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  The Calling

  
  




The morning fog rolled over the Thames like a half-forgotten secret, curling through the streets of London with a damp chill that clung to my designer coat. I tugged it tighter around my shoulders, the cashmere brushing my wrists with deliberate softness, a small luxury against the city’s sharp edges. From my vantage atop the terrace café in Kensington, the city shimmered in muted golds and silvers, as if it were holding its breath for something it hadn’t yet named.




I sipped the last of my lavender latte, feeling the warmth bloom through my fingers into my chest. Everything smelled of rain and polished stone, of espresso and leather. I watched a delivery man dodge puddles with the agility of someone who had long ago learned to anticipate London’s moods. Life had always felt like a delicate choreography here, a series of decisions and glances that, if made right, kept you floating just above the chaos. I liked it that way. I liked control.




But today, even as I watched the city pulse beneath me, I felt a flicker of something I couldn’t name, a stir of dissonance threading through the predictable rhythm of morning commuters and the hiss of car tires on wet asphalt.




It began subtly—a glint in the corner of my vision, something bright enough to pierce the fog but intangible, almost like heat rising off cobblestone. I turned, expecting a reflection from a window or the flash of a taxi, but there was nothing. The street was empty, silent in a way that made the city itself hold its breath.




Then I saw her.




She—or it—stood under the pale streetlight at the corner of the terrace, impossibly tall and impossibly still. The coat she wore shimmered faintly, catching the mist as if it were woven from the Thames itself. Her hair floated around her shoulders, not quite moving with the wind, not quite still. And the wings—they were folded, elegant, enormous, a soft arc that seemed to bend the air itself. They weren’t the grotesque things from old stories. They were human in grace, feathered with impossible light, luminous in the dim morning haze.




I froze. My latte cup trembled in my hands.




“You’re awake,” she said, voice quiet, resonant, like a note struck in a cathedral. And somehow I knew she didn’t mean awake in the usual sense.




“What—who are you?” My voice cracked on the last syllable.




“I am here,” she said, “because you are ready to see.”




I laughed nervously, forcing air into my lungs. “See what? The cold, wet streets? The overpriced coffee?”




Her wings shifted, and a faint glow brushed the edges of her coat. Light pooled around her like the sun breaking through clouds, though the sky was still dim. And then I felt it: a warmth that had nothing to do with the latte, a pressure in my chest as though the city’s pulse and mine had aligned, and for a moment, I was acutely, terrifyingly alive.




“You are not like them,” she said. Her eyes—green, impossibly deep—searched mine as though she were reading not just my face, but the decisions I had not yet made, the fears I had not yet named. “There is a place for you. A calling. You will see it, but it will not be easy.”




The word settled in my chest. Calling. I had never imagined such a thing existed. Not for someone like me. My life had been carefully curated: private tutors, summer programs in Paris and Milan, gallery openings and late-night study sessions. I was good at navigating the world, at understanding how people moved and why. But none of it prepared me for this. None of it prepared me for her.




“Why me?” I asked. My voice was a whisper, swallowed by the fog.




“Because you notice,” she said simply. “Because you feel. Because you make choices, even small ones, that ripple farther than you imagine. That is why.”




The light around her pulsed slightly, like breathing, and I realized my hand was trembling. Not with fear exactly—not entirely—but with the magnitude of what I could not yet comprehend.




I wanted to look away. I wanted to convince myself that it was impossible, that angels were stories for children or desperate adults. But I couldn’t. I was rooted to the terrace, the fog curling around me like smoke, and I felt the city lean in, attentive, expectant.




“You will be tested,” she said. “Morally, spiritually, psychologically. The choices you make will matter—not just for you, but for those who cannot yet see. They will see because of you. Do you understand?”




I swallowed, words failing. The wings unfolded slightly, stretching toward the street like an invitation. And in that movement, I sensed motion beyond the physical—time folding, reality bending gently at the edges. My chest tightened, a heartbeat echoing against a drum I hadn’t known existed inside me.




“I… I think so,” I managed.




She nodded once. “Good. Then listen, always. To your heart. To the world. And when you cannot, to the light that surrounds you even when you do not see it.”




And just like that, she was gone. The fog rolled back into itself, the streetlights flickered, and the terrace café smelled of coffee and rain, ordinary once more. My latte had cooled, untouched. People moved past, unaware, their faces blurred with motion. London was breathing, alive and indifferent, and I was left with something I could neither define nor shake: the certainty that nothing in my carefully constructed life would ever feel ordinary again.




I took a deep breath, shivering against the cold, and tucked my hair behind my ear. My hand brushed the edge of my coat pocket, where my phone lay—silent, unassuming. Yet the city had shifted. I had shifted. And somewhere, deep within me, a faint thrill of terror and wonder bloomed.




This was the beginning.

I stayed on the terrace long after she disappeared, staring at the glinting Thames and the slick streets below. Everything looked the same, but I could feel it—an imperceptible tension in the air, a subtle vibration that traced through the soles of my shoes into my spine. London hadn’t changed, but I had.




By the time I walked back to my flat, my mind churned with fragments of the encounter. I ran my fingers along the railing, counting the chill of the metal, trying to anchor myself to reality. The streets smelled of wet stone and diesel, yet faintly—just beneath the ordinary—a trace of something else: ozone, luminous and sharp, like the air just after lightning. I shook my head, laughing softly at myself. I had always been drawn to the edges of things, the spaces between perfection and chaos, but this—this was entirely new.




Upstairs, my apartment was a study in curated comfort: polished oak floors, cream-and-gold textiles, minimalist furnishings, and a faint scent of jasmine lingering from the candles I’d left burning the night before. I sank into my leather armchair, designer bag sliding to the floor, and exhaled, trying to push the impossibility out of my mind.




