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			Author’s Note

			This is a work of fiction. But like all enduring myths, it contains truths that run deeper than fact.

			What you are about to read is not for the faint of heart. If you are determined to keep your head buried in the sand, to ignore the fractures in our financial, political, legal, environmental, and spiritual systems, this book is not for you.

			It may challenge your beliefs. It may rattle the comfortable stories you’ve been told about history, religion, and power. But it is not written to make you anxious, paranoid, or hopeless.

			Clandestine Wings invites you to peer into the cracks, into the brokenness of our systems. It asks: What if what we’ve been told is a lie? And then it asks: What if we can break free from these systems of enslavement and remember who we truly are?

			This story is a frequency transmission, disguised as a novel. It is part of what some call the Great Awakening, the moment when mankind begins to shed the illusions that have bound us for millennia. Its purpose is to convert fear into love, confusion into clarity, and stagnation into sovereignty.

			Over time, legal language distorted the original meaning of Hu-Man, once understood as “God-Mind,” a living expression of divine intelligence, and redefined mankind, the natural creation aligned with Earth and Source, as human. What was once a sacred name for a being of light and consciousness became a synthetic label, shifting meaning from living essence to legal fiction. Throughout the novel, my protagonists mostly use the term mankind to honour the living, sovereign men and women (womb-man) beyond that deception.

			I do not claim to hold the truth. I only offer a mirror through which you may awaken to whatever feels true for you.

			Whatever the case, may these pages help you remember that you are not small, broken, or lost. You are divine, luminous, and free, and the Earth you dream of is not just possible, it is inevitable.

			With so much love for Earth and mankind.

			Fiona Love

		

	
		
			Prologue

			Star Nations, Pleiadian Constellation

			From beyond the veil of time, they watched.

			Two beings of the Star Nations stood at the edge of the stars, one ancient, woven with the memory of many worlds, the other still young, bright, learning and questioning.

			They stood among the soft radiance of the Seven Sisters, the Pleiades, an ancient cluster of knowing, memory, and light. Far below, Earth turned slowly, wrapped in a strange dimness that glowed just beyond the reach of stars.

			The younger one, radiant and restless, broke the silence. “How does the frequency keep rising and falling? Why is there so much suffering there?” they asked.

			The elder watched the planet quietly, as though listening to a distant heartbeat. “Because the forgetting is deep. And the ones who came to deceive still whisper through their wires, some hear and some don’t. But this is not the first world to fall, nor will it be the first to rise again, if it be so.”

			The younger’s light flickered. “Do they know we were there once? That we helped seed their beginning?”

			“Some do, but not all,” the elder said. “The stories still echo among the dreamers, the song keepers, those who remember the skies, the seas, the earth and their true selves.”

			A pause.

			“So the dance continues,” the younger one said with a sigh. “The unravelling between the Sons of Light and the Sons of Dark.”

			The elder nodded slowly. “It does. But the cosmic law of free will is always the same. No rescue. Only remembering.”

			Then, more quietly, the elder added, “Still, some among the Arcturians, Sirians, and our own have chosen to enter the dream again, to walk as mankind, to awaken the codes, to help light the path. Their presence is subtle, but their impact is real. They may be the first to remember.”

			Silence wrapped around them, thick with what had come before. A thousand lifetimes, a thousand lost chances.

			The younger looked again to Earth, its surface glittering with cities like nervous sparks, unaware of the stars above.

			“Will they make it?”

			The elder didn’t answer right away. Instead, they opened their palm, revealing a single ember of light, fragile, flickering, and alive.

			“There is hope,” the elder said. “It is enough, for now.”

			Subterranean Realm of The Asura, Circa 605 BCE

			Far below the surface, the Asura council met inside crystalline halls carved after Atlantis fell and the Great Flood consumed the high cities. The portals had shattered, their Belial aligned Anunnaki allies had vanished, and the Asura had been forced underground, where they endured for millennia. Once a proud bio-cybernetic race, their forms now showed decay. Unable to leave, and cut off from their original source frequency, which was never of this Earth, they were running out of time. 

			Seven leaders sat in their thrones. Before them stood one they had named Melchizedek. Not the ancient priest king of legend, but a human hybrid vessel shaped to carry their will among the human scribes.

			Ka’resh, First Councillor, explained to the vessel the history behind their mission. “Humanity multiplies while we weaken. When we returned fully to the surface, in Kemet, your Egypt, we fractured temples once aligned to the stars, turning cosmic law into divine right, initiation into bloodline privilege, and resonance into ritual.”

			He gestured to the chamber walls. “More recently in Babylon, with Marduk guiding, Hammurabi carved law into black stone, enshrining consent disguised as justice. We won our first true codification of rules for the humans, yet our forms could not long survive above ground.”

			Rak’thar’s voice was low. “Our departed allies left us more than memory. They implanted the planetary grid and the human bio-field with the technology of the subjugation code… an embedded image insert that flattens perception to a narrow, three dimensional band. It shortens lifespans, cycles souls through reincarnation, and helps keep the mind split from the heart, identity split from divinity. Born in the fall of the star nations, anchored at Atlantis, it still broadcasts from beneath. Through it, we can still steer belief, emotion, and thought.”

			Ka’resh continued, “To survive, we blended, sowing our seeds across chosen races. Our hybrid vessels are better able to bridge worlds, submit to control more easily, and let us refine the code. The bloodline families have received rites and rituals that feed us with fear and desire given form, binding them to us across generations.”

			Nyssara’s long fingers steepled. “Dilution is dangerous. Without hidden control we lose our essence.”

			“Control will hold,” Rak’thar answered. “Through our hybrids we seed beliefs that divide, man against woman, tribe against tribe. 

			Ka’resh turned to Melchizedek. “Your task is clear. Enter their encampments and shape their texts. Plant the lie that one people are chosen above the rest under divine authority. From this single fracture will come endless divisions, each tribe claiming favour, each faith declaring supremacy. Wars will be fought not for land but for God, and every battle will feed us. They will not see the design. Pain and chaos will do the rest.”

			Sulara, oldest of the seven, hissed. “Close their hearts. Make them forget nature, the stars, the seas, and their dreams. If they remember their divinity when the Aquarian frequency anchors in just over two and a half thousand years, we are finished.”

