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For readers who know that bravery can shake, laugh at the wrong time, and still step forward when darkness calls.
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Prologue
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The first Angel Gate opened above a mountain town that had never believed in angels.

The sky split without thunder. A ring of gold and iron unfolded among the clouds, each feathered edge sharpened like a blade. People smiled because beautiful things had always been good at lying.

The Butcher Saint descended in white armor stained with old blood. His wings burned without warmth. Behind him came the false saint army, chanting a word that did not mean mercy.

They did not burn the town. They purified it. Names remained on mailboxes. Shoes remained by doors. Families stood in kitchens with empty eyes, emptied of grief, joy, memory, and shadow.

One child escaped because her grandmother shoved her into a grain cellar and covered the door with flour sacks. When the bell stopped ringing, the child crawled out holding a metal feather in both hands.

The feather was warm. Across its edge, written in light, was one name: Evangeline Nocturne.

Far below the torn sky, the Butcher Saint lifted his sword. "Bring me the hunter," he said. "The impure lock must become the holy key."
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Part One: Judgment Falls
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Part One: Judgment Falls opens with Evangeline carrying the scars of the last battle into a larger darkness. The danger begins quietly, but every clue points toward Angel Gate and the truth powerful forces want hidden.
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Chapter 1: When the Sky Split
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When the Sky Split began in a market where relics breathed in cages, where doubt that refused to become surrender pressed against the walls and made the air feel too small for ordinary breathing, and Evangeline Nocturne arrived with her veil tied by choice rather than disguise while the early warning moved ahead of her like a hunter with better roads.

The first clue in When the Sky Split was a rosary gear still turning, harmless at a distance and poisonous in meaning; when Evangeline stepped near it, the mark beneath her skin answered like a lock recognizing the wrong key, and Aurelian noticed her flinch without insulting her by asking whether pain had become convenient.

"If I survive, I am naming a sandwich after myself," Tavio said during When the Sky Split, and the badly timed humor gave the group one fragile breath of humanity before the stone beneath them answered with a sound like teeth grinding prayer into dust.

They had entered a market where relics breathed in cages to find an answer, but When the Sky Split gave them a silver-winged hellhound instead, a creature that burns lies instead of flesh and moved according to a law Evangeline had to understand before hatred made her blade too fast and too blind.

The first attack in When the Sky Split scattered the team across a market where relics breathed in cages; Junia shoved civilians behind broken stone, Odelia’s nearest invention coughed blue sparks with theatrical misery, Cassian chose a warning over a prayer that tasted wrong, and Mara smiled as if panic had personally offended her.

Evangeline saw the monster opening a road toward Angel Gate, but When the Sky Split also placed frightened people in the path of that road, so she chose letting someone help her before pain made her reckless, losing her clean strike and gaining the kind of wound that made the mission worth doing.

The silver-winged hellhound punished mercy in When the Sky Split by tearing pain across Evangeline’s shoulder, and the mark beneath her sleeve flared with gate-blood; for half a breath she saw Angel Gate not as a door, but as a hunger that had learned architecture.

Aurelian reached her before she fell in When the Sky Split, offering practical help instead of pity: a hand under her arm, a weapon shoved into reach, a direction whispered through smoke, and the difficult reminder that being loved did not make her less dangerous.

Junia must repair designs that helped the enemy during When the Sky Split, and that truth landed in the middle of battle with more force than falling stone, shifting anger, guilt, patience, and loyalty through the team until everyone stood differently around Evangeline.

The weakness of the silver-winged hellhound in When the Sky Split hid inside its own rule; it recoiled when someone refused the lie it fed on, so Evangeline said the buried truth that she feared becoming useful to the powers she fought, and the admission cut the creature harder than metal.

Odelia used the opening in When the Sky Split to throw a net of blue fire across the stones, Mara drove the monster sideways with a knife that should not have wounded anything that old, and Cassian broke the last binding phrase with a hoarse command that sounded more like conscience than obedience.

