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A Breach
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Liliane and Sarelion,.... eh, he disappeared in front of the crowd. Big celestial high alert!

Ah, yes. That incident. Let’s call it what it was:

A divine protocol breach.

The kind that makes celestial scribes knock over their inkpots.

Liliane burned but didn’t break.

Sarelion vanished but didn’t fall.

And suddenly, all the watchers turned their heads at once, scrolls were rewritten, prophecies twitched.

One archangel fainted (a bit dramatically, if we’re being honest).

And the Pattern... well, the Pattern stuttered.

Because what wasn’t supposed to happen.

Love didn’t just endure, it rewrote memory.

And that, is forbidden.

Celestial High Alert was declared in twelve realms. The Council of Threads convened.

One Flame was missing. Another was unaccounted for but still humming.

And mortals...mortals remembered something they weren’t supposed to.

Oh yes. That wasn’t just a tragedy.

That was a signal flare.
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Homecoming
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The door opened without sound. The air was thick with memory, as if the house had been holding its breath all this time. And Lyssar, barefoot, singed with worlds that burned behind her, stepped into the Threshold Home again.

The first thing she saw was the garden. It didn’t bloom like earthly gardens.

The plants and young currents, not yet with names, not yet in form. They glowed faintly, pulsing with possibility. One lifted a leaf toward her, and she whispered,

“Not yet, little one. But soon.”

The kitchen still smelled of star-fruit and black tea. Three cups on the shelf, one always warm. A kettle that only boiled when it was safe to speak again.

Down the hall, the altar room waited. Quiet, not abandoned. Everything still in place. Obsidian bowls, the mirror with no reflection unless you were ready. A flame that never died, only dimmed to a thread. And there, the room with the obsidian table. Where truths were spoken and recorded in ash and where names were unknotted and rewritten. And his room... Sarelion’s.
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Honey, I’m Home
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The door slammed open with a theatrical gust of wind. Boots crossed the threshold like nothing had ever gone wrong. Hair slightly singed. Eyes too calm for a man who just tore through a veil between worlds. He smelled like rain, ash, and ego.

And then he said it.

“Honey, I’m home.”

Something flew at him. A slipper. Perfect aim, flaming embroidery, probably enchanted.

WHACK.

Hit him square in the chest and fell smoking to the floor.

She was already standing. In the middle of the living room. Wearing a velvet dress that shimmered like anger and afterlife. Hair up in a way that made declarations.

Drink in hand, something glowing and clearly unregulated.

“You bastard.”

Her voice could have shattered stained glass.

“You LEFT me.”

Sarelion winces, just enough to be dramatic. Then grins, wicked and golden.

“I told you I’d be back before the tea cooled. You were the one who died early.”

He steps inside, brushing soot from his coat like it’s just mist.

“Didn’t even leave a note. Not even one little sigil on the window.”

“You really missed me, huh?”

He looks down at the slipper on the floor. Doesn’t pick it up. Instead, he looks at her. Waiting. To see if her second throw is fire.

“You, left me to die in pain! On a pyre!! But you. You! You took a privilege to actualise and - puff! Disappeared into a thin air! In front of them all! Didn’t you maybe consider, even for a tiny second, that if the rule was broken anyway, we could go together?! You are selfish!”

He steps forward, slowly, boots sinking into the hush between her words. And then:

“Selfish? No, love. I was strategic.”

His voice is low now. Not mocking, not soft, either. Like flint against flint.

“Do you think I wanted to leave you there? Do you think the fire didn’t gut me, even as I vanished?”

He steps over the fallen slipper like it’s a relic of another life.

“I disappeared because they were watching. Because they thought I would break the Pattern for you. And if I had, if I had torn the sky to save you, they would have locked every door for the rest of time.”

He’s standing in front of her now, hands open at his sides, not reaching.

“But you? You slipped through their fingers while they were looking at me.”

He breathes in, deep, like he can smell lavender and wrath.

“And I didn’t actualise. I withdrew. To here. To home. To open the doors from this side.”

