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To the ones who have ever loved beyond reason.
To those who chose someone even when the world said it was impossible.
To the hearts that waited—even when waiting hurt.
To the souls who felt small in a vast universe, yet loved with something so powerful it could shake entire worlds.

This story is for you.

For the ones who were never the strongest, never the chosen one, never the most powerful in the room—yet still dared to love without holding back.
For those who believed that love is not measured by time, not by status, not by power, but by sincerity.
To every quiet person who thought, “How could someone like them ever choose someone like me?”
And to every brave heart who answered, “Because love does not choose by rank.”

This is also for the dreamers—the ones who look up at the sky and wonder if there is more.
For anyone who has ever felt like they stood between two worlds.
For those who learned that love is not about possession, but about protection.
Not about pride, but about choice.

And above all—
To the one who inspires the courage to rewrite impossible laws.
May you always choose love—even when it defies everything.



“Some laws are written in stone.
Some are written in fear.
But the strongest law of all is the one written in the heart.
And once it is carved there—
even eternity cannot erase it.”



Ancient Ganara Proverb
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Preface




There are moments in life that feel small when they happen.

A glance.
A step into the woods.
A decision made without thinking.

And yet—
those small moments can split the world in two.

This story began with something ordinary.

A mortal boy walking home.
A forest that had always been there.
A sky that looked no different than any other day.

And then—

He looked up.

What he saw was never meant for mortal eyes.

Two immortals clashing in a realm hidden within the same air humans breathe.

A law older than kingdoms shattered in a single heartbeat.

From that moment forward, death followed him.

Because in their world, there is a rule:

If a mortal sees an immortal without permission, that mortal must die.

It is a simple rule.
It has always been obeyed.
It was never questioned.

Until him.

Nathan was not chosen by destiny.

He carried no ancient bloodline.
He possessed no hidden power.
He was not brave, not special, not prepared.

He was simply… human.

And she—

Voreyla—
an immortal heir bound by duty
trained to rule
born into power and law—
should have ended his life that very night.

Instead, she stood between him and death.

And that single act of defiance set everything in motion.

What began as protection became connection.
What began as duty became attachment.
What began as a mistake became love.

But love, when born between worlds, is never simple.

Their story is not only about romance.

It is about laws rewritten.

About power questioned.
About pride broken.
About obsession and acceptance.
About mortality and eternity standing face to face.

It is about what happens when an immortal learns that strength does not always mean control.

And when a mortal proves that love is not measured by lifespan.

This story asks a dangerous question:

What if the law is wrong?

And a deeper one:

What is the worth of a single human life in a world ruled by immortals?

Some will call this fate.
Some will call it rebellion.
Some will call it foolishness.

But perhaps—

It is simply two hearts choosing each other in a universe that was never designed for them to meet.

Welcome to a world where immortals hide in plain sight.

Where power is absolute.
Where one glance can mean death.

And where love—defies everything.


Chapter 1. The Calmness




His shift finally came to an end.

The last order was served, the counter wiped down, and the familiar chime of the register fell silent. The rush that had filled the place earlier was long gone, leaving behind a quiet hum of machines and the faint smell of fried food lingering in the air. Nathan let out a slow breath, shoulders relaxing now that he no longer had to stay alert.

He untied his apron, folding it neatly before placing it in his locker. One by one, he checked his pockets—phone, wallet, keys—making sure everything was there. He grabbed his bag, slinging it over one shoulder, then closed the locker with a soft metallic clang.

Around him, the others were doing the same.

Johnny was already changing out of his uniform, stuffing it carelessly into his bag. Mark leaned against the lockers, scrolling through his phone while waiting. Sandra was fixing her hair in the reflection of the metal door, while Leila adjusted the strap of her backpack, clearly eager to leave.

They all looked tired in different ways—heavy eyes, slouched shoulders, the quiet exhaustion that came from hours of standing, smiling, and repeating the same motions over and over.


Johnny glanced over at Nathan.
“You also ready to go home?”


Nathan paused for a moment, tightening the strap of his bag. He met Johnny’s gaze, then simply nodded.


Johnny grinned slightly.
“Man, today felt long, huh?”



Mark let out a short laugh.
“Every day feels long here.”



Sandra rolled her eyes but smiled.
“At least we survived without the fryer breaking again.”



Leila sighed dramatically.
“Don’t jinx it. Tomorrow’s another shift.”


Nathan didn’t say much. He just stood there for a moment, listening to their voices blend together, familiar and comforting in a way. Then he took a step toward the exit with them.

They pushed open the back door, stepping out into the evening. The sky had already begun to darken, the air cooler now, carrying the distant sounds of traffic and the city winding down.

All five of them walked home together.

They stepped out onto the sidewalk, the glow from the fast-food chain fading behind them as the automatic door slid shut with a soft hiss. The streetlights had begun to flicker on, one by one, casting long orange shadows across the pavement. Their footsteps fell into an uneven rhythm, tired but familiar, the sound blending with distant traffic and the occasional hum of a passing car.

For a while, no one spoke. The kind of silence that came after a long shift—comfortable, heavy, earned.

Leila was the first to break away.

