events that would lead to an even greater tragedy.



Chapter 6
The Edge of Fate

The mist clung to the winding mountain road like a shroud, obscuring the treacherous drops
that plummeted into oblivion just beyond the asphalt's edge. Elena’'s arms tightened around
Marcos's waist as their motorcycle leaned into yet another hairpin turn. The roar of the engine
echoed off the cliffs, a relentless reminder of their speed and the perilous journey ahead.

In Seville, Raziel Magus's fingers trembled as he dialed Elena's number for what felt like the
thousandth time. Each unanswered ring sent a jolt of dread through his body. The call went
straight to voicemail, her cheerful greeting a cruel mockery of the danger she faced.

"Fuck!" he cursed, slamming his fist on the table. The impact sent tremors through the ancient
wood, rattling the glass, plates and olive oil bottle scattered across its surface. Raziel's mind
raced, replaying every moment of his interaction with Elena, searching for some missed
opportunity, some word left unsaid that could have changed her fate.

The weight of his foreknowledge pressed down on him like a physical force, making each
breath a struggle.

He switched to Diego's number, praying for an update. The connection crackled to life. Diego's
voice strained and breathless. "Professor,” he panted, "I'm losing them. This road... it's a death
trap. | can't keep up without risking my neck."

Raziel's heart sank, an icy dread settling in his stomach. "Where are you?"

"Almost at EI Madrofial. The mist is densifying, and—" The call crackled with interference,
forcing Raziel to strain his ears. "You're breaking up,” he interjected, only to be met with
fragmented echoes of his own words.

The scarcity of reception in the area turned their conversation into a jumbled game of repetition
before it succumbed to an oppressive quiet.

Raziel stared at the silent phone, feeling more helpless than he ever had in his life.

The stars had spoken, and now their dire prediction was unfolding beyond his reach. He closed
his eyes, pleading with the cosmos to grant him more time, more power, anything to stop the
tragedy he foresaw.

On the motorcycle, Elena's mind raced faster than the bike beneath her. The familiar road now
seemed alien, shrouded in mist and foreboding.

A chill ran down her spine that had nothing to do with the mountain air. Was this the
premonition Professor Magus had warned her about? His words echoed in her mind, a
persistent whisper she could no longer ignore.

"Marcos," she shouts over the wind, her voice tight with fear. "Maybe we should slow down.
This mist—"



His hand reached back, squeezing her thigh in what should have been a comforting gesture.
Instead, it sent a jolt of unease through her body. "Trust me," he called back, his voice eerily
calm. "I know this road like the back of my hand."”

As they approached the most treacherous section of EI Madrofial, Marcos's voice took on an
almost dreamy quality. "Elena, do you feel it? The freedom? Let go, mi amor. Stretch out your
arms. Feel the wind."

Something in his tone made Elena's blood run cold. She tightened her grip, her knuckles white
beneath her gloves. "Marcos, no. It's not safe."

"Come on, Elena," Marcos coaxed, a predatory glint in his piercing green eyes. His fingers
traced a path to the back of her knee, lingering on the denim fabric of her jeans. Internally, he
rehearsed his plan, visualizing each step with chilling precision.

He'd grip her leg tightly, then with a sudden jerk, he'd push her backward. As she stumbled in
surprise, he'd strike swiftly with his elbow to unbalance her further and launch her off the seat.

Elena's heart hammered against her ribcage as if trying to escape its bony prison. Time seemed
to warp around them, each tick of the clock elongating into an endless abyss. And then, amid
this temporal distortion, she saw a figure emerge from the mist at the cliff's edge—her
cherished grandmother.

"Abuela?" Elena murmurs aloud, taken aback by the apparition. Her hold on Marcos slackened
involuntarily as she stared at the spectral figure beckoning to her with a serene smile.

At that moment of distraction, Marcos made his move. His hand pushed against the back of her
knee, toppling her balance. Elena felt a moment of weightlessness, a split second of terrible
comprehension, before her helmet struck the pavement with a sickening crack.