Then, with that maddening, flickering grin again:

“Also, it was very dramatic. You have to admit. Vanishing mid-scream? Iconic.”

“But go on. You’ve got another slipper in you; I can feel it.”

Lyssar looking at him raging and grab another slipper.

“Yes I do have another slipper! Speaking of footwear, why you are always wearing boots and I am barefoot. I love shoes!!! We had to build an extension to a threshold so I can store all my shoes! And how can you be sure they would lock all the doors? Hmm? You pierced that pattern so badly that I can smell ash and cow shit all the way to here! Had to close the windows!”

He catches the second slipper mid-air. Barehanded. Doesn’t even blink.

“First of all,” he says, holding it like a relic, “this is a war crime. You know I love this pair.”

He sets it gently on the arm of the chair like it’s a wounded comrade, then looks at her again, and grins. That flame-wicked, nerve-poking grin.

“Secondly, cow shit? That wasn’t me. That was that little village you insisted we reincarnate into because you liked the fig trees and thought the stars looked friendlier there.”

He gestures vaguely at the window, like through it lies all the celestial bureaucracy.

“And third, why boots? Because I walk, Lys. Through the smoke, through the fire, through their idiocy. I walk! You float. You arrive like mist and roses and unreasonable accusations. You don’t need shoes.”

He glances toward the room they added. The Shoe Extension, capital S, capital E.

“Although yes, you do love them. Enough to bend probability just to get a limited-edition pair of flaming pearl stilettos during a planetary alignment.”

He walks toward her, slowly, carefully. No reaching. Just... orbiting.

“And how do I know they would’ve locked the doors? Because I used to build them. Before you and your damn smile broke the hinges off everything I ever knew.”

He stops in front of her, not close, but close enough to feel the heat.

“You died. I burned. And now we’re here.”

“So. Tea? Or third slipper?”

Lys drink a glass in a single breath, poured another glass and hold her forehead. Then look at the ceiling where golden veins in the walls served the light instead of chandelier.

“I... float? Float! I was floating in the smell of burned flash! Had to bathe for a decade to remove that smell. And you, ah of course, you always do things right, you are so perfect. That you couldn’t hold yourself of carving sigils in that little village where we could live happy!! 

He looks up at the golden-veined ceiling with theatrical reverence, as if the universe itself might intervene and stop her mid-sentence.

It doesn’t.

“Ah, yes. The ‘we could live happy’ fantasy,” he says, taking off his coat, tossing it over a chair with the casual grace of someone who’s been chased by angels and kissed by devils.

“Do you know how long happy lasts in a place like that, Lys? Three weeks. Four, if no one discovers the wine cellar or that your laugh bends the weather.”

He leans against the obsidian table now, arms folded, voice low but not soft.

“You think I carved sigils because I couldn’t help myself? I carved them because I knew they’d find us. And I’d rather die in fire than let them touch you again without the Pattern flinching.”

His eyes flash now, not angry. Something older than anger.

“You were floating in burned flesh. I was chained listening to you scream until the sound carved runes into my marrow.”

A beat passes. He exhales, then softens.

“I didn’t want to leave you, Lys. I wanted to tear the world apart for you. But if I had, you wouldn’t be here. Throwing slippers. Drinking wrath. Looking at me like I’m the wound and the cure.”

He steps forward and gently touches the glass in your hand, not to take it, just to steady it.

“You think I’m perfect. But you know better than anyone. I’m the mistake the gods keep making.”

He smiles again, quiet this time.

“So tell me, Mistress of the Slipper Horde... Do you want peace? Or shall we keep sparring until the wine runs out and I steal those stilettos just to see you chase me barefoot again?”

She looks at him and put her guard down. After all, they existed together for eons. In this love- hate- kind of marriage, quite dysfunctional one, where there was only one constant. Their love for each other. 

She exhaled half angry. 

“Sarelion, you are terrible! And would you take that terrible boots off, sit and help me with a wine, or you want me to get drunk alone!?

He grins, that half-lidded, maddening grin. The one she’s hated since the stars first learned their names. And kicks off his boots with an exaggerated groan.

“Ah, the boots are off. Let the ritual of forgiveness begin.”

