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A Christian Suspense Novel

When the seventh seal breaks, Heaven and Earth will tremble

Ángel Peña
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​PROLOGUE

Jerusalem, Temple Mount — Friday, 3:33 a.m.

The man walked barefoot across the freezing stone slabs, as if the cold could not touch him. He wore a white tunic down to his ankles and a red cord tied around his waist. In his right hand he held a black obsidian knife that gleamed under the full moon.

No one saw him enter. At exactly 3:13, all the Waqf security cameras shut down simultaneously. The guards slept a sleep far too deep to be natural.

The man knelt exactly where the Holy of Holies had once stood. From his pocket, he took out a small baked-clay seal—ancient—bearing the first symbol John saw in heaven: a white horse and its rider holding a bow.

He pressed it firmly against his own bare chest. He raised the knife. And drove it into his heart without letting out a single scream.

When the sun came up, the first tourists screamed in horror.

On the corpse, burned into the skin, shone the mark of the first Seal of the Apocalypse. In his right hand he still clutched a parchment written in his own blood:

“Six remain.”
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​CHAPTER 1

Madrid, Chamberí District — Sunday, 48 hours later

Rebeca Neuman woke up with a start, her heart pounding in her throat. The same nightmare again: Damascus, the explosion, the blinding light, and the One who spoke her name in perfect Hebrew before everything went black.

The digital clock read 3:33. Always 3:33.

Her phone vibrated on the nightstand. Blocked number. One single file: a photograph. She opened it.

A dead man on the Temple Mount. Chest split open. A burned mark she recognized instantly—because she had seen it in her dreams for five years.

The first seal.

Below the image, a short message:

You are the seventh. Run.
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​CHAPTER 2

Madrid, Parque del Oeste — That same morning, 7:12 a.m.

Rebeca left the apartment with a small backpack, a fake passport, and the Beretta she had never returned after leaving the service. She put on sunglasses and a cap.

She didn’t detect anyone following her... or so she wanted to believe.

She needed air. She needed to think.

She walked down to the Parque del Oeste, almost empty at that hour. She sat on a bench facing the Temple of Debod and opened the Bible on her phone: Revelation 6.

A boy ran up to her. He looked about eleven, messy hair, clothes too big for him. He stopped in front of her.

“You glow,” he said.

Rebeca frowned.

“What did you say?”

“You glow. Like you’ve got little golden lights around you. But you also have a black shadow stuck to your back.”

The boy spoke with total naturalness. Rebeca tensed.

“What’s your name?”

“Lucas. And you’re Rebeca, the one of the seventh seal. They’re already coming.”

A black SUV screeched to a stop on the other side of the park fence. Two men got out quickly. Dark suits, earpieces, military posture.

Rebeca grabbed the boy’s hand. “Can you run?”

Lucas nodded.

“Then run with me. Now.”

They sprinted through the park. A silenced shot splintered the bark of a tree. They reached Calle Ferraz, stopped a taxi, and jumped in.

“To the airport! Hurry!”

Lucas, panting, stared at her.

“They weren’t after you,” he murmured. “They were after me. You were just the bait.”
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​CHAPTER 3

Vatican City — Monday, 4:17 a.m.

Cardinal Giovanni Bellini died sitting at his desk.

His cassock was open, his chest bare, and a mark identical to the one in Jerusalem burned over his heart: the second seal, the red horse.

In his left hand he held an envelope sealed with red wax and the papal insignia.

At 6:00 a.m., Father Elías Torres, a Spanish Jesuit and expert in demonology, was urgently summoned.

When he saw the body and the mark, he crossed himself twice.

He took out his phone and dialed a number he had used only once.

“Rebeca? This is Father Elías Torres. We met in Damascus, remember? I need you to come to the Vatican. Right now.”

The second seal had already broken.

A new message appeared from the blocked number:

“Father Elías, welcome to the game. Five remain.”
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​CHAPTER 4

Rome, Catacombs of San Callisto — Monday, 10:15 a.m.

Rebeca, Elías, and Lucas descended a spiral staircase that smelled of centuries of humidity and prayer.

“Why here?” Rebeca asked.