Evangeline struck last in When the Sky Split, not cleanly and not without cost, and the silver-winged hellhound broke into ash, bone, and sparks that burned tiny holes through her sleeve before the floor revealed a mark pointing deeper into the wounded world.

No one cheered after When the Sky Split, because victory came with shaking hands, torn cloth, bandages, and a silence full of calculations; the clue proved that the enemy is testing the edges of the wounded world, and that proof made every safe answer feel like a door waiting to betray them.

Outside a market where relics breathed in cages, Evangeline paused beside a stranger who thanked her without knowing her real name, and When the Sky Split reminded her that names mattered, but choices mattered more, especially when the living needed protection before explanations.

The record of When the Sky Split went into the convent archive with blood on one corner and Odelia’s scorch marks along the margin, and Evangeline suspected Mother Seraphina would complain about the damage while secretly keeping the page closest to the maps.

By dawn after When the Sky Split, the danger had changed shape; the team had not solved the war, but they had uncovered one piece of it that could not be ignored, and Evangeline tied the torn edge of her veil tighter before walking toward the next bell.

The darkness tried to use fear as a chain throughout When the Sky Split, yet Evangeline turned that fear into a warning, and warnings could save lives when heroes were humble enough to listen before charging into fire.

Aurelian found the second clue near a strip of blackened veil after the battle in When the Sky Split, and the discovery made the room colder because it proved the enemy had planned for the team’s mercy, not merely their mistakes.

Evangeline wanted one quiet minute after When the Sky Split, but a courtyard where civilians huddled under smoke answered with a sound like a door unlocking under water, and even Odelia stopped joking long enough to mark the coordinates with trembling fingers.

The emotional wound left by When the Sky Split was not the cut across Evangeline’s skin; it was the knowledge that stepping forward while every instinct begged her to hide might be demanded again, with less time, fewer allies, and a greater number of innocent lives caught between powers calling themselves righteous.

Before they left a courtyard where civilians huddled under smoke after When the Sky Split, Junia challenged Evangeline’s decision in a voice sharpened by fear, and she answered without anger because command was easy, but leadership required listening when people still had blood on their hands.

Another creature, a burning cherubim, stirred beyond the damaged wall in When the Sky Split, not strong enough to attack yet but awake enough to witness them, and Evangeline understood that every victory was also a message sent to enemies still gathering names.

The final image of When the Sky Split was not the fallen monster, but a rescued candle burning with a stubborn blue flame in a market where relics breathed in cages, and Evangeline carried that small light forward because hope needed proof too.

As When the Sky Split closed, fear with its teeth showing remained with the team like smoke in their coats, and Evangeline accepted the weight of it because the world had tried to name her saint, monster, key, and weapon, while she continued choosing hunter.

The quiet after When the Sky Split gave each ally a different burden to carry: Aurelian carried the practical damage, Junia carried the argument that still needed mending, and Evangeline carried the simple, stubborn promise that the next danger would meet a team rather than a lonely girl behind a veil.

The opening wound of When the Sky Split pulled the entire book forward: the wounded world was no longer background around Evangeline, but a battlefield clever enough to call her by name.
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Chapter 2: The Feather Without a Shadow
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The Feather Without a Shadow began in a courtyard where civilians huddled under smoke, where loyalty tested under fire pressed against the walls and made the air feel too small for ordinary breathing, and Evangeline Nocturne arrived with her veil tied by choice rather than disguise while the early warning moved ahead of her like a hunter with better roads.

The first clue in The Feather Without a Shadow was a map that bled silver ink, harmless at a distance and poisonous in meaning; when Evangeline stepped near it, the mark beneath her skin answered like a lock recognizing the wrong key, and Odelia noticed her flinch without insulting her by asking whether pain had become convenient.

"Do try not to fall on any historic architecture," Junia said during The Feather Without a Shadow, and the badly timed humor gave the group one fragile breath of humanity before the stone beneath them answered with a sound like teeth grinding prayer into dust.

They had entered a courtyard where civilians huddled under smoke to find an answer, but The Feather Without a Shadow gave them a false saint army instead, a creature that feeds on false prayers and moved according to a law Evangeline had to understand before hatred made her blade too fast and too blind.

