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Whispers Beyond the Veil (Third Eye Closed, #145)

“You are the vessel. The breach remembers. The eye must stay open.”



  	
        
            
            "There is a silence louder than thunder—the stillness between one heartbeat and the next,where voices not meant for ears murmur in forgotten tongues.The dead do not scream; they remember.And if you listen long enough, with eyes closed and breath held,you might hear them remembering you."
— Found scrawled in the margins of a lost séance journal, 1906

      

    


The vision ended in silence.

Not the usual kind, where the room grows still and the world waits. No—this was a deeper silence. The kind that buzzes in your bones. Cassandra blinked, but the image still clung behind her eyelids: a girl in a red raincoat standing at the edge of a lake, her mouth moving with no sound, her eyes milky with sorrow.

Cassandra sat up too fast, heart thudding against her ribs. The studio couch groaned beneath her. A glass of stale chamomile tea rattled on the table nearby. She reached for her journal, hands trembling just enough to smear the ink as she wrote.

Red coat. Lake. No sound. Full moon. “He’s not gone.”

The words spilled out, half-formed. Half-truths, maybe. She hadn’t taken a paying client in weeks, but the visions had come anyway—unasked, unavoidable. They didn’t care if she charged a fee or not.

The old cassette player in the corner whirred on by itself. Static fuzzed the air, crackling with a presence that didn’t belong. Cassandra stared at it for a long moment, willing it to stop. It didn’t.

“You’re not funny,” she muttered. The machine clicked off.

Outside, the city bled rain. Umbrellas bobbed like dull jellyfish along the street, and the neon signs of Eastern Bell Diner blinked in slow, untrustworthy rhythms.

Cassandra threw on a sweater and lit the heavy incense her grandmother used to burn—black amber and frankincense. Smoke curled into the air like a protective ward. She needed to ground herself, to remember who she was and what was real.

But real had become harder to define.

There was a knock at the door.

Not timid. Not panicked. Rhythmic. Three taps, a pause, then two more.

She opened it slowly.

A teenage boy stood there, dripping rain and desperation. His hoodie clung to him like a second skin, and his eyes were wide with something more than fear. Grief, maybe. Guilt.

“Are you the one who sees things?” he asked.

Cassandra’s throat tightened. She wasn’t sure what she wanted to say. Yes? No? Not anymore?

Instead, she stepped aside. “Come in.”

He hesitated, then crossed the threshold like it cost him something.

“I’m Eli,” he said. “My sister disappeared last month. No one believes me, but I saw her last night.”

Cassandra’s fingers tightened around the mug in her hands.

“What do you mean, saw her?” she asked.

Eli looked up, and for a moment, his voice dropped to a whisper.

“She was standing in the lake. The same place she drowned.”

Cassandra didn’t breathe. Her hand reached for the journal before she even thought about it.

Red coat. Lake. Full moon.

She hadn't said a word of it to anyone.

But the veil, it seemed, had already whispered back.

The atmosphere inside Cassandra’s small studio thickened with an unspoken tension as Eli sat down, his eyes haunted yet desperate for answers. The rain outside tapped steadily against the windows, a soft, rhythmic reminder of the world beyond the veil she was about to peer through once more.

She reached for the mug of lukewarm tea on the cluttered table, her fingers brushing against the ceramic with a practiced steadiness that betrayed none of the turmoil she felt inside. Her gaze fixed on Eli as he shifted uncomfortably in the chair, too large for his lean frame. His damp hoodie clung tightly to his shoulders, water still dripping from its sleeves. He glanced briefly at the altar in the corner, the flickering candlelight casting shadows across the shelves lined with old books and trinkets.

“It started two nights ago,” Eli began quietly, voice rough from disuse. “I was walking home from the diner where I work. Harrow Lake is on my route, but I’ve never liked going near it after dark. Something about that place... it’s different.” His hands clenched into fists in his lap. “That night, it was just before midnight. I wasn’t thinking about my sister—at least, I tried not to. But as I crossed the bridge, I saw her. Standing in the water.”

Cassandra’s breath hitched, a familiar prickling crawling down her spine.