The world spun, a kaleidoscope of gray mist and black asphalt. Elena's body bounced and
rolled, each impact sending shockwaves of pain through her. And then, there was nothing
beneath her but air.

As Elena plummeted into the misty abyss, Marcos laid the bike down, skidding across the road
in a shower of sparks. He rolled, grasping desperately at the edge of the cliff, his fingers finding
purchase on a jutting rock.

In the distance, headlights cut through the mist. Diego's car screeched to a halt, tires sliding on
the wet asphalt. He leaped out, phone in hand, already dialing emergency services. As he
approached the cliff's edge, the sight before him made his blood run cold.

Marcos clung to the jagged stone ledge; his eyes dilated with an appearance of authentic terror.
Yet, as Diego drew closer, he caught a fleeting glimpse of something else—a sinister grin that
seemed to creep across Marcos's face before vanishing into an expression of panic.

"Help!" Marcos screamed; his voice was raw with what sounded like genuine fear. "Help me!
There's been an accident!”

Diego's mind raced, torn between the urgency of the situation and the nagging suspicion that
something wasn't right. He peered over the edge, seeing nothing but a whirlpool of fog, leaving



no trace of Elena. His hand shook as he raised the phone to his ear, reporting the accident to
the emergency services.

As he helped Marcos to safety, Diego couldn't shake the feeling that he was an unwitting player
in a sinister performance. But without proof, without certainty, what could he do?

In Seville, Raziel's phone buzzed. The message from Diego was brief, but it shattered his world.
"Accident at EI Madrofial. Elena gone. I'm sorry."

The piercing wail of despair that escaped from Raziel Magus reverberated through the desolate
streets of Seville, a raw testament to his sorrow. His arms wrapped around his midsection as if
physically grappling with the pain that threatened to bring him to his knees.

Bystanders cast wide-eyed glances filled with disbelief at the spectacle he presented. An elderly
woman, her face etched with lines of empathy, shuffled towards him and gently placed her
hand on his trembling shoulder. She tried to offer some measure of comfort, even though she
couldn't comprehend the depth of his suffering.

Despite their attention and concern, Raziel remained oblivious to them all. His mind was
consumed by one agonizing thought that he repeated like a mantra under his breath, "I couldn't
stop it. Fuck! I couldn't stop it."

But even as despair threatened to consume him, a small voice in the back of his mind whispered
a terrible question: Was this the end? Or had the stars, in their infinite wisdom, set in motion a
chain of events that was far from over?

As night fell over the mountains and the city alike, the mist thickened, obscuring the truth of
what had transpired on that treacherous road. And somewhere, in the vast expanse between
heaven and earth, the stars continued their relentless dance, indifferent to the human drama
unfolding beneath them.

Raziel stumbled back to his office, his world spinning as violently as Elena’s must have in her
last moments. He collapsed into his chair, his eyes falling on Elena's birth chart, still spread
out on his desk. But as he stared at the celestial map of her life, something caught his eye—a
configuration he'd overlooked before, hidden in the complex web of planetary alignments.

His breath caught in his throat as he deciphered its meaning. It couldn't be... could it? With
trembling hands, he reached for his phone, his mind reeling with the implications of what he'd
just discovered.

As he dialed Diego's number, a wild hope bloomed in his chest. Perhaps the stars had one more
secret to reveal—a twist of fate that could change everything. The phone rang once, twice, and
as Diego answered, Raziel's voice cracked with urgency.

"Diego, listen carefully. Elena might still be alive.”



Chapter 7

Aftermath

The stars glared accusingly at Raziel Magus as he stood before his window, their cold light
piercing through the veil of Seville's city glow. In his trembling hand, a glass of rioja sloshed
dangerously, its deep crimson a stark reminder of the blood he couldn't wash from his
conscience. The city below pulsed with life, oblivious to the tragedy that had unfolded in the
mountains.

But for Raziel, time had frozen three days ago when he'd uttered those fateful words to Diego:
"Elena might still be alive."”