The first attack in The Feather Without a Shadow scattered the team across a courtyard where civilians huddled under smoke; Odelia shoved civilians behind broken stone, Odelia’s nearest invention coughed blue sparks with theatrical misery, Cassian chose a warning over a prayer that tasted wrong, and Mara smiled as if panic had personally offended her.

Evangeline saw the monster opening a road toward Angel Gate, but The Feather Without a Shadow also placed frightened people in the path of that road, so she chose saving the nearest innocent instead of chasing the strongest monster, losing her clean strike and gaining the kind of wound that made the mission worth doing.

The false saint army punished mercy in The Feather Without a Shadow by tearing pain across Evangeline’s shoulder, and the mark beneath her sleeve flared with gate-blood; for half a breath she saw Angel Gate not as a door, but as a hunger that had learned architecture.

Odelia reached her before she fell in The Feather Without a Shadow, offering practical help instead of pity: a hand under her arm, a weapon shoved into reach, a direction whispered through smoke, and the difficult reminder that being loved did not make her less dangerous.

Mara becomes a commander instead of an outsider during The Feather Without a Shadow, and that truth landed in the middle of battle with more force than falling stone, shifting anger, guilt, patience, and loyalty through the team until everyone stood differently around Evangeline.

The weakness of the false saint army in The Feather Without a Shadow hid inside its own rule; it recoiled when someone refused the lie it fed on, so Evangeline said the buried truth that she feared becoming useful to the powers she fought, and the admission cut the creature harder than metal.

Odelia used the opening in The Feather Without a Shadow to throw a net of blue fire across the stones, Mara drove the monster sideways with a knife that should not have wounded anything that old, and Cassian broke the last binding phrase with a hoarse command that sounded more like conscience than obedience.

Evangeline struck last in The Feather Without a Shadow, not cleanly and not without cost, and the false saint army broke into ash, bone, and sparks that burned tiny holes through her sleeve before the floor revealed a mark pointing deeper into the wounded world.

No one cheered after The Feather Without a Shadow, because victory came with shaking hands, torn cloth, bandages, and a silence full of calculations; the clue proved that the enemy is testing the edges of the wounded world, and that proof made every safe answer feel like a door waiting to betray them.

Outside a courtyard where civilians huddled under smoke, Evangeline paused beside a stranger who thanked her without knowing her real name, and The Feather Without a Shadow reminded her that names mattered, but choices mattered more, especially when the living needed protection before explanations.

The record of The Feather Without a Shadow went into the convent archive with blood on one corner and Odelia’s scorch marks along the margin, and Evangeline suspected Mother Seraphina would complain about the damage while secretly keeping the page closest to the maps.

By dawn after The Feather Without a Shadow, the danger had changed shape; the team had not solved the war, but they had uncovered one piece of it that could not be ignored, and Evangeline tied the torn edge of her veil tighter before walking toward the next bell.

The darkness tried to use fear as a chain throughout The Feather Without a Shadow, yet Evangeline turned that fear into a warning, and warnings could save lives when heroes were humble enough to listen before charging into fire.

Tavio found the second clue near a rosary gear still turning after the battle in The Feather Without a Shadow, and the discovery made the room colder because it proved the enemy had planned for the team’s mercy, not merely their mistakes.

Evangeline wanted one quiet minute after The Feather Without a Shadow, but a library whose shelves whispered warnings answered with a sound like a door unlocking under water, and even Odelia stopped joking long enough to mark the coordinates with trembling fingers.

The emotional wound left by The Feather Without a Shadow was not the cut across Evangeline’s skin; it was the knowledge that telling the truth when a comforting lie would have been easier might be demanded again, with less time, fewer allies, and a greater number of innocent lives caught between powers calling themselves righteous.

Before they left a library whose shelves whispered warnings after The Feather Without a Shadow, Odelia challenged Evangeline’s decision in a voice sharpened by fear, and she answered without anger because command was easy, but leadership required listening when people still had blood on their hands.

