

    
        
          The Amber Scripture

        

        
        
          Lisa Bailey

        

        
          Published by Lisa Bailey, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE AMBER SCRIPTURE

    

    
      First edition. July 13, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Lisa Bailey.

    

    
    
      Written by Lisa Bailey.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Amber Scripture

Chapter 1: The Transfusion Room

Chapter 2: The Contaminated Script

Chapter 3: The Labyrinth Descent

Chapter 4: The Husk Colony

Chapter 5: The Black-Market Foundry

Chapter 6: The Mucking Out

Chapter 7: The Veiled Arrival

Chapter 8: The Behavioral Loop

Chapter 9: The Approaching Dragnets

Chapter 10: The Dangerous Mask

Chapter 11: The Raid and Failure

Chapter 12: The Lost Past

Chapter 13: The High-Society Disguise

Chapter 14: The Gates of Ascension

Chapter 15: The Checkpoint Tension

Chapter 16: The Grand Ballroom Relapse

Chapter 17: The Premature Sabotage

Chapter 18: The Autonomous Executioner

Chapter 19: The Internal Battlefield

Chapter 20: The Finale of the Scriptorium

Sign up for Lisa Bailey's Mailing List


Prologue: The Weight of Amber

The city exhaled a damp, metallic breath, a perpetual sigh of industry that coated the tongue with the taste of control and despair. Rain, as fine as powdered glass, sluiced down the grimy facades of skeletal buildings, blurring the edges of a world already too indistinct. Below, the narrow thoroughfares gleamed like oil slicks, reflecting the sickly yellow glow of perpetual streetlights that fought a losing battle against the encroaching gloom. Footsteps echoed, hollow and hurried, swallowed by the ceaseless thrum of unseen machinery burrowing deep beneath the concrete skin of the metropolis. This was a city of steel and shadows, where the air itself felt heavy with unspoken truths and the distant, rhythmic clang of the Ministry’s ceaseless work.

Deep within one such edifice, a low hum vibrated through the very bones of the building. A faint, almost imperceptible tremor that spoke of power and precision. A single figure, a Vessel, lay strapped to a polished, cold slab, their breath coming in shallow, ragged gasps. The air in the sterile chamber was sharp with the tang of antiseptic and something else, a high, thin current that prickled the skin. Over them, an arm of articulated chrome descended, its multifaceted lens focusing with terrifying exactitude. No words were spoken, no comfort offered. Only the faint, almost melodic whirr of the device as it engaged. A cold, piercing pressure bloomed behind the Vessel's eyes, then spread, numbing, chilling, reaching into the deepest recesses of their mind. With a final, shuddering exhalation, the Vessel’s eyes fluttered shut, their face a blank canvas. The process was complete. Another hollow shell, another mind meticulously scoured clean. And in the city above, the rain continued its mournful descent.

The air in the Extraction Spire didn’t just smell of ozone; it tasted of forgotten birthdays and the copper tang of old regrets. It was a thick, cloying atmosphere, heavy with the weight of amber—the name the technicians gave to the viscous, golden fluid that carried the stolen consciousness of the city’s unwanted.

In the center of the chamber, suspended by a web of hydraulic needles, was a boy who no longer had a name. He was merely Vessel 88. His eyes were rolled back, flickering with the rapid-fire imagery of a life being harvested. A first kiss in the rain, the smell of burnt toast in a cramped kitchen, the sharp sting of a scraped knee—all of it was being pulled through the tubes, swirling into the glowing canisters that lined the walls.

Technician Warren stood at the console, his face a mask of clinical indifference. To him, this wasn't a soul being dismantled; it was a hard drive being wiped to make room for more valuable data. The amber fluid pulsed in time with the boy's slowing heartbeat.

"Flow rate stabilized," Warren murmured, his voice barely audible over the hum of the scrubbers.

With a final, sickening shiver, the boy’s body went limp. The gold in the tubes faded to a dull, stagnant yellow. The Extraction was complete. What remained was a husk—a hollow shell of skin and bone, devoid of the jagged edges of personality that made a human difficult to control.