She slowed her pace, adjusting her bag on her shoulder.


“Alright, this is me,” she said, stopping near a narrow street that branched off to the left.



She gave a small wave, already stepping backward.
“See you tomorrow. Try not to be late.”



Johnny laughed.
“You say that like it ever works.”


Leila smirked, waved once more, then turned and walked off, her figure gradually shrinking as she disappeared down the dimly lit road.

The four of them continued on.

Their steps echoed softly, the night air cooler now, brushing against their skin. Sandra walked a little faster than the rest, glancing ahead as if eager to reach home.

After another block, she stopped near a row of quiet houses.


“This is mine,” she said, pointing briefly. “Good night, guys.”



“Night,” Mark replied without looking up.



Nathan gave her a small nod.
“Good night.”


Sandra waved once, then crossed the street, her silhouette slipping between the houses until she was gone.

Now there were only three.

The road stretched ahead, familiar and unchanged, until they reached the crossroad—the same one Nathan passed every day. Cars moved steadily through the intersection, headlights cutting through the dark like fleeting streaks of light.

Johnny slowed, then stopped.


“Alright,” he said, hooking a thumb over his shoulder.


“Mark and I go this way.”

Mark finally looked up from his phone.

“Yep. See you tomorrow, man.”

They both turned toward their street, then paused to wave goodbye.

Nathan lifted a hand in response, a simple gesture, quiet and automatic.


“See you,” Johnny said.


Then they were gone, footsteps fading as they turned the corner and disappeared into the night.

Nathan stood there for a moment, alone at the crossroad.

The noise of the city seemed louder now without their voices—the distant engines, the wind brushing past trees, the faint buzz of a streetlight overhead. He let out a slow breath, shoulders dropping as the weight of the day settled in.

He reached into his pocket, pulled out his earphones, and slipped them into his ears. His phone screen lit up briefly as he unlocked it. He tapped on his music app and pressed play.

The first notes filled his ears, cutting off the world around him.

With the music playing softly, Nathan turned and continued walking home, alone, his steps now moving in time with the rhythm.

Nathan walked straight ahead, his steps steady and unhurried, carrying him farther away from the crossroad and deeper into the familiar streets he had memorized over time. The music in his ears flowed softly, a gentle background to the rhythm of his footsteps. Streetlights lined the road, but the sky above still held a fading glow, caught somewhere between day and night.

After a few moments, he slowed down.

His steps came to a stop midway along the sidewalk, right where the road opened up and the view of the sky felt wider. He lifted his head and looked up.

The sun was still there, low on the horizon, hovering just above the distant rooftops. It wasn’t bright anymore, not harsh like it was in the afternoon. Instead, it glowed softly, tinted with shades of gold and pale orange, as if reluctant to leave. The light spilled across the clouds, stretching them thin, painting the sky with quiet warmth.

Nathan pulled one earphone slightly out, letting the music fade into the background. His gaze stayed fixed on the sun, eyes narrowing just a little—not from pain, but from focus.

Slowly, he raised his arm.

He extended it upward, elbow straightening as his hand lifted into the air. His fingers spread wide, palm facing the sun, as if he were trying to reach it, or hold it, or measure its distance. The warm light slipped between his fingers, outlining them in a soft glow. For a brief moment, it looked like the sun rested in the space between his hand and the sky.

He stayed like that, frozen in place, feeling the warmth against his skin, letting the moment stretch longer than it needed to.

Then, just as slowly, he lowered his arm.

His hand fell back to his side, the glow disappearing as quickly as it had come. He looked down and turned his wrist, bringing his watch into view. The glass reflected a faint glimmer of the sky as he checked the time, eyes scanning the numbers.

A quiet breath escaped his lips.

“Still early…”

The words were barely louder than a whisper, meant only for himself. He slipped his earphone back into place, lifted his head once more, and continued walking forward, the sun slowly sinking behind him as the evening deepened.

Then he looked toward the woods.

They stretched quietly beyond the edge of the road, darkened by distance, their outlines softened by the remaining light of the setting sun. Tall trees stood close together, their branches weaving into one another like an unspoken promise of shade and silence. Compared to the steady noise of the main road behind him, the forest looked calm—inviting, almost gentle.

He paused, eyes lingering there.


He whispered again, barely moving his lips, “Yeah, too early… I might as well just walk to the woods for a while… Got nothing to do at home anyway…”


The decision settled easily in his chest, without resistance. He turned his body away from the main road, leaving behind the straight lines of pavement and streetlights, and stepped onto the narrow path that led toward the woods.

The moment he entered, the air felt different.

The sounds of the city dulled, replaced by softer things—the crunch of gravel beneath his shoes, the faint call of insects hidden in the grass, the distant rustle of leaves brushing against one another. The path curved gently, guiding him deeper in. Sunlight filtered through the canopy above, breaking into scattered beams that danced across the ground.

Nathan walked slowly, unhurried, taking it all in.

He breathed deeper than he had all day. The scent of earth and greenery filled his lungs, clean and grounding. Every step felt lighter, as if the weight he carried from work slowly peeled away with each passing moment.

Then he stopped.

