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  The Awakening

  
  




The fire was everywhere.




Not the kind that burns wood or leaves, not the orange that flashes and dies. This fire was alive—breathing, pulsing, surrounding me like it had a heartbeat of its own. I didn’t move, didn’t scream, didn’t even think. I just… was.




And the mark on my shoulder, the flame-shaped birthmark I’d hated for years, it glowed. Bright. Hot. Not burning me, but like it was waking up after a lifetime of sleep.




Then a voice—soft, resonant, impossible to ignore—echoed in my mind:




“Awaken, flame-bearer.”




I bolted upright in bed, heart pounding like a war drum, hands shaking. The room was dark except for the faint glow from my mark, fading like embers after a fire. I pressed my palm against it, willing it to stop glowing. But it didn’t.




It hummed.




The day didn’t slow down, even though everything in me wanted it to. At breakfast, Nia’s voice snapped me back to reality.




“Kiera! You spacing out again?” She shoved a granola bar at me.




I tried to smile, but my mouth felt stiff. “Uh… yeah. Just tired.”




Nia didn’t look convinced. She never did. Her sarcastic eyebrow raised like she could see right through me. And maybe she could.




School felt heavier that morning. Not the usual Monday weight—something different, like the air itself had been thickened. And then I heard it.




A whisper behind the lockers. Faint. Almost imperceptible.




“The flame is waking.”




I froze.




Nia noticed. “Kiera? You okay?”




I nodded, forcing a laugh. “Yeah… just cold.”




Cold wasn’t it. The hallway felt electric. I could see something shifting in the corners of my vision—shadows moving where they shouldn’t. And then I noticed it: the boy from chemistry, who’d always been quiet, collapsed halfway to class. No sound, no warning. Just… gone.




Heart hammering, I rushed over. Teachers were swarming, phones out, panic rising. But through the chaos, I felt it.




The fire isn’t just on me. It’s coming for the world.




That night, I lay in bed staring at the ceiling, trying to make sense of everything. Nia’s words echoed from earlier: “You’re not normal, Kiera.”




No kidding.




My mark glowed again, brighter than before. I rolled onto my side and touched it. It hummed, warm against my skin. Then the voice came again, soft but commanding:




“Do not fear. You are sealed. You are called. The battle begins with you.”




I tried to make sense of the words. Battle? Sealed? Called?




But I didn’t have to understand everything. I only knew one thing: I could not ignore it.




The next day at school, the energy had shifted. Kids whispered in corners, teachers looked uneasy, and the air felt like it was holding its breath. Even the principal seemed off, though I didn’t know why. Something about the way he smiled—too smooth, too knowing—set my nerves on edge.




During chemistry, I noticed the flame mark on my shoulder flare again. Instantly, a strange verse I had never memorized came to mind:




“The Lord will go before you and be with you; He will never leave you nor forsake you.” — Deuteronomy 31:8




I said it aloud without thinking.




The class went quiet. Even Mr. Hale, the chemistry teacher, froze mid-sentence, staring at me like he had seen something he wasn’t supposed to.




Ezra, sitting two rows behind, gave me a small nod. He didn’t say anything, but I felt it: recognition. He had seen it too.




Something was stirring. Not just in me. Not just in the town. But here. All around us.




After school, I found myself wandering the edge of the playground, drawn to the fading light of the sunset. That’s when I saw it: a shimmer in the air. At first, I thought it was my imagination. Then it solidified.




A figure. Towering, bright, impossible. Wings like liquid light, eyes like molten silver.




“Who… what are you?” I breathed.




“I am Zane,” he said, voice like a thousand harmonies, echoing in my chest. “I am sent to guard you.”




My heart skipped. My mouth went dry. “Guard… me?”




“You are marked,” he said, pointing to the glowing flame. “And the darkness knows it. It is coming for you. But you are not alone. You are not insane. You are sealed.”




The words rang with authority. They didn’t demand faith. They assumed it.




A chill ran down my spine. “Sealed?”




“Yes. Called. Flame-bearer. Your awakening has begun.”




The sun dipped below the horizon, shadows stretching like fingers across the ground. I didn’t understand half of what he said, but one thing was certain: my life had just changed.




And the fire inside me wasn’t going out.




The night stretched on, restless. I kept seeing flashes—classmates, streets, the town itself—flickers of shadows that shouldn’t exist. And through them, I felt it.




The first wave.




A spiritual shift had begun.




I pressed my hand to my shoulder and whispered a prayer I didn’t know I knew:




“Arise, O Lord, and let Your light shine. Let Your kingdom come on earth as in heaven.” — Matthew 6:10




The flame on my shoulder flared once more, hotter, brighter, alive. And I knew, deep down, that the whisper of fire calling me wasn’t just for me.




It was for the town.

