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CHAPTER 1 — When the Sky Forgot Its Light

[image: ]


The first sign wasn’t the darkness.
It was the silence.
Kael woke before dawn—though “dawn” felt like the wrong word. There was no soft blue creeping in through his curtains, no gentle glow breaking across the rooftop outside his window. There was... nothing. A stillness so total it stole his breath.

Something was wrong with the sky.

He pushed himself upright, feeling the familiar tug of the magic bond at his ribs where Azariel’s mark still pulsed faintly. A reminder of choice, of belonging, of everything that had changed.

But this?
This wasn’t Azariel’s doing.
Footsteps padded softly outside his bedroom, and Riven appeared in the doorway, shirt half-buttoned, hair a chaotic halo. He looked alert—too alert—the way he did when instinct told him danger was coming before anyone else could see it.

“You felt it too,” Riven said.

Kael nodded. “The sky. It hasn’t...” He hesitated, searching for the right word. “...started.”

Riven came in, moving with a protective stillness that Kael had come to recognize as fear carefully leashed. “Astrael’s already outside. He—well. He’s not saying it yet. But he thinks it’s the Eclipse.”

Kael’s pulse jumped. “Not the one we already survived.”

“No.” Riven’s eyes flicked toward the window, troubled. “The one we were never supposed to see.”

Before Kael could ask what that meant, molten warmth stirred in the corner of the room.

Azariel rose from the nest of blankets they had made for him last night—a place he had stepped into willingly, not by bond or magic, but by choice. His golden-red eyes glowed faintly in the darkness, the only light the room seemed capable of holding.

“I know this darkness,” Azariel murmured.

Kael’s breath caught. “Tell me.”

Azariel stepped closer, moving like someone who feared the floor itself might shatter. “This is not night. And it is not the absence of dawn.” His gaze lifted toward the window, pupils narrowing into slits. “This is the sky forgetting how to wake.”

Riven stiffened. “What does that mean?”

Azariel turned to them fully, molten fire pulsing along the lines of his mark. “It means something old is rising. Something that feeds on the moments between worlds. Something I escaped once—but only because your call reached me first.”

Kael felt his stomach drop. “You mean when you appeared in our apartment?”

Azariel nodded. “Your magic pulled me free of it. But now...” His voice softened. “Now it is looking for what it lost.”

A distant sound rolled through the city—like thunder, but wrong. A low, dragging roar, as if the sky were being stretched.

Astrael burst into the room, breathless, silver eyes glowing. His magic sparked uncontrolled around him, threads of light weaving through the dark.

“You need to see this,” he said. “All of you.”

They followed him to the balcony.

The world outside was drenched in shadow—but not night-shadow. It was too thick. Too still. Too conscious.

A black ring was forming high in the sky.
A perfect circle.
A mouth.
A void.
Not an eclipse.
A summoning.
Kael grabbed the railing, heart pounding. “Is that—”

“Yes,” Astrael whispered. “It’s alive.”

Azariel stepped beside Kael, gaze sharpening, molten fire blazing with something between fear and fury.

“That,” Azariel said, voice low, “is the one who tried to claim me.”
He took Kael’s hand.
A choice, not a bond.
Warm. Real. Alive.
“And it will not stop with me this time.”

Kael swallowed hard. “Then we fight.”

Astrael and Riven flanked them, forming a line—not accidental, not symbolic. Instinctual. A unit.

Azariel’s expression softened as he looked at the three of them. “You would stand between me and that?”

Kael squeezed his hand. “We stand with you.”
Astrael added softly, “Always.”
Riven’s voice was a growl: “Let it come.”
The sky trembled.

And the Last Eclipse began.
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Chapter 2 — The Eclipse Wants Kael
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Kael didn’t remember falling asleep.

He only remembered falling.

Dark velvet sky swallowed him, starless and heavy, a world without horizon or breath. His stomach lurched as the ground dissolved beneath him, leaving nothing but a cold, cosmic void. His pulse pounded like a drum in an empty cathedral.

Then—
A voice.
Not sound.
Not language.
A vibration that crawled across his bones and into his blood.
Kael.

He spun in the darkness, heart hammering. The void pulsed, folding in on itself, revealing a shape—vast, endless, terrifyingly beautiful. A ring of black fire. A shadow-sun eating its own light. The very universe exhaling.

The Eclipse.

The ancient thing that had haunted their world for centuries.

The one whose magic had created Vowfire.
The one they thought they had left behind.
The one who had never stopped watching.
Kael’s breath froze.

“Why am I here?” he whispered.

The Eclipse dimmed, then brightened—as though it inhaled him.

Chosen.

The word struck him like a blow to the chest. Quicker than thought, Kael felt the bond tug—Astrael and Riven’s warmth flaring far away in the waking world. A distant panic. A distant scream of his name.

But the Eclipse held him still.

You are the heart.
The one who burns without breaking.
The one who calls the fire.
Kael shook his head, stepping back into nothing. “I didn’t call you. I don’t want this.”

