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They say when you love someone truly, the feeling is indescribable — at least, that’s what I thought. But it couldn’t be further from the truth. Love, as I came to know it, wasn’t soft or eternal. It was sharp, cruel, and carved deeper wounds than hatred ever could.

The motel room was small, suffocating, and smelled faintly of mildew and disinfectant. The single light above flickered in dull intervals, throwing long, uneven shadows across the peeling wallpaper. On the bed lay Lily — pale, trembling, her body a fragile outline beneath the thin blanket. Her lips were cracked, her breaths shallow and strained, each inhale sounding more desperate than the last.

A cough tore through her chest, violent and raw, leaving a trail of blood on the edge of her hand. The cup of water on the table beside her glistened faintly under the weak light. She reached out for it, her arm quivering under its own weight. Her fingers barely brushed the glass before the sound of footsteps echoed in the hallway — steady, deliberate, cruelly familiar.

The door creaked open.

Two figures stepped in — silhouettes of poise and venom.

Tanya entered first, her perfume flooding the stale room. The blue silk of her dress shimmered faintly as she walked, heels tapping the floor like sharp punctuation marks. Her eyes scanned the room, landing on Lily with undisguised disgust.

Without a word, she reached out and slapped the glass from the table. It shattered across the floor, shards scattering beneath the bed.

Lily flinched, her chest tightening with fear as she instinctively reached for her throat. Her vision blurred again. Oh God, not them... please, not now... Then she saw him.

Edmund.

He stood just behind Tanya, hands buried casually in his pockets, his face carved into a smirk that never reached his eyes. He moved closer, sliding his arm possessively around Tanya’s waist, the gesture deliberate, cruel — a reminder of everything Lily had lost.

Tanya’s lips curved in mock pity as she looked down at Lily. Poor Lily, she began, her voice soft and venomous. I just wanted to let you know that tomorrow we’re getting married. And as my ex–best friend, I thought it would be nice for you to give us your blessing.

She lifted her hand, the diamond ring catching the dim light, flashing like a weapon.

Edmund’s smirk deepened. His gaze swept over Lily — not as a man seeing someone he once loved, but as if she were something foul, something broken.

Lily swallowed hard, her voice faint but steady. Ok... what a blessing it is... I’m fine, I just need treatment.

Her words disintegrated into coughing. She pressed a hand to her chest, each gasp shallow and labored.

Tanya clicked her tongue and crouched beside the bed, tilting her head with feigned curiosity. Just take me to the doctor, ok? Lily pleaded again, desperate now.

Tanya laughed softly, a sound without warmth. Lily, when did you become so shameless? Did you really think you could live off Edmund forever? Pathetic. Her tone hardened, cutting deep. You’re nothing more than a parasite clinging to what’s left of his pity.

Lily trembled, but her eyes flashed with something fierce beneath the sickness — anger, humiliation, the faint shadow of pride. Edmund... before I trusted you with my family’s fortune, you were the son of my father’s chauffeur, she rasped. Who exactly is the parasite?

Edmund’s smile died. The room fell silent, cold. Then, in two strides, he was at her side. His hand shot forward, gripping her throat.

Baby, he said, voice low, controlled, terrifyingly calm, how could you say something like that? His fingers tightened, the pressure cutting off her air. Your father’s been dead for years. Before me, you were nothing — a spoiled brat playing at being important.

Lily clawed weakly at his wrist, her breaths coming out as faint, broken whimpers.

You’re nothing but the daughter of a rich corpse, Edmund hissed, pushing her back so hard her head struck the wall.

Tanya laughed — not out of amusement, but pleasure.

Lily’s tears pooled in her lashes as she whispered through the pain, You promised you would marry me if I gave you the business... not her. Please... I just want treatment. Medicine. Anything.

Edmund tilted his head, watching her as if she were an insect under glass. I saved the Reed family business from you, he said coldly. You would’ve run it into the ground.

Lily coughed violently, blood streaking the sheets beneath her hands.