Warren didn't look at the boy as the needles retracted. He was already looking at the next file on his screen. Kestrel Huxley. She was slated for the transfusion. She wouldn't be emptied; she would be filled. And in the dark logic of the Ministry, that was a far more productive kind of death.
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Chapter 1: The Transfusion Room
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The Ministry’s Transfusion Room was a sterile, suffocating place, lit by the rhythmic, sickly pulse of glowing vacuum tubes that snaked across the ceiling like the nervous system of a leviathan.

Kestrel sat in the chair. It was less a seat and more an instrument of geometry, designed to align the human spine with the extraction needles. Her wrists were locked into cold iron manacles that had been polished to a mirror sheen by the nervous perspiration of a hundred souls before her. She was not a person here. She was a vessel, a porous container awaiting a fill.

Warren moved through the periphery of her vision, his movements jerky, dictated by a rhythm he clearly kept on an internal metronome. He didn't look at her face. Why would he? The face was just the lid to the canister. He adjusted a series of brass dials on the main manifold, the whirr-click of the gears sounding like teeth grinding together.

"Subject 4-0-9," Warren droned, his voice flat, devoid of the humanity he likely spent his days siphoning out of others. "Biometrics synchronized. Neural dampeners at ninety percent. Prepare for intake."

Kestrel stared straight ahead at the observation glass. Beyond it, the Ministry’s inner sanctum was a blur of silhouettes. She tried to cling to the stray fragments of her own history—the smell of rain on hot cobblestones, the jagged edges of a broken comb she once kept in her pocket, the cadence of her father’s voice humming a melody that no longer had a name. She held them tight, wrapping her conscious mind around them, shielding them behind a wall of sheer, stubborn denial.

I am Kestrel Huxley, she thought, the words a rhythmic mantra against the approaching numbness. I am not a draft. I am not a memory.

Warren approached with the umbilical, a heavy, braided conduit that dripped a viscous, glowing fluid—the refined guilt of a merchant caught in the Ministry’s sweep. It was a sickly, translucent gold, bubbling with the static of suppressed trauma.

"The merchant was a heavy soul," Warren remarked, almost to himself. "Lots of jagged edges. This one will leave a mark. "

He didn't care about the mark. He only cared about the flow. He leaned over her, and for the first time, their eyes met. His were pale, washed-out things, the color of cataracts. He held the needle, a wicked, multi-pronged quill of sharpened steel, above the base of her skull.

"Don't fight the pressure," he whispered, a hollow mockery of kindness. "The deeper it sinks, the less it hurts when it takes root. If you fight, it shreds."

Kestrel’s breath hitched. She felt the heavy, cold sensation of the needle touching her skin, finding the seam between her vertebrae. It was a predatory sensation—a violation that felt like it was peeling back the curtain of her very soul.

"I'm not," she breathed, the words barely audible. "I'm not going to be a home for your ghosts."

Warren sneered, a tight, thin expression. "Every Vessel says that. And every Vessel ends up as a blank slate or a raving Husk. You’re just storage, girl. Nothing more."

He pressed the needle home.

The initial cold was absolute, a frost that seeped instantly into her marrow, numbing her limbs until she couldn't tell where her fingers ended and the iron armrests began. Then came the smell—the ozone of a lightning strike and the cloying, clotted stench of a butcher’s shop.

The machine began to hum, a deep, sub-bass vibration that rattled her teeth. The amber slurry began to move, a thick, pressurized stream of liquid regret flooding into the entry port at her neck. It felt like needles of ice piercing her cerebral cortex, a relentless, intrusive force trying to carve out a nest within her gray matter.

Her vision tunneled. The room seemed to expand and contract with the pulsing light of the vacuum tubes. She felt a phantom weight pressing down on her memories—the image of her father’s humming fading into a dull, grey fog, replaced by the crushing, unfamiliar weight of a merchant’s greed and the sharp, suffocating sting of his moral failings. It wasn't just information; it was an emotional infection. She felt the merchant's secret shame, his terror of being found out, his obsession with the ledgers he’d cooked.

It was drowning her.