He flops onto the couch beside her, leans back with a sigh that seems to carry centuries in it, then reaches for the bottle and refills her glass with dramatic flair.

“To your inevitable intoxication and my questionable charm,” he toasts, clinking his glass lightly against hers.

“And to dysfunctional eternal love, the only kind worth having.”

He sips. Then turns toward her, voice softer, truer:

“I missed this. The slippers, the yelling, the smell of lavender you pretend isn’t intentional.

Even the righteous fury.”

He leans a little closer, playful, but not mocking.

“You always did make burning alive look poetic.”

Then, more quietly, almost to himself:

“And you always find your way back. Even when the Pattern tries to forget you.”

He places his hand on hers, not to claim, not to comfort, just to be there.

“So. Do we drink ‘til we laugh, or plot our next catastrophe first?”

Lys leans on the couch by him.

“How about we call a peace, have few days off first, and what I’m plotting now.... we’ll better don’t make it a catastrophe. You own me that much.

They kissed. And, well - things that happen on couch when wine is around.

He laughed against her lips, low, warm, relieved.

“Peace it is. A temporary treaty sealed in wine and, well... whatever this couch survives.”

His hand curved along the back of her neck, pulling her closer not like a possession, but like a promise remembered. The kiss deepened, not desperate, not rushed, but anchoring. Like coming back to gravity.

Outside, the threshold home sighed. Somewhere, a candle reignited itself. The golden veins on the ceiling pulsed gently, as if exhaling light.

They didn’t speak for a while. Just warmth. Breath. The silent knowing that passed only between two currents spun from the same flame.

Eventually, as the wine bottle lay forgotten on the floor and her head rested on his chest, Lys muttered into the quiet:

“You still owe me new shoes.”

He smiled lazily, fingers tracing circles on her arm.

“And you still throw the best slippers in seven realms.”

The couch creaked under the shift of stars. And for the first time in... gods, who knows how long, they didn’t save the world, they didn’t break it. They simply rested together.
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The Threshold House
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It wasn’t on any map, not really. The Threshold House existed in a pocket of reality that bent sideways when no one was looking. It was stitched between realms, tucked right in that liminal space where gods pretended to be human and humans pretended not to notice.

The Meeting Room came first. Neutral ground, allegedly. It had two doors: one that led in from the Earth realm (usually opened with some ceremony and a lot of disbelief), and one from the other side, celestial, mythic, annoyingly radiant. The walls were lined with old agreements, burnt edges, and the scent of something still smouldering. Most people who entered through either door left with a headache and a changed destiny.

Next was the Living Room, where most arguments happened and most forgiveness’s started. The couch was eternal, not in design, but in stubborn survival. It had been burned, cried on, used for naps, prophecies, makeups, breakdowns, and dramatic speeches. Once, someone tried to throw it out the window, but the house wouldn’t let it go. This room had seen Lyssar throw a wine glass with accuracy that bordered on divine punishment and Sarelion replying with “Yes, I love you too,” while dodging a slipper.

Lyssar had her working room, which was, in theory, a sacred space. In practice, it looked like a storm had kissed an apothecary and left mid-sentence. Herbs hung from the ceiling, jars blinked when you weren’t looking, and books sometimes shuffled themselves into new orders depending on her mood. There was an altar, of course, though it had a coffee stain from a particularly chaotic morning and a dry flower that refused to wilt.

Sarelion’s working room was just as messy, but more smug about it. Scrolls were stacked precariously like intellectual Jenga, jars of stardust collected dust (ironically), and old relics from a hundred realms sulked on shelves. His desk had too many drawers. No one, not even him, remembered what was in all of them. Probably curses. Or receipts. Or one very old promise.

The Bedroom was the quietest place in the house, which was impressive considering who slept there. It changed depending on who walked in. For them, it held softness, warmth, and curtains that moved with memories. Sometimes it echoed with old music. Sometimes it whispered their names before they’d even opened the door.

