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Chapter 1 – The Night of Falling Stars

[image: ]


The city of Lunaris glittered beneath a sky alive with silver fire.

From the highest balcony of the Celestial Observatory, Aurelie watched countless meteors streak across the heavens like burning ribbons of light. Their luminous trails reflected from crystal towers and marble domes, transforming the city into a sea of shimmering stars.

The annual meteor shower was always beautiful.

Tonight, however, felt different.

The air itself seemed charged with anticipation.

Aurelie rested both hands on the balcony railing, his pale silver robes fluttering in the cool night breeze. The celestial markings along his wrists glowed faintly beneath his skin, responding to the immense magical energy flowing through the sky.

Below him, the streets overflowed with celebration.

Families gathered in moonlit plazas.

Musicians filled the air with soft melodies.

Children chased floating lanterns enchanted to resemble tiny stars.

Normally the joy of so many people would comfort him.

As a celestial empath, Aurelie naturally sensed the emotions around him.

Tonight he felt excitement.

Wonder.

Hope.

Love.

Thousands of bright emotions drifted upward from the city.

Yet beneath them lurked something else.

Something distant.

Something wrong.

A sudden chill crawled down his spine.

Aurelie frowned.

The sensation vanished almost immediately.

He straightened.

Perhaps he was simply tired.

For weeks he had been assisting healers throughout the kingdom, helping citizens burdened by grief, trauma, and magical afflictions.

Empathic magic demanded balance.

Sometimes he absorbed more than he should.

A voice interrupted his thoughts.

“You look troubled.”

Aurelie turned.

An elderly woman approached across the observatory platform.

Her silver hair shimmered beneath the starlight.

Long celestial robes trailed behind her.

Master Selene.

Head astrologer of Lunaris.

One of the most respected magic scholars in the realm.

Aurelie smiled politely.

“Only distracted.”

Selene joined him at the railing.

“You're lying.”

His smile widened slightly.

“You always know.”

“After twenty years?”

She chuckled softly.

“I should hope so.”

Together they watched another brilliant meteor streak across the darkness.

For several moments neither spoke.

Then Selene's expression became serious.

“You feel it too.”

It wasn't a question.

Aurelie's smile faded.

“Yes.”

The older woman sighed.

“I feared as much.”

“What is happening?”

Selene looked toward the stars.

“The heavens have been behaving strangely.”

Aurelie waited.

“The celestial currents are shifting.”

“How?”

“No one knows.”

That answer worried him more than any explanation could have.

Selene rarely admitted uncertainty.

“If the astrologers are concerned,” Aurelie said quietly, “then this must be serious.”

She nodded.

“It is.”

A meteor exploded overhead.

The sky flashed brilliant white.

Cheers erupted from the city below.

Neither of them joined the celebration.

Aurelie's unease continued growing.

Then suddenly—

Pain.

A wave of agony crashed into him without warning.

His breath caught.

The balcony vanished.

The city disappeared.

The world dissolved.

Aurelie staggered backward.

“Aurelie!”

Selene's voice sounded impossibly distant.

The empath dropped to one knee.

His vision darkened.

An overwhelming torrent of emotion slammed into his mind.

Grief.

Loneliness.

Despair.

Sorrow so profound it felt endless.

It wasn't his.

It belonged to someone else.

Someone far away.

Someone suffering.

Aurelie gasped.

The emotions intensified.

Images flooded his consciousness.

A black fortress rising from jagged cliffs.

Storm clouds twisting overhead.

Dark towers piercing the sky.

An enormous eclipse hanging above everything.

Its shadow swallowed the horizon.

The fortress appeared abandoned.

Cold.

Lifeless.

Yet someone stood upon the highest tower.

A solitary figure wrapped in darkness.

A man.

Tall.

Powerful.

Alone.

The grief radiating from him felt unbearable.

Aurelie had sensed countless emotions throughout his life.

Nothing compared to this.

It felt ancient.

