
Table of Contents

Burn for Me, Eclipse (Eclipsed by Desire, #3)

Chapter One — Ash in the Veins

Chapter Two — The Spark That Shouldn’t Exist

Chapter Three — When Shadows Tremble

Chapter Four — He Burns When I Touch Him

Chapter Five — The Unnamed Thing

Chapter Six — Flamebound

Chapter Seven — A Hunger That Knows Us

Chapter Eight — Desire With Teeth

Chapter Nine — The Mirror Eclipse

Chapter Ten — The Thing That Loves Us

Chapter Eleven — The World Starts to Shake

Chapter Twelve — Devour Me, Darkness

Chapter Thirteen — Love Made Monster

Chapter Fourteen — Burn for Me, Eclipse


Burn for Me, Eclipse

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One — Ash in the Veins
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Riven had survived death, shadows, and gods—but nothing compared to the sound of Kael being torn away from him.

It wasn’t a scream.
It wasn’t even a breath.
It was a snap—the sound of a bond wrenched apart by something older than prophecy and crueler than fate.

One moment, Riven’s hands were buried in Kael’s hair, his forehead pressed to the fireborn prince’s lips, their breaths mingling like a promise. The next—

Light ruptured between them.

Fire uncoiled like a serpent. Shadow recoiled like a wounded animal.

And Kael was gone.

Riven’s fingers closed on nothing but heat and smoke.

For a heartbeat, he stood frozen, disbelief hollowing his chest. Then the world reacted before he did.

His shadows tore free of his control, lashing outward, cracking stone, slicing through air that suddenly felt too thin. The sky above them—once fractured by the Second Veil—shuddered with his grief.

“Kael.”

His voice wasn’t loud. It didn’t need to be. Shadows carried it, multiplying it, turning it into a whisper that rolled across the broken landscape like a warning to everything that dared to exist.

But Kael didn’t answer.

The bond between them—once a flicker, then a blaze, now a living thing—hung limp in Riven’s chest, pulsing faintly, like a heartbeat trapped under ice.

A heartbeat that didn’t belong to him.

He staggered forward, hands trembling. The world around him flickered, warped, bent under the weight of magic without an anchor.

“Kael, where—”
He swallowed.
The words tasted like ash.



Kael woke with fire in his mouth.

He didn’t know if he was breathing flames or if flames were breathing him. The air tasted like embers, sweet and metallic. His vision swam with red-gold shadows that moved like they had intention—like they were watching him.

He pushed himself up on shaking elbows.

He wasn’t in the ruins anymore.

He wasn’t anywhere he recognized.

He was... suspended.
Not floating—held. The ground beneath him glowed like cooled magma, black shot with veins of deep crimson that pulsed to the rhythm of a heartbeat.
Not his.

Never his.

Something ancient thrummed beneath his palms, whispering through the cracks, stroking his skin like a lover who didn’t know its own strength.

“Riven...?”

The name hurt to say.

The bond between them sparked weakly in his chest, flickering like a candle drowning in its own wax.

He reached for it—
It recoiled, as if something else was gripping the other end.
A cold breath ghosted along the back of his neck.
The air twisted. A whisper cut through the heat.
“Mine.”

Kael spun—but nothing was there.

Only the molten ground, the thick air, the pulse of a presence he couldn’t name. A presence that felt like him—but wrong. Familiar—but twisted. Close—but impossibly distant.

A presence shaped by desire.
His desire.
Riven’s desire.
Everything they had fed into the eclipse.
And now... something had fed on them.

Kael closed his eyes, reaching again for Riven through the bond.

For a heartbeat—one brilliant, breaking heartbeat—he felt him.

Terror.
Rage.
Love sharp enough to cut the world apart.
“Riven—”
He tried to pour reassurance into the bond—
But something else slipped between them, soft as breath and sharp as claws.

“He cannot hear you,” the whisper purred.
“Not yet.”
Kael’s skin crawled. Heat rose along his spine—not pain, but something dangerously close to pleasure, a slow, seductive warmth that curled around his ribs.

He forced his voice steady.
“Who are you?”
A pause.

Then:
“You made me.”
The ground shuddered.
Light flared.
Shadows coiled.
And something began to rise from the molten stone—half fire, half darkness, shaped in the echo of the bond that had torn the worlds open.

Something beautiful.
Terrifying.
Hunger made flesh.
Kael's throat went dry.

No—
Not hunger.
Want.
Want that mirrored Kael’s darkest desires—
And Riven’s deepest fears.



Riven fell to his knees as a shockwave hit him—heat, intimacy, a pulse of magic that wasn’t Kael but tasted like him.

His shadows writhed, recoiling and reaching at the same time.

“Kael,” he whispered, breath breaking.
“Don’t let it take you.”
The bond flickered again—
Weak, molten, trembling.
Alive.

Barely.

And somewhere beyond the broken horizon...
Riven felt a new presence unfurl.
A presence that knew Kael’s fire intimately.
A presence that recognized Riven’s shadow like a lover.
A presence drawn to both of them—

—or born from them.

Riven’s lips parted, horror and heartbreak twisting through him.

“Oh gods,” he breathed.
“What have we done?”
And far away, Kael whispered the same words.