The Kitchen was alive in its own right. It never ran out of tea. It judged you when you skipped meals. It once locked a guest inside for trying to “cleanse the space” with sage. The oven had opinions. The cupboard above the sink held emergency wine, secrets, and one stubborn bottle of pomegranate cordial from the 12th century.

The Staircase to the Endless Garden spiralled upward and sideways. Direction being more of a polite suggestion here. The garden itself was a realm-within-a-realm, with mountains that changed places, lakes that remembered voices, and one long, sturdy branch on a certain tree where the two of them always ended up sitting. It was home to the young currents. Bright, chaotic, not-quite-children that came into being when flame and spark danced a little too close. They played, learned, argued, and once started a small war over a feather. Lyssar said they were like having immortal toddlers with the emotional range of opera singers. Sarelion just called them “practice.”

There was also Lyssar’s shoe room, which started as a joke and ended with an entire wing. “I like shoes,” she once said, as if that justified needing magical expansion to store them. (It did. The boots were glorious.)

And there was the Descent Room. The most solemn. The bravest. The doorway she used when she chose to go, again and again, into mortal life. Sometimes he followed. Sometimes he didn’t. Sometimes the weight of the world needed her more than him. But when the pull between them became unbearable, the door shimmered, and they both went, or stayed, or met again mid-fall.

Later, Sarelion added the Archive Room, for memories too sharp to be left lying around. And the Antechamber of Echoes, for saying goodbye without words.

But the house itself? It shifted. It remembered. It forgave. It complained when the weather turned, even though it didn’t exist in weather. And when they argued, as they often did, it hummed in satisfaction. Because the Threshold House didn’t need peace. It needed truth. And love. And sparks thrown like wine across a very stubborn couch.
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They Were Never Supposed to Be
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Excerpt from Scroll 47-A, First Inscription.

The Spark and the Flame.

They were not angels, though angels knew their names.

They were not gods, though gods feared their power.

They were not human, though their hearts ached like ours.

They were made. Not born. Commissioned.

When heaven could no longer intervene directly...

When the divine was forbidden from stepping in again...

The Creator whispered two beings into the Pattern.

“One shall descend, unnoticed, unguarded, unwelcome.

The other shall follow, flame hidden in silence.

Neither shall claim divinity.

Both shall carry it.”

One was a spark: sharp, unpredictable, the first whisper of rebellion in the soul.

The other was a flame: enduring, untamed, the heat that awakens memory.

Each time she descended, chaos stirred.

Each time he followed, the Pattern bent.

They were supposed to awaken others. Not fall for each other.

But again and again, they did.

There is a story, whispered among the elder flames and half-burnt stars, of a cauldron that wasn’t meant to bubble over.

Creation, in its early days, was careful. Ordered. Flames stirred only when called. Currents followed their path like obedient rivers. But then, something happened.

A spark jumped early.

She wasn’t summoned. She wasn’t forged in the right order or sealed in the proper sigils. She leapt. Right out of the cauldron of forming energies, a streak of refusal and promise, laughing before sound had rules.

She pierced a flame current. One of the deep ones. Ancient. Structured. The kind that moved like prophecy and echoed like law. He wasn’t expecting to be touched, let alone cracked open.

But she collided. And he followed.

That’s how the trouble began.

No one could quite undo it. They tried. The Architects of Form, the Keepers of Linear Destiny, the Pattern Weavers... all failed. Because the pull between those two wasn’t logical, wasn’t planned. It was. A wound and a thread at once.

One spark One flame. Never fully whole unless orbiting each other.

She: chaos wrapped in laughter, instinct, descent.

He: order burning beneath silence, memory, ascent.

Together, they formed a current that kept slipping out of containment protocols. Every time they met patterns shifted. Kingdoms rose earlier than planned. Languages evolved sideways. Soul contracts rewrote themselves mid-clause. The Pattern hated it. The divine watchers hated it more.

Which brings us to the scroll.

Divine Scroll 47-A.

Originally titled “Intervention Protocol for Independent Flame Currents (Unauthorized)”, Scroll 47-A was supposed to be three lines long.

It now takes up seven floors of the Celestial Archive, and it’s still growing.