Centuries of loneliness compressed into a single heartbeat.

Then another image appeared.

The eclipse darkened.

Cracks spread across the sky itself.

Darkness poured through those fractures like living ink.

Cities burned.

Kingdoms collapsed.

People screamed.

Magic unraveled.

The world died beneath an endless shadow.

Aurelie tried to pull away.

The vision refused to release him.

Suddenly voices echoed around him.

Not human voices.

Older.

Vast.

Timeless.

The celestial spirits.

Ancient guardians rarely heard by mortal ears.

Their whispers surrounded him.

"The Heart Eclipse approaches."

"The cycle awakens."

"Light and shadow converge."

Aurelie's heart pounded.

The voices continued.

"The cursed prince stands at destiny's edge."

"The celestial heart must find him."

"The future remains unwritten."

Aurelie struggled to understand.

"What prince?"

The answer came instantly.

"The one who suffers beneath the eclipse."

The image of the dark figure returned.

The loneliness was so intense it nearly shattered him.

Then came the final warning.

"If the heart remains lost..."

The sky cracked open.

Darkness consumed everything.

"...all shall fall."

The vision ended.

Aurelie collapsed onto the observatory floor.

Air rushed into his lungs.

The stars returned.

The city returned.

Reality returned.

"Aurelie!"

Selene knelt beside him.

Several apprentices had gathered nearby.

Their faces showed concern.

He blinked rapidly.

His entire body trembled.

"Aurelie," Selene said softly. "What happened?"

For several moments he couldn't speak.

The emotions lingered.

The grief.

The loneliness.

The impossible sadness.

Eventually he managed a whisper.

"I saw someone."

Selene helped him sit upright.

"Who?"

"I don't know."

The answer frustrated him.

He remembered every detail of the vision except the man's face.

Shadow had concealed it completely.

Aurelie swallowed.

"There was a fortress."

Selene's expression darkened.

"A fortress?"

"Beneath an eclipse."

Silence.

The apprentices exchanged nervous glances.

Selene slowly stood.

"Aurelie."

Her voice sounded strangely cautious.

"Come with me."

Confused, he followed her inside the observatory.

They climbed several winding staircases before reaching a restricted archive chamber.

Ancient books filled countless shelves.

Dust sparkled beneath floating starlight lanterns.

Selene crossed directly to a locked cabinet.

She removed a crystal key from her robes.

The cabinet opened.

Inside rested a single book.

Its cover was black.

Unlike every other celestial text.

Aurelie immediately felt magic emanating from it.

Old magic.

Dangerous magic.

Selene placed it on a nearby table.

Carefully she opened the weathered pages.

Illustrations filled the manuscript.

Ancient symbols.

Forgotten kingdoms.

Celestial diagrams.

Then Aurelie froze.

There.

An image of a massive eclipse.

Identical to the one from his vision.

"What is this?"

Selene's face had gone pale.

"A prophecy."

Aurelie stared at her.

"What prophecy?"

She hesitated.

As though speaking the words might somehow make them real.

Finally she answered.

"The Prophecy of the Heart Eclipse."

The room suddenly felt colder.

Aurelie looked back at the ancient pages.

The illustrations seemed almost alive.

"What does it say?"

Selene turned several pages.

"The prophecy speaks of a cursed prince."

Aurelie's pulse quickened.

"A prince?"

She nodded.

"A ruler born beneath shadow."

The same words echoed inside his mind.

The cursed prince stands at destiny's edge.

Selene continued.

"When the Heart Eclipse returns, the prince will determine the fate of the world."

Aurelie stared.

"Determine it how?"

Her eyes met his.

"He will either save the realm..."

She paused.

"...or destroy it."

Silence filled the archive.

Outside, distant cheers still drifted upward from the city celebrations.

The contrast felt surreal.

People laughed.

Lanterns floated.

Music played.

Yet somewhere beyond the horizon, destiny was already moving.

Aurelie looked once more at the illustration.