The memory of that moment of hope, so quickly dashed, haunted him still. Diego's frantic
search, the rescue teams combing the treacherous terrain, and then... the crushing news. Elena
had indeed survived the fall, clinging to life in a rocky crevice. But by the time they reached
her, internal injuries had claimed what Marcos' betrayal could not. She had slipped away, alone
and afraid, into the misty depths of El Madroiial.

A gentle knock at his office door broke through his reverie. Maria Jose entered; her face etched
with concern. "Raziel," she says, "it's Monday. The world hasn't stopped, even if it feels like it
has for you."

He turned to face her; the weight of his failure was clear in the slump of his shoulders. "I tried,
Maria Jose. | tried to warn her, to change what the stars had decreed. But | failed. Twice."

Maria Jose's expression softened, but her voice remained firm. "Remember your own
teachings, Raziel. We are not here to change the course of one's destiny, but to help them
understand it, and make the adjustments they choose to make."

Raziel slumped into his chair, running a hand through his disheveled silver hair. "Perhaps. But
maybe if | had taken a different approach, if | had more time—"

"You were against the clock,” Maria Jose interrupts. "It was too short a time to get everything
in place. You did what you could with the time you had."

He nodded, though the gesture lacked conviction. "I even hired a private detective to follow
them. But Marcos... he deliberately chose that road. The curves, the mist... Maria Jose offered
her words as a gentle balm, "Consider this... the route Marcos selected, an August fog, unheard
of in our climate. Even with the detective trailing and losing ground. Certain events simply
align in the stars. It's not about you." Her tone was soothing as she attempted to assuage his
guilt.

Maria Jose listened intently as Raziel recounted his desperate attempts to prevent the tragedy.
He told her about warning his friend at the police station, but it had been futile. The official
report labeled it an accident. Diego's account of Marcos hanging for his life, the precariously
balanced motorcycle, and Marcos's theatrical behavior had made it all too easy for the
authorities to accept the tragic narrative.



"The stars aligned perfectly for his deception,” Raziel says bitterly. "Even the elements
conspired to hide his crime."”

As Maria Jose prepared to leave, she wrapped Raziel in a tight embrace. "You are not
responsible for Elena's death,” she whispers. "Some things written in the stars are bound to
fulfill themselves. You must accept this, or it will consume you."”

But even as the door closed behind her, Raziel knew that acceptance was far beyond his reach.
He spent the night staring at the stars from his bed, their twinkling light a constant reminder of
his failure and the weight of knowledge he carried.

Months passed and fall draped Seville in a tapestry of gold and crimson. The air grew crisp,
carrying the scent of roasting chestnuts and the promise of cooler days. In Triana, life pulsed
with renewed energy as locals emerged from the stupor of summer heat. Cafes spilled onto
sidewalks, their tables filled with people savoring the last warmth of the season.

On this Saturday, Raziel shared a moment of respite with Dr. Jose Maria Navarro. They sat
outside a small tapas bar, plates of jamon and Manchego scattered between them, glasses of
wine catching the afternoon light.

"Ah, Raziel," Dr. Navarro says, raising his glass. "To fate and its mysterious ways. Who would
have thought my little Elisa would reach for the stars?"

Raziel managed a small smile, though it didn't quite reach his eyes. "Elisa has always been
brilliant, Jose. It's no surprise she's excelling in astrophysics."

Dr. Navarro's expression softened. "Yes, but it makes me wonder about the paths we choose,
or perhaps the paths that choose us." He paused, his jovial demeanor faltering slightly.
"Speaking of which, I must confess | haven't been feeling quite myself lately."”

Raziel's brow furrowed with concern. "What do you mean, old friend?"

"Oh, it's probably nothing,” Dr. Navarro waved dismissively. "Just the changing of the seasons,
perhaps. But there are moments when | feel... disconnected. As if I'm watching my life from
afar.”

Before Raziel could respond, a familiar roar cut through the afternoon air. His head snapped
up, eyes widening as he saw Marcos pull up on his motorcycle. A young woman clung to his
back, her laughter carried on the breeze as they dismounted.

Raziel watched, frozen, as Marcos wrapped an arm around the woman's waist. They walked
into Bar Triana, their easy intimacy a stark contrast to the darkness Raziel knew lurked beneath
Marcos's charming exterior.