Another creature, a halo wraith, stirred beyond the damaged wall in The Feather Without a Shadow, not strong enough to attack yet but awake enough to witness them, and Evangeline understood that every victory was also a message sent to enemies still gathering names.

The final image of The Feather Without a Shadow was not the fallen monster, but a rescued candle burning with a stubborn blue flame in a courtyard where civilians huddled under smoke, and Evangeline carried that small light forward because hope needed proof too.

As The Feather Without a Shadow closed, doubt that refused to become surrender remained with the team like smoke in their coats, and Evangeline accepted the weight of it because the world had tried to name her saint, monster, key, and weapon, while she continued choosing hunter.

The quiet after The Feather Without a Shadow gave each ally a different burden to carry: Odelia carried the practical damage, Odelia carried the argument that still needed mending, and Evangeline carried the simple, stubborn promise that the next danger would meet a team rather than a lonely girl behind a veil.
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Chapter 3: A War of Bells and Wings
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A War of Bells and Wings began in a tunnel veined with silver dust, where hope that sounded almost foolish pressed against the walls and made the air feel too small for ordinary breathing, and Evangeline Nocturne arrived with her veil tied by choice rather than disguise while the early warning moved ahead of her like a hunter with better roads.

The first clue in A War of Bells and Wings was a rosary gear still turning, harmless at a distance and poisonous in meaning; when Evangeline stepped near it, the mark beneath her skin answered like a lock recognizing the wrong key, and Mara noticed her flinch without insulting her by asking whether pain had become convenient.

"Courage can be terrified and still keep its appointment," Mother Seraphina said during A War of Bells and Wings, and the badly timed humor gave the group one fragile breath of humanity before the stone beneath them answered with a sound like teeth grinding prayer into dust.

They had entered a tunnel veined with silver dust to find an answer, but A War of Bells and Wings gave them a burning cherubim instead, a creature that wears familiar voices and moved according to a law Evangeline had to understand before hatred made her blade too fast and too blind.

The first attack in A War of Bells and Wings scattered the team across a tunnel veined with silver dust; Mother Seraphina shoved civilians behind broken stone, Odelia’s nearest invention coughed blue sparks with theatrical misery, Cassian chose a warning over a prayer that tasted wrong, and Mara smiled as if panic had personally offended her.

Evangeline saw the monster opening a road toward Angel Gate, but A War of Bells and Wings also placed frightened people in the path of that road, so she chose telling the truth when a comforting lie would have been easier, losing her clean strike and gaining the kind of wound that made the mission worth doing.

The burning cherubim punished mercy in A War of Bells and Wings by tearing pain across Evangeline’s shoulder, and the mark beneath her sleeve flared with gate-blood; for half a breath she saw Angel Gate not as a door, but as a hunger that had learned architecture.

Mara reached her before she fell in A War of Bells and Wings, offering practical help instead of pity: a hand under her arm, a weapon shoved into reach, a direction whispered through smoke, and the difficult reminder that being loved did not make her less dangerous.

Cassian chooses conscience over commanded holiness during A War of Bells and Wings, and that truth landed in the middle of battle with more force than falling stone, shifting anger, guilt, patience, and loyalty through the team until everyone stood differently around Evangeline.

The weakness of the burning cherubim in A War of Bells and Wings hid inside its own rule; it recoiled when someone refused the lie it fed on, so Evangeline said the buried truth that she feared becoming useful to the powers she fought, and the admission cut the creature harder than metal.

Odelia used the opening in A War of Bells and Wings to throw a net of blue fire across the stones, Mara drove the monster sideways with a knife that should not have wounded anything that old, and Cassian broke the last binding phrase with a hoarse command that sounded more like conscience than obedience.

Evangeline struck last in A War of Bells and Wings, not cleanly and not without cost, and the burning cherubim broke into ash, bone, and sparks that burned tiny holes through her sleeve before the floor revealed a mark pointing deeper into the wounded world.