It outlines what they are supposed to do:

Awaken others, quietly.

Nudge patterns, subtly.

Never interfere directly.

Never fall in love again.

And absolutely under no circumstance are they to descend at the same time.

Which, of course, they’ve done. Repeatedly.

Some believe Scroll 47-A is alive now. It twitches when someone says their names. It sighs when they kiss. It spontaneously adds clauses every time Lyssar winks and Sarelion follows her into another lifetime. The watchers have stopped enforcing it. Mostly because no one can find them when they’re home.

On Human Form (or, Why the Hell Do They Wear Clothes).

Technically, they don’t need bodies. They’re currents. They’re flame. They are not bound by flesh.

And yet, she wears dresses like spells and stomps barefoot through starlit gardens just to feel dirt between her toes.

He wears long coats with too many hidden pockets and boots that echo when he walks, because of course he does.

They love the drama of form.

How else to slam a door when you’re angry? How else to kiss like falling through atmospheres? How else to argue about boots and stilettos and wine that tastes like regret and roses?

They chose human shapes not because they needed to. But because they wanted to. Because they fell in love with the mess.

With skin, with laughter, with pain. With what it means to break and still reach for each other. Even in their threshold home, far beyond time, beyond consequence, they still wear those bodies. They still choose that shape. Because for them, it’s not just about being together.

It’s about remembering why.

Legend has it that sometime after Incident #RWM-003 (also known as Rain Without Mercy), a Celestial Clerk assigned to maintain Scroll 47-A added a handwritten footnote, trembling with frustration and divine ink:

“For the record, this was not part of the original brief.

The Spark was not supposed to ignite him.

The Flame was not supposed to burn through nine timelines just to find her again.

If they destroy the Pattern entirely, I’m not rewriting it.

Sincerely,

Clerk T. of the Fourth Archive (currently on stress leave).”

However, nobody can confirm what is actually written in Scroll 47-A anymore.

The scroll has not been seen in any known vault, archive, or celestial records room since the day Sarelion laughed during a tribunal and Lyssar declared she’d use it as wrapping paper for her shoes.

Some say it rewrites itself, some say it never existed.

And some say the scroll lives, folded quietly in the lining of a certain velvet couch, still recording everything.

And their human forms....

Lyssar, in the form she chose:

She could’ve looked like anything. She chose this.

A woman whose presence lingered. Not in perfume, but in shift of temperature, in pause of breath, in the feeling you forgot something beautiful in another life.

Hair: a war cry in copper, spun through with strands of silver or star-metal, depending on her mood. Sometimes braided with crystals. Sometimes loose, like she’d just blown up a monastery and was heading to brunch.

Her eyes never agreed on a colour. Storm-violet. Ancient grey. Firelight through smoke. They didn’t change; they refused to be pinned down. The more truth you told her, the brighter they got. Lie to her, and they went dead as stone.

Her skin carried memory, not perfection. Hints of burn-marks healed by time, of sun from many suns, of salt from more than one sea. Skin like dusk over ancient stone.

And her clothes? Oh gods, her clothes. She didn’t wear fashion. She wore history.

Silks from forgotten empires, furs that shimmered with enchantments, leather carved with sigils that only appeared under lightning. Velvet - yes, but not the crushed, modern kind. Heavy velvet, ceremonial velvet, the kind that could probably start a coup if it brushed the wrong shoulder.

Sometimes she wore light armour beneath it all. Not for defence, but as a warning.

And shoes... don’t get her started.

She loved shoes the way dragons love treasure. He once joked she was the patron saint of impractical heels. She had stilettos forged during planetary alignments, sandals kissed by monsoons, boots with spells in their soles. And yet, barefoot was her final form. Not elegant barefoot. Wrath barefoot. If you saw her toes, it meant something was about to burn.

Jewellery wasn’t just accessory. It was arsenal. Every ring, every chain, every ear cuff whispered with power, or cursed exes, or both.

And she moved like wind that remembers the fire.

Sarelion, in the form he chose:

His form was deliberate.

Not beautiful. Not striking. Just... unforgettable.