			A shadow moved. Veylin leaned forward. “Melchizedek, your priestly seduction will not walk alone. Our newest vessel, Nebuchadnezzar, is pliant. Broken by conquest, he will destroy the temple that houses Solomon’s archives, wiping the last archives of ancient star nation wisdom. In its place, he will build the blueprint for empires rooted in fear, domination, and spectacle.”

			Rak’thar continued, “And we will bind it all in trade. Let value become a fiction. Let tokens replace trust. Teach them to worship money as the measure of life, and the monetary system will anchor their slavery more completely than chains.”

			Sulara’s blind gaze fixed on Melchizedek. “What if they resist?”

			“Then we cull and enslave them,” Ka’resh said, voice hard. “Their fear is our friend. Their bodies will labour and their minds will yield. One way or another, they will sustain us. We cannot fail. If we have not secured their societies, hearts, minds, and very biology before the Great Turning of the ages, there is no hope for us.”

			Ka’resh’s final command settled over the chamber. “We conquer by deception, technology, and control, slipping into their bloodstreams, their thoughts, their very breath, and hollowing them out until only we remain. Let them think they are free while their chains tighten. Melchizedek, you are the key. With our hybrids we will not only inject genetics, but through the subjugation code, inject our very essence and hijack all of humanity’s native frequency. This is the dawn of Asura-humanism.”

			The seven rose, their shadows stretching across the glowing walls.

			In the depths of the Earth, beneath the rising empire of Babylon, the seeds of an invisible conquest to create The Age of the Asura had been sown.

			Zadokite Encampment, Near Babylon, Circa 585 BCE

			Melchizedek stepped into the Zadokite camp outside Babylon, his cloak stirring in the desert breeze. The warmth and life of the surface world contrasted sharply with the Asura’s cold subterranean halls. His clear mission was to shape the scriptures so humanity would bind itself to obedience and division.

			The campfires burned as Zadokite scribes debated their task, preserving oral traditions in exile. Their leader, Ezrah, rose to meet the stranger.

			“Peace be with you,” Melchizedek said, his voice low and resonant. “I am Melchizedek, priest of El Elyon. Your work will shape nations. I bring counsel for your sacred task.”

			“And what counsel is that?” Ezrah asked cautiously.

			“That obedience to divine law is your lifeblood,” Melchizedek replied. “Through covenant you will endure. Write that you are chosen above others, bound to the Most High’s favour. In this lies both survival and authority.”

			Ezrah hesitated, then nodded. “Our people are indeed set apart.”

			“You must remind them of it in every line,” Melchizedek pressed. “Through your lineage the nations will see divine order. Those who obey will prosper; those who stray will fall to discord.”

			In the days that followed, he lingered in their tents, offering insights at the right moment, recalling verses no one else remembered. He helped structure genealogies, sketched heavens in the sand, and aligned celestial order with tribal roles. His presence softened suspicion. Slowly, his words became theirs; mercy turned into purity, unity gave way to separation, and obedience became the highest virtue.

			Months passed. He ate with them, walked to the river, learned their rhythms. He never demanded trust, but earned it piece by piece, until his influence was woven into every scroll. Women were barred from the scribal role. Lineage and hierarchy were exalted. The Zadokites believed they had preserved truth, not realising they had absorbed corruption.

			By the time the texts were complete, the writings carried seeds of obedience, separation, and the belief in a chosen people. These became foundations for future faiths that would war without end.

			Under the starlit sky, Melchizedek returned to his kind, satisfied that another piece of the grand design had fallen into place. The Asura’s plan unfolded with meticulous precision, shaping the destiny of a world that remained unaware of the forces guiding it from the shadows.
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			1

			Charles Ross, Kimberley, South Africa, November 1889

			The sun hung low over the jagged horizon of the Kimberley diamond fields, casting long shadows across the scorched earth. Charles Ross stood at the edge of the mine shaft, his gloved hands resting on the iron railing, gaze fixed on the churning pit below. His tailored suit, dusted with red grit, clung stiffly to his frame. Around him, the sound of industry roared. Pickaxes striking rock, carts clattering along rails, and the distant hiss of steam. None of it stirred him. This was his dominion.

			Beside him, Walter Gainsborough, lean, pale, and visibly shaken, tightened the harness around his waist. “Mr Ross, you must see it for yourself. I don’t have the words for it.”

			Ross arched a brow. “You’ll need more than wonder to justify pulling me from Parliament correspondence, Gainsborough.”

			“I wouldn’t have insisted if it weren’t extraordinary, sir.”

			Ross narrowed his eyes. The man’s sincerity was irritating, but the spark of curiosity kindled within him. He was not one to ignore unusual anomalies, especially not ones discovered beneath ground he owned.

			“Very well,” Ross said, stepping into the elevator cage. “But if this is some cave collapse dressed up in mysticism, I’ll see you reassigned to one of our less… hospitable camps.”

			Gainsborough gave a tight nod. As the winch groaned to life, the cage descended into the mine’s throat. The clamour above faded, replaced by the rhythmic clanking of chain and the deepening silence of earth. The air turned cool and damp as Ross’ eyes began to adjust to the lack of light. Then a strange tension began to press in around them. Not just pressure, but something else. Ross felt it in his teeth.

			At the bottom, miners glanced up nervously but said nothing. Gainsborough led the way, his lantern slicing through shadow as they moved deeper into unmapped territory.

			“The others wouldn’t come back here,” he muttered. “Said the ground was alive.”

			Ross snorted but didn’t speak. The walls narrowed, and then suddenly opened into a low cavern where the rock had split unnaturally. Gainsborough ducked through a cleft in the stone. Ross followed, and stopped short.

			Before him stretched a vast subterranean road, smooth and black as obsidian, bordered by low glowing orbs that hovered above the ground. The walls shimmered faintly with threads of bluish luminescence, like veins pulsing with unseen energy.

			“This… isn’t natural,” Ross murmured.

			Gainsborough nodded. “It’s not.”

			Ross stepped forward, mesmerised by the symmetry of the scene. The unnatural perfection of the road, the gentle rhythm of the lights. It felt less like an ancient ruin and more like something that had simply… waited.