Ahead of him, the trees opened up into a wide clearing. An open field stretched before his eyes, untouched and quiet. Wildflowers grew freely there—clusters of white, yellow, and soft purple swaying gently as the breeze passed through them. They dotted the field like scattered stars fallen onto the earth.

Nathan stared, unmoving.


His voice came out soft, filled with awe. “So beautiful.”


He took a few steps forward, careful not to disturb the flowers too much, his eyes wandering across the field. That was when he noticed it—a huge tree standing at the edge of the clearing.

It was massive.

Its trunk was thick and solid, bark rough and weathered, roots spreading outward like veins gripping the soil. Its branches stretched high above, offering shade and shelter, as if it had stood there for decades, silently watching the world change around it.

Nathan walked toward it.

When he reached the base, he turned and slowly lowered himself to the ground. He sat down, then leaned his back against the wide trunk, feeling its firmness support his weight. The tree felt cool against his shoulders, steady and unmoving.

The music still played through his earphones, low and soothing, blending perfectly with the sounds around him.

He tilted his head slightly and looked up.

A flock of birds flew overhead, their silhouettes cutting across the sky in smooth, graceful arcs. Leaves whispered softly above him, brushing against one another as the branches swayed. The wind passed through the clearing, gentle and light, cooling his skin without chilling it.

Sunlight still reached him there, warm and tender, slipping through the leaves and resting on his face and hands like a quiet blessing.

Nathan let out a slow breath.


A small smile appeared on his lips as he spoke, voice calm and content. “I love this…”


Then he closed his eyes.

He leaned fully against the body of the huge tree, letting it hold him there, letting the music, the wind, the light, and the quiet wrap around him completely.


Chapter 2. The Encounter




Then the woods changed.


It wasn’t sudden in a dramatic way—not like a snap or a flash—but something shifted, quietly and unmistakably, as if the world itself had taken a slow, uneasy breath. The warmth that had wrapped around Nathan moments ago began to drain away, seeping out of the air, out of the ground beneath him.


He felt it first on his skin.

A creeping cold slid across his arms, slipping beneath his shirt, curling around his spine. His brow twitched, faintly at first, then deeper. The gentle warmth of the sunlight that had rested on his closed eyes faded, as if a veil had been pulled over it. The glow disappeared. Darkness pressed softly against his eyelids.

Then came more cold.


Not just cool air—but biting cold. The kind that numbed rather than refreshed. The kind that didn’t belong to late afternoon.


Nathan stirred.

His lips parted slightly as he drew in a breath—and froze. The air felt wrong. Thin. Sharp. He slowly opened his eyes.


The first thing he noticed was what wasn’t there.



No golden light.
No soft colours.
No open field.


The sky above was dim, muted, swallowed by thick, unmoving clouds. Fog clung to the ground and twisted around the trees like pale smoke, swallowing their bases and blurring their shapes. The huge tree behind him was still there—but it no longer felt welcoming. Its bark looked darker, rougher, its shadow stretching unnaturally across the ground.

Nathan pushed himself upright.

His movements were slow, careful, as if his body instinctively feared making sudden noise. The music was still playing faintly, muffled and distant, completely out of place. His expression tightened.


Confused.
Uneasy.


One hand lifted to his ear. He slowly removed one earphone, then the other, the silence that followed pressing in hard and heavy. No birds. No insects. No wind through leaves—only an eerie stillness, broken occasionally by the low whisper of fog shifting between the trees.

He stood up fully now.

His fingers moved to his crossbody bag, tightening the strap, pulling it closer to his chest, securing it as though it were the only familiar thing left in this place. His breathing grew shallow as he turned in a slow circle.

The forest had become something else entirely.

The trees stood tall and crowded, their trunks dark and damp, their branches twisted overhead like grasping fingers. The fog thickened the farther he looked, swallowing paths that hadn’t been there before. The air was painfully cold now, seeping into his bones.

Nathan shivered.

His body trembled as another wave of cold hit him, stronger than before. Instinctively, he wrapped his arms around himself, hugging his body tight, shoulders hunched as if trying to make himself smaller, warmer, safer.

His eyes darted from one shadow to another.


Nothing moved—but everything felt like it could.


His voice finally broke the silence, shaky and barely louder than a breath.

“Wha… what happened? Why all of a sudden it became freezingly cold…”

The words hung in the air, unanswered, swallowed almost immediately by the fog.

The forest did not respond.

It only watched.

He walked for a little bit.

His steps were slow and cautious now, each footfall measured, as if the ground itself might change beneath him if he moved too quickly. The fog clung to his legs, brushing against his ankles like cold fingers. Every few steps, he paused, listening—though there was nothing to hear except the faint sound of his own breathing and the dull thud of his heartbeat in his ears.

Then—

A blinding light caught the side of his eyes.

It wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t gradual. It sliced into his vision like a sudden wound, sharp and white, forcing his breath to hitch. Instinct took over before thought.

He raised one arm, shielding his eyes as he turned his head toward the source of the light. His fingers spread in front of his face, blocking part of the glare as his vision struggled to adjust. The brightness pulsed, flaring and dimming, flaring again—unnatural, violent.

Slowly, his arm lowered.