“Her skin was pale, almost translucent, like moonlight reflecting off the surface. Her hair was plastered to her neck and shoulders, dark and wet. And that red coat... God, it was the same one she always wore.” Eli’s voice broke on the last word.

Cassandra’s pen hovered over her journal. She could feel the weight of the vision pressing against the edges of her mind, demanding attention.

“She disappeared a month ago?” Cassandra asked softly.

Eli nodded, swallowing hard. “They called it an accident. Said she drowned, pulled under by the current. But that didn’t make sense—she was a strong swimmer. She hated deep water. There was something else... something wrong.”

“What do you mean?”

Eli pulled a worn sketchbook from his backpack, waterlogged and bent. “I found this hidden in the shed the day after she vanished. It’s filled with drawings, but this one...” He flipped to a page and slid it across the table. “Look.”

Cassandra leaned closer. The sketch was rough but unmistakable. A shoreline under a full moon. The twisted branches of the old willow tree dipped into the water, and the lake itself wasn’t calm—it seemed alive, writhing with shadowy mouths opening wide as if trying to swallow the night whole.

“Did she ever mention hearing voices? Dreams? Anything strange?” Cassandra asked, tracing the lines of the sketch.

“She said the lake talked to her,” Eli whispered. “Only when she closed her eyes, though. Like it was calling her.”

Cassandra’s mind raced. The symbolism was familiar — the lake as a liminal space, a gateway between worlds. But these weren’t just symbols. They were warnings.

She flipped the page. On the back was another drawing, more detailed this time. A woman’s face stared back, eyes blank and hollow. The features were eerily familiar—long dark hair, a faint scar crossing the cheek. Cassandra’s heart tightened. The face wasn’t just anyone’s—it was hers.

“Did she ever come here?” Cassandra asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“No. I didn’t even know this place existed until last night,” Eli said. “Someone put up flyers around the lake—said there’s a woman who hears what others can’t. She told me to come here.”

Cassandra rose and walked to the window, pulling back the curtain. Across the street, the neon sign of the Eastern Bell Diner blinked erratically, casting a sickly glow on the wet pavement. A pale figure stood just beneath it, too still, too deliberate. The rain washed away any trace of movement, but for a heartbeat, the figure watched her.

Blinking, she turned away — the vision gone.

Eli flipped to another page in the sketchbook. “There’s something else. She wrote it over and over, like a mantra.”

He held the page up for Cassandra to see: five jagged words scratched in pencil —

He’s not gone. He’s waiting.

Those words cut deep. Like a knife slid beneath her ribs. The veil had lifted, but the darkness beyond was far from finished with her.

The weight of Eli’s story settled heavily on Cassandra’s shoulders. The dead weren’t done whispering, and the secrets they carried were pulling her back into the depths — beyond the veil she thought she’d closed.

The words Eli had shown her kept echoing in Cassandra’s mind as she stared at the rain-streaked window, her breath fogging the glass. He’s not gone. He’s waiting. It wasn’t just a cryptic message scribbled in a sketchbook—it was a summons, a warning, or maybe both.

She turned back to Eli, who was quietly watching her, his expression a mixture of hope and fear. “You said your sister never met me. But how does she know about this place? About me?”

Eli rubbed the back of his neck, hesitant. “I don’t know. But there’s more.” He reached into his backpack again and pulled out a folded piece of paper, creased and worn. “This was tucked inside the sketchbook. A letter—handwritten, but it’s hard to read. Some parts are smudged, but I think it’s from her.”

Cassandra unfolded the paper carefully. The handwriting was shaky, as if the writer’s hand was trembling with dread. She read aloud:

If you find this, please listen. The lake isn’t just water. It’s a doorway. A place where the veil is thin. I hear whispers, and I see shadows moving beneath the surface. They want something from me—maybe from all of us. I’m trying to stay away, but it’s calling me back. If I disappear, don’t look for me there. It’s not safe. Not yet.

A shiver ran down Cassandra’s spine. This wasn’t just a missing person’s note—it was a confession, a plea for help from beyond the edge of sanity.

“Why didn’t she come to you?” Cassandra asked.