			A tremor shook the ground beneath their feet. Ross stumbled. Behind them, the tunnel gave a thunderous groan.

			“Get back!” Gainsborough shouted, but the collapse came fast, a wall of rock and dust roaring down.

			Ross dove forward. When the dust cleared, Gainsborough was gone, buried beneath tons of stone.

			The silence that followed was heavy and absolute. Ross’s stomach churned as he pictured Gainsborough crushed in the rubble, but the shock had yet to take hold. Alone now, Ross couldn’t go back so he turned to the road and the hum that echoed faintly within his chest. He did not call for help. He simply followed the path.

			Time seemed to dissolve as he walked. Eventually, the road widened, giving way to a grand archway carved from the stone itself. Strange symbols lined its frame, glowing slightly.

			Ross stepped through, shocked to find himself in a world that should not exist.

			A cavern the size of a city opened before him, bathed in a light that mimicked the sun yet held no discernible source. The air was warm, clean, and rivers cut through green plains. Trees unlike any he’d seen before bent in slow rhythm, as though breathing. Dome shaped buildings rose in the distance, their surfaces smooth and iridescent, giving the impression they had grown rather than been built.

			And then they came.

			Humanoid in form, but taller, with elongated limbs and skin like liquid pearl. Their faces were serene, eyes glowing with calm intellect. One approached, graceful and silent, and then spoke.

			“You are not the first to find us,” it said in perfect English, its voice layered with harmonic undertones. “But you may be the first who is ready to understand.”

			Ross stiffened. “What… are you?”

			“We are what your kind once knew, and chose to forget. You may call us the Asura. And you have arrived at a turning point.”

			The being turned. “Come. Our council will see you.”

			Ross followed without protest, his thoughts spinning. He should be terrified, but the place lulled him: its logic, its precision, the magnetic pull of power barely concealed beneath its surface.

			They led him through a luminous city, past structures that shimmered like crystal and vibrated with quiet energy. Soon, they arrived at a massive chamber carved into the stone. Seven beings sat in a half-moon around a glowing orb suspended mid-air. Intricate symbols danced across their black robes. The one in the centre raised a hand.

			“Charles Ross,” it said, not as a question. “Welcome.”

			“I am Vasskar,” the being continued. “We have watched the world above fracture. Your species clings to division. It has always done so. But now, the cycle turns. The precession nears its peak. After 2030, the Earth will shift again when the frequencies change. We must anchor our system before the convergence, the crossing of cycles when Earth itself will rise. At that moment, whichever path humanity has chosen will be magnified and made permanent.”

			Ross, stunned by the precision of their words, forced himself to speak. “You speak as though… the future is fixed.”

			“Not fixed,” said another, Sulakai, her voice cool. “Scripted. Unless rewritten.”

			Vasskar gestured toward the orb. “The structures of your world including money, belief, and authority were seeded long ago. Through chosen bloodlines and human-Asura hybrids. But the grip is weakening. The coming Aquarian frequency favours transparency, sovereignty and coherence. That is a threat to us.”

			Ross stared at them. “And what does that have to do with me?”

			“You are aligned to our source frequency,” Ra’kaan said calmly. “You descended from those who first entered our system willingly. That is why we allowed your mine to access our realm. That is why you can see us. That is why you are here.”

			Ross swallowed. “And what do you want of me?”

			“To seed the next stage of our plan, the pre Aquarian reset,” Vasskar replied. “One that masks our influence within your own systems. Form a secret society, consolidate your power. Influence the political, financial, and spiritual levers of your world. War, fear and scarcity are tools of influence, use them.”

			“By 2030,” Sulakai added, “your world must be sufficiently aligned so we can save our species. Or we risk losing our foothold altogether.”

			Ross stood silent, weighing the impossible. Much was incomprehensible to him, but he knew power when he saw it.

			“You have wealth,” Ra’kaan said. “Influence. Access to the levers of empire. You will be our proxy. Or our enemy. Choose.”

			Ross inhaled deeply. “I choose survival. And power.” His lips curled into a faint smile, the kind he reserved for moments of conquest. He was building his empire on fear, not loyalty, and the thought of serving something even more ruthless than himself thrilled him.

			The council inclined their heads.

			Sulakai’s voice followed as he turned: “Good. We almost lost control in your last century. One civilisation rose too swiftly. Free energy fuelled their expansion and dissolved the scarcity model we depend upon. A planetary awakening was imminent. We triggered a reset using our energetic weaponry to collapse the field, wiped memory and disrupted their frequencies. But remnants still remain. They may remember again. Their DNA still carries the original codes.”

			Ra’kaan added coolly, “If we are to succeed permanently, we must take them biologically. Change the DNA. Remove the spark. Then resets will no longer be needed.”

			“You will return to your world,” Vasskar said to Ross. “We will guide you as needed. And when the time comes, you, and those who follow you, will help us reclaim the surface that was once ours.”

			After they dismissed him, Ross walked toward the passage, escorted by two silent beings, each step carrying him further from the cavern’s strange embrace. When he finally resurfaced at the edge of the mine, dawn was breaking above Kimberley.

			His left eye throbbed faintly. His vision felt sharper. But more than anything, a clarity had taken root within him, a mission.

			Within the week, he would be en route to England. And by the time he arrived, the foundations of a new world would already be forming in his mind.
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			Jim McDonald, Naracoorte, Australia, March 1906

			The fire crackled and hissed as if lending its own rhythm to the conversation. Beyond its amber circle, the vast Australian night expanded in every direction, silent but alive, punctuated by the call of a night bird, the shuffle of sheep, the distant rustle of dry grass. It was late, yet none of the men were eager to sleep. The air was thick with the scent of wood smoke, sweat, and damper crisping on the coals. Scotch whisky made slow rounds in battered tin cups, blackened from years of use and few washings, though no one seemed to mind.

			Jim McDonald sat cross-legged on his swag, one elbow resting on his knee, the other hand loosely holding his drink. His face caught the light with an intensity that matched his presence, his storm coloured eyes alert and thoughtful. Though just twenty, he carried the weight of command with the ease of someone who had never been taught to doubt himself. His shoulders were broad from work, and the lines at his brow hinted at a man who’d spent his life outdoors, listening, watching, deciding.

