
Table of Contents

The Angel’s Eclipse (Eclipsed by Desire, #22)

Chapter 1: A Falling Star

Chapter 2: Shadows and Wings

Chapter 3: Forbidden Caress

Chapter 4: Eclipse Rising

Chapter 5: Whispers of Heaven

Chapter 6: Night’s Edge

Chapter 7: Veil of Temptation

Chapter 8: Stolen Light

Chapter 9: Wings in Shadow

Chapter 10: Eclipse Within

Chapter 11: Forbidden Flight

Chapter 12: Celestial Heat

Chapter 13: Dark Descent

Chapter 14: Eclipse Heart

Chapter 15: Shadowed Vows

Chapter 16: Broken Halo

Chapter 17: Luminous Sin

Chapter 18: The Eclipse Shatters

Chapter 19: Afterlight

Chapter 20: Wings Entwined

Chapter 21: Eternal Eclipse

Chapter 22: Light Through Shadows

Chapter 23: The Angel’s Eclipse

Sign up for John Cook's Mailing List


The Angel’s Eclipse 
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Chapter 1: A Falling Star
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The night sky burned with an intensity that seemed almost unnatural. Stars pulsed like heartbeat, and a thin crescent of moon cast pale light over the jagged cliffs that overlooked the sea. The air smelled of salt and something else—something metallic, electric, as if the world itself were charged with anticipation. He had felt it the moment he stepped outside, the invisible pull that tugged at his chest, making his heart stumble and race at the same time.

Evan’s hands were shoved deep into the pockets of his leather jacket, but it didn’t stop the chill from creeping along his spine. He wasn’t supposed to be here. Angels were not meant to linger on mortal soil—not the way some of them did, lingering so close that desire and danger coiled together like twin serpents in his veins. And yet, here he was, drawn toward the cliffs by a force he didn’t fully understand.

A flash of white light streaked across the sky, faster than any meteor should move, impossibly brilliant, and then, a moment later, it was gone. His chest tightened. That was no falling star. That was something alive.

And he was not alone.

A whisper of movement, soft but deliberate, caught his attention. A figure emerged from the shadows, tall and impossibly graceful, wings folded behind him so perfectly they seemed sculpted from moonlight itself. Evan’s breath hitched, an unexpected warmth blooming low in his belly as his eyes traced the delicate curve of feathers, the way they shivered with life even in the still air.

“Evan,” the angel said, voice low, rich, carrying a resonance that made the hair on his arms rise. “You shouldn’t be here.”

“And yet, I am,” Evan replied, trying to sound steadier than he felt. His eyes didn’t leave the angel, tracing the faint shimmer of celestial light clinging to his form. There was danger in those eyes—rules he wasn’t meant to know—but also something else. Desire, raw and unspoken, that tightened in his chest with each heartbeat.

The angel stepped closer. Each movement seemed to bend the space around him, drawing Evan forward without a word. The wind tangled in his hair, brushed against his neck, but it was nothing compared to the pull radiating from this being—an attraction that made Evan’s thoughts scatter, leaving only the ache of want and the ache of knowing it was forbidden.

“Do you understand what you’re risking?” the angel asked, his gaze heavy and calculating, but there was a flicker there, something softer, almost human. “One wrong step, one forbidden choice, and...” He let the warning hang, unfinished, like a shadow stretching across Evan’s mind.

“I don’t care,” Evan breathed, though the words surprised him. They were sharper than he meant, but the truth was undeniable. “I didn’t come here to run from risk. I came here... for this.”

For a moment, the night seemed to hold its breath. The waves below whispered against the cliffs, the stars blinked in silent warning, and the air between them thickened with heat and tension, every molecule alive. The angel’s wings twitched, subtle but impossible to ignore, and Evan felt a thrill that was equal parts fear and longing.

“You don’t know what you’re touching,” the angel murmured, so close now that Evan could see the faint luminescence on his skin, the perfect tension in his jaw, the way his lips curved in a half-smile that promised sin and consequence in equal measure.

“I think I do,” Evan said, and he stepped closer anyway. The cliff edge was behind him, the dark sea stretching below, and for the first time, he didn’t care if he fell.

The angel tilted his head, eyes narrowing in a mixture of warning and fascination. “You’re reckless,” he said softly. And then, almost impossibly, he brushed a hand against Evan’s cheek, a touch so light it might have been imagined—but the shiver it sent down Evan’s spine was all too real.

“Maybe,” Evan whispered, voice trembling with desire and fear, “but some things are worth the fall.”

For a heartbeat, the universe seemed to pause. Stars, moon, wind, sea—all faded to background as they stood on the cliff’s edge, drawn together by something older than time itself, something dangerous, forbidden, and undeniably powerful.

And then the eclipse began.

A shadow passed over the moon, slow and deliberate, and the night darkened around them, swallowing the cliffs, the sea, the world. The angel’s wings shifted, catching the faint light, and Evan’s hand brushed against his own skin, warm and trembling, a spark of heat that defied the cold night air.

They were no longer just mortal and celestial. They were something else entirely—two forces drawn together in a cosmic pull neither could resist. And as the eclipse deepened, Evan realized, with a thrill that bordered on terror, that nothing would ever be the same.

Not the night. Not the stars. Not them.

The angel’s voice, low and intimate, broke through the silence. “Once the eclipse fully comes, Evan... everything changes. Are you ready to see what that means?”

