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To Gavin —

the one who has always been my compass, my fire, my other half. Without you, these words would never have found their way to the page.

To my best friend Scarlett—

Thank you for being the steady hand and open heart that held me up through every draft, every doubt, and every long night of writing.

You are the truest gift.

And to my favorite cousin —

your love and acceptance mean more than words.

Thank you for seeing us, for embracing our story, and for reminding me

that love, in all its forms, is worth defending.

Trigger Warning

This book contains sensitive and potentially triggering content, including but not limited to:


	Childhood trauma and neglect

	Domestic violence and abuse (physical, emotional, and verbal)

	Sexual assault, incest, and coercion

	Substance abuse and addiction

	Loss, grief, and death of loved ones (including miscarriage/stillbirth)

	Mental health struggles, including suicidal thoughts

	Religious manipulation and judgment



This story is raw and unflinching. It does not shy away from darkness because the darkness shaped the light that followed. Please take care of yourself while reading. Step away if you need to.

If you carry similar wounds, know that you are not alone.

"Some loves arrive like constellations—beautiful, inevitable, and forbidden to touch."
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Introduction
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This is not a love story for the faint of heart.

It isn’t wrapped in ribbons, tied up with happily-ever-after’s, or safe for those who need the comfort of clear moral lines. This is a story that bleeds, that claws its way out of the dark, that forces you to look at the places in the human heart most people would rather pretend don’t exist.

If you came here looking for a love that fits inside the world’s rules, you won’t find it in these pages.

Some loves are celebrated. Others are whispered about in secret, condemned before they’re understood. Mine was the latter. A love that didn’t fit into any box the world wanted to hand me. A love born of blood ties and destiny, woven through years of innocence before it ever became something dangerous...

It is taboo, yes—by every measure the world uses. But it is also pure, in the way fire is pure when it burns. In the way, the ocean is pure when it pulls you under.

It was never about corruption, never about taking—it was about something unexplainable that rooted itself deep in me and refused to die, no matter how I tried to bury it.

It began in innocence—years before I understood what it was. Before I realized the same person who made me feel the safest could also ignite the deepest ache inside me. My love has lived in the shadows, and still, it blooms in the dark.

This is not a story you can dip into and walk away from untouched. This is a descent.

It will carry you into the places where beauty and ruin hold hands. Where love doesn’t ask permission, and where the lines between want and need are blurred until you can’t tell them apart.

It will wind you through the light and drag you into the dark. It will show you beauty that can only exist alongside destruction. And it will not apologize.

If you keep reading, you will see me—every broken, unlovable, stubborn, sacred part of me. And you will see the truth: that fate does not care about rules. That some bonds cannot be severed. And that love, in its rawest form, can be both salvation and destruction.

Where love and pain are tangled so tightly you can’t tell them apart. And where sometimes, surviving what you feel means letting it kill the version of yourself you thought you knew.

––––––––
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Chapter One:
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A Star is Born



Lindsey

What if your birth was pointless? What if you arrived in the world not as a miracle, but as a very loud oops whispered into the wind by two teenagers with stars in their eyes and zero brain cells to spare?

Imagine two kids—barely out of puberty— who thought love could be glued together with baby powder and onesies. They believed, in the way only the tragically hopeful can, that a baby would be like a Band-Aid for a relationship scraped raw by immaturity.

Well, that’s me. A cosmic curveball. A product of two idiots who put their dreams into a uterus. The glittery chaos in biology class that serves as a cautionary tale.

Turns out Parenthood isn’t a fairytale spell, a baby doesn’t stitch hearts together. It stretches them, frays them, and sometimes rips them open.

Upon the news of my existence, a month into my quiet gestation, reality slapped them harder than the morning sickness ever could.

My father, a boy dressed in a man’s shadow, being the merciful man he was, tried to evict me early by beating the shit out of my mom, who was dumb enough to keep seeing him.

My mother, a girl still learning to be a woman, bent over backwards trying to please a boy who would never love her back. She even tried coaxing me into arriving early—not with lullabies or patience, but with off-road adventures, all because my father wouldn’t miss his precious basketball game for something as mundane as childbirth.

That day was a blistering cold Michigan fall in late October. Snow was falling early, coating the freshly frozen ground in powder. It was the kind of day that made even the bravest deer pause in the pines.