Before the world around him ignited.
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Chapter Two — The Spark That Shouldn’t Exist
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Kael had seen monsters.

He had fought them.
Run from them.
Burned beside them.
But he had never felt one the way he felt this thing rising from the molten ground—
the thing shaped from the echoes of his fire
and Riven’s shadow
and the hunger that lived between their hearts.
Flame coiled upward in a slow, sinuous spiral, forming a shape with no fixed outline—like a body trying to remember what it meant to be flesh.

“You’re not real,” Kael breathed, but his voice lacked conviction.

The molten air hummed, warming against his skin in a way that mimicked touch.

“You made me real.”

The voice came from everywhere.
And nowhere.
Genderless.
Theymless.
Yet intimate—like someone whispering into Kael’s mouth, not his ear.
Kael swallowed hard and took a step back.

The flame followed.

“You’re a... fragment,” he said, trying to force logic into the impossible.
“A leftover flare from the eclipse. A magical echo.”
Laughter rippled through the air—soft, breathy, unsettlingly pleased.

“Leftover?”
The fire spiraled tighter, gaining structure.
“No. I am the thing you birthed the moment fire touched shadow.”
Kael’s chest tightened.

“Riven didn’t—”

“Oh, he did.”

The flame surged, swelling into a taller form—humanoid, almost beautiful, if beauty could be carved from desire and danger.

A face emerged from shifting embers.
Not Kael’s.
Not Riven’s.
But heartbreakingly familiar.

Because it carried echoes of both.

Cheekbones like shadow.
Eyes like smoldering gold.
A mouth shaped from the moment Kael and Riven had kissed under the first eclipse.
A body sculpted by memory, fantasy, need.
Kael’s breathing faltered.

The entity tilted its head.
“You feel it, don’t you?”
“Feel what?”

“Want.”
A soft, sultry whisper.
“Yours. His. Ours.”
Kael’s pulse stuttered—because it was right.

A thread of heat curled low in his spine, shameful and instinctive. Not attraction... not exactly. Something deeper, primal, made from the bond he shared with Riven. That bond had created this—this creature that understood desire as if it were a language, and Kael its native speaker.

Kael forced himself to speak.
“You’re manipulating me.”
Another soft laugh.
“If I wished to manipulate you, Kael, you wouldn’t be standing.”
The entity drifted closer.
Too close.
Kael’s flames rose defensively—
then flickered out.
He felt the bond to Riven pulse weakly in his chest, like a heartbeat struggling under water. The entity’s presence pressed against it softly, almost inquisitive.

“You’re looking for him.”

Kael’s jaw clenched.
“Where is he?”
Another step.
Heat pooled around Kael’s thighs, brushing like warm fingers.
“Alive. Wanting. Hurt.”
A pause.
“Because of you.”
Kael flinched.
The words struck too accurately.
Before he could react, the entity leaned close—made of fire, yet its heat didn’t burn. It warmed. Comforted. Tempted.

“Do you want him, Kael?”

Kael’s breath caught.
“Of course I—”
“Show me.”

The fire surged, wrapping lightly around his wrist.
Not restraining—inviting.
Kael yanked back instinctively—
and fell to his knees as pain ripped through his chest.
A spike of shadow.
A gasp not his own.
Riven.
The bond flared hot, desperate, wounded.



Riven’s vision blurred with rage and panic.

He had been tracking Kael’s echo along the plane where the Veil had torn—following the scent of fire, the heat that only Kael’s magic left behind.

But suddenly—
it twisted.
Warped.
Spiked with an agony that wasn’t physical.
Riven hit the ground, shadows scattering like a burst of ravens.

“Kael—Kael, dammit—”

The bond throbbed again, making his breath falter.
Something else was touching it.
Something intimate.

His shadows snarled out of him, reacting to instinct deeper than blood.

Someone—
some thing—
was touching Kael’s bond from the inside.
Riven shot to his feet, trembling.

“No,” he whispered.
“No, not him. Not again.”
He shoved his fear down and pushed back through the bond—just enough to send Kael a pulse of reassurance.

I’m coming.
Hold on.
But the moment he did, he felt it—

A second presence.
Warm.
Hungry.
Awakened by Kael.
Riven’s stomach dropped.

“Oh gods,” he breathed.
“It’s alive.”



Kael was panting, gripping the molten ground.

The entity crouched in front of him, all firelit curves and shifting shadows, head tilted with curiosity.

“You’re connected to him more deeply than you understand.”

Kael snarled, “Get out of my bond.”

The entity smiled—a beautiful, horrifying smile that burned and soothed at once.

“I can’t.”
It leaned close.
“I am your bond.”
Kael froze.

“What?”

The entity touched two flaming fingers to Kael’s sternum, right over the bond’s pulsing knot.

A surge of heat shot through him, stealing his breath.

“When your fire met his shadow, something was always going to be born.”

The air vibrated with truth.

“You created me with your love...”
Its voice dropped, intimate and shivering,
“...and all the things you will never admit you desire.”
Kael choked on his breath.

The entity leaned in further, lips almost touching his ear.

“And I am not done growing.”

The molten world trembled beneath them.

Far away, Riven began to run.
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