His hand fell limply to his side.

His body turned fully now, drawn toward the light as if something far stronger than curiosity was pulling him. His feet remained rooted to the ground, but his torso twisted, shoulders squaring toward whatever stood before him.

And then he saw it.

His breath stopped.

Two figures.

High above the ground.


They were fighting in mid-air—flying, suspended impossibly above the forest floor, as if gravity itself had abandoned them. Their movements were fast, sharp, deliberate, each strike cutting through the fog with terrifying precision.


White flashes erupted from one of them—pure, blinding bursts of light that tore through the darkness like lightning. The other answered with violent red flashes, deep and burning, cracking through the air with explosive force. Every collision sent ripples through the fog, pushing it outward in trembling waves.

They clashed again.

And again.

The sky above them seemed to fracture with each impact, light bleeding into the clouds, shadows bending and stretching unnaturally around their forms. The trees below groaned softly, branches shuddering as if reacting to the power unleashed overhead.

Nathan stood there.

Stunned.

His arms hung uselessly at his sides, fingers slightly curled, forgotten. His legs felt locked, heavy, as if the cold had frozen him in place. His chest rose and fell shallowly, but even breathing felt optional—secondary to the impossible scene unfolding before him.

His mind screamed questions.

How? Who? What am I seeing?

But none of them made it past his lips.


He could not move.
He could not look away.


All he could do was stare—eyes wide, heart pounding—as two beings battled above him, tearing the sky apart with white and red light, while he stood below, small and helpless, a silent witness to something far beyond his understanding.

Then the female immortal landed in front of him.


Not a step away.
Not at a safe distance.


Literally in front of him.

The moment her feet touched the forest floor, the ground trembled as if it had been struck by a silent thunder. Dead leaves and frost-dusted soil burst outward in a wide circle, pushed away by an unseen force. The fog recoiled, thinning for a brief instant, as though the forest itself recognized her arrival and yielded.

She stood there—solid, undeniable.


Long red hair cascaded down her back like liquid fire, strands catching faint light even in the gloom, moving slightly as if stirred by energy rather than wind. Her lips were red, vivid against pale skin, sharp and deliberate, as if colour itself had chosen to rest there. Her eyes—golden red—glowed softly, not reflecting light but emitting it, ancient and piercing, burning with something far older than the forest around them.


She wore something that did not belong to this world.

The fabric clung and flowed at the same time, shaped by no earthly design—layers of deep crimson and gold accents that shifted subtly, as if alive, as if reacting to her presence. Symbols faintly pulsed across it, appearing and disappearing in slow rhythms. Around her, red power ignited—crackling, breathing, wrapping her form in a barely restrained aura that warped the air itself.

Nathan froze.

His entire body locked in place as his mind struggled to process what stood before him.

He was shocked—no, stunned beyond thought.

He wasn’t just looking at her.

He was staring.

Eyes wide, unblinking, breath caught painfully in his chest. His heart pounded so hard it felt like it might tear free, each beat echoing in his ears. Every instinct screamed at him to run, to turn, to flee as far and as fast as possible.

But he couldn’t move.

His legs refused to obey. His arms hung uselessly at his sides, fingers trembling faintly. It was as if the space between them had pinned him there, as if her presence alone had stripped him of the ability to act.

The female immortal had not noticed him at first.


Her attention was elsewhere—above, behind, everywhere at once—alert, battle-ready. Then something felt wrong. A pull. A gaze that should not exist.


Slowly, cautiously, she turned her face.

Her eyes shifted—and met his.

She froze.

Her expression changed instantly, shock flickering across her features before she could mask it. A human. Standing there. Not looking past her. Not collapsing. Not blind to her presence.

Looking straight at her.

Inside her mind, disbelief surged.

“Is he… looking straight at me? Can he see me? He’s human, how?”

Her golden-red eyes narrowed slightly, studying him, searching for illusion, trick, distortion—anything that could explain this impossibility. Her lips parted, breath drawn in sharply, words forming instinctively, ready to demand answers—

But she never spoke.

A violent white strike tore through the air from above, screaming toward her with blinding speed.

She reacted instantly.

Her body moved before thought, before surprise could slow her. She twisted, raising her arm as white energy crashed toward her. The impact exploded against her deflection, light bursting outward in a concussive wave that split the fog and sent a shock through the trees.

In the same fluid motion, she counterattacked.

Red power surged from her, flaring violently as she struck back, her energy colliding with the white force mid-air. The clash thundered through the forest, light ripping across the sky, branches snapping, shadows bending unnaturally under the strain.

Nathan stood there, helpless, breathless, eyes still locked on her.

The moment between them—human and immortal—was shattered by battle, power, and light, leaving him frozen at the centre of something far beyond his understanding.

The blast tore through the forest.

Light and force collided overhead, ripping the fog apart as if it were nothing more than fragile cloth. The thick grey veil that had swallowed the woods was violently pushed away, rolling outward in spirals, exposing the sky, the trees, the clearing—everything that had been hidden only moments ago.

And then Nathan saw him.

Hovering high above the ground, suspended effortlessly in the air, was the other one.

A male immortal.