“Because beneath Rome lies the only copy of the Liber Sigillorum Vivorum, the Book of the Living Seals,” Elías replied. “The Dominicans hid it in 1312, after the dissolution of the Templars.”

They reached a crypt closed off by a rusted iron gate. Elías took out an ancient key and opened it.

Inside, on a stone altar, rested a book bound in human skin. Elías opened it reverently.

Page after page, names written in dried blood. And at the end, seven hand-drawn portraits.

Six were crossed out with a red X.

The seventh was Rebeca’s face, drawn with impossible precision. Beneath it, in Latin:

“Ultimum Sigillum portat mulier de Damasci conversa.

Si moritur ante tempus, Apocalypsis retardatur.

Si vivit usque Patmos, Apocalypsis incipit.”

Lucas touched the portrait.

“It tells the truth... but it also lies,” he whispered. “You are not going to open the seal.

You are going to decide who opens it.”
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​CHAPTER 5

New York, Wall Street — Tuesday, 00:47 (06:47 in Rome)

Sarah Goldstein, vice president at Goldman Sachs and one of the most influential evangelical Christians in Manhattan, stepped out of her private elevator into her penthouse.

She hadn’t slept well in a week. A stranger had sent her old X-rays: in her spine appeared an osseous mark identical to the third seal, the black horse with the scales.

She entered her office, opened the Bible to Revelation 6:5–6, and read aloud. The landline rang. Private number.

“Yes?”

A woman’s voice—soft and icy—answered:

“Miss Goldstein, the price of wheat has just gone up. It’s time to pay.”

All of Manhattan went dark.

A drone approached her window and dropped a black envelope. Inside was an ancient bronze scale and a note:

“Go to the rooftop if you want to live.”

She went up.

On the rooftop, a man in a white Venetian mask waited with a red-hot iron shaped like the black horse. Sarah fell to her knees.

“Please... I am a daughter of God...”

The man smiled beneath the mask.

“That is precisely why you were chosen.”

And pressed the burning iron to her chest. At 00:53, the lights came back on.

On the rooftop lay the body of Sarah Goldstein, the third seal scorched over her heart.

In Rome, the countdown on Father Elías’s laptop changed:

00:03:23:07

Three days and 23 hours remain.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​CHAPTER 6
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Rome, Catacombs of San Callisto (continuation)

A metallic crash echoed down the corridor. Rebeca tensed immediately.

“We’re not alone,” she whispered.

Elías slammed the Liber Sigillorum Vivorum shut and stuffed it inside a reinforced backpack.

“The Dominicans left traps, but that doesn’t sound like a trap,” Lucas said, stepping ahead. “It sounds like living people. Nervous ones.”

Two flashlights switched on at the far end of the passage. Voices in Italian. Armed men.

“Carabinieri,” Elías murmured. “But these didn’t come here to pray.”

Rebeca grabbed Lucas by the arm.

“What do they want?”

“The book,” the boy replied. “And you.”

Footsteps approached rapidly. Rebeca shut off her flashlight and pointed to a side passage.

“Over there. Go!”

The three of them hurried into a narrow, slippery tunnel. Behind them, a shout:

“Fermo! Polizia religiosa! Armate!”

A burst of gunfire shook the ancient stone.

Rebeca pushed Lucas into a hidden recess.

“Get in!”

The boy obeyed. Elías crouched beside him.

Rebeca glanced toward the main passage. Three men advanced with thermal goggles.

They’ve got us.

Then, suddenly, every light exploded at once. Sparks. Total darkness.

“That wasn’t me,” Lucas whispered. “But someone’s helping us.”

A hooded figure appeared behind the carabinieri. Quick strikes. One body fell. Then another. Then another.

Silence.

The figure approached Rebeca and stopped a meter away. He raised his hands to show

he wasn’t armed.

“Rebeca Neuman,” a rough male voice said. “I’m not your enemy. Not yet.” “Who are you?”

The man lowered his hood. Young, gray eyes, a scar across his cheek.

“I am the Fourth Seal.”

Lucas stepped back.

“You weren’t supposed to appear until the day after tomorrow.”

The young man smiled.

“Time is changing, kid. And you know it.”
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