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The First Whisper of Wings

The dawn of the Seventh Sun rose over Celestara, spilling molten gold across terraces of pearl-white marble and towers that seemed to be grown, not built, from the very light itself. The citadel floated above the heavens on a sea of ever-shifting aurora, its spires piercing the sapphire mist as though they were the fingers of some divine instrument playing a hymn only the celestial could hear. Every stone pulsed faintly with a silvery glow, each echo of a footstep resonating like a chord struck on a harp of wind.

Lyra stood at the edge of the highest balcony, her newly forged wings unfurled for the first time. They were a cascade of iridescent feathers that shifted from the palest dawn-blue at the base to a deep, midnight violet at the tips, each one edged with a thin line of luminous thread that caught the rising light and threw it back in a thousand tiny rainbows. She lifted her hands, feeling the warm hum of mana that surged through the veins of the citadel, and inhaled the thin, sweet scent of celestial incense that lingered in the air.

“Your wingpan is perfect, Lyra,” said Seraphiel, her mentor, his voice a low resonant chord that seemed to vibrate the very air. He stood beside her, his own plumage a regal array of phoenix-red and burnished gold, each feather edged with a faint ember-glow. “The Council will be pleased. After all, a Guardian’s duty is to be both shield and song to the realms below.”

Lyra turned her gaze to the horizon where the sky melted into a fluid tapestry of clouds. She felt the subtle tug of the wind, a whisper of movement that sang her name. “I feel... alive,” she whispered, her voice barely louder than the rustle of her feathers. “It’s unlike anything I imagined.”

Seraphiel smiled, a curving line of light that seemed to transmute the very air around him. “The first breath of a Guardian’s wings is always accompanied by a tremor of destiny. Remember, child, your heart must be as steady as the stars themselves, for the realms below are not mere playthings of the gods. They are fragile, swayed by grief, hope, and the doubts that linger in the shadows of men.”

Lyra nodded, feeling the words settle like dew on a leaf. She had spent countless cycles in training—learning to weave light into protective barriers, to summon wind to carry whispers, to read the subtle currents of mortal emotions that rose like tides from the earth below. Yet all of that preparation felt dwarfed by the sudden weight of expectation that settled upon her shoulders.

“Will we... see the mortals today?” she asked, a tremor of excitement threading through her voice.

“The council has assigned you the Argent Veil patrol,” Seraphiel replied, gesturing to the great obsidian bridge that arched from Celestara down to the world below. “Your task is to walk the veil between our realm and theirs, to watch, to guide, and if necessary, to intervene. Remember, any direct contact with a mortal soul is forbidden unless the Council decrees otherwise. The law is clear: you are a guardian, not a lover.”

Lyra’s eyes flickered to the edge of the balcony where the bridge seemed to dissolve into silver mist, disappearing into an opening that led to the mortal plane. “I understand,” she said. “I will do my duty.”

The council’s expectations were a living thing in her mind, a lattice of crystalline rules that glowed with an otherworldly light. Lyra closed her eyes, feeling the rhythmic beating of her heart align with the gentle pulse of Celestara. The aurora above shimmered, and a faint, ancient echo rose from the vaulted halls, a song that seemed to predate even the citadel’s foundations.

“Lyra of the First Whisper,” a voice sang, resonant and distant, “hear the prophecy that bears your name.”

Lyra’s eyes snapped open. Above the golden arches, etched in light upon the sky itself, a script of pure luminescence unfurled. It swirled and coalesced into words that glowed like twin suns.

The Weeping Sky shall descend, drowning the realm in sorrow. Only the union of feather and grief can cleave the storm, lest the heavens weep eternal.

The words pulsed, each syllable a drumbeat against her soul. Lyra felt a cold shiver traverse her spine, a whisper of foreboding that seemed to emanate from the very heart of the prophecy.

“What does it mean?” she asked, voice trembling.

Seraphiel’s expression turned grave. “It is the old script we have spoken of for ages. The Weeping Sky is not a mere meteorological phenomenon; it is a manifestation of collective grief, a storm fed by the sorrows of mortals. When it rises, the heavens weep in kind, and the world below drowns in its own pain. We have never seen it fully, but the signs grow stronger each cycle.”

Lyra stared at the script, the words like embers lingering in her memory. “And the... union?”

“The union of an Angel’s feather and a mortal’s grief,” Seraphil answered, his eyes fixed on the bridge. “It is a forbidden bond, for the power it releases can rattle the very fabric of the realms. It is said that only through an unselfish merging of celestial light and human sorrow can the storm be broken. But any such bond would be a grave violation of the Council’s edicts.”

A sigh escaped Lyra’s lips, mingling with the soft breeze that brushed against her feathers. She felt the pull of destiny, like a thread tugging at the core of her being. The prophecy seemed to brand her name—Lyra—into the heavens, a promise and a warning intertwined.

“The Hall of Echoes will convene soon,” Seraphiel continued, “to discuss your role in this matter. For now, go. Walk the veil, observe the mortal realm, and let your heart be your compass.”