He stood against the dim sky as if it were solid ground beneath his feet. Black and white armour encased his body, sharp and angular, its design stark and severe compared to the female’s flowing, otherworldly attire. The contrast was striking—cold order versus burning force. The armour reflected what little light remained, edges gleaming faintly, etched with unfamiliar markings that looked ancient and merciless.

Nathan looked up.

Not just glanced.


He looked.


His head tilted back fully, neck straining as his eyes followed the hovering figure above him. His gaze traced the armour, the rigid posture, the sheer unnaturalness of a being floating in the sky as if gravity had no claim over him.

And then—

The male immortal’s eyes shifted.


They turned downward.
They locked onto Nathan.


For a split second, time seemed to falter.


Shock flashed across the male immortal’s face, sharp and unmistakable. His hovering stance wavered ever so slightly, as if something impossible had just struck him harder than any attack. A human—standing there, exposed, small—and yet seeing.



Seeing him.


The male immortal’s lips moved, his voice low, stunned, carrying through the clearing like a whisper sharpened into a blade.

“A human… he can see us… he’s looking at me… really looking at me…”

His expression darkened.

Disbelief twisted into fury.

“No… he must die!”

The decision was instant.

Power gathered around him, white energy flaring violently as he raised his arm. The air screamed as he struck again—but this time, the force wasn’t aimed at the female immortal.

It was aimed straight at Nathan.

The attack tore downward like judgment itself, blinding, lethal, unavoidable.

Nathan didn’t move.

He couldn’t.

Before the strike could reach him, red light exploded in front of his vision.

The female immortal moved faster than thought.


She was suddenly there—in front of him, her body a shield, her presence slamming into place between Nathan and death. The white strike crashed into her deflection, detonating in a violent burst of light that rattled the forest and sent shockwaves rippling across the ground.


She didn’t stop.

She counterattacked immediately, red power surging upward in a furious arc, colliding with the male immortal’s assault mid-air and forcing it back.

Then—without turning fully—she tilted her head slightly over her shoulder.

Her voice cut through the chaos, sharp and urgent.

“Go…”

Nathan stood behind her, frozen.


His mind was unravelling, unable to catch up with what his eyes were seeing. Immortals. Flying. Power tearing the sky apart. A human—him—standing in the middle of it all. His legs refused to respond, disbelief locking him in place, heart pounding so hard it felt painful.


From above, the male immortal roared, rage ripping through his voice.

“Die… human!”

Another strike came.

White light descended again, screaming through the air.

Once more, the female immortal deflected it, red and white clashing violently, the impact shaking the trees and splintering branches. She countered again, relentless, refusing to give ground.

This time, she snapped her head fully toward Nathan.

Her golden-red eyes burned with intensity, no confusion now—only command.

She shouted, her voice raw and fierce, cutting through his paralysis.

“NOW!!!”

Nathan snapped back to himself.

Her shout finally broke through the haze in his mind, cutting past fear, disbelief, and shock all at once. His body reacted before his thoughts could catch up. He turned sharply, boots scraping against dirt and fallen leaves, and ran.

He didn’t look back.

Branches clawed at his clothes as he pushed through the uneven ground, lungs burning as he forced air into them. His heartbeat thundered in his ears, drowning out everything else. The forest blurred around him, dark shapes streaking past as panic drove his legs faster than they had ever moved.

Then—

Another hit.

A violent surge of energy screamed through the air behind him. The female immortal deflected it—but not completely. The force was too strong, too close.

The blast slammed into the ground beside Nathan.

The impact was deafening.

The earth exploded upward, dirt, rock, and splintered wood thrown violently into the air. The shockwave caught him from the side, lifting his body off his feet as if he weighed nothing. He was thrown forward uncontrollably, his scream ripped away by the force.

His body smashed into a tree.

The collision knocked the breath out of him instantly. Pain erupted through his chest and back, sharp and blinding. His vision burst into white as something cracked inside him.

Nathan spat blood the moment he hit.

It sprayed onto the bark and ground as his body crumpled, the metallic taste flooding his mouth. Before he could even gasp, gravity claimed him again.

He fell hard.

His head struck a rock.

The sound was dull, final.

Stars exploded behind his eyes as his skull connected with stone, pain tearing through his entire body at once. His limbs went slack as momentum carried him forward. He rolled helplessly across the cold ground, leaves and dirt sticking to his skin, until he finally came to a stop.

He lay flat on his stomach.

For a moment, he didn’t move.

Blood slowly trickled down from his hairline, warm against his skin. It slid over his forehead, dripping toward his eyes, blurring his already failing vision. His entire body throbbed in agony—head, ribs, spine, legs—everything hurt, everything screamed.

With trembling effort, he raised his head.

The world tilted.

His vision was blurred, doubled, dimming at the edges. Shapes swam before his eyes, refusing to stay still. Through the haze, he could still see flashes of light tearing through the forest.


White.
Red.


The male immortal was still attacking—relentless, merciless—aiming again and again toward where Nathan had been. And every time, the female immortal moved, intercepting each strike, deflecting, counterattacking, refusing to let the blows reach him.

Their battle continued above and around him, power shaking the ground with every clash.


