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CHAPTER 1 — The Fallen
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The sky did not break with thunder when Azeriel fell.
It tore open with silence.
A thin, jagged line of white light split the night, stretching from horizon to horizon like a wound in the fabric of creation. Time stilled. Even the wind held its breath. Then, as though heaven exhaled in regret, the rift collapsed—and something enormous, burning, and winged plummeted from its heart.

Azeriel didn’t remember the fall beginning.
Only the end.
The world rushed up to meet him in a blur of shadow and pine. Impact thundered through the forest as his body crashed through the treetops, snapping branches like twigs before slamming into the earth. The ground cratered beneath him, glowing with faint white fire that flickered and died as quickly as it appeared.

For several long seconds, he lay motionless, facedown in the broken soil, breath uneven and shallow. His wings—once radiant constructs of pure celestial grace—were nothing but scorched remnants folded awkwardly beneath him. Feathers the color of dying starlight drifted to the forest floor around his limp form.

Pain rippled through him in slow, heavy waves.

It was unlike the divine burns he once inflicted upon the wicked.
This pain was mortal.
Finite.
Real.
Azeriel lifted his head with effort. Dirt and ash clung to his cheek and tangled in his dark hair. The world felt distant, as though he were looking at it through fractured glass. His aura—once a blazing storm of divine light—flickered dimly around him, unstable and cracked.

He tried to rise.

His hands sank into the soil. The broken remains of his wings twitched in agony. His chest heaved with the effort, a dull, throbbing ache spreading through the place where grace had once rested, now hollowed out as if carved by a blade.

So this was what it meant to fall.

Not simply exile.
Not simply punishment.
Loss.

He had known it was coming. The moment he made the choice—the only choice he could live with—he had felt the heavens recoil from him. But even as the light of the divine withdrew and cast him aside like something contaminated, Azeriel had not regretted it.

He regretted nothing.

The night air tasted metallic, cold, unfamiliar. Mortal. He inhaled again, feeling the sting of it down his throat. His vision blurred as he pushed himself upright, kneeling inside the crater. He looked toward the sky, searching for the rift that had expelled him.

It was gone. The heavens had already sealed themselves from him.

Azeriel lowered his gaze.

A soft rustling sound drifted from the edge of the trees—too light for a beast. Too hesitant to be a hunter. He stilled, focus sharpening despite the ache in his body. The forest returned his attention with a hush, as if waiting to see what would unfold next.

Footsteps.

Human.

Azeriel’s fingers curled into the dirt. Instinct whispered caution. Mortals were unpredictable. Dangerous in their fear. He had hunted enough of them—watched judgment cleave through their lives—to know the way panic could turn to violence.

But he was no longer an executioner.

A faint glow pulsed at the corner of his vision. Azeriel turned his head slowly.

A lantern.

Its warm light cut gently through the darkness, illuminating a figure approaching the crater’s edge. Cloaked, hooded, small compared to him—but steady in their movements. The lantern’s flame swayed with the breeze as the figure stepped closer, revealing more of their silhouette.

A woman.

Her breath caught softly when she saw him—just enough to betray surprise, not fear. She stood at the rim of the crater, lantern held just high enough to illuminate the broken, fallen shape before her.

Azeriel stared back at her through strands of soiled hair. His voice scraped raw as he forced out a single warning:

“Stay away.”

She didn’t.

Instead, she stepped down into the crater.

Her boots crunched lightly in the dirt as she approached him, stopping only a few paces away. The lantern’s glow cast warm tones across her face—soft, thoughtful features framed by loose waves of dark hair. Her eyes, bright and intelligent, moved over him with something closer to curiosity than terror.

Azeriel’s instincts whispered again.
She should have fled.
Run.
Screamed.
Mortals weren’t meant to look at fallen seraphs. Not this close.

He lifted a hand slightly. Not to threaten—he didn’t have the strength—but to warn again. “You do not understand,” he rasped.

Her expression shifted. Not in fear... but in recognition.

“No,” she murmured. “I don’t think you’re the danger here.”

The words hit him like a shock.

For the briefest moment, the veil of agony parted, and he saw her clearly—not just a mortal, not just a curious stranger. Something in her aura shimmered faintly against the lantern light. A whisper of magic. Raw, unstable, but present.

A witch.

Azeriel stiffened, pain flaring like fire up his back. His wings curled inward protectively.

“You should leave,” he said again, more force behind the words. “Your kind should never be near mine.”

Something unreadable passed across her face.

“My kind?” she echoed softly. “You fell from the sky. And you’re bleeding. If I meant you harm, I wouldn’t be standing here talking.”

Azeriel’s breath hitched. She stepped closer. Too close.

Her lantern light spilled over his wings—blackened, broken things that once burned brighter than the sun. Her gaze softened with a mixture of awe and something he couldn’t decipher.