For the generation.

For the battle that had just begun.
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  Sight Beyond Sight

  
  




It started with a shadow.




Not the kind that moves with you in the sunlight. No, this shadow twisted. Shifted. Lurked just out of the corner of my vision. And it wasn’t alone.




By mid-morning, the cafeteria felt wrong. The fluorescent lights flickered. The chatter around me seemed hollow, like echoes of voices I couldn’t quite hear. I squinted, trying to focus.




Then I saw it.




A girl from my math class, sitting two tables over. Her hair fell in waves over her shoulders, but something was… off. A black mist clung to her like smoke from a fire. I froze. My stomach dropped.




I blinked. Nothing.




I blinked again.




The mist was still there. And I could see it now: whispers curling from her ears like smoke, moving toward her mind. Lies. Doubts. Fear.




I gasped, my hand flying to my mouth. Nia, sitting across from me, leaned over.




“Kiera… what is it?”




I shook my head, but the words caught in my throat. “I… I think… I’m seeing something. Like… like evil around people.”




Nia blinked, then laughed. “You’ve been watching too many horror movies.”




But the truth? My chest was tight, and my heartbeat was a drumbeat I couldn’t ignore. Something had shifted.




By third period, I was certain I wasn’t imagining it.




A boy in my history class kept twitching. A shadow hung over his shoulder, black tendrils reaching toward his chest, whispering. I could feel it, pulling at the air, tugging at his spirit.




I wanted to scream. To run. To tell someone. But I knew no one would see it. No one would understand.




And then, as if summoned, the air shimmered beside me.




Zane.




He didn’t materialize with wings at first. Just a presence, solid, tall, impossible to ignore. But the moment he stepped closer, I could see him fully: armored in white-gold light, his eyes like molten silver, wings spanning wide, trembling the air around him.




“You are seeing them,” he said, his voice low but firm, resonating inside my chest. “And they are seeing you.”




My throat went dry. “Seeing… what?”




“Demons. Spirits of deception. They are drawn to the fear, the doubt, the hidden sin. But they cannot touch what is sealed.”




I pressed my hand to my shoulder, feeling the faint heat of the mark. “Sealed?”




Zane’s eyes softened, but the urgency didn’t fade. “Yes. You carry the flame. Darkness cannot consume it. But it will try.”




By lunchtime, I had learned just how persistent it would be.




The boy from history suddenly collapsed in the middle of the cafeteria. His body shook. His eyes rolled back. Chaos erupted. Teachers rushed, students screamed, but I could see what was happening. The black mist swirled around him, twisting like a living shadow.




I wanted to run. Nia grabbed my arm. “Kiera! What’s happening?”




I shook her off gently. “Stay back.”




The mist surged toward me. I froze. And then Zane stepped forward. He raised his hand, and a flash of white-gold light hit the shadow like a hammer.




It screamed. A sound no human could make, yet everyone in the cafeteria flinched. The mist dissolved, leaving the boy trembling but unharmed.




Zane turned to me. “You will need to be bold. The flame must not waver.”




I swallowed hard. “I… I don’t know if I can do this.”




“You don’t choose. You obey. That is how the flame burns.”




The bell rang. I fled to the bathroom to breathe, hands pressed to the wall. My reflection in the mirror made me catch my breath. The mark was glowing, faint but definite, like it had been awakened for battle.




I could feel Zane behind me, a steady warmth. “Fear is natural. Courage is obedience.”




I closed my eyes. Tried to pray. Tried to calm my racing heart. And then I saw it again.




A shadow outside the bathroom stall. A whisper in the mirror. A feeling of suffocating presence.




I gasped. “No…”




Zane appeared beside me, only visible to me. His hand hovered above the shadow. “You do not fight alone. Remember, the flame is with you.”




With a movement like wind, the shadow dissolved. I sank to the floor, trembling. The weight of it all was crushing.




And yet… relief washed over me.




That night, I couldn’t sleep. The vision of the shadow lingered. I touched my shoulder; the mark pulsed, hotter this time, almost alive.




A verse came to mind—again, a Scripture I didn’t know I’d memorized:




“For He will give His angels charge over you, to keep you in all your ways.” — Psalm 91:11




I whispered it aloud. The mark flared briefly, then faded. I realized the words weren’t mine. They were given.




I had a taste of what it meant to see beyond sight.




And I knew this: the world wasn’t safe.

Not anymore.




But I wasn’t alone.




Zane stood guard in my room, wings folded but radiating presence. “Rest,” he said. “Tomorrow, the battle will feel closer. You must be ready.”




I nodded, but sleep didn’t come easily. Shadows lingered. Whispers whispered. And I realized something terrifying—and thrilling: I had just opened my eyes.




The unseen world had begun to bleed into mine.




And I… was ready to fight.