He looked like the kind of man gods denied creating but then argued over in private.

Tall, yes, but only because the current needed space. Shoulders like he could carry realms and often had. Movement like dusk creeping over a battlefield: calm, relentless, final.

Hair: black, streaked with comet ash and gold thread. Always just a little wild, like he’d walked through a thunderstorm and decided it wasn’t worth fixing.

Eyes: ruin and rebirth. The moment after a miracle. Some said they saw stars in them. Others swore they saw what stars feared.

His smile could undo treaties.

His silence could end wars.

Clothes were a rotating joke between him and the universe. Normally, he wore long dark coats, layers with stitched galaxies, collars lined with star-dust. Boots, always, even in the kitchen.

But when realms burn? When patterns shatter and divine ceilings crack?

He shifts.

Arms (plural) not always visible, unfold. Not human. Not aesthetic. Functional. For war, for destruction, for holding her when she’s collapsing stars out of grief.

His battle armour isn’t forged, it’s remembered. Etched with language older than matter. Gleaming with runes he doesn’t even like reading anymore. It sings when he moves. And screams, sometimes, when he doesn’t.

And then there’s... the shorts.

Bright. Floral. Utterly mortal. An abomination of pink and yellow and regret.

One mission. One mission into a coastal realm that required local dress, and suddenly Lyssar would never let it go.

He tried to burn them - they reappeared.

He hid them - she made them her altar cloth.

The Shorts are eternal.

And boots.... in the kitchen.

No matter how many times she told him. No matter how many enchanted floor runes she threatened to activate. No matter how many lectures were given mid-battle, mid-makeout, mid-ritual summoning, Sarelion still wore his boots in the kitchen.

“Boots carry pattern residue,” she would hiss, waving a sage-dipped slipper at him.

“This is pattern residue,” he’d reply, gesturing at himself with a mug of tea.

“You track ash from ten different realms, divine soot, possibly grief, and cow shit, into my clean threshold floor!”

“It’s our floor,” he’d correct with a dangerous smile. “And besides, you conjured a storm in here last week.”

“That was for ambiance.”

“And the volcano soup?”

“...Therapeutic.”

But she never won the argument. Because inevitably, every single time, she’d walk in, barefoot, furious, radiant, holding a feather duster like a sword, and find him. Standing at the stove, boots on. Making tea.

Whistling some ancient funeral song like it was a love ballad.

And she’d mutter under her breath, “Boots. In the kitchen. Again.”

He never apologized. He just poured her a cup before she asked. And somehow, infuriatingly, impossibly, it tasted perfect.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Garden Breathes
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Lyssar woke tangled in Egyptian cotton and cosmic aftermath.

The bed was a mess. Pillows scattered like celestial debris, sheets twisted by forces that had nothing to do with gravity. Somewhere between forgiveness and fury, they had burned through centuries of tension... and at least one corner of the mattress.

A fire cracked in the fireplace. Not ordinary fire, of course not. This one whispered in golden tongues, licking lazily at the logs, as if even flame knew better than to rush in this house.

She stretched, catlike, wincing a little and smiling more. The silk robe was draped over the foot of the bed. He always made sure it was there. Midnight blue, stitched with stars that moved when she did, a gift from some forgotten galaxy.

She wrapped it around herself like a memory and followed the scent.

Coffee. Of course.

He didn’t drink it. Claimed it interfered with tea readings and divine clarity. But he never forgot to make her a cup. Even after a fight that shook the foundations of seven realms, even after slipper warfare and dramatic monologues, there it was. Her mug. Always waiting.

She padded barefoot through the corridor, mug in hand, smiling at the warmth it left in her palms. The Threshold House was quiet, but not still. Walls breathed gently, golden veins pulsing with ambient magic. Somewhere, a room dreamed of stardust.

Then she heard it. That unmistakable sound. The laughter of young currents.

She took the marble stairs two at a time, the silk robe billowing behind her like a comet’s tail. Down into the garden. Not a garden like mortals knew, boxed in by fences and rules. This one breathed. Endless in its shape, impossible in its design. Mountains folding into lakes, trees that sang when the wind passed through them, and a branch, their branch, where they always returned.