"Raziel?" Dr. Navarro's voice reverberated as if resonating from a remote galaxy. "Are you
alright? You appear as though you've just spotted a shooting star at midday, foretelling an
unbearable future.”

Raziel tore his gaze away from the bar's entrance, his hand clenching around his wineglass.
"Perhaps I have," he murmurs, the weight of unspeakable knowledge settling once more on his
shoulders.



"What do you mean?" Dr. Navarro pressed, leaning in. "Is it something to do with that young
couple?”

Raziel hesitated, torn between the need for secrecy and the desire to unburden himself. "Jose,"
he began, "do you ever wonder if knowing the future is more of a curse than a blessing?"

Dr. Navarro's eyebrows rose. "Is this about your astrological work? Have you seen something
troubling?"

"I've seen many troubling things,” Raziel admitted. "But what troubles me more is my inability
to change them."

"Ah," Dr. Navarro nodded sagely. "The eternal struggle between fate and free will. But Raziel,
isn't it possible that by knowing the future, we inherently change it? The very act of observation
alters the outcome, no?"

Raziel considered this, his gaze drifting back to the bar where Marcos had disappeared.
"Perhaps. But what if the change we create leads to something even worse?"

Dr. Navarro reached across the table, placing a comforted hand on Raziel's arm. "My friend,
you carry the weight of the world on your shoulders. But remember, even the stars, with all
their cosmic power, cannot predict every twist and turn of human nature.”

As the sun dipped lower in the sky, casting long shadows across Triana's cobblestone streets,
Raziel couldn't shake the chill that had taken root in his bones. Marcos had evaded justice, free
to potentially harm again. And somewhere out there, the stars continued their celestial dance,
indifferent to the tragedies they had foretold, and the lives left shattered in their wake.

"Jose," Raziel says, a new resolve hardening his voice. "I think it's time I told you about Elena."

Dr. Navarro leaned back; surprise etched on his face. "Elena? The young woman from the
cosmetics shop?"

Raziel nodded, taking a deep breath. "Yes. And about the man we just saw on the motorcycle.
It's a story of fate, free will, and the terrible price of knowledge."

As Raziel began his tale, the bustle of Triana faded into the background. The clinking of
glasses, the laughter of passersby, even the distant strains of flamenco music seemed to dim,
as if the very air around them was holding its breath.

Dr. Navarro listened intently, his expression shifting from curiosity to shock to deep concern
as Raziel recounted the events leading up to Elena's death. When Raziel finally fell silent, the
weight of his confession hanging heavy between them, Dr. Navarro let out a long, slow breath.

"My God, Raziel," he whispers. "To carry such a burden... I can't imagine.”

Raziel nodded, his eyes distant. "And now, seeing him here, with another woman who does not
know the danger she's in... | feel helpless, Jose. What good is this gift if | can't use it to protect
people?"

Dr. Navarro was quiet for a moment, his medical mind clearly working through the
implications of what he'd heard. Finally, he spoke, his voice gentle but firm.



"Raziel, you are a man of science, just as | am. We both know that correlation does not imply
causation. Your prediction of Elena’s death, tragic as it was, does not mean you caused it. Nor
does it mean you could have prevented it."

"But—" Raziel protested, but Dr. Navarro held up a hand.

"Let me finish. You said yourself that the stars show possibilities, not certainties. Perhaps what
you saw was the most likely outcome, but not the only one. By warning Elena, you gave her a
chance, however small, to change her fate. That she didn't or couldn't take that chance doesn't
diminish the value of your warning."

Raziel considered this, his brow furrowed in thought. "So you're saying | should continue to
use this gift, even if | can't guarantee it will save anyone?"

Dr. Navarro nodded. "Exactly. In medicine, we often have to give patients bad news. We tell
them their prognosis, knowing full well they might not survive despite our best efforts. But we
do it because knowledge, even painful knowledge, gives people choices. It allows them to face
their fate with open eyes."”