			“We’re making good time,” said Lloyd Flynn, Jim’s closest friend and second-in-command. Lloyd was lean, with a grin that seemed to persist whether he was bone-tired or blistered. “Give it another week, we’ll be counting shillings in Adelaide and eating food that hasn’t been scorched into coal.”

			Jim smiled. “Don’t let Ma hear you slandering her bread. She’ll send a telegram just to cuff your ears.”

			The others chuckled. They were a rough band, but loyal, and they followed Jim not just for his steady hand, but for the sense that he noticed things others didn’t. The sheep, the sky, and the silence between sentences.

			“Any of you heard the stories about this place?” came a voice from across the fire. It was old Tom Murray, a drover whose moustache had taken over his face like a woolly fence. He had the voice of a man who’d walked through more storms than most had read about, and wasn’t in a hurry to impress anyone.

			“What kind of stories?” Jim asked, his tone light but attentive.

			Tom puffed on his pipe and gestured lazily toward the darkness. “Naracoorte Caves. Not far from here. The local mob reckon there’s spirits in the deep tunnels. Not ghosts, exactly, but older things. Ones that don’t take kindly to being disturbed.”

			A gust stirred the fire, casting strange shapes across the dust. No one laughed.

			“Tall ones, they say. Eyes like coal. You might hear them shifting down there, but you’ll never see them come out. Not really part of this world.”

			Lloyd rolled his eyes. “Come off it, Tom. You trying to scare us like we’re greenhorns on their first drive?”

			Tom shrugged, unconcerned. “Believe what you want. I wouldn’t go down there for all the land from here to Adelaide.”

			Jim said nothing, but his gaze drifted into the dark where the caves lay, unseen. He felt a stirring inside, something not born of fear, but older still. An instinct beneath the programmed self. Curiosity, the call of adventure. The very things that had always driven him, ever since he was a boy on horseback, galloping over the hills of his family’s property, chasing horizons just for the thrill of it.

			By the time the fire had burned to embers, Jim lay awake under the stars. Lloyd snored nearby, unaware. But Jim couldn’t let the thought go. The caves and their stories. The way his skin prickled when Tom spoke of tall beings and hidden places. He didn’t believe in ghosts or the like, but there was something about places like that, places where time itself felt older than the world above, that tugged at him. It reminded him of how he used to feel riding the ridgelines of his family’s land, chasing nothing and everything. 

			“Lloyd.”

			A snore caught in the man’s throat.

			“Up early tomorrow. We’re heading to the caves.”

			“You’re joking,” he muttered, half asleep.

			“Do I sound like I’m joking?”

			Lloyd groaned. “You’re mad, mate. But all right. First light.”

			At dawn, the cave mouth yawned before them, still as stone, rimmed with shadows. Jim stood silent, lantern in hand, letting the cold air breathe across his face. There was a hum, barely perceptible, low and deep. But only when he faced northwest, toward the very heart of the wide great land. He turned slightly and the sensation vanished. Turned back, and it returned. It was not a sound exactly, nor a feeling, but a definite vibration. Like something in the bones of the land was calling to him.

			“You feel that?” Jim asked, his voice low.

			Lloyd looked around, brow furrowed. “Feel what?”

			Jim said nothing more. Whatever it was, it was meant for him.

			The cave swallowed them quickly, light from the lanterns barely pushing back the dark. Their footsteps echoed as they moved deeper, the silence deepening with every step. The smell was ancient, dust layered on time, on memory. And then, somewhere in the blackness, came the sound, soft and rhythmic, like something breathing.

			Jim raised his lantern. For the briefest second, something shifted ahead. Tall, almost impossibly so. It moved with unnatural grace, and then vanished into a side passage.

			Lloyd swore, louder than he meant to. “Tell me you saw that.”

			“I saw it.”

			They stood frozen, breath shallow.

			“I don’t think it wants us here,” Jim said finally, and turned back toward the light.

			Outside, the sky had warmed, but both men stepped into it like they’d crossed more than just stone and silence. Lloyd was pale, rattled. Jim looked back once, thoughtful.

			“What do you reckon that was?” Lloyd asked, as they reached the horses.

			Jim hesitated. “I reckon it was real. And I reckon we weren’t meant to see it.”

			Lloyd muttered something and mounted up. Jim lingered a moment, glancing again northwest. The hum was gone, but the memory of it lingered. He decided to take note of it in his journal when he next had the chance.

			Then he swung into the saddle and turned toward the sheep, the caves already fading behind him.
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			Charles Ross, London, Britain, November 1891

			The dining room of Charles Ross’s London mansion was a scene of extraordinary opulence. Chandeliers glittered overhead, casting a soft, golden light on the mahogany table, long enough to seat thirty. Polished silver cutlery gleamed beside the finest porcelain, and crystal glasses caught the flickering glow of tall candles. Maids and footmen moved soundlessly between the guests, pouring wine and attending to their every need, as though they were invisible.

			Charles Ross himself sat at the head of the table, a figure of commanding presence. His wealth as a diamond tycoon was legendary, but tonight, he was not merely a merchant of gems. Satirists in the press often ridiculed him as the “Colossus,” a man whose ambitions were too vast for any mortal. Yet few dared to underestimate him. Behind the jest, there was recognition: Charles Ross possessed the power, vision, and resources to reshape the world.

			It was 1891, and Ross had recently returned from South Africa, where his empire flourished beyond all expectation. The gold and diamond mines, driven by ruthless exploitation and an iron-fisted control of the labour force, yielded unimaginable wealth. Every month, fortunes were drawn from the earth as Ross’ new mines seemed to have an uncanny knack for always finding the precious goods they searched for, thereby consolidating Ross’s dominance and influence in Africa and beyond. To his critics, he was a merciless capitalist; to his admirers, a visionary with the means to turn dreams into reality. This meeting, convened in his London mansion, was a reflection of both his ambition and his reach.

			The men who sat around the table were no ordinary guests. Each had been handpicked, their influence undeniable, their capabilities proven. The notable journalist, Edwin Hawthorne, a pioneer of the tabloid format with The Gazette, swirled his claret thoughtfully. His writing style, sensational and widely read, had made him one of the most powerful voices in the English speaking world. He looked at Ross with a mixture of admiration and curiosity.