“Because she thought I wouldn’t believe her. Because she didn’t want me to get involved. She was scared, but she never stopped sketching, never stopped listening.” Eli’s voice broke. “And now, I think whatever’s at the lake is after me too.”

The room felt smaller, the shadows longer. Cassandra glanced at the altar where a small vial of salt and sage sat untouched. Her own gift was stirring again, awakening after months of silence, and it wasn’t gentle.

“Have you seen anything else? Any other signs?” she asked.

Eli nodded. “Last night, I heard a voice. Soft, like a whisper just beyond hearing. It said my name. I was alone, but I swear, I wasn’t.”

Cassandra closed her eyes, reaching out with the part of her that could touch the unseen. The sensation was faint but undeniable—a tremor beneath the surface of reality, like footsteps on the other side of a thin wall.

“We need to go to the lake,” she said finally. “Tonight.”

Eli looked startled. “Are you sure? What if it’s dangerous?”

“It’s already dangerous,” Cassandra replied. “But staying here won’t keep you safe. We need to see what’s waiting beyond the veil.”

As twilight bled into night, Cassandra prepared for the journey. She packed a small bag with essentials—salt, candles, her mother’s old locket for protection. The locket felt heavier than it should, as if it carried the weight of past secrets.

Eli arrived just as the sky faded to ink, his eyes wide with a mix of dread and determination. They drove in silence toward Harrow Lake, the road winding through thick woods that whispered with the rustle of unseen creatures.

When they arrived, the lake was eerily still, the surface reflecting the moon like a perfect mirror. The willow tree stood sentinel on the shore, its twisted branches dipping into the water like fingers reaching for something beneath.

Cassandra stepped forward, feeling the chill seep into her bones. She lit a candle and held it high, its flickering flame casting long shadows across the sand.

“Do you hear it?” she asked Eli.

A faint murmur seemed to rise from the depths, like distant voices carried on the wind. The water rippled slightly, though there was no breeze.

Suddenly, the surface broke. A pale hand, slender and wet, emerged from the blackness. It grasped at the air, fingers trembling.

Eli gasped, stepping back.

Cassandra held her ground, heart pounding. The hand was followed by a pale face, eyes wide and glassy. It was the woman from the sketches—Eli’s sister, or whatever she had become.

“She’s not gone,” Cassandra whispered. “She’s waiting.”

The veil between worlds was thinning. And the whispers beyond it were growing louder.

The pale face hovering just above the water seemed to shimmer in and out of focus, like a ghost caught between worlds. Cassandra’s breath caught in her throat. The woman’s eyes—wide, unblinking, and glassy—were not empty but searching. They reached out to Cassandra, pleading silently across the boundary of flesh and water.

Eli stepped forward, his voice shaking. “That’s her... that’s my sister.”

The woman’s lips parted, but no sound came. Instead, the wind picked up suddenly, carrying faint whispers, voices layered and overlapping, indistinct yet urgent. The willow branches creaked overhead, the water rippled faster now, disturbed by something beneath the surface.

Cassandra’s heart pounded. She could feel it—an ancient, restless energy stirring the lake, something old and hungry that had been waiting beneath the veil, biding its time.

“We need to pull her out,” Eli said, reaching toward the water. But Cassandra shook her head.

“No,” she said firmly. “If we disturb her now, if we try to break the boundary, we might lose her forever—or worse.”

She stepped closer to the water’s edge, spreading salt in a wide circle around them. The grains sparkled faintly in the candlelight, a barrier against whatever dark forces dwelled there.

“Cassandra, what are you doing?” Eli asked, panic rising in his voice.

“I’m creating a boundary. A safe space,” she explained. “The veil between this world and the next is thin here—too thin. We have to keep it from tearing completely.”

The whispers grew louder, becoming almost intelligible. Cassandra focused, pushing through the noise, trying to catch fragments of words.

Come... wait... trapped... help...

The voice was desperate, fractured.

“I can hear her,” Eli whispered, tears streaming down his face. “She’s calling.”

Cassandra closed her eyes, reaching out with her senses. Her vision blurred and shifted, the world melting into a haze of colors and shapes. She saw the lake not as water, but as a mirror reflecting something darker—an abyss filled with restless spirits, lost and angry.

