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​PROLOGUE - BEFORE THE SPARK
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“When the five realms tremble, a spark will awaken...

not in fire, nor in shadow,

but in the quiet heart of a boy the world overlooked.”

“Light will fall.

Chaos will run.

Shadow will stir.

And destiny will remember what everyone else forgot...”

— Fade to Black —

THE FIRST SPARK
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​CHAPTER 1 — THE FALLING LIGHT
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​(With the Cousins: Daryl, Jacen, Abey, Jaina)

Val had learned how to disappear without leaving.

It wasn’t a trick.

It was a survival skill.

He moved through school corridors like a misaligned shadow—present, but rarely acknowledged unless someone needed a target. Silence clung to him naturally, not as emptiness but as armor. He wore it so often that even teachers spoke around him, as if he were a gap in the room rather than a person occupying space.

Today, the silence cracked.

Near the lockers stood the cousins.

Daryl leaned against the metal with the confidence of someone who expected the world to either obey or break. Jacen hovered beside him, quiet and alert, eyes sharp with the habit of noticing patterns others missed. Abey adjusted her glasses, gaze flicking between faces as if the hallway were a board filled with moving pieces. Jaina lingered just behind them, hands clasped, expression apologetic before anything had even happened.

They were cousins by blood.

Something else by design.

“Hey, Spark Plug,” Daryl said, flicking Val’s backpack strap.

The snap echoed louder than it should have. Val’s shoulder jolted, but he didn’t turn. He reached for his locker, fingers steady on the dial, breath measured. He had learned early that reacting fed the wrong kind of hunger.

Jacen tilted his head. “You ever notice,” he said casually, “how the air feels... weird around you?”

Val paused for half a second too long.

Abey’s eyes sharpened. She whispered under her breath—not words, but a rhythm. Jaina glanced between them, unease flickering across her face.

“I’m just trying to get home,” Val said quietly.

Daryl stepped closer, blocking the locker. Up close, Val noticed something off—Daryl’s jaw twitched, tension crawling beneath the bravado. Fear, disguised as dominance.

“Maybe you’ll do something interesting today,” Daryl said. “Explode or something.”

He shoved the bag. It skidded across the floor.

Val bent to retrieve it.

For a brief, dangerous moment, the lights above them flickered.

No one laughed.

Jacen’s eyes widened just a fraction. Abey froze, breath caught, fingers twitching as if reaching for invisible instruments. Jaina took an involuntary step back.

The bell rang.

The hallway exhaled. Students surged forward. Noise returned.

The cousins broke apart, laughter forced and loud, but something had shifted. As Val walked away, Abey stared after him with a naked calculation. Jacen’s gaze lingered like a blueprint half-drawn. Jaina bit her lip.

Daryl shoved his hands into his pockets, unsettled.

Val didn’t look back.

Outside, the late afternoon burned gold and orange. The smell of frying oil drifted from street stalls. Cicadas buzzed like static. Val kept his eyes on the pavement, counting cracks, grounding himself—

—until the world tilted.

A prickling sensation climbed his spine.

He looked up.

A violet pinprick burned against the blue sky.

It pulsed.

The air grew cold.

Sound warped, stretching like it was being pulled underwater. Then the sky tore open—not with thunder, but with the sound of fabric ripping apart under impossible strain. A glowing seam split the heavens, edges crackling with light that smelled of metal and ozone.

People screamed.

Something fell.

At first it was just light. Then a silhouette. Then limbs flailing, uncontrolled—

—a girl.

Her descent angled directly into oncoming traffic.

Val didn’t hesitate.

He ran.

He sprinted like someone who had never learned to doubt his own legs. Asphalt blurred beneath him. His lungs burned. The world narrowed to distance and timing and a single impossible thought:

I can reach her.

The car horn blared.

Val leapt.

His hands closed around fabric that felt warm and alive. Energy surged through his arms, a sharp electric snap that didn’t hurt—but answered something inside him. They hit the ground hard and rolled.

The car missed them by inches.

For a moment, Val couldn’t breathe.

Then he felt her.

Light seeped from her skin, soft and shy, like dawn afraid of being noticed. Her hair floated as if caught in a personal breeze. When her eyes fluttered open, Val felt something unlock in his chest.

They were not human eyes.

They were fractured blue glass, searching, ancient and lost.

“Hey,” he whispered, voice shaking. “You’re safe. I’ve got you.”

She tried to speak. The sound that came out wasn’t English. It wasn’t any language he knew. It resonated anyway—deep in his bones.

People gathered. Someone shouted. A dog howled, long and mournful.

Val lifted her.

She weighed almost nothing.

He ran.

Gran opened the door before he knocked.

Her eyes landed on the girl—and the world seemed to stop.
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