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  The Sky Splits

  
  




The night doesn’t end quietly.




It rips open.




The Dominion’s sirens scream through the shattered streets like a warning from a dying beast. Floodlights slice through the fog as armored patrols swarm the ruins of what used to be a free city. Every breath tastes like smoke and rust. My heartbeat is too loud in my ears—steady, fast, ready.




We’re not hiding anymore.




The Remnant stands scattered across the old bridge, faces streaked with ash, eyes burning with the kind of fire that no propaganda can snuff out. Below, the black river churns, dragging broken machines downstream like bones in a current.




“Positions!” I hiss into the comm clipped to my collar. My voice doesn’t shake. Not anymore.




A ripple of movement answers. Jonah on the west flank. Mara in the shadow of the broken tower. Silas crouched by the ridge with the long-range relay. All of us have lost too much to flinch.




Then the wind shifts.




It’s not just a storm this time. It’s weight. Power. It presses down on the Dominion soldiers like an unseen hand. The floodlights stutter. One shatters. Then another.




I look up. The clouds split—not gently, but like a sword carving through a curtain. A column of pure light slams into the heart of the city. It doesn’t ask permission. It arrives.




“They’re here,” Jonah breathes through the comm.




I don’t have to ask who. The air itself hums with it. Angels don’t announce themselves—they move like a silent army.




The Dominion soldiers drop to their knees, not out of reverence but pressure. Their tech glitches. Screens flash white. Weapons flicker. A roar, not human, rolls through the sky. A war sound.




“Remnant, move now!” I shout.




We surge forward. Boots pounding. Shadows breaking. The bridge becomes a battlefield. Dominion soldiers scramble to regroup, but they’re already losing control. Something greater than us has entered the fight.




A blinding flash sweeps through the east tower, and for a split second I see them—beings made of light and armor that doesn’t belong to this world. No wings of silk. No soft glow. These are warriors. Their swords burn white-hot, cutting through Dominion drones like paper.




I sprint across the bridge, ducking under a falling light pole, the pavement shattering behind me. Bullets ricochet, but most never reach us—they bend, dissolve, or vanish in midair.




Mara slides to my side, panting. “They’re scared.”




“They should be,” I answer. “Heaven’s done waiting.”




A sonic boom erupts overhead. A Dominion dropship tilts sideways, ripped apart by an invisible force. The wreckage falls into the river like a dying beast.




Then I see him.




Verrin—the Dominion’s High Marshal—standing at the far end of the bridge. Black coat. Silver insignia. His soldiers part around him like a tide. His voice carries over the wind, calm and venomous. “You think this changes anything?”




My fingers tighten around my weapon. “Everything’s already changed.”




He raises his hand, and for a moment, darkness surges—a wall of shadows rising behind him like a second storm. I can feel the chill clawing at the edge of my mind. This isn’t just tech anymore. It’s spiritual war.




But light answers faster.




A pillar of fire crashes down between us, throwing sparks across the bridge. I can’t see the face of the one who steps through it—but I know. I know that presence. The air itself bows.




“Enough,” a voice thunders—not through ears, but through everything.




Dominion soldiers scream. Shadows scatter. Verrin stumbles back for the first time.




My knees want to buckle, not from fear, but from the weight of glory that floods the air like a tidal wave. Mara grips my arm, grounding me, whispering, “Elara… is that—?”




“Yes,” I whisper. “Heaven just declared war.”




Sirens wail louder, but they’re meaningless now. Dominion power is slipping. The people hiding in the ruins—watching, waiting—step out into the open. The tide is shifting. And for the first time in years, it’s not fear I taste in the air.




It’s victory.




I step forward, closer to Verrin. He steadies himself, but the shadow behind his eyes is cracking. He knows. They all know.




Light has entered the battlefield.




And this time, we’re not backing down.
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The city doesn’t breathe anymore.

It trembles.




Smoke drifts over the cracked bridge like a living thing. Dominion soldiers fall back into formation, but it’s not order anymore—it’s panic wearing armor. Their tech flickers like a dying heartbeat, every screen flashing white static.




Light burns through the fog, tracing along the edges of broken glass towers. The war isn’t coming. It’s already here.




I step forward until I’m close enough to see Verrin’s jaw clench. The man who’s spent years controlling everything looks like he’s standing on shifting ground for the first time.




He raises his voice, trying to sound in control. “Stand your ground! They’re just illusions—”




A Dominion drone explodes midair before he can finish. A streak of gold light cuts through it like a blade. No illusions. Just power.




Jonah’s voice crackles through my comm. “East sector’s clear. Angels moved faster than anything I’ve seen. Dominion comm lines are down.”