One figure emerged from the shadows beneath the water, taller than the rest, cloaked in darkness. Its eyes burned red like embers, fixed on Eli’s sister.

“She’s not alone,” Cassandra said, stepping back. “There’s something here with her. Something... malevolent.”

The creature moved closer, its form flickering like smoke. The whispers became screams, echoing around the lake, rattling the trees.

Eli grabbed Cassandra’s arm. “We have to get out of here!”

But Cassandra’s feet felt rooted to the earth. Her mind raced, searching for a way to protect them both.

“Hold the candle higher,” she instructed, voice steady despite the fear curling in her chest.

Eli raised the flame, and Cassandra began chanting softly, words in a language older than the town itself. The air thickened, the shadows recoiling slightly from the light.

The dark figure hissed, retreating beneath the surface with a splash that sent cold droplets flying. The pale face disappeared, swallowed by the lake once more.

For a moment, everything was still.

Then Eli collapsed to his knees, sobbing.

Cassandra knelt beside him, wrapping an arm around his trembling shoulders. “She’s still here,” she said. “Waiting. But we can’t keep her trapped forever.”

Eli looked up, eyes red but resolute. “What do we do?”

“We learn more,” Cassandra replied. “We find out what the lake wants. And we prepare.”

As they packed up their things, the candle flickered once more, casting long shadows on the water’s surface.

The veil between worlds had thinned, but the truth beyond it was still hidden. And whatever waited in the depths was watching—waiting for the right moment to cross over.

The drive back from Harrow Lake was heavy with silence. The rain had stopped, but the air felt thick and suffocating, as if the night itself were holding its breath. Eli stared out the window, watching the blurred headlights of passing cars streak across the wet pavement, but his mind was far away—anchored to the pale face in the water and the dark figure that had lurked beneath.

Cassandra broke the silence. “You need to tell me everything you remember about her—the days before she disappeared, anything unusual.”

Eli swallowed hard, eyes still distant. “She’d been... different. More withdrawn, like something was eating at her from the inside. She wouldn’t say what. But sometimes, late at night, I’d hear her talking to someone—or something. She never named it, but I knew she was afraid.”

“What about the drawings?” Cassandra asked. “You said she sketched the lake, the willow tree... did she draw anything else?”

Eli nodded slowly. “Yeah. There were strange symbols, too. Circles, lines, spirals—like she was trying to decode something. I found a notebook with pages torn out, but the parts I have don’t make much sense.”

Cassandra’s curiosity flared. She could feel the pulse of something ancient in those symbols, a hidden language that whispered secrets just out of reach.

“Do you have that notebook with you?” she asked.

“Yeah.” Eli rummaged through his bag and handed it over, the worn leather cover cracked from use. Cassandra flipped through the pages under the dim light, tracing the delicate but frantic sketches. Some pages were filled with arcane markings, others with cryptic notes in Eli’s sister’s hurried script.

One page stood out—a circle enclosing a jagged cross, with words written in the margins:

The veil weakens where blood meets water.

Her breath caught at the line. It was a warning—or a key.

“Blood meets water...” Cassandra murmured. “That has to mean something.”

Eli leaned closer, eyes wide. “She said the lake was alive, that it needed something to keep the veil from breaking completely. She believed if the veil shattered, things would come through—things that don’t belong here.”

Cassandra’s mind raced. The boundary between their world and the next was fragile, and some force was pushing to tear it apart. Eli’s sister had sensed it, fought it, but had ultimately been drawn into it.

“We need to find out what she did to try and hold it back,” Cassandra said. “And what, if anything, you can do to help finish it.”

The tension between them was broken by the sudden buzz of Cassandra’s phone. She glanced at the screen—an unknown number.

“Should I answer it?” Eli asked, anxious.

“Yes.” Cassandra swiped to accept the call.

A voice, low and steady, spoke on the other end. “Cassandra. You’ve been meddling where you shouldn’t. The lake isn’t just water, and your friend’s sister isn’t the only one trapped between worlds. If you want to keep her safe, you’ll need more than candles and salt.”

The line went dead.