On the eve of October 27th, my mother enlisted her father, the gentle grump with mud on his boots, to take her two-tracking through the woods. Not for adventure, mind you, but in hopes that the bouncing and jostling would shake me loose like a stubborn apple from a tree.

But fate, ever the trickster, laughed. The old blue Chevy got swallowed by a rut, left behind by teenagers with their roaring ATVs.

My mom decided she wasn’t going to give birth in the cold forest with her dad manning the helm.

She was mortified at the thought of her dad seeing her “secret garden.” Which still goes to show how young and immature she was. She wasn’t worried about the potential dangers of needing medical help. Instead, she worried her dad would see her vagina.

So, she waddled, huffing and puffing, back down the path they’d carved through the trees, her midnight-black hair trailing behind her. Each step was dangerous in the frozen mud, her legs shaking as the moon painted silver paths between the branches.

Grandpa, bless the man, had managed to wrestle his old truck from the clutches of the earth. He leapt from the cab, caught his daughter mid-wobble. And helped hoist her into the truck with the grace of a man who had seen too many Michigan winters and none of them prepared him for this.

The 5’11, 31-year-old man and soon-to-be grandfather raced home. Through their snow-dusted village of 200 people, going Mach Jesus.

Waddling up the tiny hill driveway, Katerina rushed inside the tiny three-bedroom home, gathering her bags in the room she shared with her two sisters. The second eldest is a 12-year-old girl with a clipboard of bossiness, ready to take charge of her 7-year-old brother and 4-year-old sister.

My grandpa handled the bags and, at the helm again, drove to the hospital with my grandma, Cassie, and great-grandma Evie following behind. The half mile through the village felt like an hour, and the 20 minutes to the tiny hospital felt like an eternity to the 16.5-year-old Katerina.

She clutched my grandmother's arm, breathing in the rhythm of her contractions and rattling dashboard.

After settling into the hospital for the night, the smell of latex and bleach infiltrated their senses. My grandpa and my great-grandmother were going to head home, but not before Grandma Evie doted a little more on her two favorite grandbabies.

She floated over to Kat, her fiery red hair bouncing like a flame that refused to be tamed. Her cheeks were rosy, her blue-green eyes dilated with delight. She was giving final belly rubs and kissed her little Kat’s forehead.

“You will do just fine, Katerina, you are a powerful Woman,” She leaned close to my temporary home and whispered, “—and I’ll see you tomorrow, my little Mexican jumping bean.” 

Grandma Evie gave me a final pat and smiled at the young girl on the verge of womanhood.

I wonder what my baby self could feel in the womb. I wonder if I heard the screams of my mother yelling at my father because he wasn’t there. I wonder if I felt the slight shakes of her sobs, or saw the full moon's light streaming in, illuminating my underwater world.

I wonder if I heard the soothing sounds of my grandmother trying to console the young, dumb girl who was now learning to be a woman alone.

Then—and only then—did I decide to make my entrance.

My grandmother told my mom that when she felt like she was dying, she was halfway there. Well, she felt like she was dying around 05:45 A.M.

“Mom, I need to push,” my mother cried out, arching her back in pain.

“I'll go get the nurse,” Grandma said, vanishing in a blur of urgency.

My mom's screams were getting more intense as my grandma was running back with the nurse. Less than a minute, but it felt like forever to her.

“Mom, I feel like I'm dying.” Kat cried.

The horrible bedside mannered nurse side-eyed my mother like she was exaggerating her pain. Her blonde messy bun swayed in irritation.

“It's not that bad. You should have known what you were doing before being flagrant with a boy.” The nurse said, agitated, clearly forgetting this wasn’t a sprained ankle.

“Take a deep breath, you are fine.” She said this with her crochet hook in hand, a reminder of her late-night crafts.

When the nurse lifted my mom’s blanket, her eyes widened, and she saw that I was coming out dry, a sickening sight of a water that never broke. Half born, still cocooned in my home.

Instead of calling for help, she did what any poorly trained goblin might do. She stabbed the sac with her crochet hook without a second thought.

The amniotic fluid burst like a popped water balloon, carrying me with it, but not before the hook graciously cut me just below my eyebrow, leaving me with the tiniest scar.

A short time later, I was wrapped, cleaned, and laid in my mother's arms. Her young body was shaking from the trauma and shock of birth.