She gritted her teeth, her jaw locking in a spasm of agony. The wall she had built—the fragile, stubborn fortress of her own identity—began to crack. A jagged fissure of foreign sensory data tore through her mind, showing her offices she had never visited, counting coins she had never earned.

Fight it, she commanded herself.

She pulled back. Instead of letting the amber flow consume her, she visualized her mind as a series of sealed chambers. She shoved the merchant’s memories into one, locking the heavy iron bolt. She shoved the shame into another. But the pressure from the umbilical was relentless. The Ministry’s pump was forcing more—too much. The amber began to back up, the pressure gauges on the console spiking into the red.

"Warning," the machine droned in a synthesized, metallic voice. "Over-saturation detected. Pressure at critical.

Warren’s face contorted in alarm. He lunged for the release valves, his hands trembling. "Something's wrong. The flow... it’s reversing."

Kestrel felt a lurch in her gut, a sickening shift in the momentum of the transfusion. The amber slurry in the tube turned from a murky, heavy gold to a violent, discordant violet-black. It didn't feel like the merchant’s memories anymore. This was something sharper, colder, and far more deliberate. It was a shard of pure, jagged intent.

The machine screamed, a high-pitched, metallic shriek that caused the very glass of the room to vibrate. Warren scrambled back, his hands shielding his eyes, but the conduit snapped.

Instead of cutting off, the severed line whipped through the air like a dying snake, spraying a fine mist of the dark substance directly into the open port at the back of Kestrel’s neck.

It hit her brain with the force of an industrial hammer.

There was no gradual descent into madness this time. There was only a blinding, white-hot explosion of consciousness. The walls of her mental chambers didn't just crack—they shattered into a thousand shards of glass.

She saw a gala ballroom, etched in gold leaf and velvet. She felt the weight of a heavy, brass-wrought pistol in her hand. She felt the cold, calculating detachment of a professional killer tracking a target through a scope. She heard the echo of a shot—not yet fired, but vibrating in the future.

The room, the chair, the Ministry—it all began to dissolve into a shifting, impossible landscape of past and future. She was Kestrel, tied to a chair, trembling as her mind burned. And she was also an assassin, standing on a balcony, breathing in the scent of expensive perfume and gunpowder.

She let out a guttural, jagged cry that tore through the sterile silence of the Transfusion Room. Her head snapped back, her eyes rolling toward the ceiling. The amber glow beneath her skin pulsed with the frantic, erratic rhythm of a countdown.

She wasn't holding the memories at bay anymore. She was holding them in a delicate, precarious suspension, trapped in the eye of a psychological hurricane. The machine sat smoking, its gauges shattered, while she sat, gasping for air that felt like lead, her mind no longer a single, unified thing, but a vast, haunted house of fractured realities.

Warren was shouting something, his voice sounding like it was being played through water, but she couldn't hear the words. She only heard the cold, metallic voice inside her head—an instruction, a mission, a set of coordinates written in blood and static.

Forty-eight hours, the thought echoed. The Winter Solstice. The Gala.

Kestrel slumped against the restraints, her chest heaving. The agony of the fracture was exquisite, a searing, electric hum that ran from the base of her skull to the tips of her fingers. She was broken. She was a vessel for something else, something dangerous.

But as the haze of the procedure finally began to clear, leaving only the cold, sharpened awareness of the script in her mind, Kestrel realized one thing with terrifying clarity: the Ministry had aimed for a victim, but they had accidentally forged a blade. And she was finally, for the first time in her life, the one who would decide where it landed.

The hiss of pneumatic seals echoed in the sterile chamber, but it was drowned out by the scream trapped in the back of Kes’s throat. A scream that wasn’t hers.

The transfusion chair shuddered. Garrow’s sabotage was a surgical strike against reality. The amber slurry, intended to be a dull, heavy anchor of a merchant’s fiscal guilt, turned viscous and jagged as it hit the intake manifold. It didn’t flow; it clawed.

The Ministry technician, a man whose face was obscured by a respiration mask and the detached indifference of a gear-clock, tapped a gauge. "Inlet pressure spiking," he muttered, his voice flat. "Flow rate exceeds standard capacity. Initiate manual override?"