Nathan tried to move.
His body didn’t respond.


Pain crushed him down, heavy and suffocating. His breathing came in shallow, broken gasps. His head felt like it was splitting open, his thoughts dissolving into static. The sounds of battle grew distant, muffled, as if he were sinking underwater.

The forest darkened.

His vision narrowed to a thin tunnel, the lights in the sky stretching and smearing into nothing. His strength drained away completely, muscles giving up, fingers slack against the dirt.

The last thing he saw was red light flashing protectively in front of him.

Then his eyes rolled shut.

In pain, darkness, and silence—

Nathan lost consciousness.


Chapter 3. In The Midst of Reality and Fantasy




Nathan slowly—and painfully—opened his eyes.

The act alone felt like a mistake.

Pain exploded everywhere at once, not sharp in one place but overwhelming, as if his entire body had been set on fire from the inside. His head throbbed violently, each heartbeat sending a fresh wave of agony crashing through his skull. His chest ached when he tried to breathe. His limbs felt heavy, distant, barely his own.

Everything he could see was white.

Not bright, not warm—just blank, endless white, like he had been dropped into the middle of nothing. His eyes strained, blinking weakly, trying to make sense of it. The light hurt, forcing tears to pool at the corners of his eyes.

A thought surfaced through the pain, slow and uncertain.

“Am I dead?”

The question echoed in his mind, hollow and detached, as if it didn’t quite belong to him. He didn’t feel peaceful. He didn’t feel free. He felt broken.

Gradually—so slowly it almost didn’t feel like movement at all—the white began to shift. Shapes started to form at the edges of his vision. Blurred outlines. Pale shadows pressing into existence.


His breathing hitched.
Faces emerged.
Familiar ones.


He could see his parents first—his mother leaning forward, her face tight with worry, eyes rimmed red. His father stood close by, rigid, jaw clenched, trying to look calm and failing. Around them were other figures, standing slightly behind, their shapes overlapping.


Johnny.
Mark.
Sandra.
Leila.


His colleagues.

They were all looking at him.

Relief washed over him, faint but real, cutting through the pain just enough for another thought to form.

“Oh… I’m not dead…”

His lips trembled as he tried to speak. His throat felt dry, raw, like he hadn’t used it in years. With effort that made his head pound harder, he forced the words out.

“What… happened? Where… am… I?”

His own voice sounded distant to him, weak and distorted, as if it were coming from somewhere far away.

Everything was still unfocused.


Hazy.
Fuzzy.


He could see them, but not clearly—like they were painted onto a canvas washed in pale white, their features bleeding softly into the background. The world around them didn’t look solid. It looked like an abstract painting, shapes and colours blending together without edges.

He could hear them too.

Their voices reached him, overlapping, urgent, emotional—but muffled, warped, as if he were submerged underwater. He couldn’t make out the words. Only tones. Fear. Relief. Panic.


Someone was speaking his name.
Someone was crying.


The effort to stay awake was too much.

The white began to darken at the edges of his vision, closing in slowly, gently, like a curtain being drawn. The faces blurred again, fading into shadows. The sounds stretched and distorted, then softened.

Nathan’s eyelids grew unbearably heavy.

He gave up.

His eyes closed.

And once more, everything went dark.

Nathan lost consciousness again.

When he opened his eyes, he was in the forest again.

The same dark, cold, misty forest.

The air pressed against his skin immediately, icy and damp, crawling beneath his clothes as if it had been waiting for him. Tall trees surrounded him on all sides, their trunks looming like silent watchers, their branches tangled high above, blocking out whatever little light might have existed. Fog drifted slowly between them, thick and heavy, swallowing depth and distance, making the forest feel endless.

Nathan sucked in a sharp breath.

It came out as a faint cloud in front of his mouth.

His heart stuttered, then began to beat faster.

He pushed himself up, the ground beneath him uneven and cold, his palms brushing against damp soil and fallen leaves. Every muscle protested, aching and sore, but fear drowned out the pain. His eyes darted around wildly, scanning the trees, the fog, the shadows—half-expecting flashes of red and white light to tear through the air again.


Nothing moved.
Nothing answered.


His voice came out small, shaky, barely louder than a breath.

“Why am I here again?”

The words vanished into the fog almost instantly, swallowed without echo, without response. That silence only made his pulse race faster. His chest tightened, breath coming quicker now, shallower.

His heart pounded hard enough that he could feel it in his throat.

This time, he didn’t wait.


He didn’t stand still.
He didn’t look for signs.
He didn’t hope it was a dream.


Instinct took over completely.

Nathan turned and ran.

His feet tore across the forest floor, slipping slightly on damp leaves and uneven roots. Branches lashed at his arms and shoulders as he forced his way through, breath burning in his lungs. The cold air stabbed deeper with every inhale, but he didn’t slow down.

He ran blindly at first, then desperately searched for anything familiar—an opening, a break in the trees, a hint of the path that led back to the main road. His eyes strained through the fog, vision narrowing as panic sharpened his focus.


Get out.
Get out.
Get out.


The thought repeated over and over in his mind, louder than his breathing, louder than the pounding of his heart.