“Oh, Kat, she is precious. You did a great job.” My grandma said, rubbing my fuzzy, thick black hair.

My grandma, being raped at 14 and giving birth to my mom at 15, must have been one of the youngest grandmas ever. She was the ripe age of 31 when I was born. If there were medals for reaching milestones absurdly early, she would have pinned them to her ironclad blouse.

I wonder if she looked at my mom and me with resentment sometimes, but that woman's heart. Her heart, a fortress, uncrackable.

My mother, unbeknownst to anyone, was going to be the opposite of her saintly mom. I wonder if, when she looked at me for the first time, if she truly felt any love for me. Or if I was just another strange little creature placed in her arms like a gift she hadn’t asked for.

The hospital stay was brief. My grandma's side didn't waste any time coming to see me.

Soon, a parade of great Aunts and Uncles arrived in a flurry of floral perfumes and old cologne, their voices birdsongs as they gathered around my bassinet. I was the first of the new generation to be born.

My grandma's side looked like they stepped out of a storybook—skin pale as pressed Lily petals, hair spun from copper or gold. Children of frost and fire, of hearth lighting, all freckles and laughter with tremendous pride.

My mother came from a different tale entirely—one written in darkness, in desert winds. Her biological father was a tanned, dark man from the south, a ghost whose name was never said out loud. He crossed into the country like a dream that wasn’t supposed to last—silent and unwanted. My grandmother at the time was a girl in every sense of the way, caught like a moth under glass.

Grandma never cried to the law or cursed the stars. That was her way: stone-faced, iron-hearted, and unyielding, as if her silence might rewrite what had happened. He became a citizen by no accident, through the birth of my mother, through a child born not of love, but of collision.

My grandma's husband—the man who truly loved my mom—had tried to make things right in the only way he knew how. He wanted to adopt her, to stitch his name onto her soul. But fate, that mischievous old tailor, had other plans. The judge spilled his coffee on the paperwork, a dark brown bloom across the future, and somehow the ink never dried. The adoption was never made real. 

Everyone came and went, satisfied with a brief hug and kiss, and wishes for a quick recovery. Dying to know what the newest bloom in the family garden would be named.

Names, after all, are spells. 

I was named after a tree of peace that was lost too soon to the stillness of fate. I was gifted with the legacy of my aunt, my shadow sister, gone before her story could be read aloud. And so, I became Lindsey.

I certainly did not know that fate was circling me, tugging gently on invisible strings.

In the next breath, the one who would one day unravel me, adore me, and haunt me—was about to hold me in his arms for the very first time.

My Great Aunt Jan arrived. She swept into the room with her husband, Max, at her side and their two sons in tow, each of them characters from a storybook half-finished.

Jan was the kind of woman who made doorways feel like entrances into something better—something enchanted. She had inherited her mother, Evie’s flame-bright hair and her wild, whimsical soul. Her laughter was the kind that flowers bloom early too, and babies blink in surprise. Everything about her felt a little bit too big for the world, and that’s what made her magic.

Max, on the other hand, was her quiet constellation. A man of stillness and soft glances. He didn’t speak much, but when he looked at Jan—with those steady blue eyes of his—it was like he was watching the northern lights flicker across a winter sky. You didn’t need words when you loved someone like that.

Their sons came in like day and night—born of the same home but carrying different skies inside of them. Casey, soft and pink like a summer burn, his red hair, a single spark that flared against his fair skin, was the wild flame, the kind that stayed too close to the wick.

And then there was David.

David, with his blue eyes like the sky through a glass and hair the color of golden fields at dusk—strawberry-blonde, ever-changing, touched by the light in ways that made you look twice. There was something about him even then—something not loud or showy, but quiet and still. He was the moment before a thunderstorm when the wind holds its breath.

“So, Grandma Cassie, how does it feel?” My Aunt Jan teased, stretching the words like taffy, her eyes twinkling with mischief. Her laughter bubbled up, full of play, bouncing off the low ceiling like a soft echo in a stalagmite cavern.

Grandma Cassie let out a rich, unapologetic laugh that filled the little house like warm bread rising. “I already told Kat,” she said, wiping a fake tear from the corner of her eye, “if she calls me grandma when we are out, I’ll just shake my head and say, ‘No, darling—it’s Aunt Cassie.’”