Impossible or not, something had changed. My thoughts felt sharper, my senses keener. I could hear the faint hum of the city through double-glazed windows, smell the faint tang of rain on concrete, notice the subtle differences in light that normally went unnoticed. The encounter had left a mark, a thin layer of awareness stretched over the ordinary.




Hours passed. I tried to study, tried to make sense of algebraic sequences and literary analysis, but the words blurred. The city below, so familiar, suddenly seemed layered—half visible, half veiled by something I couldn’t name. And every so often, in the corner of my vision, I caught the glint of wings, a movement too quick to be human, a presence just beyond the edge of perception.




Dinner was a blur. My tutor called with polite reminders about my schedule. The conversation was background noise, my mind elsewhere, running loops of what had happened, what might happen, and what it all could mean. And then came the first true test—not of courage, exactly, but of choice.




A man staggered into the café below my flat, soaked through from the rain, clutching a leather briefcase. He dropped it with a crash, papers scattering across the cobblestones. People around him muttered, some laughed, others ignored him entirely. Most would have walked past. Most did.




I wanted to do the same. I had somewhere to be, plans to maintain, my life too tightly wound to allow for interruptions. But a small voice—a subtle pressure in my chest, an echo of the morning’s encounter—nudged me.




I left my apartment, boots splashing through puddles, coat cinched tight. By the time I reached him, the man looked up, eyes wide and damp. I crouched to help gather his papers. His fingers brushed mine. And just for a heartbeat, I felt the city’s pulse sync with his, an intimate, terrifying awareness of life itself.




“Thank you,” he whispered, voice trembling. “I… I don’t know what I’d have done—”




“You’re welcome,” I said. And then, inexplicably, I felt a warmth along my spine, a subtle rush like wind through feathers. I glanced up. No one was there. Yet the awareness lingered, a silent encouragement, a presence guiding me without being seen.




The encounter passed as quickly as it came, leaving me with the lingering certainty that my choices mattered in ways I could not yet comprehend. This was not simply about kindness; it was a thread, fragile but undeniable, linking me to a reality beneath the one I had always known.




Back in my flat, I sat on the edge of the bed, the city lights casting jagged patterns across the walls. I thought about the angel, the wings, the light in her eyes. I thought about the stranger on the street. And I realized, with an almost painful clarity, that my life as I had known it—perfectly curated, perfectly safe—was no longer possible.




Sleep did not come easily. My dreams were thin and vivid, layered with echoes of wings and whispered words I could not fully grasp. Every time I closed my eyes, I felt the presence again, patient, expectant, hovering at the edge of perception. I was beginning to understand: the calling did not announce itself with fanfare or spectacle. It was subtle, persistent, a quiet tug at the fabric of reality.




By morning, I had resolved to see more, to learn more, even though I had no idea what that would mean or cost. London stretched below me, ordinary in appearance, extraordinary in essence. And somewhere, just beyond my awareness, the wings watched, waiting for the moment I would truly step across the threshold.




And I would.
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  Farewell and Mentorship

  
  





The morning air was crisp, sharp enough to sting the tip of my nose, but the city felt softer somehow, coated in the golden haze of early sunlight. London sprawled beneath the terrace outside my flat, indifferent to the turmoil in my chest. Today was the day I left everything familiar. The Trial of Light had been announced, and my name drawn. Somehow, impossibly, the quiet life I had clung to with such precision was over.


My mother had insisted on making breakfast, her movements meticulous, almost ritualistic. Croissants arranged in neat rows, fruit slices gleaming like jewels on a porcelain plate, tea poured into cups that always felt too delicate to hold. She didn’t speak much, just watched me, her eyes reflecting pride and fear in equal measure. I tried to meet her gaze, to offer reassurance, but the lump in my throat refused to dissolve.


“I’ll be fine,” I said, though my voice sounded hollow even to me.


“You always say that,” she murmured, adjusting a strand of my hair. “But this… it’s not just another school exam, Aurora. Remember who you are. Trust yourself, yes, but trust the unseen as well.”


I nodded, the words comforting but insufficient. Father appeared then, straight-backed and composed, though I caught the faint tremor in his jaw. He placed a hand on my shoulder, firm but fleeting, as if the contact itself could bridge the growing distance between us.


“You were made for more than comfort,” he said quietly. “Remember, courage is not absence of fear—it’s obedience despite it. Walk with integrity, Aurora. That alone will shield you when the shadows come.”


I swallowed hard. Shadows. The word still carried an echo of my first encounter, of the strange presence hovering at the edges of perception. I shivered despite the morning sun spilling through the windows.


Breakfast ended in silence. No one touched the toast; no one sipped the tea. The air was taut, vibrating with a tension I couldn’t name but felt deep in my bones.


By the time I stepped out of the flat, the city was fully awake. Car horns pierced the morning fog, umbrellas bobbed along cobblestone streets, and the smell of coffee mingled with damp asphalt. Yet all of it seemed to exist in a strange, heightened clarity. My senses were sharper; I noticed the glint of sunlight on a stranger’s watch, the delicate curve of wrought-iron balcony railings, the faint hum of London itself, as though the city had leaned in, attentive, waiting.


My mentor was waiting where we had agreed to meet—a quiet courtyard tucked between two narrow streets in Bloomsbury. The air smelled of wet stone and lavender. I recognized him instantly, though I had never met him before: tall, lean, and impossibly still, with a presence that seemed to compress the space around him. His coat was dark, but elegant, and there was an aura about him that made even the morning sun feel























