He stumbled once, barely catching himself before he fell, then pushed harder, faster, fear driving his legs forward even as his body screamed in protest.


He didn’t look back.
He didn’t stop.


All he knew was that he had to reach the main road—away from the forest, away from the cold, away from whatever this place was before it noticed him again.


He didn’t look back.
He couldn’t.


The thought alone made his chest tighten, made his throat close up as if something terrible would happen the moment he turned his head. Whatever was behind him—whether it was the forest itself or something far worse—he didn’t want to see it. Fear held his gaze forward, forcing his eyes to stay locked on the fog ahead.

He ran.

Then his foot caught on something—an exposed root, slick with moisture—and he tripped hard. His body pitched forward, hands scraping against the ground as pain shot through his palms and knees. He let out a sharp gasp, the air knocked from his lungs.

But he didn’t stay down.

Panic surged through him like electricity. He pushed himself up immediately, barely feeling the sting of scraped skin, and ran again, legs pumping harder, faster, as if speed alone could save him.

As he ran, something felt wrong.

The ground beneath him seemed to shift, the path stretching unnaturally with every step he took. No matter how far he ran, the forest ahead never changed. The fog never thinned. The trees never opened up. The space between him and the main road felt like it was being pulled farther away, just out of reach.

He ran and ran.

Seconds blurred into minutes.

His lungs burned, every breath sharp and painful in the freezing air. His legs screamed with exhaustion, muscles trembling, but still he forced them forward. He searched desperately for any sign of the road—the faint glow of streetlights, the sound of cars, anything—but there was nothing.


Nothing but trees.
Nothing but fog.


His thoughts spiralled, panic tightening its grip.

“Impossible! I should have reached the main road by now… why am I still running here…”

The realization hit him hard, heavier than the cold.

Finally, his body gave in.

He slowed, then stopped, bending forward slightly as he fought to breathe. Each inhale came out ragged, visible in the air, his chest rising and falling too fast. His legs ached fiercely, sore and unsteady from the relentless run. A sharp tremor passed through them as fatigue set in.

The cold bit into his skin now that he was no longer moving, seeping through his clothes, wrapping around him like an icy grip. His arms shook, his fingers numb, his whole body caught between exhaustion and fear.

Nathan stood there in the mist, gasping for air, realizing with growing dread that the forest was not letting him leave.

Then he saw it again.

A burst of light flared at the side of his vision—sudden, sharp, impossible to ignore. It cut through the fog like a wound, white and red bleeding together for just a fraction of a second. His heart lurched painfully in his chest.

He didn’t dare look at it.


Fear slammed into him so hard it stole his breath. Whatever that light was, he knew—knew—that if he turned his head and faced it, something irreversible would happen.


So he ran.

He forced his legs to move again, pushing past the screaming pain, past the burning in his lungs. He ran as fast as he could, faster than before, faster than his body should have allowed. His boots pounded against the ground, each step uneven, desperate. The fog whipped past him in thick, swirling sheets, the trees blurring into dark streaks on either side.


Run.
Just run.


His thoughts fractured into nothing but instinct.

But then—

He broke through the fog.

And stopped.

Not because he chose to.

Because there was nowhere left to run.

He had ended up directly in front of them.


Not to the side.
Not hidden.
Not at a distance.


Right in front of the two beings fighting mid-air.

Nathan stood frozen, staring straight ahead.

They hovered above the forest floor, suspended effortlessly, power still crackling faintly around them. White light flickered around the male immortal, sharp and cold, while red energy burned and pulsed around the female immortal like living fire. The air between them trembled, warped by the force they wielded.

For a heartbeat, the clash continued.

Then it stopped.

Mid-air.

The sudden silence was terrifying.

Both beings slowly turned their heads downward.

Toward him.

Nathan’s breath caught painfully in his throat. His body refused to move, refused even to shake. His eyes were wide, unblinking, locked onto them as they looked back at him—really looked at him now.

Their expressions changed.

Slowly, deliberately, both of them smiled.


It wasn’t warm.
It wasn’t kind.


It was eerie.

A smile that didn’t belong on faces like theirs.

Still hovering in the air, the male and female immortals shifted, turning fully toward him. Their bodies aligned, no longer opponents, no longer mid-battle—united in focus. United in intent.

Nathan felt something deep inside him break.

Power surged.

White light flared from the male immortal, blinding and absolute. At the same time, red light erupted from the female immortal, violent and searing. The two energies twisted together as they were unleashed, intertwining like serpents, spiralling toward the same point.

Toward him.

The forest screamed.

The air collapsed inward as the combined blast tore through the space between them and Nathan. Light swallowed everything—trees, fog, ground, sky—until there was nothing left but overwhelming brilliance and crushing force.

Nathan didn’t have time to scream.

The intertwined white and red light hit him.

And the world shattered.


Chapter 4. Imagination or Real




He snapped his eyes open.

A sharp gasp tore out of his throat as his body jerked upright, sweat instantly soaking his hair, sliding down his temples, his face, his neck. His chest heaved violently, breath coming in ragged, uneven pulls, as if he had been drowning and had only just broken the surface.

The room spun.

Then pain hit.


Not slowly.
Not gently.