The room swelled with laughter, and for a moment, time held its breath—suspended in the sweet chaos of family, of nicknames and new beginnings, of a generation being born beneath a roof already full of stories.

And then, it came time for David to hold me.

On the day I was born, October 28th, the universe quietly whispered its plans. The world unknowingly began weaving a story of love and destiny.

In this moment, he, just five years old, cradles me with a kind of tenderness that only a heart untouched by the world can offer.

“Well, David,” someone asked, smiling gently, “are you okay with sharing your birthday with Lindsey?”

He nodded, eyes wide and soft, never looking away from my tiny face. “Of course I am, I already had Five,” he said, his voice the faintest hush of a summer wind.

But the stars above us already knew—he would share much more than a birthday.  From that moment on, our lives began to spin around each other like twin moons caught in the same strange orbit.


I, a newborn, lie in his arms, unaware that our shared birthdays are the first secret of a tale the world may never understand. Our love, destined yet forbidden, is the first page of our story.



One day, it will challenge everything we know—because even the purest connections are sometimes the hardest to explain.

When he’s older, he’ll look back on this moment and realize—I was always meant to be his, and our hearts were destined for each other, and when that day comes, the bond between us will feel like the most natural thing in the world.

But for now, all that matters is this moment, where a little boy holds a girl, in ways only destiny knows, was always meant to be his.

I don’t know the exact moment I started loving him—maybe it was the day I was born, or the first time he held me in his small arms.

I was a newborn so young, so unaware, yet I felt something in the way he looked at me, something that felt like home. A secret bond between us, he wasn’t just my cousin, he was something more.

I didn’t know it then, but somehow, I always loved him.

As I grew older, I knew that love would be complicated, that it would be something taboo. But in the quiet of my heart, I knew—he was meant to be mine and perhaps, I was meant to be his.

No one tells you that your birth might fall on just another Thursday for the rest of the world—a forgettable page on the calendar, passed over with coffee and small talk. But for us, it was everything.

That was the day the stars leaned in.

Our souls, stitched from the same celestial thread, began to braid themselves together—quietly, insistently—like a cosmic flare igniting in the hush of the house.

We didn’t cry out, or speak, or even know—but something ancient stirred between us at first touch. A flicker. A pull. A gravity too soft to be noticed and too strong to be denied.

That Thursday was nothing for most.

But for us, it was the beginning of everything.

***
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David

I don’t think you can fully fight fate. You can wrestle it, curse it, try to outrun it—but sooner or later it finds you. I know, because I tried.

Some people equate it to the sigh after sinking into a hot bath, or crawling under perfect sheets at the end of a long day. For me, that’s what it became. Not a choice. Not a decision. Something inevitable.

She started as an unexpected birthday gift—Or a birthday usurper, depending on how you looked at it. Everyone used to joke that she was my birthday present. Maybe they weren’t far off.

I don’t remember holding her newborn body in my arms, but I remember the feeling she carried with her—like gravity that only pulled one way.

Even as a kid, I felt it: the instinct to protect her, the way my breathing felt easier when she was close, the quiet comfort of her trailing behind me as if that was where she belonged. The subtle peace when I heard her little footsteps behind mine.

I was the youngest in a fractured home. My father adored his wife and his family, but the bottle came first. My mom tried to patch the holes, but her smile was paper-thin—one that cracked more and more as we got older, and the deadness in her eyes showed through the cracks.

My brother meant well, but he always pulled our parents into his orbit, needing more than they had to give.

I vowed I’d be different. I wouldn’t cling. I wouldn’t drain someone until they were empty. I wouldn’t need my father's good intentions, and I wouldn't take from my mother until she had nothing left.

I’d stand on my own.

The divorce was just the last page of a story we already knew. My dad sobered up, but by then, the damage was permanent. They’d always care about each other, maybe even love each other, but not in the way that keeps two people together.

The one bright spot was our family closeness. My mother's side kept us together— weekends, holidays, every excuse to gather. My cousins became my closest friends during those times.

My Aunt Cassie had her first kid young, younger than she should have had to. I didn’t know the whole story back then, but the way people spoke about it—half-finished sentences, glances over their shoulders—told me enough...

Her eldest, my cousin Kat, grew up fast, faster than she should have had to, and when she gave birth to Lindsey... I had no idea that she would end up owning a piece of me. The piece that would consume my every thought.

