

    
        
          Black Wing Fall: Angel/Demon Romance

        

        
        
          Kelakkiyar siddhar

        

        
          Published by Kelakkiyar Siddhar Siddhar, 2026.

        

    


Copyright © 2025 Kelakkiyar Siddhar

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews or scholarly works.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

For permissions, inquiries, or rights, please contact:

Siva Prakash Publishing

[arutperumjothi555@gmail.com]


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Black Wing Fall: Angel/Demon Romance

Sign up for Kelakkiyar siddhar's Mailing List

Further Reading: Chasing Silver Years:A Billionaire Age Gap Romance

Also By Kelakkiyar siddhar

Chapter 1 Black Wing Fall

The sky over the Vale of Silence did not thunder when the black wing fell. There was no clash of realms, no tearing of light. Only a slow dimming, as if the heavens themselves exhaled in sorrow. Ash-colored clouds parted without resistance, and from their quiet opening a single figure descended, spiraling not in violence but in exhaustion, like a feather that had forgotten how to remain aloft.

His wings were vast, once forged in disciplined darkness, not born of cruelty but of refusal. They had been meant to guard the borders of choice, to stand where light hesitated and shadow learned restraint. Now they were torn not by battle, but by doubt. Each black feather trembled, holding the memory of purpose even as gravity claimed him.

He struck the earth without sound.

The ground beneath him was soft, moss and silver grass bending to receive rather than reject. For a long while, the fallen one did not move. His breath came shallow, uneven, as though breathing itself was a new burden. The sky slowly sealed above him, clouds returning to their quiet formation, unwilling to witness more.

Far away, on a ridge washed in dawnlight, an angel paused mid-step.

Seraphael had felt it the moment it happened. Not as pain, but as absence. A thread in the great harmony had gone slack. She closed her eyes, placing a hand over her chest, where her light hummed in patient order. The wind stirred her pale robes, carrying with it a chill that did not belong to morning.

“A fall,” she whispered, not in fear, but in grief.

Angels were taught not to interfere. Order was their vow. Balance their prayer. But compassion was not a violation of order; it was its deepest expression. Seraphael turned from the eastern ascent and began walking toward the Vale of Silence, her steps unhurried yet resolute.

As she walked, memories rose unbidden.

She remembered the black-winged sentinel from long ago, when realms still spoke to one another without suspicion. He had stood apart, neither cruel nor kind, simply attentive. When angels debated the nature of mercy, he listened. When demons argued the weight of freedom, he questioned without contempt. His name had been Kaelith then, spoken without bitterness.

He had not rebelled. He had asked.

Questions, in certain realms, were more dangerous than weapons.

By the time Seraphael reached the vale, the light had shifted. Noon approached, but the air remained cool, subdued. She descended the slope and saw him where the grass bent inward, forming a quiet cradle.

Kaelith lay on his side, one wing folded beneath him, the other stretched and broken at the edge. Dark ichor, thin and fading, stained the feathers. His face was drawn, not in rage, but in weariness so deep it seemed carved into him.

Seraphael stopped several steps away. She did not rush. Reverence required patience.

“Kaelith,” she said softly.

His eyelids fluttered. For a moment, nothing. Then his eyes opened, dark as unlit stone, reflecting her glow without hostility. Recognition passed through them, followed by something like shame.

“Do not come closer,” he said. His voice was hoarse, stripped of command. “I carry no claim now. I am unaligned.”

She moved closer anyway, kneeling beside him. “You carry life,” she replied. “That is claim enough.”

He turned his gaze away. “You should not be here. Angels are not meant to witness the fallen.”

“And demons are not meant to fall without being seen,” she answered.

Silence stretched between them, not heavy, but fragile.

Seraphael extended her hand, palm open, light resting there not as weapon or judgment, but as warmth. “May I tend your wing?”

Kaelith hesitated. His entire existence had been defined by endurance, by bearing consequence alone. To accept help felt like an erasure of the very questions that had brought him here. Yet pain had a way of clarifying truth.

“Yes,” he said at last. “But know this. I did not fall because I wished harm. I fell because I refused to abandon conscience.”

Seraphael nodded, as if she had expected nothing else. Carefully, she touched the torn feathers. Her light did not burn. It soothed, knitting fractures slowly, respectfully, without erasing the marks of what had been endured.

“I know,” she said. “The heavens often mistake silence for agreement.”

He let out a breath that might have been a laugh, if sorrow had not claimed it first. “And the depths mistake defiance for corruption.”

As she worked, Kaelith spoke, not in defense, but in confession. He spoke of councils where mercy was deemed weakness, of laws that punished growth, of orders that demanded obedience without understanding. He spoke of choosing restraint over cruelty, and being named traitor for it.

“I did not seek to be pure,” he said quietly. “I only sought to be whole.”

