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    "Dedicated to the Creator of the Infinite Stars, who breathed life into this story. To my beloved parents, whose love is the foundation of my world. And to those who carry the silent weight of separation—may you find your way back home."

      

    



  	
        
            
             An impossible love, written by fate itself.

Two soulmates bound by a power neither heaven nor curse could break. Though condemned to suffering, their love endured.

From that forbidden union came a child of wonder—born from struggle, defiance, pain, and beauty.

In this tale you will witness the romance of the endless ocean, the glory of heaven, the passions of gods, and the terror that walks beside love.

For some loves are so powerful that even the universe must kneel before them.

      

    


The Chronicles of the High Heaven
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A vast ocean of white clouds veiled the heavens in sacred silence.

As the mist slowly parted, the gentle sound of silver bells echoed—clear, soft, and holy.

From within the fading veil, a hidden wonder was revealed: The Kingdom of God

A radiant city of gold rose into the sky, its spires gleaming like captured light. Divine spirits moved gracefully through its luminous streets, clothed in robes of pure white.

Here, peace was not merely felt—

it lived and breathed within the air itself.

The Sanctuary of Living Light
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Floating weightless upon the surface of the flowing water was Selena, the beloved wife of God. She was draped in a flowing garment of delicate, twilight blue. 

Around her neck hung a necklace of glowing sapphire orbs that shimmered with an inner light, and a small crown, shaped like a silver fish, rested gently within the silk of her hair. 

~‘The Moon dances, and the stars find their. place."~

Selena turned, her blue robes flowing like the sea. She looked at the angels and spoke with a voice that sounded like a silver flute.

"Let the song reach the corners of this realm," Selena said.  "for today, even the light feels new."

To witness Selena was to feel the heart pulled into her rhythm. The angels’ song rose higher, echoing across every corner of Heaven.

The Hall of the Male Empire
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The music drifted beyond the garden and into the great hall of the Male Empire. There the sons of God had gathered, wearing robes of many colors and crowns of gold. Among them stood Apollo.

He was tall and strong. His golden hair fell around his shoulders like the morning sun. He stood apart from the others, shining with a quiet power.

An older son of God walked beside him and gestured to the music. 

"The angels sing for the beauty of the Queen," he said. Apollo watched the light dancing on the golden walls.

“Their voices are not raised for beauty alone,” Apollo said, his tone deep as the firmament.

“They sing because the heavens themselves are listening.”

As Apollo moved through the hall, many turned to watch him. He was impossible to ignore.

The music of the angels flowed around them like a gentle tide, washing away every worry. It felt eternal. But somewhere beyond the golden walls of heaven, destiny had already begun to stir.

The Warning of the Divine Brother
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In the midst of the crowd, Apollo stood perfectly still. The music of the angels was no longer just a sound in the air; it had become a pull in his chest. Today, the song felt different. It felt like a hand touching his soul, calling him toward a secret he was born to find.

“ What melody dares to awaken the silence of the heavens?” he wondered. 

“Why does my spirit move toward the gate before my feet even take a step?”

He closed his eyes, his mind drifting toward the forbidden light of the garden. He had to know. He had to find the source of the song that was rewriting his heart.

But before he could move, a voice cut through his thoughts like a cold blade.

“The song is a boundary, Apollo. It is not an invitation.”

Apollo snapped his eyes open. One of his brothers stood there, wearing a deep burgundy robe and a halo shaped like an infinity ring. The brother did not need to hear Apollo speak, he had seen the curiosity dancing in Apollo’s mind.

“That garden is a sacred silence,” the Brother said, his voice steady and sharp. 

“I believe hearing their voices from here should be enough for you. The mercy of Zeus is a light for the faithful, but it is a fire for those who choose to wander.”

The Brother stepped closer, his eyes peering into Apollo’s spirit.

“I advise you, brother: Do not try to move outside the circle of the Father’s will. You wonder about the song, but the wise do not ask questions of a closed door. The laws of heaven are to followed.”

His voice lowered, heavy with a divine warning.

“Obedience is the breath of this kingdom. Stand not against the current of the Divine Order.”