It didn’t happen all at once. It was a slow burn—the kind that seeps into your bones before you notice the heat. But the more I noticed her, the more I fought it. Not because I didn’t want her, but because I knew exactly how the world would see it.

We were cousins. Blood. That one word could wipe everything good about us and replace it with something twisted. I could already hear the whispers if anyone ever found out—perverted, sick, wrong. And they wouldn’t be entirely wrong, would they?

She’d grown up with me there in her life. I’d been the one to look out for her. I’d been safe. Steady. If I let my thoughts cross that line, what did that make me?

And underneath the fear of judgment was the worst fear—that I could hurt her. Not physically, but in a way that would never heal. I knew if I ever took that step, there would be no going back. She’d never look at me the same. I’d never look at myself the same.

So I buried it. I told myself it was just a passing thing, that I could choke it down, starve it out, and it would die. But the truth? it didn’t fade. It rooted itself deeper. It lived in me.

Every time I swore it off, swore her off, the current dragged me back. Every shared look, every accidental touch, every laugh between us that lasted just a beat too long... it all chipped away at my resolve. Until I knew the day would come when I'd end up hurting us both.

She wasn’t just another kid in the family. She was the pest I loved to be around. I can still see her grinning in the bathtub, splashing water at me while her mom washed us both.

That’s how it was back then—innocent, simple. Before I knew what it would cost me to feel the way I did about her. Before I learned how much it could hurt to try to kill something you were never meant to survive without.
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Chapter Two:
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His Little Shadow



Lindsey

I was drawn to him like a moth to flame—though moths don’t know what flame is, only that it glows in the dark and feels like home.

Everyone would tell you I was his little shadow, toddling behind in the wake of his light. His echo.

Even then, I didn’t understand why I orbited him so helplessly, only that his presence felt like gravity and grace combined.

He always noticed me.

When the world passed me over, he didn’t. he saw me—played with me. Spoke to me like I mattered. I was a human being, not some kid flirting around the edges of grown-up noises.

He was the protector of my little life, the ray of light who made the shadows less cruel just by being near.

Looking back, I know I carried a strange storm inside me.

It started when great-grandma Evie was diagnosed with lung cancer. I was four at the time. Her flaming hair and matching spirit slowly fell away like the last leaf on a tree that no longer believed in spring.

I didn’t understand why her house, once alive with clicking pots and laughter, grew quiet. Why the light that once poured through the windows like honey was now dim. Dust started coating the once-happy home where the air seemed to sigh.

Sorrow was made visible, the sadness coating the photographs, the furniture, the stories, turning smiles brittle and voices soft.

I miss the smell of her kitchen most. Her homemade noodles and the sound of Patsy Cline. The food I had eaten many times, which I didn’t know if I had ever thanked her for. Now those smells and sounds are lived only in memories, as fleeting as a breath on a windowpane.

I sat alone in the hush of the house, clutching a ragged stuffed dog that smelled like great-grandpa's wood shop, the smell of sawdust, old pine, and comfort. My only lullaby in this moment.

I was a sensitive child. The energies of the world began to open up. I started to hear things others didn’t. Feel things others said was the wind. The veil thinned before me.

Around three in the morning of May 28th, my bed sank down softly. I opened my eyes and there she was.

Great-Grandma Evie.

Her cheeks were full again—rosy and glowing. Her hair, dancing like candlelight in a quiet room.

“I’m going home, Lou Lou,” she whispered. 

“You can stay the night with me,” my little voice trembling.

My eyes watered at her spectered form. I didn’t know why she was leaving me, only that she couldn’t take me with her.

She touched my cheek—not like a ghost, but like a summer wind. Warm and real. As if she were trying to wipe tears she could no longer feel.

Then I watched her hand disappear. Her lips—ripe like cherries remained in my mind like a goodbye stamp of love. I called after her.

“Don’t go,” I screamed.

My mother rushed in, hair tangled from sleep.

I told her what I’d seen.

“It was just a dream, Lindsey.” She whispered. “Grandma’s sleeping at home.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
WHEN THE

beautiful, inevitable, and
forbidden to touch.

GRELYN





OEBPS/d2d_images/image012.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





OEBPS/d2d_images/image009.png
WHEN THE

STARS
APPEARED

beuih e .
fobidden o tonch.

DAVENLY
GRELYN





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