Eli and Cassandra exchanged worried glances.

“Who was that?” Eli asked.

“Someone who knows more than we do,” Cassandra replied grimly. “And someone who doesn’t want us digging any deeper.”

They pulled into a small roadside diner, the kind with flickering neon signs and the smell of stale coffee. Inside, the clatter of dishes and murmurs of late-night patrons felt like another world—normal, safe, and yet so far from the darkness that awaited beyond the veil.

As they sat in a corner booth, Cassandra laid out the notebook and the letter again.

“We need to find this person,” Cassandra said. “If they know about the lake—and the veil—they might be the only one who can help.”

Eli nodded, though fear clouded his eyes. “But what if they’re part of the problem?”

Cassandra’s hand hovered over the notebook, her fingers trembling. “Then we’ll have to face that too.”

Outside, the wind picked up, rattling the windows. The veil was thinning, the whispers growing louder, and somewhere in the shadows, something waited.

The diner’s flickering neon sign cast a sickly pink glow over the chipped vinyl booths inside. Cassandra and Eli sat opposite each other in a corner booth, the notebook spread between them like a fragile map to something neither fully understood. Outside, the wind howled, rattling the windows as if warning them to turn back.

“We need to find the caller,” Cassandra said quietly. “Whoever they are, they know about the veil—and probably about the lake.”

Eli nodded but looked hesitant. “I don’t even know where to start. The only people who knew about the lake were family. Maybe... maybe one of the old neighbors?”

Cassandra thought for a moment. “Maybe someone in town has heard rumors—about the lake, about disappearances. There has to be someone who’s seen or felt the same strange things.”

Eli pulled out his phone, fingers trembling. “I can check the local forums, social media. Maybe someone’s posted about strange happenings.”

Cassandra’s gaze lingered on the notebook again. The symbols seemed to pulse under the fluorescent light, like they were alive. The phrase “blood meets water” gnawed at her. It was a riddle they had to solve if they were going to protect Eli’s sister—and themselves.

“Do you remember anything else about her last days?” Cassandra pressed. “Any unusual behavior, or something she might’ve done at the lake?”

Eli frowned, searching his memory. “She told me once she saw a shadow in the water, something that didn’t belong. She tried to keep it secret but started drawing symbols to... I don’t know, fight it? Or keep it contained.”

Cassandra nodded. “We need to figure out what those symbols mean. If they’re some kind of ward or seal, maybe we can use them to help.”

A sudden chill swept through the diner. Cassandra rubbed her arms, glancing around nervously. Something was off. The normal chatter of the other patrons seemed muted, distant. The air felt thick, like it was holding its breath.

“Did you feel that?” Eli whispered.

Before Cassandra could answer, the lights flickered violently, plunging the diner into near darkness for a heartbeat. When the lights snapped back on, a woman stood at the counter—tall, draped in a dark coat, eyes sharp and watchful. She wasn’t a regular, that much was clear.

The woman’s gaze locked on Cassandra and Eli. Slowly, she approached their booth, voice low and steady. “You’re looking for answers. I might be able to help.”

Eli stiffened. “Who are you?”

The woman smiled thinly. “Call me Maren. I’ve been watching the lake longer than you’ve been alive. And I know what’s waiting beneath the surface.”

Cassandra’s heart quickened. “What do you mean?”

Maren slid into the booth beside them. “The veil isn’t just thin at the lake. It’s tearing. And things from the other side are starting to cross over. Your friend’s sister—she’s caught between two worlds. The lake... it’s a gateway, but it’s also a prison. The symbols she drew? They were attempts to hold that prison shut.”

Eli’s eyes widened. “Can we fix it? Can we save her?”

Maren’s expression darkened. “Maybe. But it’s dangerous. Whatever’s coming through wants freedom—and it doesn’t care what it destroys to get it. You two are meddling with forces beyond your understanding.”

Cassandra clenched her fists. “We don’t have a choice. We have to try.”

Maren studied them for a long moment. “There’s an old ritual. It’s risky and requires a sacrifice. Blood and water, just like your friend’s sister wrote. If you’re willing, I can guide you.”