Kes couldn't answer. Her head was being split open by an axe made of light.

On the monitors, the data streams—usually a soothing, rhythmic gold—veered into a violent, strobe-light crimson. The assassination script was a tidal wave of future-tense trauma. She felt the sensation of a cold marble floor against her cheek. She smelled the ozone of an electrical fire. She felt the phantom weight of a pepperbox pistol in a hand that didn't feel like her own, aimed at a throat she hadn't yet identified as Garrow’s.

It was a premonition, a forced destiny, injected directly into the synaptic gaps of her subconscious.

"She’s resisting," the technician noted, sounding more annoyed than concerned. "The vessel's architecture is... irregular. It’s not absorbing. It’s compartmentalized."

Garrow stood behind the observation glass, his silhouette framed by the harsh, electric blue of the Ministry’s inner sanctum. He watched the tremors in Kes’s hands, his expression a mask of clinical satisfaction. He didn't see a woman being torn apart; he saw an investment maturing.

Inside the chaos of her mind, Kes felt the walls of her own self—her memories of the Labyrinth, the smell of damp coal, the sting of a scrape on her knee from childhood—being pushed into a corner. The script roared, a psychic parasite demanding to be enacted. It played out in rapid-fire bursts: The Gala. The velvet curtains. The smell of expensive perfume and rot. The trigger pull. The silence.

"No," Kes whimpered, the sound barely audible over the grinding of the brass pumps.

Her eyes snapped open. The pupils were no longer dark brown; they were flecked with the same bioluminescent amber as the slurry. The fracture occurred then—a clean break between the girl who was Kes and the weapon she was becoming. She felt her consciousness slide, tucking itself behind a wall of bone and sheer, desperate spite. She kept her own identity in the dark, watching the script occupy the center stage of her brain like a squatter in a burned-out house.

The machine shrieked. A pipe burst, venting a gout of caustic, amber-tainted steam into the room.

The technician stumbled back, his respiration mask hissing as he struggled to stabilize the feed. "The conduit is rupturing! The memory package is—it’s looping! It’s not offloading; it’s overwriting the local neural pathways!"

Garrow’s voice boomed through the intercom, cold as winter iron. "Do not terminate the flow. Increase the dosage." I want that trajectory burned into her marrow."

Kes felt the order in the vibration of the chair. The script didn't just want to be remembered; it wanted to be realized. It was an offensive loop, designed to turn a human mind into a biological delivery system for a bullet.

She focused on the sliver of her own mind that remained—the part that hated Garrow more than it feared the pain. She reached into the storm, grabbing onto a jagged, painful memory of her father’s warnings about the Ministry, and used it as a stake, driving it into the center of the script. She couldn't stop the script from living in her, but she could warp its architecture. She wouldn't be the weapon Garrow wanted. She would be a stowaway in her own body, waiting for the moment to turn the gun.

The machine gave one final, violent jerk, and then fell silent. The silence was louder than the machinery had been.

The technician leaned over her, his gloved hand trembling as he reached for the clamps on her wrists. "Subject stable," he whispered, though he looked terrified. "But the neural telemetry... it’s incoherent. I’ve never seen a brain hold that much density without shattering."

Kes lay perfectly still, her heart hammering a rhythm against her ribs that matched the ticking of a countdown clock she couldn't see. She felt the script coiled tight behind her eyes, a predatory muscle waiting for the signal to strike.

She turned her head slowly, her neck stiff, and looked toward the observation glass. Garrow was still there, his back turned, tapping a rhythm on the console as he prepared the next phase of his grand design.

He thought he had built a machine. He hadn't realized he’d built a cage, and the animal inside was learning how to pick the lock.

The technician unlatched the final restraint. "Get up, Vessel. You’re being moved to the lower holding blocks for... observation."

Kes swung her legs off the chair. Her feet felt heavy, as if she were walking on the seabed. She didn't look at the technician. She looked at the heavy, reinforced door of the transfusion room. She looked at the shadows in the corner, where the ventilation duct offered a path to the Labyrinth.