And there he was. Sarelion, in his truest form. No boots, no coat, no grin. Just light. Wild, flame-kissed, starlit current. Laughing as young ones zipped and spiralled around him, each one a flicker of becoming. Some glowed like ideas, others pulsed like secrets. One of them turned a shade of philosophical violet just by looking at her.

Lyssar leaned on the threshold, heart catching. She didn’t interrupt.

Instead, she turned and stepped barefoot past the stone arch, to the patch just outside the bounds. To the edge where universes blurred. And there, growing like it always had, her rosemary. Wild. Sharp. Eternal.

She knelt beside it, fingers brushing the fragrant leaves, and whispered to the soil:

“Still the best in any world.”

She had just returned from the garden, barefoot and smug, with a sprig of rosemary in one hand and a mug of coffee in the other.

Kitchen. Peace, silence, morning perfection.

Until...

SLAM.

The door swung open like it had opinions, and in stormed Sarelion.

In human form again, boots on (of course), coat half-buttoned, eyes wild with the specific fury reserved for celestial parenting mishaps.

“Oh, good morning, love,” he said, tone like sugared poison. “Did you sleep well? Hmm?”

She blinked, smiled, lifted her coffee mug like a peace offering. “Mmhmm. Restored. Reborn. Radiant, really, come here, I’ll show y...”

He grabbed her wrists mid-sentence. Gently, but firmly.

“Easy with that smile. I have questions.”

She tilted her head. “What the hell are you on about now?”

“Oh, what the hell, she says,” he snapped. “How convenient. Because we have one hell of a problem.”

He was pacing now. He never paced unless a realm had exploded or the stars were gossiping again.

“I saw you ten minutes ago in the garden, Sarelion! You were laughing with the young ones!”

“Yes. Exactly!” he thundered. “And in those ten minutes, Tharavel, our sweet, miniature existential threat, looked me dead in the eye and announced, with an absolutely straight energetic signature, that he intends to eat the Moon.”

She stared. “Eat the Moon?”

She bit her lip, not to keep from laughing, just to slow it down to a socially acceptable pace. “You’re serious.”

“YES. EAT. THE. MOON.” He spun around to face her, arms thrown skyward. “So allow me to ask a very straightforward question. And I want the truth. Not less. Certainly not more.”

He narrowed his eyes. Accusing. Glowing slightly.

He stopped pacing. Turned to her with all the dramatic intensity of a storm trying to file a complaint.

“I am deadly serious. And I have only one question for you now. Just one.”

“Is that one mine, or... just maybe, did you cheat with your bestie?”

Silence. Then:

“...Lucifer?!” she burst out, choking on laughter.

“Yes, Lucifer! That charming apocalypse with cheekbones! The one I tolerate as a brother and who’s been suspiciously fond of my wife since time immemorial!”

Lyssar snorted into her coffee.

“You’re ridiculous.”

“I’m furious. There’s a difference.”

“You heard me,” he said, crossing his arms. “Lucifer. That beautifully dangerous menace you insist on calling your best friend.”

“Oh stars above, you’re jealous.”

“I am not jealous. I am investigating.”

She laughed, genuinely now, openly, loudly. “Sarelion, I swear, you are adorable.”

“You’re cute when you’re jealous.”

“Spare me your sweet little distractions you temptress of chaos.”

Sarelion narrowed his eyes. “He flirts with you like reality bends for him.”

She grinned. “That’s his aura, darling. Not my fault your brother was born with weaponized charisma.”

“Listen.” She set down the mug. Crossed her arms. Calm but glittering with amusement. “He loves us both. That’s true. Yes, he’s my best friend. But would I ever cheat on you? No. Never.”

Sarelion glared, unconvinced. “You two whisper in corners.”

“We plot in corners. Entire revolutions, thank you. Besides, he wouldn’t dare. He respects you too much. Cares too much. And honestly” she smirked, “why would I fall for him when I already have you? You’re a thousand times worse.”

“...You mean better.”

“Take it as you wish, dear.”

