
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Angel Without Wings

        

        
        
          Cristina Gisca

        

        
          Published by Kristina kristy, 2026.

        

    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To those who have felt broken, lost, or afraid—may these pages remind you that even in the darkest moments, hope can take flight.

To the friends, family, and loved ones who hold us steady when we cannot stand alone—thank you for being wings when we cannot yet fly.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Even broken wings can carry us—if we have the courage to try, the strength to heal, and someone to walk beside us."

      

    


​Project Overview: Angel Without Wings


TITLE: Angel Without Wings

Subtitle: A Novel of Falling, Pain, and Returning to Life

Genre: Psychological Drama / Romance / Inspirational Fiction

Target Audience: 16–35+ (Global Readers)

Core Themes:


●  Emotional trauma & healing




●  Identity and self-worth




●  Love after loss




●  Depression, loneliness, and resilience




●  Second chances




●  Finding “wings” again after being broken













A story about someone who once had everything — dreams, love, confidence — and then loses it all... and must learn how to live again without the “wings” that once carried them.

The “angel” symbolizes:


●  Innocence




●  Hope




●  Talent / potential




●  Emotional purity






Losing wings = trauma, betrayal, failure, mental health struggles, loss.
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​Chapter 1 — The Day I Stopped Looking at the Sky
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I used to believe the sky belonged to me.

Not in a childish way. Not in the “I want to be an astronaut” kind of way.

In the way a person believes something without ever questioning it — like breathing, like gravity, like tomorrow.

The sky was where my dreams lived.

And I used to touch it.

Every morning, before the city woke up, I stood on the balcony of our apartment and watched the clouds drift like slow, careless thoughts. I’d wrap my hands around a chipped white mug, let the steam fog my glasses, and tell myself:

One day, I’ll be up there.

Not literally.

Higher.

Better.

Free.

Back then, my name meant something.

People said it with smiles. With admiration. With expectations.

“Aaron,” they’d say.

“You’re going to be amazing.”

I believed them.

God, I really did.



Now, I don’t look at the sky anymore.

It’s too dangerous.



The ceiling of my bedroom is safer. It doesn’t remind me of anything. It doesn’t ask questions. It doesn’t whisper about the person I used to be.

It just stares back at me.

Blank.

Like I’ve become.

I lie there most mornings, unmoving, listening to the hum of traffic outside and pretending it isn’t my life passing by.

Mom knocks at 7:30.

She always knocks at 7:30.

Three soft taps.

Pause.

Two more.

“Aaron?” she asks through the door. “You’re going to be late.”

I

She waits anyway.

Sh

After a few seconds, I hear her sigh — the quiet kind, the one she thinks I don’t notice — and her footsteps fade down the hallway.

Relief was

Then

Like i



My phone buzzes on

I don’t need to look to know what it is.

A reminder.

Class. Therapy. Emails. Missed calls. Another day I won’t show up for.

Still, I turn my head.

9:12 a.m.

Twelve unread messages.

Three voicemails.

Zero motivation.

I flip the phone face-down.

Coward.

The word floats through my mind, uninvited.

I don’t fight it anymore.

What’s the point?



Sometimes, I think about the moment everything broke.

Not the accident.

Not the hospital.

Not the screaming sirens or the blood or the way the world went blurry at the edges.

No.

I think about the moment before that.

The last second when I was still... me.

Laughing.

Confident.

Untouchable.

If I had known, I would have held onto it longer.

Would have breathed deeper.

Loved harder.

Paid attention.

But life doesn’t warn you when it’s about to take everything.

It just reaches in and rips.



I finally sit up around noon.

Victory, I suppose.

My reflection in the mirror across the room barely looks human.

Messy hair.

Sunken eyes.

Skin too pale.

A stranger wearing my face.

“You’re still here,” I whisper.

I don’t know if that’s comfort or disappointment.



Downstairs, Mom pretends not to stare when I shuffle into the kitchen.

She’s mastered that skill over the last year.

“Good morning,” she says, even though it isn’t.

Even though it hasn’t been for a long time.

“Morning,” I mutter.

My voice sounds like it belongs to someone else.

She slides a plate toward me. Toast. Eggs. Something healthy I won’t eat.

“Try,” she says gently.

Not eat.

Not finish.

Just try.

I nod.

I don’t.



On the fridge, there’s still an old photo.

Me.

On a stage.

Spotlights.

A trophy in my hand.

A grin so wide it almost hurts to look at now.

An angel with wings.

I turn away.



By the time I leave the apartment, it’s raining.

Of course it is.

The sky always seems to know when I’m weakest.

I pull my hoodie tighter and step into the gray afternoon, my footsteps slow, uncertain — like I’m afraid the ground might disappear.

Every step feels borrowed.

Temporary.

Like I don’t quite belong here anymore.



At the bus stop, I sit alone.

People laugh.

Talk.

Live.

I watch them like they’re characters in a show I used to star in.

Now I’m just an extra.

Barely visible.

Barely necessary.

Then I notice her.

She’s standing under the broken shelter roof, holding a sketchbook to her chest like it’s something fragile.

Paint is smeared on her fingers.

Blue.

Like the sky.

She’s watching me.
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