The script whispered in her ear: The Gala. The target. The light fades.

Kes pushed the voice aside, burying it under a mountain of her own cold, calculated hatred. She stood tall, her joints popping, the amber in her eyes dimming to a faint, warning glow. She wasn't just a vessel anymore. She was a payload, and she was already moving toward the door.
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Chapter 2: The Contaminated Script
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The brass restraints groaned, a high-pitched, metallic shriek, a dissonance tearing through Kestrel’s consciousness. She wasn't just being filled; she was being overwritten, then partitioned, then rebuilt.

The Transfusion Room was an altar of steam and cold, polished mahogany. Above her, the glass reservoir—the "Amniotic Well"—bubbled with the viscous, glowing gold of the merchant’s guilt. It was supposed to be a standard extraction: a life of petty theft, a few sins of avarice, a manageable slurry of human failure.

But then the pressure changed.

A sharp, rhythmic thrum vibrated through the floorboards—the telltale signature of an Override Key. Somewhere in the observation booth, hidden behind the one-way obsidian glass, Lord Sunder Garrow was pulling levers that shouldn't exist.

The slurry in the delivery tube shifted. The golden amber curdled into a sickly, bruised violet.

No. Kestrel’s thought wasn't a word; it was a desperate clawing at the walls of her own mind. She felt the heavy, oily weight of a new consciousness slamming into her cortex. It didn't feel like a merchant’s petty shame. It felt like cold steel, calculated trajectories, and the singular, frigid focus of a dead man’s will.

Target acquired. Distance: Forty-eight hours. Objective: The Solstice.

The infusion needle buried itself deeper into the nape of her neck. Kestrel arched, her spine snapping against the leather padding of the chair. Her vision fragmented. She saw the Ministry room through her own eyes, but superimposed over it was a terrifyingly clear overlay: the floor plan of a ballroom she had never seen, the specific heat signature of a man standing behind a podium, and the rhythmic click-clack of a percussion cap being primed.

She screamed, but the sound was choked off by the automatic vacuum seals of the chair.

"Stabilize the Vessel," a voice boomed over the intercom—Garrow’s voice, silky and detached. "She is resisting the upload. Increase the pressure. We cannot have a fractured blade; the edge must be clean."

"She’s spiking, My Lord," a panicked technician replied from the booth. "The neural feedback is... it’s not overriding. She’s keeping her ego-anchor. She’s compartmentalizing the script."

"Then she is a more durable tool than I anticipated," Garrow replied.

Kestrel’s world became a kaleidoscope of agony. The "assassin script" was a living organism of logic. It wanted to consume her, to rewrite her history until her name was replaced by a code, her memories replaced by a mission. But Kestrel’s mind was a chaotic landscape of jagged, disconnected trauma—the result of a lifetime in the Labyrinth, a place where memories were currency and nothing was ever truly anchored.

She retreated into the corners of her psyche. She pushed her own childhood—the smell of ozone, the memory of her father’s calloused hand, the taste of stale bread—into a deep, dark cellar of her subconscious, bolting the door with sheer, panicked willpower.

The script hammered at that door.

You are the weapon, the whisper echoed in the violet light behind her eyes. You are the Winter Solstice. You are the silence in the music.

"No," Kestrel wheezed, her voice a wet rattle. She focused on the pain. The physical pain of the needle was the only thing keeping her grounded. She concentrated on the bite of the copper wire against her wrist, the rhythmic pulse of the steam-pressure pump. She became the machine. If she couldn't stop the script, she would bury it in a layer of her brain that she could control. She would treat it like a rot in a piece of wood: isolate it, seal it, and wait.

Her head swam. She felt the script settle deep into her parietal lobe, coiling like a serpent. It was a behavioral loop, a perfect instruction set that waited for a trigger. It didn't own her yet. It was just a passenger in her skull, a passenger with a blade.

The machine hissed, the amber flow stuttering as the script finally burrowed home. The violet glow in the glass tube dissipated, replaced by the clear, sterile hum of an empty conduit.