“Who did this to you?” she whispered.

He swallowed hard, forcing the truth past the lump in his throat.

“Heaven.”

The lantern shook in her hand, just a fraction. Enough for him to see that she understood far more than she should.

A cold wind swept through the trees. The forest trembled.

And somewhere distant—faint yet unmistakable—Azeriel felt a ripple of divine energy searching for him.

His time was short.

He dropped his gaze to the dirt. “If you stay,” he murmured, voice low and harsh, “you will die.”

Her answer came without hesitation.

“Then we’d better move quickly.”

He looked up, startled.
She extended her hand.
A mortal witch offering her hand to a fallen seraph.

He should have refused.
He should have pushed her away.
Instead... Azeriel reached out.

Their fingers touched.

Her magic flickered.
His broken grace shuddered.
The night seemed to bend around them for a heartbeat.
And everything changed.
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CHAPTER 2 — Witch of the Boundary Woods
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The wind whispered through the Boundary Woods, carrying the scent of pine, damp earth, and something faintly metallic—like blood, like iron, like the pulse of distant stars. Mira wrapped her cloak tighter around her shoulders, lantern swinging lightly in one hand. She had always walked these woods alone, familiar with every knotted root, every hidden hollow, every sigh of the trees when the wind pressed through.

And yet tonight... the forest seemed different.
Tense. Watching. Waiting.
Her eyes fell on the crater first, half-hidden by the shadows of jagged roots. Something large had crashed here—splintered trees, torn earth, frost-laced petals from plants that had no right to bloom in November. Mira crouched at the edge, lantern held steady, breath catching in her chest as her gaze drifted to the center.

He lay there.

A man—or something like a man—unmoving. His wings were folded against him, blackened and scorched, feathers scattered across the soil like dark starlight. His hair was dark as night, tangled and matted with dirt. His chest rose and fell with shallow, uneven breaths, each one trembling as though even the air feared to touch him.

Mira’s heart thudded painfully, a mix of curiosity and terror.
He was beautiful. Ridiculously, impossibly beautiful. And she knew. She knew.
Not from what she saw, but from what she felt. Magic clung to him, ancient, powerful, divine even—and lethal.

A seraph. A creature of heaven.
And every witch she had ever known had been taught to avoid them. To hide. To run. To pray they were never found.
Her hand hovered over the wooden staff at her side. It felt weak, fragile, inconsequential in comparison to what lay in the crater. She had every reason to leave. Every reason to run. Every reason to let the forest reclaim him and pretend she had never seen anything.

And yet... something in her tightened, a thread of instinct, a whisper from her own restless magic.

He was alive.

A whisper. That was all it took. He had not yet succumbed to the fall, had not yet been claimed by the cold earth or the distant wrath of heaven. His aura flickered faintly around him, fractured silver and shadow intertwined. Even broken, he radiated power—and perhaps... trust.

Mira stepped closer, lantern swaying. Her boots pressed into the loose earth, and the quiet groan of the forest sounded louder than it should. She saw his face now, pale as frost, lips parted in shallow breathing, eyes closed. She almost reached out—but stopped.

He was dangerous.

Not merely mortal-dangerous. Predator-dangerous. He could kill her without effort, could ignite her life in a single touch, could drain her magic as easily as a candle snuffs out flame.

And yet...

Something inside her refused to retreat. She had spent her life chasing power she did not yet fully understand, hiding in shadows, fleeing from authority, divine or mortal. And here, in the middle of the forest she knew so well, she felt the pull of fate—or curse—or madness—guiding her forward.

Her fingers twitched. The magic at her core stirred, sensing his pain, his fracture, the way his very essence had been torn from the heavens. It called to her. Whispered. He is yours to aid. He is yours to save... if you dare.

Mira swallowed. She knew the consequences. Even now, her mind ticked through the warnings: witches who aid the fallen are marked, hunted, sometimes killed. Seraphs do not forgive. Humans who meddle in celestial affairs vanish.

And yet...

Her hand brushed against the edge of her cloak. She had always prided herself on her independence, her ability to make choices in the face of danger. The risk was staggering. The allure was irresistible.

Finally, heart thundering, she dropped to her knees beside him. Her lantern light fell across his face, illuminating the faint flicker of life in his features.

“I don’t know what you are,” she whispered. “I don’t know if helping you is a curse... or a blessing.”

He shuddered at her words, a single hand twitching. His lips parted, a faint rasp escaping. Mira’s breath caught.

And she made her choice.

Her fingers brushed against his shoulder, tentative at first, tracing the broken fabric of his robe, the scorch marks in his skin, the remnants of light and shadow tangled in his being. He flinched—but did not recoil. His aura pulsed weakly around him, and she felt it respond










d2d_images/cover.jpg
-
'y

The Seraph S
Sin

THE

DEVIL'S
GENTLEMEN

Maria Costa





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