The fortress.

The eclipse.

The darkness.

The lonely figure standing alone beneath it all.

He remembered the grief he had felt.

No monster should feel such pain.

No villain should carry such loneliness.

Whatever this prince was, he was suffering.

And somehow their paths were connected.

Selene seemed to recognize the determination forming in his expression.

"No."

Aurelie blinked.

"No?"

"You are not thinking of finding him."

"I have to."

"Absolutely not."

"He needs help."

"He may destroy the world."

"He may save it."

Selene opened her mouth.

Then stopped.

Because neither of them truly knew.

Aurelie gently closed the prophecy book.

"The spirits showed me this for a reason."

"Aurelie—"

"If there's even a chance I can prevent what's coming, I have to try."

The old astrologer looked at him for a long moment.

Finally she sighed.

"You've already decided."

He smiled sadly.

"Yes."

Outside, another meteor blazed across the heavens.

Brighter than all the others.

For a brief moment its silver light illuminated the entire city.

Aurelie stepped toward the archive doorway.

Toward the unknown.

Toward the shadow prince waiting somewhere beneath an approaching eclipse.

Neither of them knew it yet.

But the fate of both their hearts had already begun to change beneath the falling stars.
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Chapter 2 – The Prince of Shadows
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Thunder rolled across the black cliffs of Nocthar.

Lightning flashed through the storm-choked sky, briefly illuminating the vast fortress that stood upon the edge of the world.

Unlike the gleaming towers of Lunaris, Nocthar had never been built to inspire beauty.

It had been built to survive.

Dark stone walls rose from jagged mountains.

Massive towers pierced the clouds.

Ancient shadow magic pulsed beneath every corridor and battlement.

To outsiders, the fortress looked like the lair of a tyrant.

To its people, it was home.

And at its center stood the man many feared most.

Lucasus.

Prince of Shadows.

Master of Nocthar.

Bearer of the Eclipse Curse.

At that very moment, he stood within the fortress courtyard surrounded by chaos.

Shadow creatures filled the massive training grounds.

Some resembled humans.

Others bore horns, glowing eyes, or wings woven from darkness.

Most were loyal citizens.

Tonight, however, a dangerous faction had chosen rebellion.

The rebels surged forward in a wave of black magic.

Their leader pointed directly at Lucasus.

"You grow weaker every year!"

The crowd roared.

"The curse consumes you!"

Several shadow warriors launched attacks simultaneously.

Dark spears screamed through the air.

Chains of living shadow followed.

Lucasus didn't move.

The attacks stopped inches from his body.

Frozen.

Suspended.

Held effortlessly by his magic.

A dangerous silence settled over the courtyard.

The rebels suddenly looked less confident.

Lucasus slowly raised one hand.

The shadows obeyed instantly.

Darkness erupted across the courtyard.

The rebels were lifted from the ground.

Weapons shattered.

Magic dissolved.

The entire uprising ended within seconds.

Gasps echoed throughout the gathered crowd.

The rebels struggled helplessly.

Lucasus's silver eyes glowed with eclipse fire.

Power radiated from him.

Terrifying.

Absolute.

Ancient.

"You mistake restraint for weakness."

His voice carried across the courtyard.

Cold.

Controlled.

Deadly calm.

The rebel leader paled.

Lucasus lowered his hand.

The shadows released their prisoners.

Every rebel crashed to the stone floor.

"No executions."

Murmurs spread through the crowd.

The rebel leader stared in disbelief.

Lucasus continued.

"Imprison them."

The guards immediately obeyed.

The rebellion was over.

Yet no one celebrated.

Because everyone had seen it.

The darkness surrounding their prince.

The unnatural shadows twisting around his body.

The flashes of eclipse energy flickering beneath his skin.

The curse was growing stronger.

Everyone knew it.

Including Lucasus.

As the crowd dispersed, a sharp pain suddenly stabbed through his chest.

His breath caught.