The Eclipse pulsed, its voice rolling through him, vibrating the marrow in his bones.

You want truth.

Kael’s breath hitched.

Images shattered through the dark:

His hands on Azariel’s chest.
Astrael’s trembling confession.
Riven’s quiet devotion.
The truth he said aloud.
The truths he never dared say.
Heat rose on his skin.

“No,” he said, too fast. “That isn’t—”

You want all of them.

His heart stuttered.

The darkness deepened, wrapping around him with the weight of a galaxy. Not crushing. Claiming.

And they want you.

Kael’s pulse roared in his ears. “Stop. Stop showing me things I already know.”

The Eclipse’s light flickered, almost like amusement.

Then hear what you do not know.

The dark sun flared, golden fire cracking outward, each spark becoming a star exploding in reverse. Light poured into Kael’s chest, blinding, scorching—

And the voice whispered, softer now, almost tender:

You are mine.

Kael staggered backward, choking on air he didn’t remember needing. “No. I belong to them. To Astrael. To Riven. To—”

They cannot protect you from me.

A long, low hum rippled through the void. Kael felt it as a hand on his heartbeat, cold and knowing.

I choose you.
Kael, heart of fire, you are the one I want.
Kael’s vision blurred.

Not fear.
Not awe.
Something worse—recognition.

Because a part of him, buried too deep to admit, answered.

The void pulsed around him, swallowing the stars and the fire and the light.

You will come to me, the Eclipse whispered.
Willingly.
Kael tried to step back, but the dream collapsed into itself, spiraling downward—

—and he woke with a scream.

Astrael was already beside him, gripping his shoulders so tightly Kael felt bruises bloom. Riven stood at the foot of the bed, golden aura flaring, chest heaving with panic.

Kael gasped for breath.

“The Eclipse...”
His voice broke.
“It wants me.”
Astrael froze.

Riven cursed under his breath.

And Kael?
He still felt the last whisper of that cosmic voice curled around his pulse like a promise.
Chosen.
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Chapter 3 — Astrael’s Fractured Prophecy
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The visions didn’t come with warning.
They never had.
Astrael had survived years of prophecies—glimpses of futures he refused to let solidify. But this one didn’t arrive like a whisper, or a flicker behind his eyes.

It slammed into him.

He dropped to his knees in the center of the apartment, breath punched from his lungs. The room blurred, light fracturing like glass around him. Kael’s voice echoed somewhere distant—calling his name—but the prophecy swallowed everything.

A sky split open.

A sun devoured by a black star.

A pulse of cosmic fire.

And three silhouettes standing at the edge of the eclipse...

...until one of them fell.

A shadow swallowed the figure, ripping them from existence—
not death, not disappearance—
erasure.
As if they had never lived.
As if their name, their voice, their love had never existed at all.
Astrael reached forward in the vision, screaming for them, but sound didn’t exist in this future.
Nor did hope.
Nor did salvation.
Only the eclipse, hungry and patient.

The moment it ended, Astrael was thrown back into his body, gasping, trembling, sweat cold along his spine. His hands dug into the floor. His heart beat too fast, too hard, too scared.

A warm hand grabbed his shoulder.
Kael.
“Astrael—hey—look at me. Are you okay? What happened?”

Silver eyes lifted to Kael’s, and Kael visibly blanched at what he saw there.

Riven appeared behind him, half-dressed from training, golden aura flickering in agitation the moment he saw Astrael’s state. “Tell us what happened. Now.”

Astrael tried to speak.

His throat closed.

Kael leaned in, voice suddenly a whisper. “Was it a prophecy?”

Astrael flinched.

That was all the answer they needed.

Riven crouched down, his voice dropping, firm but gentle. “Tell us. We fight it, whatever it is.”

Astrael’s breath shook. “No. You can’t. This one... this one isn’t something we can avoid.”

Kael’s fingers tightened around his. “What did you see?”

Astrael swallowed, his heart twisting painfully.

“The Eclipse is coming,” he whispered. “The true one. Not the entity you fought. Not the curse. The... the original force. The ancient one.”

Riven’s jaw clenched. “Then we’ll face it.”

Astrael shook his head violently. “No. You don’t understand. In the future I saw...”

His voice broke.

“...one of us doesn’t survive it.”

Kael’s breath hitched, eyes widening with horror.

Riven went still, golden aura freezing mid-flare. “Which of us?”

Astrael squeezed his eyes shut. “I don’t know. The prophecy wouldn’t show me.”

Kael’s voice cracked. “Astrael—”

“It won’t let me see!” Astrael cried, frustration and terror knotting inside him. “It showed me only the silhouette falling. It showed the eclipse swallowing one of us—erasing them. Completely. Forever.”

Silence crashed over them.

Kael’s heartbeat thudded loud enough Astrael could feel it through his grip.

Riven stared at him with something dangerous in his expression—not anger
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