No one cheered after A War of Bells and Wings, because victory came with shaking hands, torn cloth, bandages, and a silence full of calculations; the clue proved that the enemy is testing the edges of the wounded world, and that proof made every safe answer feel like a door waiting to betray them.

Outside a tunnel veined with silver dust, Evangeline paused beside a stranger who thanked her without knowing her real name, and A War of Bells and Wings reminded her that names mattered, but choices mattered more, especially when the living needed protection before explanations.

The record of A War of Bells and Wings went into the convent archive with blood on one corner and Odelia’s scorch marks along the margin, and Evangeline suspected Mother Seraphina would complain about the damage while secretly keeping the page closest to the maps.

By dawn after A War of Bells and Wings, the danger had changed shape; the team had not solved the war, but they had uncovered one piece of it that could not be ignored, and Evangeline tied the torn edge of her veil tighter before walking toward the next bell.

The darkness tried to use fear as a chain throughout A War of Bells and Wings, yet Evangeline turned that fear into a warning, and warnings could save lives when heroes were humble enough to listen before charging into fire.

Odelia found the second clue near a burned prayer card after the battle in A War of Bells and Wings, and the discovery made the room colder because it proved the enemy had planned for the team’s mercy, not merely their mistakes.

Evangeline wanted one quiet minute after A War of Bells and Wings, but a broken archive lit by emergency halos answered with a sound like a door unlocking under water, and even Odelia stopped joking long enough to mark the coordinates with trembling fingers.

The emotional wound left by A War of Bells and Wings was not the cut across Evangeline’s skin; it was the knowledge that breaking an old order to protect a living person might be demanded again, with less time, fewer allies, and a greater number of innocent lives caught between powers calling themselves righteous.

Before they left a broken archive lit by emergency halos after A War of Bells and Wings, Mother Seraphina challenged Evangeline’s decision in a voice sharpened by fear, and she answered without anger because command was easy, but leadership required listening when people still had blood on their hands.

Another creature, a silver-winged hellhound, stirred beyond the damaged wall in A War of Bells and Wings, not strong enough to attack yet but awake enough to witness them, and Evangeline understood that every victory was also a message sent to enemies still gathering names.

The final image of A War of Bells and Wings was not the fallen monster, but a rescued candle burning with a stubborn blue flame in a tunnel veined with silver dust, and Evangeline carried that small light forward because hope needed proof too.

As A War of Bells and Wings closed, grief sharpened into purpose remained with the team like smoke in their coats, and Evangeline accepted the weight of it because the world had tried to name her saint, monster, key, and weapon, while she continued choosing hunter.

The quiet after A War of Bells and Wings gave each ally a different burden to carry: Mara carried the practical damage, Mother Seraphina carried the argument that still needed mending, and Evangeline carried the simple, stubborn promise that the next danger would meet a team rather than a lonely girl behind a veil.
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Chapter 4: The Burning Cherubim
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The Burning Cherubim began in a bell tower watching the storm, where anger disciplined into courage pressed against the walls and made the air feel too small for ordinary breathing, and Evangeline Nocturne arrived with her veil tied by choice rather than disguise while the early warning moved ahead of her like a hunter with better roads.

The first clue in The Burning Cherubim was a map that bled silver ink, harmless at a distance and poisonous in meaning; when Evangeline stepped near it, the mark beneath her skin answered like a lock recognizing the wrong key, and Junia noticed her flinch without insulting her by asking whether pain had become convenient.

"For the record, I stole only the useful things," Luca said during The Burning Cherubim, and the badly timed humor gave the group one fragile breath of humanity before the stone beneath them answered with a sound like teeth grinding prayer into dust.

They had entered a bell tower watching the storm to find an answer, but The Burning Cherubim gave them a blank angel guard instead, a creature that leaves names missing from the air and moved according to a law Evangeline had to understand before hatred made her blade too fast and too blind.

The first attack in The Burning Cherubim scattered the team across a bell tower watching the storm; Tavio shoved civilians behind broken stone, Odelia’s nearest invention coughed blue sparks with theatrical misery, Cassian chose a warning over a prayer that tasted
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