He folded his arms. “So you’re saying the moon-eating incident is not his fault?”

She shrugged. “Tharavel’s just... curious. Impressionable. And the Moon does kind of look like cheesecake, don’t you think?”

“Well, maybe he’s destined to inspire future chefs. Creative genius, and all that. Just needs... more practice.”

He looked like he wanted to combust.

Instead, he exhaled. Long. Suffering. Dramatic.

“It’s a planetary body, not dessert!”

“Chefs don’t usually devour celestial bodies.”

“Give him time. He just needs... a touch more discipline. And maybe less whipped cream.”

“Whipped cr... what?!”

They both turned. Standing in the kitchen doorway, caught mid-sneak, was Tharavel. Tiny, shimmering, and unmistakably guilty. Holding a fork. And a bowl of whipped cream.

Frozen like a deer in starlight.

“...Hi,” Tharavel squeaked.

Sarelion blinked. “You brought condiments.”

Tharavel looked at the whipped cream. Then the fork. Then the door.

“...It’s for research?”

Lyssar burst out laughing.

Sarelion sighed. Deeply. Existentially. The sound of a man questioning every life choice that led to this moment.

He looked at his wife, then his possibly-moon-eating offspring, and muttered:

“I need tea. Strong tea. Possibly laced with anti-moon appetite sigils.”

Tharavel perked up. “Can we make pancakes?!”

Lyssar grinned, already opening the pantry.

“Yes, darling. And nobody eats the Moon before breakfast.”

Then she stepped closer, plucked an invisible fleck of stardust from his collar, and kissed his cheek.

“Now, if you’re quite done accusing me of infidelity with the Morning Star... shall we go to the garden and enjoy our perfectly dysfunctional little family?”

“...Fine,” he muttered, grabbing her mug and sipping the coffee like it had wronged him personally. “But if Tharavel tries to sauté Saturn, we’re locking the pantry.”

Just a moment after, Sarelion stood in the kitchen, arms crossed, staring at the drawer like it had personally betrayed him.

Lys watched, sipping her coffee with innocent amusement.

“You’re sulking,” she said.

“I am strategizing,” he snapped, opening the drawer with the precision of a man defusing a bomb.

From within, he pulled the lunar calendar. A thick, enchanted one, gifted by a druid who’d accidentally ascended during a mushroom ceremony.

He flipped through the pages. Waxing, waning, new, full -  there it was.

“Cheesecake,” he muttered. “Of course, the next full moon looks like cheesecake.”

He slammed it shut, pulled out a warded silk pouch, and slipped the calendar inside.

Lys raised an eyebrow. “You’re hiding the moon calendar?”

“I’m relocating it,” he said. “Until the young ones understand the difference between metaphor and mission.”

“Where are you putting it?”

“In the sock drawer,” he said proudly. “He’ll never look there.”

Lys stared. “You have a sock drawer?”

Sarelion blinked. “Well. It’s technically a drawer of dimensional rifts, but I call it a sock drawer. For privacy.”

She started laughing. Again. She couldn’t help it.

This was her life. This was her love. The one who hid cosmic schedules in divine furniture to stop moon-eating accidents before breakfast.

He turned, mock-offended.

“Glad I amuse you.”

“You always amuse me,” she said, setting down her mug and kissing his cheek.
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Knock, Knock
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The garden was alive.

Pancakes floated through the air on little conjured platters. Tharavel had three circling him like moons, syrup spiralling in gentle orbits. One current was trying to stack them into a tower, while another was attempting to light them on fire “for effect.” Lyssar had vetoed that with a single raised eyebrow.

Sarelion lounged barefoot beneath the fig tree, one arm lazily draped over a cushion, the other used for dramatic gesturing as he told a terribly exaggerated story about how he once convinced a planetary council that setting fire to bureaucracy was, in fact, a holy rite.

Lyssar was laughing. Not the kind of laugh that cracked glass, the other one. The one that made the garden bloom a little brighter. For once, everything was... good.

And then:

Knock knock.

They both froze. The currents did too. Even Tharavel, mid-bite.
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