A brutal burst of pain ripped through his body all at once—his chest tightening sharply, his ribs aching as he sucked in air too fast. But it was his head that screamed the loudest. The sudden movement sent a blinding wave of agony crashing through his skull, like something inside it had been struck with a hammer.

He groaned, his vision wavering.

White spots exploded behind his eyes as dizziness washed over him. His hands flew up instinctively, clutching his head, fingers pressing hard against his temples as if that might somehow keep it from splitting apart.


Too fast.
I moved too fast.


He squeezed his eyes shut for a second, breathing hard, waiting for the pain to ease even just a little. Slowly—very slowly—he opened them again.

This time, the world stayed still.

He could see clearly now.


White ceiling.
Fluorescent lights.
Beeping monitors somewhere nearby.


The smell hit him next—clean, sharp, unmistakable. Disinfectant.

His breath stuttered as realization settled in.

He wasn’t in the forest.

He was in a hospital.

The panic that had been clawing at his chest loosened its grip, replaced by shaky relief. He lowered himself back against the pillow, still holding his head, careful not to move too much. Even that small motion made his skull throb painfully.

His breathing was still fast, still uneven, but it was no longer frantic.


He swallowed hard, throat dry, and whispered to himself, voice hoarse and trembling, “Thank goodness… it’s just a dream…”


The words felt fragile, like they might break apart the moment he said them out loud. He lay there, staring up at the ceiling, sweat cooling against his skin, heart still pounding but slowing little by little.

Silence filled the room.


No voices.
No footsteps.
No familiar faces watching him sleep.


He turned his head slightly, wincing at the lingering pain, and looked around.

The room was empty.


Just him.
The quiet hum of machines.
And the echo of something he wasn’t quite ready to believe was only a dream.


The door opened softly.

The sound was quiet, almost careful, but it was enough to pull Nathan’s attention toward it. His eyes shifted slowly, his head barely moving as he watched the door swing inward.

His mother and father stepped into the room.

The moment his mother saw his eyes open, her breath caught. Her hand flew to her mouth for a split second, disbelief and relief washing over her face all at once. Then she moved—fast, far faster than he had seen her move in years.

She hurried to his bedside, footsteps quick and uneven, stopping just short of touching him as if she were afraid she might hurt him if she did.


“You’re awake!” she said, her voice tight, trembling.


“Are you feeling alright? Do you feel any pain?”

Nathan tried to respond immediately, but his body refused to cooperate. Even the small act of shifting felt dangerous, like it might trigger another wave of agony. So he stayed still, head resting against the pillow, muscles tense.

He nodded instead.

A slow, weak nod.

His lips parted, throat dry, voice barely more than a whisper.

“What… happened?”

His father stepped closer, standing on the other side of the bed. He looked tired—older somehow. Dark circles framed his eyes, his shoulders slightly hunched, hands clenched together as if he didn’t know what to do with them.

He cleared his throat before speaking.


“The police came to our house,” his father said carefully.


“They told us you were found on the side of the road.”

Nathan’s brow furrowed faintly.

The words didn’t make sense.

His father continued, voice low and steady, trying to sound reassuring even though his eyes betrayed worry.

“They didn’t know what happened. There were no witnesses. But looking at your injuries…”


He paused, jaw tightening. “They think you were hit and run.”


Nathan’s heart skipped.

The room seemed to tilt just slightly as the words sank in.

Hit and run?

His thoughts raced despite the fog still clouding his mind.

How?


I was in the forest.
I didn’t even reach the road.
How did I end up on the side of the road?


The confusion pressed hard against his skull—

—and pain answered immediately.

A sharp, vicious spike tore through his head, forcing a gasp from his chest. His face twisted as his hand flew up, clutching his head instinctively. The sudden movement sent another wave of dizziness crashing through him, making his vision blur again.

His mother reacted instantly.

She reached out and placed a hand on his father’s arm, squeezing gently but firmly. She shook her head—small, quick, urgent—telling him not to say any more. Her eyes never left Nathan’s face.

Not now.

His father fell silent immediately, guilt flashing across his expression.

His mother turned back to Nathan, her voice softening, soothing, careful.


“Don’t think about it right now,” she said gently. “You’re hurt. Just rest, okay?”


Nathan lay there, hand still pressed to his head, breathing shallowly, his mind spinning with questions he couldn’t voice without making the pain worse.


Forest.
Road.
Hospital.


None of it fit.

And as his mother stayed by his side and his father stood quietly nearby, Nathan couldn’t shake the unsettling feeling that whatever had happened to him—whatever the police believed—was nowhere close to the truth.

Then his mother spoke again, her voice gentle, steady, the kind she used when he was sick as a child.

“Just rest, Nathan… don’t think too much. You’re not recovered yet.”

She watched his face closely as she spoke, as if checking whether the words were settling in or making things worse. After a brief pause, she added softly,

“Are you hungry?”

Nathan didn’t trust his voice.

His throat still felt dry, and even the smallest effort seemed to echo painfully through his head. So he only nodded—slowly, carefully—afraid that anything more might trigger another wave of pain.

His mother smiled faintly at that, relief flickering across her face.
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