“Hold position,” I say. “No rushing in. Let Heaven lead.”




That’s the part the Dominion never understood. This war isn’t just muscle and firepower. It’s about who commands the ground itself.




A gust of wind slams into the bridge. This time it isn’t the cold, artificial wind of their machines. It’s warm. Fierce. It hums like a living heartbeat. The shadows Verrin conjured writhe and shrink, like something burning alive.




Behind me, Remnant fighters rise from cover. Tired faces. Bloodied hands. But their eyes are different now. Fear’s been replaced by something that doesn’t break—faith forged in fire.




Mara steps up beside me, voice steady. “They’re drawing a line.”




I nod slowly. “Then so are we.”




Verrin lifts his hand and darkness surges again, heavier this time—like a wave meant to drown the light. But the second it reaches the center of the bridge, the ground cracks with a thunderclap. A figure in armor of blinding white lands like lightning, wings folded into flame. The Dominion’s wave breaks like glass.




No speeches. No theatrics. Just a stare that silences an army.




One of the angels moves forward—tall, radiant, sword at its side. It doesn’t need to speak for us to understand: the line’s been drawn. Cross it, and you fall.




The Dominion fires anyway.




Dozens of pulse rifles ignite. Beams of red and white carve through the night—but they don’t land. Some dissolve midair. Some ricochet into their own lines. A few are sliced apart by invisible blades. The sky burns gold where Heaven stands.




I run, dropping low behind a broken guardrail as Mara and Jonah cover my flank. The bridge becomes chaos—shouts, gunfire, the sound of wings and steel. Verrin moves fast, pushing toward the command column at the far end. He wants control back. He won’t get it.




I press the comm. “Silas. Status?”




“Underground channels are live,” Silas replies. “City resistance is rising. Civilians are moving toward the safe routes.”




“Good,” I breathe. “Keep them moving.”




That’s the real fight. Not just crushing the Dominion. It’s freeing the people they caged.




I vault the railing and land hard on the lower catwalk. A Dominion soldier charges at me with a shock baton. I twist, disarm him, slam the weapon into his chest, and send him into the river. No hesitation. This is war.




Above us, a Dominion gunship turns to retreat. Then the sky itself ignites—a wall of light slams into its hull, and it bursts apart in a rain of fire that never touches the Remnant. Angels are moving like a storm with precision.




Verrin’s voice cuts through the chaos, furious now. “You think this is your victory? We built this world. We own it.”




I climb back onto the bridge, breath sharp. “Not anymore.”




He lunges forward, and the shadow around him thickens like smoke turning solid. For a second, the temperature drops. I can feel something dark clawing at the edges of my mind. But I’ve learned—darkness only wins if you bow.




A surge of warmth floods the air around me. Not from me. From Him.




The light behind me grows brighter, pushing the shadow back like it’s nothing but a thin veil. The Dominion’s High Marshal stumbles, shock cutting through the hate on his face.




“Your rule ends here,” I say quietly.




Not a scream. Not a speech. Just truth.




Mara and Jonah flank me. Behind us, the Remnant tightens formation. Above, angels circle like a silent storm. And in that moment, it’s clear:




The Dominion may have built their empire.

But Heaven just reclaimed the ground.
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The bridge shudders beneath our feet.

Not from the weight of soldiers, but from the collision of power—light and dark, human and divine.


Verrin hasn’t stopped moving. Shadows cling to him like a second skin, curling and twisting, trying to reach into us, trying to choke the Remnant’s courage. But the angels above move faster, cutting the shadows into fragments before they reach the bridge.


I grip my weapon tighter, boots scraping concrete. My pulse pounds, not from fear, but from the awareness that this is it. The final stretch. The battle that decides everything.


“Left flank!” Mara shouts. Bullets spark off the railings, ricocheting, hitting nothing. A wave of light from above dissolves the Dominion’s line like morning mist.


Jonah presses forward beside me. “They’re losing coordination. Their soldiers don’t even know who to follow.”


“Good,” I mutter. “Keep pressure.”


Verrin roars, and the shadows surge again. This time they’re thicker, heavier—darkness almost solid. I feel the heat of it against my skin. The edges of the bridge grow cold. Soldiers falter. Some turn on each other in panic.


Then the air splits with force.


A figure lands at the center of the bridge—armor white as dawn, sword gleaming like a shard of sunlight. Not Michael. Someone bigger. Something older. Power rolls off this presence like a tidal wave.


Jesus.


Not as a speech. Not as a vision. Presence. Command. Authority.

The shadows recoil immediately. Verrin staggers. His soldiers falter
















