As night fell over Seville, the stars emerging one by one in the darkening sky, Raziel felt a shift
within himself. The guilt and despair that had plagued him for months loosened their grip,
replaced by a new sense of purpose.

"Thank you, Jose," he said, raising his glass. "To knowledge, and the courage to use it wisely."

Dr. Navarro clinked his glass against Raziel's, a warm smile on his face. "And to friendship,
which makes even the heaviest burdens bearable.”

As they finished their wine, the stars above again captured Raziel's attention. They no longer
seemed accusatory, but challenging, as if daring him to unravel their secrets. The question
haunted him: How could he use his gift to empower others?

The stars above seemed to whisper of challenges yet to come, of fates yet to be unraveled. And
in the depths of his soul, Raziel knew his journey was far from over. As he bid goodnight to
Dr. Navarro and made his way home through the winding streets of Triana, a new resolve
settled over him.

He would continue to read the stars, to seek the patterns that foretold the future. With a deeper
understanding of his role, he would illuminate paths for those seeking guidance.

As Raziel reached his apartment, he paused on the threshold, looking up at the night sky one
last time. The stars winked back at him, their light a reminder of the vast, unknowable universe
and the small but significant role he played within it.

With a deep breath, he stepped inside, ready to face whatever the stars might reveal next. For
Raziel Magus, astrologer and reluctant prophet, the actual work was just beginning. Little did
he know, as he closed the door behind him, that the cosmos had already set in motion events
that would test his newfound resolve to its very limits. The stars held more secrets to reveal,
and Raziel's next challenge awaited him in their celestial dance, ready to unfold.



Chapter 8:
The Celestial Path

The scent of orange blossoms mingled with the faint aroma of yesterday's sangria as Raziel
Magus stood on his balcony, his eyes fixed on the fading stars. The weight of the past 72 hours
hung heavy on his shoulders, a constant reminder of the power—and burden—of his unique
abilities. As the sun rose in Seville, Raziel sensed a cosmic shift.

Raziel traced the constellations with his gaze, each celestial body a familiar friend. Raziel's
mastery of ancient sciences and astrology was more than just academic knowledge; it was a
living, breathing part of him. Few could comprehend the intricate dance of the cosmos like
him, and the responsibility nearly crushed him.

Raziel sighed, running a hand through his silver hair. The events surrounding Elena's tragic
fate had shaken him to his core, forcing him to confront the limits of his foresight. Yet, even in
the face of failure, he couldn't deny the burning desire to delve deeper into the mysteries of the
universe.

He returned to his study, where old books were kept alongside innovative technology. The
juxtaposition was a perfect representation of Raziel's life's work—bridging the gap between
esoteric wisdom and modern understanding. He picked up an old manuscript, its pages brittle
with age, and read.

Hours slipped by as Raziel lost himself in the arcane knowledge, cross-referencing ancient
texts with contemporary scientific journals. His quest to validate the veracity of ancient
sciences was more than just a scholarly pursuit; it was a mission to prove that the wisdom of
the past could illuminate the path to the future.

As the sun reached its zenith, Raziel's phone buzzed with a message. Another client seeking
guidance, another life hoping to be improved by his insights. He hesitated, his finger hovering
over the screen. The desire to help, to use his gift to make a positive difference, warned with
the knowledge of how easily things could go wrong.

Elena's face flashed in his mind, a painful reminder of the consequences of foreknowledge.
Those 72 hours had changed everything, altering his perception of time itself. Now, every
second seemed precious, fraught with potential and peril. Yet could he truly turn his back on
those who sought his help? The ethical dilemma weighed heavily on him, a constant battle
between intervention and allowing fate to run its course.

Raziel replied to the message, setting up an appointment. As he did so, he couldn't help but feel
a sense of isolation creeping in. His unique perspective on the world, his ability to see beyond
the veil of everyday reality, set him apart from others. It was a loneliness born of knowledge,
of seeing patterns and possibilities that others couldn't comprehend.

He thought of his conversation with Dr. Navarro, one of the few people who came close to
understanding the weight he carried. But even Jose, with all his wisdom and compassion,
couldn't fully grasp the depth of Raziel's insights.