With a final nod, Lyra spread her wings, feeling the surge of mana coursing through the hollow of each feather. She stepped onto the obsidian bridge, the surface rippling beneath her weight like liquid night. As she moved forward, the world below unfolded, a tapestry of verdant fields, winding rivers, and distant mountains crowned with snow. The sky above the mortal realm was a muted gray, the kind that hinted at an approaching storm.

The bridge descended gradually, the cosmic mist parting before her as if bowing to her passage. With each step, Lyra felt the pull of a thousand unseen emotions. Joy, longing, fury, and a deep, almost palpable grief rose from the world below like undercurrents in a river. The sensation washed over her in waves, each ripple resonating with her own burgeoning powers.

She entered the realm through a veil of scintillating light, her form becoming faint, almost invisible to mortal eyes. The air grew cooler, scented with pine and earth, and the distant sound of a village bell chimed every half hour, marking the passage of time.

Lyra hovered over a patchwork of fields, the sunlight weak and filtered through thin clouds that threatened to burst. Below, a river glimmered, its surface rippling gently, reflecting the sky’s melancholy hue. She could feel the heartbeat of the world—steady, yet tinged with unease.

She moved eastward, drawn by a faint pulse that rose above the natural cadence of the land. It was not the pulse of a bustling town or the humming of a market; it was a deeper, more resonant vibration, like the low moan of a wound that would not heal. Her eyes, now a luminescent amber, focused on the source.

In the shadow of a low hill, nestled among a grove of silver-leafed trees, stood a modest cottage. Smoke curled lazily from its chimney, and a garden of wilted herbs clung desperately to the soil. The aura surrounding the dwelling was thick with sorrow, each breath of wind carrying a scent of damp earth and wilted roses. Lyra descended, her feathers brushing the grass with a whisper that made the blades shiver.

There, kneeling beside a broken altar of white stone, was a man. He wore the simple garb of a healer—loose linen shirt and trousers, his hair unkempt and streaked with ash-grey. His hands, though calloused and stained with herbs, moved with delicate precision as he arranged dried lavender and crushed rosemary into a small bundle. The grief that radiated from him was immense, a storm condensed into a single soul, trembling like a blade of grass in a gale.

Lyra watched him in silence, her heart beating in rhythm with the pulse of his sorrow. She could see it in his eyes—dark pools of loss, reflections of something taken far too soon. Her breath caught as she recognized the shape of his grief: jagged, raw, and unyielding, yet also shimmering with a fierce resolve to heal.

His name, she realized, was etched on a small wooden sign hung near the door: Aiden, Healer of Ardent. The weight of the name felt like a stone in her throat, and the prophecy’s words resurfaced, echoing against the walls of her mind.

Only the union of feather and grief can cleave the storm.

Lyra took a step forward, the grass parting beneath her tread. As the veil of her celestial form brushed the mortal realm, a faint shimmer surrounded her. For a brief instant, she was visible—a luminous figure with wings that glowed like sunrise over a sea of clouds. Aiden’s eyes widened, his brow furrowing in both surprise and fear.

“What... who are you?” he whispered, his voice trembling as if he were speaking from the edge of a cliff.

Lyra’s eyes met his, a mixture of compassion and curiosity reflected in her amber gaze. “I am... I am a guardian,” she said, the words flowing like water. “I have come to watch, to understand the sorrow that hangs over this land.”

Aiden’s hand slipped from the bundle of herbs, his fingers trembling. “Guardian? angels... they are tales told to children, to keep us hopeful. Yet... I see you.” He turned his head slightly, as if trying to catch a scent carried on the wind. “What brings you here, to my modest home?”

Lyra hesitated, the ancient law echoing in her mind. “I am not permitted to intervene,” she said softly, each syllable weighed with caution. “But I cannot ignore the intensity of your grief. It calls to me like a beacon across the heavens.”

Aiden’s gaze softened, though the pain in his eyes remained palpable. “My sister... she fell in the battle at Mora’s Pass. The healers could not save her. Since then, the sky has not ceased to weep. Rain falls upon us, heavy and unending. The people curse the heavens, yet they cannot lift the veil of sorrow that sits upon our shoulders.” He gestured toward the sky, where clouds gathered in slow succession, darkening the horizon. “The kingdom of Ardent mourns her loss; the ruins of the battlefield echo with the screams of the fallen. Every night, I hear the wind weeping through the trees, as if it knows my sister’s name.”

Lyra felt a pang deep within her, a resonance that vibrated through her feathered heart. The grief she sensed now was not just personal; it coursed through the land, a river of mourning that threatened to overflow its banks. The prophecy’s warning rang louder in her mind: The Weeping Sky shall descend, drowning the mortal realm in sorrow.

She stepped closer, the air around her humming with an unseen current. “Aiden, I can... I can feel the storm gathering. I have been tasked to observe, yet I fear that watching alone will not be enough.” Her voice wavered, betraying a fear she had not previously known. “If... if there is a way to ease this sorrow, perhaps it is not forbidden?”





















d2d_images/cover.jpg
ot






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