Seraphael listened without interruption. Angels were trained to listen for truth beneath words, and his truth rang clear. There was no hunger in him, no thirst for power. Only grief for a harmony that could have been.

When his wing was steadied enough that he could sit, she withdrew her hand. The light receded, leaving behind healing that would continue on its own.

“You cannot return yet,” she said. “Neither realm will receive you as you are.”

“I know,” Kaelith replied. “That is the punishment. To exist between.”

“Or the invitation,” she countered gently.

He looked at her then, truly looked, as if seeing her not as angel, but as being. “Why help me?”

“Because compassion is not bound by allegiance,” she said. “And because you did not fall into hatred.”

The wind moved through the vale, carrying the scent of clean earth. For a moment, the world felt unburdened by doctrine.

Kaelith lowered his head. “If I remain,” he said, “I will be hunted.”

“I will stand with you,” Seraphael replied, without oath or drama.

He searched her face for falsehood and found none. What he found instead unsettled him more than enmity ever had.

“Then stay,” he said, not as command, but as request. “And teach me how to live without becoming what they fear.”

She rose to her feet, offering her hand again. This time, he took it.

Above them, unseen, the realms shifted imperceptibly. Not toward war or triumph, but toward something far more dangerous.

Change.

Chapter 2 The Weight of Light

Morning arrived in the Vale of Silence without ceremony. Light seeped across the ground like a careful guest, touching leaves and stone with equal gentleness. The air held a clarity that made every sound distinct: the hush of grass shifting, the distant call of unseen birds, the steady rhythm of breathing that no longer struggled.

Kaelith woke before Seraphael.

He sat upright against a smooth rock, his injured wing folded close, bound by strips torn from his own mantle. Pain lingered, but it was no longer sharp. It had become something instructive, reminding him that existence now required attention. He watched the valley awaken, aware that for the first time in ages, no command waited for him.

Freedom, he realized, was heavier than exile.

When Seraphael opened her eyes, the first thing she noticed was the stillness. Not emptiness, but balance. She rose quietly, smoothing her robes, and turned toward Kaelith. He was watching the horizon with an intensity that suggested thought rather than vigilance.

“You should rest,” she said.

“I am resting,” he replied. “This is simply the first time rest has not been assigned.”

She considered that, then nodded. “How does it feel?”

He searched for the right word. “Unstructured.”

She smiled faintly. “Light can feel that way to those accustomed to shadowed order.”

Kaelith looked at her. “You speak as though light is a burden.”

“It is,” she said simply. “It reveals everything. Including responsibility.”

They walked slowly along the vale, keeping to paths worn by wind rather than feet. Seraphael moved with ease, but not superiority. Her steps adjusted to his pace, her presence neither leading nor following. Kaelith noticed this and felt a quiet easing he had not expected.

In the distance, the land rose into pale hills. Beyond them lay regions unclaimed by either realm, places shaped more by choice than decree.

“You are not afraid,” Kaelith said.

“Of you?” she asked.

“Of what I represent,” he clarified. “I am a reminder that lines can be crossed.”

Seraphael stopped walking. She turned to face him fully. “Lines that cannot be questioned are prisons,” she said. “You crossed because you listened. That is not corruption.”

He absorbed this in silence. No angel had ever spoken to him this way. Not as subject or threat, but as equal participant in meaning.

As the sun climbed higher, the warmth intensified. Kaelith shifted uncomfortably. The light pressed against him, not burning, but exposing. Every doubt he had ever buried rose to the surface.

“You feel it,” Seraphael observed.

“Yes,” he admitted. “The light weighs on me.”

She sat on a fallen stone and gestured for him to do the same. “Light is not meant to dominate,” she said. “It is meant to clarify. But clarity can be painful when one has lived long in endurance.”

He frowned. “Endurance was required.”

“Was it chosen?” she asked.

He had no answer.

They sat together as the day progressed. Seraphael spoke of her own doubts, though angels were rarely taught to name them. She spoke of moments when obedience felt hollow, when balance seemed maintained at the cost of compassion. She did not speak in accusation, only reflection.

“I stayed,” she said. “Because I believed patience could transform the system from within.”

“And did it?” Kaelith asked.

“Not yet,” she replied. “But patience does not excuse silence forever.”

The honesty unsettled him more than any condemnation could have. It meant that the divide between them was not as vast as he had been taught.

Later, as shadows lengthened, Kaelith attempted to stand on his own without leaning on the rock. His wing protested, and he stumbled. Before he could fall, Seraphael steadied him, her grip firm but restrained.

“I do not want to rely on you,” he said quietly.

She met his gaze. “Reliance is not weakness when it is temporary and mutual.”

He exhaled, allowing her support. The act felt unfamiliar, but not humiliating. There was no loss of self in it.

As they moved, Kaelith sensed a presence at the edge of perception. Not hostile, but watchful. The realms had noticed the imbalance. Observers would come
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