As evening approached, Raziel found himself restless. The confines of his study, once a
sanctuary, now felt stifling. The distant strains of flamenco drifted up from the streets below,



a reminder of the vibrant life that pulsed through Seville. Raziel Magus yearned for something
more, for experiences that would challenge him and expand his understanding of the cosmos.

A decision crystallized in his mind. It was time to seek fresh adventures and test his abilities.

Raziel's eyes fell on an ornate box tucked away on a top shelf. Inside lay a mysterious talisman,
its origins shrouded in legend. He had gained it years ago but had never fully unlocked its
secrets. Perhaps now was the time to delve, once again, into its mysteries, as did his ancestor.

As he reached for the box, a shiver ran down his spine. The talisman seemed to pulse with an
energy of its own, as if awakening to his touch. Raziel knew, with a certainty that came from
years of studying the stars, that this artifact would lead him on a journey unlike any he had
experienced before.

An inexplicable whisper brushed against Raziel's consciousness, a thought that seemed to
emerge from the ether itself. "The Talisman Vendetta,' it murmurs, an echo in his mind that felt
oddly fitting. It was as if an impending journey was being etched into his destiny, one that
would pull him away from the sun-drenched streets of Seville he held so dear.

This journey hinted at danger and intrigue, promising new adventures in far-off lands where
his scholarly skills would be pushed to their limits. And there it was again - magic. A force
he'd once abandoned now seemed to reach out for him, ready to ensnare him in its arcane grasp
once more.

Raziel carefully wrapped the talisman and placed it in his satchel. He did not know where this
alternative path would lead, but the excitement of the unknown thrilled him in a way he hadn't
felt in years.

As night fell, Raziel found himself once again on his balcony. The stars seemed brighter now,
as if approving of his decision. He gazed up at the vast expanse of the night sky, feeling small
yet significant in the grand cosmic design.

"What secrets do you hold?" he whispered to the heavens. "What truths are waiting to be
uncovered?"

The stars twinkled in response, their ancient light carrying whispers of adventures to come.
Raziel Magus, astrologer and seeker of hidden knowledge, stood poised on the brink of a new
chapter in his life.

The Talisman Vendetta awaited, promising to test not just his mastery of ancient sciences, but
his very understanding of fate and free will.

As a shooting star streaked across the sky, Raziel made a silent vow. Raziel would continue to
unravel the mysteries of the cosmos, to use his gifts to guide and protect, and to face whatever
challenges the universe had in store for him. He knew now that his abilities came at a price,
but also with the potential to make a real difference in the world.

The celestial dance continued above, and somewhere in the vast tapestry of space and time,
new destinies were being written. For Raziel Magus, the greatest adventure was just beginning.

Just as he was about to retreat into his office, Raziel's phone vibrated with the arrival of a new
email. The subject line immediately sent a jolt through him: "Immediate help Required from



Washington D.C. - Your Specialized Knowledge Sought." It was from his longtime confidant
and fellow scholar, Father Alfonso, appointed by the Pope himself as the prefect of The Vatican
Apostolic Archives. As Raziel's fingers fluttered over the screen to open the message, his eyes
widened in anticipation and apprehension at what lay within its digital depths.

A prominent congressional representative was requesting his services, hinting at matters of
national importance that required his unique blend of ancient wisdom and modern insight. The
stakes were higher than ever before, promising to draw Raziel into a world of political intrigue,
secret societies, and forces that sought to reshape the very fabric of reality.

As Raziel's mind reeled with the implications, he couldn't help but wonder: was this the true
purpose the stars had been preparing him for all along? And as he contemplated his response,
the talisman in his satchel seemed to pulse with renewed energy, as if sensing the momentous
decision that lay before him.

The night sky stretched out above, whispering a timeless truth: our fates are inscribed in the
stars, waiting to unfold. But for Raziel Magus, the time had come not just to read that fate, but
to actively shape it. The countdown to his next adventure had begun, and this time, the fate of
far more than one life hung in the balance.