The weight of Maren’s words settled heavily between them. A sacrifice. It was the price they might have to pay to keep the veil intact—and to save the woman trapped beneath the lake’s surface.

Eli looked at Cassandra, hope flickering in his eyes despite the fear. “We have to do it.”

Cassandra nodded slowly, feeling the burden settle on her shoulders. The veil was thinning, the whispers growing louder, and the shadows waiting.

Whatever came next, they would face it together.

The rain had returned by the time Cassandra and Eli left the diner, heavy drops splattering the windshield as they drove through the dark streets. The world outside seemed drenched in shadows, every flickering streetlamp casting long, uncertain shapes across the wet pavement. The air smelled of damp earth and something older — something like forgotten secrets rising to the surface.

Eli glanced at Cassandra, his face pale and tense. “Maren’s right, isn’t she? This ritual... the sacrifice. What if it doesn’t work? What if it makes things worse?”

Cassandra’s hands tightened around the steering wheel. “I don’t know. But if we don’t try, she’s lost — and we could all be in danger. The veil’s already too thin.”

Eli swallowed hard, staring at the notebook on the passenger seat. The pages seemed to shimmer faintly, as though the symbols themselves were alive — pulsing with an energy that Cassandra could feel humming beneath her skin.

“Tell me everything you know about this ritual,” Cassandra said, breaking the silence.

Eli hesitated. “Maren was vague about the details. She said it needed blood and water — that it had to be done at the lake, at the point where the veil is weakest. She also mentioned a name — something called the ‘Veilkeeper.’ I think it’s some kind of spirit or guardian tied to the lake, maybe the only thing keeping the worlds apart.”

Cassandra nodded slowly. “The Veilkeeper... that makes sense. If the lake is a gateway, it needs a guardian. But if the veil is tearing, maybe the Veilkeeper is weakening.”

Their car rounded a sharp corner, and Cassandra flicked on the headlights, illuminating the familiar outline of Harrow Lake. The willow tree drooped heavily over the water’s edge, its branches swaying like fingers reaching for something lost.

They parked near the shore, stepping out into the cold night. The rain had softened to a mist, and the surface of the lake was eerily still, reflecting the moon’s ghostly glow.

Cassandra felt a prickling at the base of her skull — the same feeling she’d had when the veil first showed itself. She pulled the notebook from her bag, flipping to the page with the jagged cross inside the circle.

“Look at this,” she said, tracing the lines. “It’s some kind of seal or ward. We need to figure out how to activate it.”

Eli’s breath came in shaky puffs. “How do we even begin?”

Cassandra studied the symbols, the strange script curling like smoke. “We start by making a circle, like salt but stronger — something to hold back the darkness while we work.”

Eli nodded, pulling out the small bag of salt they’d brought. Together, they began to trace the symbol’s shape on the damp ground, each grain sparkling faintly in the moonlight.

As they worked, the air grew colder. The mist thickened, and whispers brushed against Cassandra’s ears — soft voices calling from the depths of the lake, promising answers, warning of dangers.

Suddenly, the water rippled violently, and from its depths, the dark figure surfaced briefly — a shadow with burning red eyes, watching them with malevolent intent before vanishing beneath the surface again.

Eli gasped, stepping back. “It’s here.”

“We have to be ready,” Cassandra said, voice steady despite the fear rising inside her.

They lit the candle Maren had given them, its flame flickering weakly against the growing darkness. Cassandra began to chant the words Maren had taught them, a language long forgotten but somehow familiar.

The wind picked up, swirling around them, carrying the voices louder, sharper. The veil thinned, shimmering like a curtain pulled tight but ready to tear.

Blood and water. The price had to be paid.

Eli looked at Cassandra, eyes wide. “Are you ready?”

She met his gaze, heart pounding. “Ready as I’ll ever be.”

They prepared to begin the ritual, standing inside the circle, surrounded by salt and shadow, caught between worlds.

The night held its breath.

The mist clung thick around them, curling like ghostly fingers over the ground, muffling the sounds of the forest. Cassandra’s voice rose steadily, chanting the ancient words Maren had taught her, each syllable echoing with a power that felt older than the earth itself. The candle’s flame
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