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Chapter I — The Night the Sky Bent Down


	The night settled over the harbor like a slow exhale, soft and deliberate, as though the sky itself needed a moment before surrendering to darkness. Liora Venn sat alone in her workshop above the candle shop, a narrow attic room lit only by the amber glow of her lantern. Melted wax pooled in a low copper bowl on the desk, filling the air with a faint sweetness that always reminded her of warmth in winter. She worked carefully, guiding a thin sheet of wax between her palms, letting it soften, breathe, and finally curl into the shape of a candle. Outside her window the wind changed direction, carrying with it the sharp, metallic scent of a storm forming far out at sea.

	Liora paused. The air felt heavier than before, almost expectant. She lifted her gaze toward the cracked-open window just as the lantern flame beside her shivered violently, stretched tall, and leaned toward the darkness beyond the glass. A quiet pressure settled behind her ribs, the strange sensation of being watched by something too large to stand close yet too curious to stay away.

	Then the sky bent.

	Not in any way she could name, not like a tree in a storm or a ship in a heavy tide. It bent the way someone leans forward when whispering a secret. A pale streak of silver tore across the clouds—slow, deliberate, silent. It was not a falling star; those were quick, bright, and gone before a thought had time to form. This was different. It glided, tracing a soft arc of light that drifted behind it like strands of unraveling moonlight.

	Liora rose from her chair, her hands still coated in warm wax. The comet—or whatever it was—descended toward the harbor with a grace that made her breath falter. There was no sound when it touched the earth. Only a faint, blooming shimmer in the street below, as gentle as a sigh.

	She stood perfectly still for a heartbeat, then another. No shouts came from the neighboring houses. No doors opened. No dogs barked. It seemed she was the only one who had seen the sky lean close.

	Driven by something she did not yet understand, Liora wrapped her shawl around her shoulders and hurried down the narrow staircase that led to the shop. The boards creaked softly beneath her feet, familiar and comforting despite the strange heaviness in the air. When she stepped outside, the harbor’s usual murmurs had fallen silent. The tide held its breath. The ships floated without a sound, their ropes hanging slack as if the world were waiting for her to take another step.

	A faint shimmer danced along the cobblestones near the alley beside her shop. She followed it, her heart tapping unsteadily against her ribs. At the alley’s end, half-hidden in shadow, lay something no larger than a child’s hand. It glowed softly, as if remembering light rather than producing it.
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