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“Have you ever stood before a grave bearing your own name? Have you ever considered that your piercing words might be the very walls imprisoning the one you love in a purgatory of pain? The Black Sun is not merely a tale of loss; it is a mirror reflecting the agony of the resilient and the remorse of the late. It is a journey into the depths of the human soul, where the boundaries between life and death dissolve, leaving but one question: Can love shatter the glass of a bitter truth?”

Bubbles were the last thing he saw—tiny spheres ascending toward an invisible surface, like short messages left unsent. The light fractured above him in distant threads, then began to fade... receding... until he was swallowed by a complete, velvety, voiceless darkness. Then, a profound silence reigned.

When he opened his eyes, he felt no water, but rather a sense of containment. A faint crimson light pulsed around him with majestic slowness, like an ancient heart that never ceased to remember. The walls were curved, glass-like, wrapping around him without a visible seam, as if he were inside a frozen drop of time. He reached out his hand... and the light trembled.

From behind the glass, the scene unfolded: a leaden sky, a raging wind, and a white tombstone bearing his name, engraved with terminal coldness. Standing before the stone was "Leora." She wasn't wailing; she stood with a fragile steadiness, as if a single step would shatter her. Her eyes were drowned in the letters, as though she were reading his name for the first time... or the last. She raised her hand, touched the headstone, and her fingers lingered long over the first letter.

Inside, the crimson light surged all at once, as if something in his chest had collided with the walls. He pressed against the glass until his forehead touched it... and whispered. But here, a whisper was not a sound; it was a vibration in the light—liturgies from beyond the glass:

"Look at me now... does this ash satisfy your pride? I once raised you to a station shadows could not reach; I made you a princess in a kingdom whose fence was my blood and my patience. I carved pieces from my own safety to grant you serenity, and swallowed my wounds so the truth of your actions would not graze you. And now... you stand before a mute rock? You apologize to a stone that cannot hear, and pour tears upon cold dirt? What is the value of your words now, while I dwell behind this cursed glass? Where was this remorse when I was breathing your agony and you accused me of acting? Where was your sincerity when I was burning from the shock of your lethal words?"

He continued with bitterness: "You wanted perfection for yourself... you wanted me to be a follower orbiting your sphere, while I only wanted a simple life... a home wide enough for
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