Evan swallowed hard, heart hammering in his chest. Desire, fear, and exhilaration coursed through him. “I’m ready,” he said. “I’ve never been more ready for anything in my life.”

The angel’s lips curved into a faint, predatory smile, and for the first time, Evan realized that the night wasn’t just dark—it was waiting. Waiting to show them what they were willing to risk for desire.

And in the shadows of the eclipse, desire had already won.
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Chapter 2: Shadows and Wings
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Evan could still feel the brush of the angel’s fingers against his cheek, a memory burning along his skin like fire left behind by the night. The shadow of the eclipse stretched across the cliffs, and the world seemed quieter, as if holding its breath for the next movement.

The angel stood a step away, wings slightly unfurling, each feather catching the dim, silver light in a way that was almost hypnotic. He was impossibly tall, lean but defined, every line of his body taut with restrained power. Even from a distance, Evan could sense it—the raw, coiled strength, the kind that could crush or protect with equal ease. And yet, beneath that, there was something softer, something that flickered like candlelight behind the sharp edges of his gaze.

“You shouldn’t have come,” the angel said, voice low and deliberate, carrying authority that made Evan’s pulse hitch. It was more than a warning—it was a command, an invisible tether that marked the boundaries of what was permitted.

“And yet,” Evan replied, voice steady despite the heat crawling along his spine, “I did.”

The angel’s eyes, pale and luminescent, softened for the briefest moment before narrowing again. “You don’t understand what you’re dealing with,” he said. “I’m not like... anyone you’ve known. I’m bound by rules you can’t even imagine. Cosmic rules. Laws older than the stars. And breaking them...” He let the threat linger, unsaid but heavy in the charged air between them.

Evan stepped closer, heart hammering, feeling the electric pull that seemed to radiate from the angel like gravity. He could smell the faint ozone of celestial energy clinging to him, a scent that was both intoxicating and dangerous. “I don’t care about your rules,” Evan said, and the words came out rougher than he expected. “I care about you.”

The angel tilted his head, studying him. There was curiosity there, and something else—a hint of desire that he tried, just barely, to mask. His wings flexed, small movements that sent a ripple across the shadows of the eclipse. Evan’s eyes followed every motion, mesmerized by the living, breathing art before him.

“You’re reckless,” the angel said, almost a whisper. “And yet... alluringly so.”

Evan’s lips curved, but he didn’t speak. There was a rhythm to the moment, a tension that throbbed between them, unbroken and electric. Their proximity was enough to ignite it—just the ghost of a brush of shoulders, the soft sway of the angel’s wings, the way his eyes lingered too long on Evan’s.

A gust of wind lifted loose strands of hair across Evan’s face, and the angel reached out instinctively, fingers brushing against his cheek once again. The touch was feather-light, but the fire it sparked in Evan’s chest was anything but gentle.

“You must understand,” the angel said finally, pulling back slightly, though his gaze never wavered, “that I cannot let this... whatever this is... go too far. Not yet. The universe will not forgive it.”

“I don’t care,” Evan whispered again. His hand hovered near the angel’s arm, aching to close the distance, aching to feel the heat of that impossible skin beneath his fingers. “Then let it be a risk we take together.”

For a heartbeat, the angel’s facade faltered. There was something raw and human in the flicker of his expression, a tension that spoke louder than words. His wings twitched nervously, and he looked out over the cliffs, where the eclipse had swallowed the horizon, darkness bleeding into the sea. “You don’t understand,” he said, voice softer this time. “The laws that bind me... I cannot choose freely. And yet... I am drawn to you. As if something in me—something older than time—is pulling me toward you.”

Evan felt it too—the invisible tether, the gravity that made his chest ache and his mind reel. “Then let it pull us,” he murmured.

The angel exhaled sharply, wings brushing the edge of the cliff, a subtle shimmer of light emanating from their tips. “If we do this,” he said, voice low and dangerous, “we’re playing with forces you can’t control... forces that could destroy us both.”

Evan stepped forward until their arms brushed, a spark of contact that made the angel’s gaze flicker downward and then back up, hot and conflicted. “I don’t care about destruction,” Evan said, voice trembling with both fear and want. “I care about us. Right here, right now.”

Silence fell, thick and magnetic. The wind whistled past the cliff edge, tugging at the angel’s hair and Evan’s jacket, but the only motion that mattered was between them—the charged, forbidden pull, the brush of skin near skin, the unspoken tension that neither dared to release.

Finally, the angel stepped back, wings folding carefully, a mask of control returning over his features. “Then you should know,” he said softly, almost reluctantly, “that what you feel... what I feel... it cannot exist. Not fully. And yet... it does. Every time I look at you, Evan, I feel the eclipse closing in. And I am... helpless to resist it.”

Evan’s heart pounded. The danger, the cosmic rules, the forbidden nature of their attraction—all of it only made the pull stronger, hotter, more urgent. Desire and fear intertwined, creating a tension that was nearly unbearable.

And as the shadow of the eclipse deepened, casting a veil over the cliffs and the sea, Evan realized that he would follow this angel—this impossible, intoxicating being—into the darkness itself if it meant feeling the brush of his wings, the weight of his gaze, and the fire of a desire that refused to be denied.

The night was theirs, but the rules of the cosmos were waiting, patient and unyielding. And the angel, with his impossible wings and impossible power, was both the
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