"Extraction complete," the technician announced, sounding terrified. "She’s... she’s unresponsive, My Lord. But her vital signs are erratic. She’s fighting the integration."

"Bring her to the recovery ward," Garrow ordered, his footsteps receding toward the heavy iron exit. "And have the Brass-Hounds monitor her brainwaves. If she manages to stabilize the script, we have our masterpiece. If she breaks under the weight, discard the chassis."

Discard.

The word acted like a spark in a room full of gas.

Kestrel didn't move. She couldn't. Her nervous system was lit with the fire of a thousand stolen nerves. But she was listening. She was feeling the rhythm of the room—the hiss-click-hiss of the cooling pumps, the erratic shuffle of the technician’s feet as he moved toward her chair to detach the leads.

She waited.

One second.

Two.

The technician reached for the release valve on her neck. His hand was trembling—he knew the rumors about Garrow’s "projects." He was looking at her, not as a woman, but as a ticking bomb.

Focus, the assassin script whispered—not her own thought, but the intrusive, borrowed logic. Identify the vulnerability. Strike the carotid. Secure the exit.

Kestrel’s muscles spasmed, not by her own choice, but by the script’s premature activation. Her left hand snapped up, fingers locking into a claw, moving with a speed that defied the agony in her nerves. It was a motion of pure, lethal efficiency—a strike she had never learned, a move she hadn't practiced.

She caught the technician by the throat.

The sound of snapping cartilage was muffled by the roar of the steam pipes. The man went limp, his eyes wide with a shock that didn't even have time to register as pain.

Kestrel shoved him away, and the force sent him spiraling back against the glass instrumentation panel. Sparks showered the floor. The short-circuiting console screamed, a banshee wail of electricity that triggered the room’s fire-suppression vents.

Thick, chemical foam flooded the chamber, turning the air into a white, choking soup.

Exit, the script commanded.

Kestrel didn't argue. She didn't know who she was anymore, or what kind of monster she had become, but she knew the smell of death, and she knew she was the one who had brought it into the room. She ripped the remaining conduits from her neck, the hot, metallic taste of copper filling her mouth.

She stumbled off the chair, hitting the floor on her hands and knees. Her mind felt like a house with the lights flickering out room by room. Every time she tried to remember her mother’s face, the script surged, pulling her focus toward the door, toward the vents, toward the survival protocols.

She clawed her way to the heavy service hatch, a maintenance crawlspace that led into the bowels of the Ministry. She was a fractured thing now—a girl who had been hollowed out and filled with the cold, hard logic of a murder that hadn't happened yet.

She slipped into the darkness of the pipe, the steam burning her skin, the script whispering coordinates and tactical retreats into her ear. She began to crawl, leaving the Transfusion Room behind, leaving the girl she had been in the wreckage of the chair.

She was Kestrel Huxley, or maybe she was just the vessel for a crime. As she descended into the depths of the Labyrinth, where the light of the city didn't reach, she knew one thing for certain: she was going to be the death of the man who had turned her into a weapon.

The script tightened in her mind, a cold, comforting weight. She didn't need to know who she was to know how to kill. And for now, that was enough.

The neural shunt hissed, a sound like a wet lung struggling for air. Kestrel’s vision swam in a kaleidoscope of nauseating ochre, the world vibrating at a frequency that made her teeth ache. Her mind felt like a house being dismantled board by board, the structure groaning under the weight of an intruder that refused to be evicted.

Deep within her frontal lobe, the script pulsed. It wasn’t a memory of a past event; it was a ghost-instruction of a future murder. The Prefect. Winter Solstice. The blade—no, the pistol. The sensations were crisp, clinical, and utterly foreign. It wanted to pull her eyes toward the door, to calculate the trajectory of a bullet, to measure the distance to the guard standing outside the transfusion bay.

Kestrel gripped the iron armrests until the metal bit into her palms. She bit her tongue, the sharp, metallic sting of blood grounding her.

"Target confirmed," the voice wasn't hers, but it echoed in the cathedral of her skull, hollow and rhythmic. "Proceed to extraction."

No. She shoved
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