Apollo lowered his head, hiding the fire in his eyes.

“My brother, I receive your words.” Apollo replied. 

“I know that place is forbidden, and I know the price for those who step beyond the boundary.”

Satisfied that he had crushed the spark of rebellion, the Brother gave a final word.

“ Very well then. I trust you will choose the path of light, and not the path of shadows, Apollo.”

With that, he walked away. Apollo remained alone, but the song in his soul only grew louder. He realized that if his brother could read his mind, he would have to think of nothing but the silence. He whispered quietly into the air:

“There are no eyes at the gate...nor any ears upon the ground.”

The Forbidden Gaze
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Apollo turned away from his brother and quietly left the hall. Driven by curiosity, he made his way toward the Garden of Heaven, where the light of day still bathed paradise in a soft golden glow.

At the center of the garden, Selena stood upon the surface of the water. She moved as one with the waterfall, swaying gently and turning with the falling stream. Around her, groups of angels gathered, their voices rising in a joyful and peaceful melody.

Apollo did not enter the garden openly. Instead, he hid himself behind a massive rock. From there, he watched.

As he saw Selena dancing, his breath caught in his throat. Drawn in by her beauty, he leaned forward, almost forgetting the laws of his Father.

In a low whisper, he murmured to himself:

“What light is this that makes the me feel cold? Is she an angel, or is she the heart of the heaven itself?”

For a moment, he could not look away. But in his trance, Apollo grew careless. As he shifted his weight, the stone beneath his feet suddenly cracked. The sound echoed through the garden like a bone breaking.

Selena immediately stopped her dance and turned toward the noise.

“Who stands in the shadow of the sanctuary?” she asked softly, her voice rippling across the water. “Speak, for the silence has been broken.”

Behind the rock, Apollo froze. For a brief and terrifying moment, their eyes met—the gold of the morning meeting the silver of the night.Then suddenly, Apollo turned and fled into the shadows. Selena caught only a glimpse of him as he disappeared—the sight of a tall and powerful figure, his broad back vanishing beyond the garden.

She remained standing upon the water, looking toward the place where he had been. A quiet curiosity appeared in her eyes.

Softly, almost to herself, she whispered:

“What fire was that, to burn so brightly in the shade?”

Who is the stranger who walks where the path is forbidden?

The Souls Entwined
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Night fell upon the heavens, yet the son of God found no rest. Within his golden chamber, Apollo lay awake. His thoughts returned again and again to Selena’s dance. 

The vision lingered like a flame that refused to go out. In the quiet of the night, he finally understood the truth: he desired her.

When the light of day returned to the Garden, the angels gathered once more to sing. 

Selena stood among them, but her heart was no longer in the dance. Her eyes kept drifting toward the great rock, searching for the mysterious stranger.

Drawn back by a force he could not resist, Apollo returned. Once again, he hid behind the stone. But this time—he was not fast enough.

Selena stopped. Moments later, she appeared before him. The music of the angels continued softly, like a distant echo.

Their eyes met. In that instant, something awakened within Apollo. It was as though a veil had been lifted from his soul. He did not simply see a beautiful woman, he recognized her.

It was the strange relief of a loss finally being restored—a soul he had known since the beginning of time.

The Recognition.

This was the Great Reunion—a phenomenon known only to the oldest spirits of the heavens. When two halves of the same soul find one another after ages apart, the universe itself begins to hum. It is a recognition that happens in a heartbeat, yet it carries the weight of a thousand lifetimes.

Selena looked at him with curious amusement, a playful light in her eyes. Her spirit felt the same ancient hum, a pull that made the walls of her world feel thin. She did not know who he was, but she knew his presence felt like a forgotten melody.

“What shadow walks among the flowers?” she asked. “And why does a stranger hide in the darkness of a stone, when the music is meant to be shared?”

Apollo, shaken by the moment, bowed his head. “I am Apollo,” he replied, his voice thick with wonder. 

“A son of the Most High.”  his eyes searching hers.

“And you... divine goddess. By what name do the stars call you?”

Selena began to walk slowly around him, her movement like the gentle flow of the tide.
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