			At Ross’s right sat Sir Frederick Langley, a historian and politician with connections to Queen Victoria. Langley’s influence was of a different sort, subtle and enduring. He had advised cabinets, shaped policies, and knew the machinery of empire better than most, and was often credited as the man who turned the gears behind the scenes, where true power resided.

			Conversation buzzed, punctuated by the clink of glasses and the muted footsteps of servants. At the far corner of the room, by the doorway, an unseen maid named Margaret lingered just a moment too long as she adjusted a tray. Her hands busied themselves with a half empty decanter, but her ears were keen. Her careful listening would bear fruit in time, though she could scarcely comprehend what was unfolding before her.

			Ross stood, commanding silence.

			“Gentlemen,” he began, his voice deep and measured. “You are gathered here tonight not merely for fine wine or conversation, but for a cause far greater than any of us individually. The British Empire, our Empire, is the culmination of centuries of progress, culture, and governance. We are the pinnacle of human civilisation. And yet…” He paused, letting the silence deepen. “And yet, our work is not done.”

			The room held its breath.

			“Empires rise and fall, but ours need not follow the same fate. For we have the opportunity to cement its ideals, to extend its culture, its benevolence, its stability to the entire globe. This is not vanity. It is responsibility. We owe it to the world to share what we have built. To bring peace and order where chaos reigns. To govern those who cannot govern themselves.”

			Sir Langley nodded approvingly, while Edwin Hawthorne stroked his beard, already framing how such lofty rhetoric might read in print, not for the masses, of course, but for the right audience.

			“How do we achieve this?” Ross continued, his gaze sweeping across the table. “With confidentiality and precision. The greatest structures of control are those unseen by the masses. I have studied the works of Weishaupt, his ‘rings within rings.’ The model is impeccable. The centre holds power; the outer rings hold belief. Compartmentalisation ensures loyalty without full understanding.”

			Ross paused here, but not for dramatic effect. His mind flicked briefly to what he knew, what the others in the room could not yet grasp.

			History has already been shaped to prepare the ground. The last great reset, barely fifty years past, cleared the board magnificently. The so-called Great Fires, in Chicago, Boston, and Paris, along with the rapid emergence of the World Fairs, were not accidents or isolated events. They erased inconvenient architecture, reshaped memory, and introduced the new visual language of Empire. Neo-classical façades, technological marvels, and scripted narratives all carefully orchestrated to reframe what had come before. We have been gifted a century of opportunity, gentlemen. A blank slate in disguise.

			He didn’t say it aloud. Not yet. The others were useful, but not ready. That knowledge had come to him through another channel, one few men would ever understand.

			Edwin Hawthorne looked up, as though catching a flicker of something hidden. Langley merely folded his hands, eyes glittering with recognition.

			“At the heart,” Ross continued, “we shall form The Society of the Elect, comprising only a few of us, men of means and vision. Surrounding this will be larger rings… organisations we control, but whose members do not need to know the true purpose. I call these our Round Tables.”

			Ross walked the length of the table, hands clasped behind his back as he spoke, every word deliberate.

			“In Britain, America, Canada, Australia, New Zealand, and India, wherever the Empire extends its arm, these Round Tables will take root. Around them, we shall form Front Groups, institutions that appear benign but serve our purpose. In the Dominions, they will be known as the Royal Institute for International Affairs. In America, where the word ‘Royal’ holds less sway, they shall be called the Council on Foreign Relations. These names will mean nothing to the common man, but to us, they signify control.”

			Edwin Hawthorne raised an eyebrow. “And the financing, Charles? Such ambition… requires fuel.”

			Ross smiled. “Fear not. I have prepared for this. When I die, my wealth will be governed by seven wills. Explicit instructions will guide my executors to use my fortune in service of our cause. Scholarships will be established to recruit the finest young minds, the ambitious, the brilliant, and the ruthless, those capable of enacting our vision. The Ross Scholarship, for instance, will appear an act of charity. In truth, it will serve as a recruitment arm for our Society. Worthy candidates, gentlemen, worthy as we define it. We will find other ways to gradually accumulate wealth from around the world too, by means of wars, and through the banking systems, for instance.” Ross knew that the men in this room were of the same bloodlines as him, so he felt sure there would be total agreement to his plans.

			The weight of the revelation settled over the room. As suspected, there was no dissent. The men gathered here understood power. They understood what was being proposed. Not just an empire, but a world system. A global network, hidden in plain sight, controlled from the shadows. What they didn’t understand is that the men and women in this network also had Asura blood so were much more pliable to the Asura agenda.

			“And who will hold the reins of this grand machine?” Langley asked.

			Ross stopped, his piercing gaze meeting every eye in turn. “We will.”

			The maid continued wiping a spill on the buffet, aware of the storm brewing in that gilded room. She moved as needed to complete her tasks, but her heart beat wildly. She had heard too much. For now, she did nothing. But the words, ‘Round Tables, Society of the Elect, secret control’, burned in her mind. 

			Across the table, Edwin Hawthorne raised his glass. “To the Empire eternal.”

			The men responded as expected.
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			Jim McDonald, Melbourne, Australia, June 1914

			It was the kind of spring day that made Melbourne’s heart swell with pride. The skies were the colour of a blue diamond, the air sweet with jasmine and the promise of something new. St Paul’s Cathedral stood solemn and commanding at the corner of Flinders Street, its pale sandstone spires rising like tuning forks over the city. The facade carried that peculiar grandeur of a different age with very precise arches, vaults impossibly high, and stonework seemingly too refined for the colony’s early tools. It was a church that looked less like something built and more like something uncovered.

			Minnie Callaghan arrived on her father’s arm, her lace veil lifting in the breeze. Her breath caught with nerves and the weight of the moment. This was it. Her wedding day. She barely glanced at the stone around her as she stepped toward the wide cathedral doors. Her thoughts were on Jim, waiting at the altar, as the sound of the pipe organ rose within, rich and haunting, filling the cathedral with a magical vibration.

