
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Eclipse of Blood
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Chapter 1 — When the Blood Remembers
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The blood woke first.

Kael felt it before he opened his eyes—a slow, unfamiliar heat threading through his veins, heavier than Vowfire, older than the Eclipse itself. It didn’t burn. It remembered.

He gasped awake, fingers clawing into the sheets as the sensation surged, spreading through his chest, down his arms, into his throat. His heartbeat sounded wrong—too loud, too deliberate, as if something else were listening from inside him.

“Kael.”

Astrael’s voice reached him instantly, sharp with alarm. Silver light flared at the edge of the room as Astrael rose from where he’d been half-dozing, threads already weaving instinctively toward Kael’s body.

Riven was on his feet a second later, golden aura snapping awake like a drawn blade. “What’s happening?”

Kael tried to answer. Nothing came out but a rough breath.

The room darkened—not from the Eclipse this time, but from something deeper, thicker. The shadows didn’t press inward. They waited.

Azariel appeared near the doorway, molten eyes narrowing. He hadn’t slept at all. He never really did anymore—not since the broken sky. “That isn’t Eclipse magic,” he said slowly. “That’s bloodwork.”

Kael finally found his voice. “I didn’t—” He broke off with a shudder as the heat surged again, sharp enough to make him cry out. “I didn’t summon anything.”

Astrael’s threads wrapped around Kael’s wrists and throat, not binding—anchoring. His expression was pale, focused, afraid in a way Kael had never seen before. “This isn’t being summoned,” Astrael said quietly. “It’s responding.”

Riven’s jaw tightened. “Responding to what?”

The answer came from Kael’s own body.

A thin line of red light traced itself along his forearm, just beneath the skin. Not glowing like molten magic. Not silver. Not gold.

Blood-red.

Azariel swore softly in a language older than hell.

“Kael,” he said, stepping closer, voice low and urgent. “Did you bleed during the Eclipse?”

Kael’s breath hitched. Memory surfaced—fragmented, sharp. Shadow splitting. Light cracking. His hand torn open when the Eclipse resisted his choice. Blood floating weightless in the Sunless Path, glowing faintly before vanishing into the dark.

“Yes,” Kael whispered. “Just... a little.”

Azariel’s eyes burned brighter. “That was enough.”

Riven stared at the red line beneath Kael’s skin. “Enough for what?”

“For the oldest kind of magic,” Azariel said. “The kind that doesn’t care about vows. Or choice. Or love.” His gaze lifted to Kael’s face. “The kind that remembers where you come from.”

The heat surged again, stronger. Kael cried out as symbols—not runes, not sigils—veins of light branched across his chest, mapping something ancient and deliberate beneath his skin.

Astrael’s control wavered. His threads trembled. “This isn’t prophecy,” he said, almost to himself. “This is lineage.”

Riven’s aura flared violently. “No. We’re not doing this. He doesn’t belong to some ancient power. He chose us. The Eclipse broke.”

A low sound filled the room—not a voice, not yet. A pulse. Like a drumbeat beneath reality.

Kael clutched his chest. “Something’s calling me,” he whispered. “Not like Nysvarath. This is—this is closer. Personal.”

Azariel nodded grimly. “Blood always is.”

The shadows thickened, and for the first time since the Eclipse shattered, the air carried a scent Kael didn’t recognize.

Iron.

Riven stepped closer to Kael, placing a hand over his heart, golden light flaring in defiance. “Whatever this is, it doesn’t get him. Not without going through us.”

Astrael met Riven’s gaze, fear and resolve colliding. “Blood magic doesn’t ask permission,” he said. “It claims inheritance.”

Kael looked between them, terror blooming beneath the heat. “I don’t want this,” he said. “I didn’t choose it.”

Azariel’s voice softened—just slightly. “Neither did your ancestors.”

The pulse deepened. The red light beneath Kael’s skin brightened.

And somewhere far beyond the broken sky, something ancient stirred awake and whispered—not with hunger, not with domination, but with certainty:

You are of us.

Kael screamed as the blood remembered.

And this time—

the Eclipse was not the greatest danger waking inside him.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2 — The Eclipse Remembers Blood
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The first scream came from Riven’s blood.

It wasn’t sound at first—not something the others could hear—but Kael felt it like a knife twisting beneath his ribs. A sharp, sudden pressure bloomed in the bond, hot and metallic, as if something ancient had reached through time and wrapped its fingers around Riven’s heart.

Riven staggered.

“Riven?” Astrael was already moving, silver threads snapping taut as he reached for him.

Riven didn’t answer.

His golden aura flared violently, then shattered—light fracturing into jagged sparks that burned and vanished before they touched the floor. He dropped to one knee, breath ripping from his lungs in a hoarse, broken sound.

Then the voice came.

Not inside Kael’s mind this time.

It rolled through the room like thunder beneath the skin of reality itself, heavy and intimate and cruel.

“Blood remembers.”

Kael froze.

Azariel’s molten fire surged instinctively, flames licking along his arms as he turned toward Riven, eyes blazing. “That voice—”

“Blood obeys.”

Riven screamed.

It tore out of him raw and unguarded, his hands clutching at his chest as dark sigils—old, brutal, and unmistakably familial—ignited along his veins. They burned gold at first... then deepened to crimson.

“Riven!” Kael dropped beside him, hands shaking as he tried to hold him still. The moment he touched him, a shock ripped through Kael’s body—visions flooding his mind.

Chains.

Altars soaked in blood.

Men and women kneeling beneath a sunless sky, mouths open in silent pleas as shadow poured down their throats.

Names whispered.

Oaths carved into bone.
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