Edmund sneered, leaning closer. You’re disgusting. A spoiled, infected brat. Look at you. He brushed his sleeve against his arm as if her sickness might contaminate him. You make me sick just breathing near you.

Her body shook with silent sobs. Edmund... did you ever love me?

Tanya’s laughter sliced through the question before Edmund could answer. She leaned against him, smirking. Love? she echoed. He doesn’t love you, Lily. He tolerated you.

Edmund’s lips curved into something crueler than laughter. Love you? he repeated softly. How could I ever love someone like you? Every second I spent with you felt like drowning.

Lily’s tears fell freely now, her body trembling so violently she could barely keep upright. Why... why does it hurt so much... she thought weakly.

Edmund leaned in, his voice a whisper of ice. How can I love someone who makes me sick?

Then, as if to prove his point, he turned and pulled Tanya against him, kissing her deeply while Lily stared — unable to look away, unable to breathe. Her body convulsed in another coughing fit, crimson splattering across the sheets.

Edmund didn’t even glance back. He released Tanya and headed for the door, his expression calm, detached.

Tanya lingered, taking in the sight of Lily collapsing inward like a dying flame. Her smile was serene, her voice soft. Lily, here at the end, and all you care about is whether Edmund loved you. What you should really be wondering is how a drug-free virgin like you ended up like this.

Lily blinked, confusion flickering through the haze. You... you know?

Tanya’s grin widened. Since you’re dying, I’ll tell you a secret. Someone was paid to inject you with this disease. You never even saw it coming. You should’ve just disappeared quietly, spared everyone the sight of your fall.

You did that? Wait— Lily’s voice broke apart, trembling with disbelief.

Tanya leaned close, her perfume thick enough to choke on. Why? Because it was Edmund, darling — your perfect love. He didn’t want to marry you. Twenty bucks to a junkie and his problem was gone. Keeping you from treatment? She smiled, eyes gleaming. That was my idea. I wanted to watch you rot.

Lily stared up at her, eyes wide and glassy. Her thoughts spiraled through memories — Edmund’s smile, the promises, the warmth that had once seemed real. Her lips quivered. Please... say it’s not true...

Tanya chuckled softly, pushing her back against the bed. It’s true, Lily. Now, get some rest.

She turned and walked out, her laughter trailing behind her like perfume.

Lily’s body convulsed as another cough racked through her. She lifted her trembling hand — crimson smeared across her palm. Tears fell, silent and unending, as the sound of footsteps faded away.

Outside, Edmund and Tanya walked hand in hand down the corridor, their voices low and amused.

A young man passed them — tall, sharp-eyed, not much older than Lily herself. Edmund’s gaze met his for a fleeting second, cold and dismissive. Then he turned away.

The man frowned, something uneasy flickering across his face. He turned, moving quickly toward the door they’d exited from.

He shoved it open — and froze.

Lily! he shouted, rushing toward her collapsing figure on the bed.
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The sound of her name tore through the silence. “Lily!”

Justin’s voice was raw, desperate. He caught her just as her frail body began to fall. Her head lolled against his arm, her breath shallow, her lips tinged blue. He brushed a trembling strand of hair from her face; her skin felt cold, almost waxen. Her blue eyes fluttered open, meeting his brown ones — dulled by panic and disbelief.

“You need a doctor, OK? Let me call 911.” His voice shook as he fumbled for his phone. His thumb slipped against the screen, his hands trembling as he tried to dial.

“Justin... Justin Wonder, is that really you?”

He froze. Hearing his name on her lips — weak and broken — tore at something deep inside him. He leaned down, pressing a kiss to her forehead.

“It’s me, Lil... just me,” he whispered, his smile trembling with fear and tenderness.

Her hand reached weakly for his. The phone slipped from his grasp and clattered to the floor.

“It is too late, Justin,” she whispered, her voice a thin thread of sound.

He shook his head furiously. “No, don’t say that, Lil.” His eyes glistened. He pulled her closer, cradling her trembling form against his chest. Her body convulsed as another violent cough wracked through her, her breath rattling with each gasp.