			Inside, light streamed through stained-glass windows in dappled reds, golds, and greens. Jim McDonald, standing at the altar in his crisp dark suit, tugged at his cuffs, trying to hide his nerves with a smile.

			His brother Harry leaned in with a grin. “I think she’s here, mate. Still not too late to bolt, you know.”

			Jim didn’t take his eyes off the entrance. “Wouldn’t dream of it.”

			And then she appeared, just as the music shifted, drawing every head to turn toward her. Minnie glided forward, held steady by her father, Thomas Callaghan. She was radiant. Her dress, a vision of ivory lace, seemed to float with her as she walked. Blonde hair tucked into delicate curls beneath her veil, cheeks flushed and eyes bright, she was everything he’d dreamed of when he’d first fallen in love with her.

			Jim’s parents sat in the front pew, his father holding his mother’s hand as they watched their son. Pride swelled in their chests; Jim was the first in the family to leave the droving life for the city, a man now in every sense of the word. Around them, Jim’s siblings whispered excitedly, the youngest, Bessie, struggling to sit still in the stuffy church.

			Minnie’s father, Thomas Callaghan, walked with dignity, a statesman even now. He was a man who’d been there when the six states of Australia had unified in 1901, an event he often said would mark “the rise of the new nation.” Thomas had always carried an air of pride in his legacy, but his gaze softened as he handed Minnie’s hand to Jim.

			“Take care of her, son,” he said.

			“I will, sir.”

			The ceremony was simple but heartfelt, the vows spoken with a conviction that turned the shuffles of the congregation to quiet reverence. When they were pronounced man and wife, the church erupted in cheers. Outside, friends and family showered the couple with handfuls of rose petals, laughter ringing out under the springtime sun.

			The reception was held nearby in Carlton Gardens, on the grounds beside the Royal Exhibition Building. A marquee had been erected on the lawn, its white canvas glowing in the afternoon light. The great dome of the building loomed nearby, massive and stately, flanked by colonnades and framed in perfect geometry. Built in 1880 for the Melbourne International Exhibition, it remained a monument to ambition and symmetry, its outer halls long since dismantled, leaving only the central structure intact. Few questioned why, and fewer still remembered how such a feat had been achieved with the tools of the time.

			Inside the marquee, long tables were draped in white linen and adorned with crystal, spring flowers, and polished silverware. Platters of roasted duck with orange glaze sat beside dishes of smoked trout, delicate cucumber sandwiches, and bowls of minted peas. Crystal flutes brimmed with sparkling wine, and towers of éclairs and sponge cakes offered a sweet finish. A string quartet played in the corner, their melodies weaving gently through the air until a piano and fiddle picked up a livelier tune, setting feet in motion and drawing laughter from every corner.

			Jim had never felt happier. Minnie was by his side, cheeks flushed from dancing, her laughter bubbling like a clear stream. Sitting at the table, his mother wiped her eyes discreetly as his father raised a glass. Jim caught glimpses of his siblings: Harry trying (unsuccessfully) to flirt with Minnie’s bridesmaids, little Danny stuffing himself with cake, and his sister Bessie giggling in the corner with friends.

			As dusk approached, Minnie slipped away from the marquee and stepped out onto the grass. She removed her shoes and let her feet sink into the cool earth. The laughter faded behind her. 

			She turned slowly toward the Exhibition Building, its great dome casting a long shadow. There was a stillness here, a pressure beneath the soil that she couldn’t quite name. And then, faint, almost imperceptible, it came. A low hum. Not a sound exactly, but a sensation, vibrating gently beneath her skin. It moved up through her feet, along her spine. Familiar, though she had never felt it before.

			“You feel it too?”

			Minnie turned. An older guest, one of her father’s acquaintances, a gentleman in a grey felt hat, stood nearby, looking up at the building with a curious expression.

			“Feel what?” she asked, unsure whether to laugh or step back.

			He smiled faintly. “Never mind, most don’t. Just curious how many still do.”

			She looked back at the dome, her brow furrowed. “It’s beautiful,” she said.

			“It is,” he agreed. “And strange. Built faster than you’d think possible, in just over a year, they say. Machinery they didn’t have, materials they shouldn’t have accessed. Funny that I don’t recall seeing it go up, and I was a young man then. They called it the Royal Exhibition Building, supposedly constructed for the 1880 World Fair. Most of the surrounding structures were dismantled after the event, and the whole thing slipped quietly from memory. Curious, isn’t it?”

			She didn’t know how to answer, but the hum was still there, soft and insistent.

			Back in the marquee, guests were clinking glasses and starting the final round of toasts. Minnie rejoined Jim, slipping easily into his side. He looked at her with gentle eyes and kissed her temple.

			Later, as the music slowed and the crowd thinned, Thomas Callaghan sat beside Jim and passed him a tumbler of whisky.

			“You’ve done well for yourself, Jim,” Mr. Callaghan said thoughtfully. “From drover to auctioneer. Shows what this country can do for a man willing to work hard.”

			Jim nodded. “It’s changing fast, sir.”

			“It is. Federation set that course. Australia, our Australia, has a future now, not just as colonies, but as a nation.” He paused, staring into his glass. “That’s why we must do our part, Jim. The Empire’s strength is our strength.”

			Jim felt the weight of the words. For weeks now, news had trickled into Melbourne about Britain’s declaration of war against Germany. Newspapers plastered headlines like “Your King and Country Need You!” over sketches of young men in uniform, proud and smiling. Posters pasted on street corners showed gallant troops under Union Jacks, urging men to “enlist for glory” and “do their duty.”

			It was impossible not to feel the pull, even though he was nearly 30 years old. Australia’s ties to Britain, considered the mother country, ran deep, and for men like Jim, still young, healthy, and proud, the call to arms to defend the Empire struck a chord of duty and adventure.

			Later that evening, Jim found Minnie on the balcony, leaning against the railing as the cool breeze lifted her hair. The moonlight made her look almost ethereal, and Jim slipped his arm around her waist.

			“Tired?” he asked softly.

			“A little. But it’s been perfect, Jim. Perfect.” She turned to him, her brow furrowing. “You’ve been quiet tonight. Something’s on your mind.”