Darkness flickered across his vision.

For one terrifying moment, the shadows around him surged wildly.

The nearby guards froze.

Fear appeared in their eyes.

Lucasus immediately forced the power back under control.

The shadows retreated.

The moment passed.

But the damage had been done.

They had seen it.

Again.

Another loss of control.

Another reminder.

The curse was worsening.

Without a word, Lucasus turned and left the courtyard.

The fortress corridors were quiet.

Servants bowed as he passed.

Guards stepped aside.

No one attempted conversation.

Most never did.

Fear created distance.

Distance created silence.

And silence had become his constant companion.

Hours later, Lucasus sat inside the war chamber.

A massive table occupied the center of the room.

Maps covered its surface.

Candles flickered against stone walls.

Several advisors stood nearby.

Each looked increasingly uncomfortable.

Lord Veyron finally broke the silence.

"We cannot ignore the situation any longer."

Lucasus didn't look up.

"Then don't."

The advisor sighed.

"The Heart Eclipse approaches."

The room became tense.

Nocthar's rulers had feared those words for centuries.

Lucasus continued reviewing documents.

"Three months."

"Yes."

Another advisor spoke.

"The curse grows stronger with every eclipse."

"I am aware."

"Your Highness—"

"I am aware."

Silence followed.

The advisors exchanged nervous glances.

Finally Veyron spoke again.

"There are rumors."

Lucasus finally looked up.

"What rumors?"

The older man hesitated.

"Some believe the Heart Eclipse will awaken the full curse."

The room fell completely silent.

No one wanted to say the rest.

Lucasus already knew.

The prophecy.

The ancient warnings.

The terrifying possibilities.

Destroy the darkness.

Or become it.

Nobody knew which outcome awaited him.

Least of all Lucasus himself.

His jaw tightened.

"You may leave."

The advisors obeyed immediately.

Within moments, he was alone.

Again.

The chamber suddenly felt enormous.

Empty.

The silence returned.

Lucasus leaned back in his chair.

Exhaustion settled over him.

The rebellion.

The curse.

The approaching eclipse.

It never ended.

For years he had carried responsibilities no one else could understand.

Every decision.

Every sacrifice.

Every failure.

Alone.

His gaze drifted toward the window.

Rain hammered against dark glass.

Far beyond the storm lay the rest of the world.

Kingdoms.

Cities.

Lives untouched by his curse.

Sometimes he wondered what it felt like to simply exist without fear.

Without destiny looming overhead.

Without people constantly expecting disaster.

He barely remembered.

A bitter smile touched his lips.

Perhaps he never had.

The pain returned.

Sharper this time.

Dark energy crawled beneath his skin.

He gripped the edge of the table.

The curse pulsed.

Hungry.

Waiting.

The eclipse mark on his chest burned like fire.

Eventually the sensation faded.

Leaving only exhaustion behind.

Lucasus rose.

There was one place in the fortress where he could briefly escape expectations.

The archives.

Deep beneath Nocthar.

Hidden from almost everyone.

Ancient doors opened before him.

Dust-filled chambers stretched into darkness.

Thousands of books filled endless shelves.

Most contained forbidden knowledge.

Some contained dangerous truths.

Lucasus had spent years studying them.

Searching.

Researching.

Hoping.

Because despite what everyone believed, he had never stopped looking for a cure.

Tonight was no different.

He lit several lanterns and moved toward a collection of ancient eclipse records.

One weathered volume caught his attention.

The binding appeared centuries old.

He opened it carefully.

Pages crackled beneath his fingers.

Most contained familiar information.

Historical accounts.

Prophecy fragments.

Magical theories.

Then something unusual appeared.

A reference.

Small.

Nearly forgotten.

Lucasus frowned.

His eyes moved slowly across the faded text.

"The shadow prince may be redeemed through union with the celestial heart."

He sat upright.

Another prophecy fragment.

One he had never seen before.

He continued reading.

"A guide
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