“I am so sorry,” Justin choked out, his voice breaking. “I should have been with you... I thought all these years you were loved and taken care of, that you were happy... you were happily engaged to Edmund.”

His words hung heavy in the stale motel air.

A memory flashed — Lily laughing under the old oak tree, sunlight catching in her hair. He had loved her quietly then, too quietly. She had smiled at him once, told him he was a good friend — and walked straight into Edmund Brown’s waiting arms. He had let her go, believing she was safe.

Now that memory felt like poison.

He returned to the present, clutching her hand tighter. “Lil, if I had an idea that it was this bad, I would have done something sooner. I would have fought harder for you, Lily. I would have taken you from Edmund Brown. I am so sorry... so sorry.”

His words cracked with grief as he brushed her hair back, kissing her forehead again and again, as if he could breathe life back into her. “I should have done more for you, Lil.”

Her tears glistened in the dim light. “I could never imagine someone other than my father to be so kind to me.” She reached up with shaking fingers, caressing his face. “I am such a fool to let such a heartless, cruel beast stay in my life.”

Her body shuddered with another cough, blood spilling from her mouth. The dark stain spread across the sheet like a cruel bloom.

Justin’s tears fell freely now. He cupped her face with both hands as she whispered, “If there is a second lifetime, I will choose differently.”

His forehead pressed against hers, his voice a broken promise. “In my next life, I will make sure you are the happiest woman in the world. I love you. I will always love you in this life and the next.”

A faint smile curved her lips — then her eyes closed. Her body went limp in his arms.

“Lily!” he screamed, shaking her gently. “Lily! Lil! Lily!”

No response. Only silence.

Justin held her lifeless body, sobbing into her hair. The weight of years, of regret, crushed him.

Then — light.

A blinding white light filled the room, swallowing the shadows.

Lily’s eyes fluttered open. The pain was gone. She blinked, disoriented, finding herself standing in a place of endless white — serene, cold, unreal. She looked down to find herself dressed in a flowing white gown, an hourglass pendant hanging from her neck.

“Am I... dead?” she whispered.

A voice, soft yet commanding, echoed around her. “You are dead. However, I am the Guardian of Souls, and having seen your lifetime, I have decided to grant you a wish.”

“Wish? Who are you? What is this place?”

From the light, a woman emerged — radiant, calm, her silver hair shimmering like moonlight. “You may call me Celeste.”

Celeste lifted a hand, and scenes flashed before Lily’s eyes — her laughter, her tears, the betrayal, Edmund’s face twisting with cruelty, Tanya’s mocking smile, her own death.

Lily’s heart clenched. “If I have another chance, I would wish for things to be better.”

Celeste studied her. “So you wish to rewrite your fate? Perhaps this will be redemption for your soul.”

Lily hesitated. “What do you mean? Do you mean that?”

Celeste smiled faintly. “Let your wish carry you where your heart truly belongs.”

She blew a shimmering powder into the air. It surrounded Lily, warm and soft. The world tilted, her body dissolving into light.

Then — a voice.

“Lily!”

Justin’s voice again, echoing faintly, fading.

Lily gasped and sat upright. Her surroundings were no longer white, but familiar — a college classroom. Papers scattered, pens clinking, sunlight pouring through the windows. Her heart raced as she looked around.

‘This is... college. Fermont College... how can this be?’

She looked at her hands, smooth and unmarked. Her reflection in the window — young, bright-eyed. ‘Have I been reborn... reincarnated?’

She pressed a trembling hand to her chest. “I have been reborn ten years ago.”

From the corner of the classroom, a familiar voice cut through her thoughts.

“What’s the matter, babe?”

Tanya, sitting beside Edmund Brown — his smirk the same as ever.

“The egg salad made me hurt my tummy,” Tanya whined.

“I’ll be right back,” Edmund said smoothly. He stood, picked up the half-eaten bowl of salad, and walked straight toward Lily.
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