			Jim hesitated. How could he tell her what he’d been wrestling with? The news, the conversations, the feeling deep in his bones that he couldn’t just stand by.

			“Minnie,” he began, his voice steady, “I’ve been thinking about the war.”

			She stiffened. “Jim…”

			“I need to do my part.”

			The words hung between them, heavy and unyielding.

			“Why?” she whispered.

			Jim looked at her, his voice low but firm. “Because it’s the right thing to do. Australia’s still young, Minnie, but this is our chance to show what we’re made of. We’ve been given a future, thanks to men like your father, and I can’t sit back and let others fight for it.”

			“You could stay,” she said, tears welling in her eyes.

			“I know. And I hate the thought of leaving you. But…” He swallowed hard. “This isn’t just Britain’s fight. It’s ours too. If we don’t step up now, what kind of country will we build? I want to build a life with you, Minnie, but I need to know I’ve done my part.”

			She didn’t speak, just looked at him with those clear, searching eyes. Finally, she nodded, a tear slipping down her cheek.

			“Promise me you’ll come back,” she whispered.

			“I promise,” Jim said, pulling her into his arms. He held her tightly, as if to shield her from the words he couldn’t say. That no one knew what the war would bring.

			The wedding ended in laughter and song. As Jim and Minnie climbed into the waiting car, their guests gathered outside, waving handkerchiefs and throwing rice. A cheeky cousin started singing, and soon the whole crowd joined in… “Wish me luck as you wave me goodbye…”

			Jim reached for Minnie’s hand as the car pulled away. She squeezed it, her eyes shining with joy, yet also tinged with sadness. He turned his head for one last look. His parents stood on the church steps, his mother holding Bessie’s hand, his father’s arm around her shoulders.

			He loved them fiercely, his family, his Minnie, the life they were building. For the first time he understood what home really meant, and perhaps that was why he had to go.

			Melbourne faded behind them, quiet in the dusk, as if holding its breath. Jim closed his eyes and made his silent vow: he would fight, not for glory or adventure, but for the love that had built him, for his wife, his country, and the peaceful future he believed in.
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			Charles Ross, St. James’ Park, City of London, February 1895

			A pale winter sun filtered through the bare branches of St. James’ Park, casting fractured light over gravel paths and the icy surface of the lake. Children fed ducks near the shore. Gentlemen read newspapers on wrought-iron benches. The scene radiated civility and restraint, hallmarks of a British Empire at its peak. But Charles Ross, seated on a park bench, knew better.

			Few who bustled through the capital of the Empire understood the difference. London was vast, sprawling, and unruly, with its slums and palaces, its docks and grand parks. But at its core lay the City of London, older than kings, wealthier than nations, and stranger than its facades would suggest. To the untrained eye, it was merely an ancient borough filled with bankers, merchants, and guild halls. To the initiated, it was something far more profound… a fortress of control, where power flowed unseen, a nerve centre for the Empire’s hidden masters.

			Ross recalled stepping through Temple Bar days earlier, where the dragons of the City marked its boundary. The symbolism was unmistakable. Beyond that point, the rules of the world changed. London was not London. The “City” was a separate jurisdiction, a corporation within a city. Similar in name, but not the same. The Crown and Parliament only appeared to rule; in reality, both bent quietly to the will of the City, where finance held greater sway than kings. And the true rulers of this place were not mortal men. Not all of them, at least.

			He adjusted his gloves and glanced to his left. Sir Frederick Langley approached with his usual brisk stride, a newspaper tucked under one arm, eyes sharp beneath the brim of his bowler hat. Without a word, he sat beside Ross and unfolded the paper like a veil between them and the outside world.

			Ross passed him a folded document.

			Langley read the title: Acts Interpretation Act 1901.

			He raised a brow. “Australia?”

			Ross gave a small nod but said nothing. Let the document speak first.

			Langley read silently, pausing at a particular clause. “‘Australia means the Commonwealth of Australia and, when used in a geographical sense, includes Norfolk Island, the Territory of Christmas Island, and the Territory of Cocos (Keeling) Islands… but does not include any other external Territory.’” He looked up, puzzled.

			Ross allowed himself a faint smile. “Notice what’s missing? The mainland. It isn’t there.” He leaned closer. “Not omitted. Defined precisely. In law, the word includes does not imply openness. It limits. It names. What is not named is excluded.”

			Langley tilted his head. “So Terra Australis, what we know as the mainland, is left outside the legal definition?”

			“Exactly,” Ross replied. “This legislation, once passed, lays the foundation for a legal fiction: The Commonwealth of Australia. It will not be a Federation on the land, as the people will believe, but a Federal system operating in the jurisdiction of water with Maritime law for commerce, and Admiralty law for military. An entity, a corporation. The people will think they are forming a sovereign nation, but they will, unknowingly, be consenting to an administrative construct, one designed to manage resources, debt, and population under Crown authority, while masquerading as self rule. A colony rebranded as a nation, yet bound by hidden commercial law.”

			Langley’s gaze drifted over the top of the newspaper. “What about the land itself?”

			“Remains sovereign, technically unclaimed. International law forbids acquisition by force, so we do not take it. We govern it indirectly. Through the creation of a corporate body politic, which is something that can be established three ways: by prescription, by Letters Patent, or by Act of Parliament. Here, Parliament and the Crown provide the instrument. The people, thinking they are free, will contract into this system voluntarily.”

			Langley stared at the clause again, reading the words more slowly this time. “Do you think the British Parliament will approve this?”

			Ross’s voice was calm. “Of course. It will be presented as administrative necessity, part of Federation proceedings. A rubber stamp. The Queen will give it her blessing. There’s no reason to object. On the surface, it appears to be a gesture of goodwill.”

			“And the people?” Langley asked.

			“They’ll celebrate,” Ross said, his tone measured. “They’ll wave new flags and sing new anthems. They’ll believe themselves citizens of a free nation. But in reality, they will be parties to a commercial agreement. A contract, not a constitution in truth. Their allegiance will unknowingly shift not to the land of Terra Australis, but to a corporate Commonwealth.”

			Langley folded the paper with care and slipped it into his coat. He tapped a gloved finger against his knee, thoughtful. “It’s bold.”

			“It’s the future,” Ross replied. “Not just for Australia. This is the model for Canada, New Zealand and India. One by one, the colonies will be drawn into the same legal architecture, each believing themselves sovereign, each unknowingly administered from afar. The British Empire no longer needs to hold dominion through bayonets. It can do so through contracts.”

			Langley glanced toward the Palace gates. “You think we can hold it all together like this?”

			“We must,” Ross said flatly. “It is the only way to expand without resistance. A uniform system, appearing local, but centralised at the core.”

			He thought again of the Guildhall where this document had been entrusted to him. Of the polished floors and stained glass. Of the cold eyes that had looked through him, not at him. Those few who truly understood the City of London’s purpose never needed to speak loudly. And even fewer, who had become more entwined with the Asura than him, barely saw the light of day. Power didn’t shout in the City. It moved silently and efficiently.

			Langley cleared his throat. “And you’re sure the language will hold?”

			“It has been tested,” Ross replied. “In closed chambers. By men whose entire profession is the crafting of illusions so perfect even the courts cannot see through them. Remember the maxim: that which is similar is not the same. A ‘Commonwealth’ is not the same as ‘commonwealth,’ and neither is the same as ‘common wealth.’ Capitalisation and definition are the hidden weapons of empire.”

			The two men fell into silence. Around them, the park remained unchanged. Ducks continued their slow circuit across the lake. A policeman strolled past, nodding politely. Nothing on the surface betrayed the magnitude of what was being set in motion.

			Ross stood. “Deliver it to the committee. Quietly. There’s no need to stir attention.”

			Langley rose too, folding the newspaper over the document. “What shall I tell them?”

			“Tell them it’s just a formality,” Ross said. “A matter of language. They’ll believe it.”

			As Langley walked off, Ross turned back toward the lake, pausing for a moment before taking his leave. He thought of America. A country that had once declared itself free and independent, only to be drawn back under the City’s control through the same sleight of hand. If the ruse worked on a genuinely liberated people, then rebranding colonies already under Britain’s sway would be effortless.

			The British Empire no longer needed to conquer with force. It had found something far more effective.

			A pen, a clause and a corporate body in water jurisdiction. Plus a definition few would ever think to question.
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			Charles Ross, Jekyll Island, USA, December 1910

			As the clock struck 9 p.m. on a cold December night in 1910, a wind sliced through the streets of New York, rattling the windows of the city’s gilded mansions. Behind their heavy curtains and locked doors, a group of the city’s most powerful bankers quietly slipped away from their opulent homes, leaving behind a world of crystal chandeliers and roaring fireplaces for something far darker.

			They travelled alone or in pairs, their movements deliberate, careful. Dressed in camouflage jackets and wide-brimmed hats that made them resemble duck hunters, they disappeared into the night, bound for a secluded station in New Jersey. The platform was unlit, save for a faint lamplight at the far end, where a private railcar waited for them. Charles Ross, their unflappable host, stood at the door of the carriage, ushering each man aboard with a firm handshake and an order that underscored the night’s secrecy.

			“First names only, gentlemen. No exceptions,” he murmured, his voice a gravelly whisper. “Our work tonight demands discretion.”

			The railcar was a rolling palace of mahogany and leather. Its gold trim caught the lamplight as the train jolted to life. Fine brandy flowed into crystal glasses, yet no man relaxed. The train’s slow departure gave way to a relentless, steady momentum as it barrelled southward. Outside, the American countryside lay still, an unwitting witness to what was about to unfold.

			Their destination, a remote, unassuming station in the heart of Georgia. When they disembarked, the air was warmer with a scent of saltwater. The men, unused to such wild environs, were quiet, their boots crunching against gravel as they climbed into waiting carriages.

			Ahead of them lay Jekyll Island, a place shrouded in legend and intrigue. Situated off the Georgia coast, the island was an exclusive retreat for America’s wealthiest families like the Rothscos, Morgans, and Vanderbilts, to name a few. Its grand clubhouse, a sprawling, palatial structure built in the style of a European manor, was a sanctuary of luxury and secrecy. Over the years, the island had become a private haven for the nation’s elite, a place where business and pleasure intertwined behind closed doors.

			By the time they crossed onto the island, an unnatural fog had rolled in, swirling through the oak trees. The men said nothing as they approached the private club, a grand building that emerged from the mist like a forgotten temple. Tall white columns loomed over them, stark against the silver glow of moonlight, while the sound of the ocean lapped faintly in the distance.

			Inside, the club was a study in excess. Persian rugs muffled their footsteps, and gilded mirrors reflected back faces lined with wealth and ambition. Ross led them through wide halls until they reached the drawing room. There, a fire crackled in the hearth, casting moving shadows along the wood panelled walls.

			But the firelight couldn’t touch the cold shock that descended when Ross cleared his throat and made his announcement.

			“Gentlemen,” he began, his sharp gaze sweeping across the room. “Our guest of honour will join us shortly. You may not recognise his name, but you will recognise his power. We have been invited here not simply to solve a problem of finance, but to become part of something far greater.”

			The words hung in the air. A sense of unease rippled through the group, though no one dared to speak.

			Then the doors opened.

			A figure entered the room… tall, poised, and inhumanly still. At first glance, he appeared a man, dressed in tailored dark wool that blended seamlessly with the shadows behind him. Yet there was something wrong. His skin, though pale, shimmered faintly, as though it were not flesh but some impossibly smooth material. His features were too perfect, too symmetrical. And when his eyes met theirs, a jolt of instinctive terror ran through every man in the room.

			They were not human eyes.

			They were black pools, endless and fathomless, as if he were staring from the other side of time itself.

			“My name,” the figure said softly, his voice resonant and melodic in a way that vibrated against the bones, “is of no importance to you. But you may refer to me as Arak of the Asura.”

			The bankers shifted uncomfortably, exchanging glances they hoped would not be noticed. Arak’s smile was slight, humourless.

			“Charles has invited you here because your world teeters at the edge of chaos. Economic collapse

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/1.jpg
Clandestine
Wings

The Evolving Story of
Earth’s Guardians

Fiona Love





OEBPS/image/cover.jpg





OEBPS/image/Tellwell_Black.jpg
teII_we_II%





