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CHAPTER 1: UNSTOPPABLE DEATH
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Rain fell in thin silver lines on the sanders family courtyard as Aren knelt in the center of it, holding the trembling hand of a girl drenched in blood.

Her name was Elira.

The girl who had once laughed so brightly that it made the world feel warmer.

The girl who used to scold him when he acted recklessly.

The girl who once said she would never leave his side.

Now her skin had begun to pale, the beauty draining from it so quickly that it felt as if the world itself was stealing her away piece by piece.

“Aren...”

Her voice was barely more than a breath.

Her trembling fingers clutched weakly against his.

“Don’t let go.”

The words were simple.

Yet they struck Aren harder than any blade ever could.

Once, he had been the one who decided who lived and who died.

Once, he had believed he understood loss.

But now he was only a man kneeling in the rain, holding onto the one person he could not bear to lose.

“I won’t.”

His hand closed around hers, tightening as though sheer will could anchor her soul to the world.

“I’m here, Elira. I’m right here.”

But even as he said it, a cold dread was already spreading through his chest.

Because he could feel it.

That invisible pressure creeping slowly through the air.

Death was coming.

Elira’s eyes glistened as she looked up at him.

Rain slid down her cheeks like tears the sky had decided to cry for her.

“Aren... it hurts.”
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[image: ]


“I tried to be strong.”

She gave a small laugh that broke halfway through.

“For a while... I thought everything was going to be okay.”

Her fingers tightened around his weakly.

“But maybe... I was only pretending.”

Aren shook his head immediately.

“Don’t say that.”

“You’re going to be fine. We’ll get you to the hospital. Just hold on a little longer.”

He tried to lift her.

But Elira suddenly gripped his hand tighter, stopping him.

Her strength was fading, yet the desperation in her touch made it impossible for him to move.

“Aren...”

Her voice was softer now.

So soft it was almost lost to the rain.

“I can feel it.”

His breath caught in his throat.

Because he knew exactly what she meant.

Even an ordinary human could feel it when death came close enough.

The feeling of something gently loosening the thread that tied a soul to the world.

Elira looked at him with eyes filled not with fear but sorrow.

“I wanted more time. So much more.”

Her gaze drifted briefly to the rain-dark sky.

“I wanted to see you smile everyday.”

“I wanted to watch the sunrise with you tomorrow... and the next day... and the day after that but I don’t think I’ll get that chance.”

Aren’s chest tightened painfully.

“No, don’t say that.”

His voice was breaking now.

“You promised me, remember?”

Aren's hands trembled as he brushed wet strands of hair from her face.

“We would live happily ever after even if it sounded more of a fairy tale and indeed it was.”

Elira smiled faintly.

It was a small smile.

But it held all the warmth she had left.

“ I’m scared not because I’m dying but because I’m leaving you behind.”

––––––––
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Aren lowered his head until his forehead touched hers.

“Then don’t leave.”

“Please, Elira...”

“Just stay.”

For a moment, she said nothing.

She only looked at him.

As if trying to memorize his face.

Then her  hand slowly lifted and brushed gently against his cheek.

“You’re crying because of me.”

“I’m sorry,” Elira said softly.

Her fingers weakly wiped at his tears.

“But seeing you like this... hurts more than dying.”

She grabbed his hand as he tried to lift her off the ground.

“ I can feel it ”

The rain did not stop all at once.

Aren felt that tightening pressure that pressed against the lungs and made breathing feel like an effort.

Elira’s fingers were still loosely tangled in his hand.

The rain halted mid-fall.

Droplets hung suspended between heaven and earth like fragments of shattered glass.

Aren did not need to look up to know.

From the far end of the courtyard, darkness gathered. it condensed, folding into itself until it shaped a figure that seemed less like a being and more like an nightmare carved into the world.

It was tall and draped in robes that swallowed what little light remained.

The Grim Reaper stepped forward and the world simply made room for it to pass.

Death had arrived.

Elira’s breathing faltered.

“Aren.....”

He tightened his hold around her, rising slowly to his feet while keeping her body shielded against his chest as though human flesh could protect her from what had arrived.

The Reaper did not look at him first.

It looked at her soul.

Rage flared through Aren.

“No. You do not get to take her.”

The figure remained unmoved. It wasn't cruel in its nature but that was just law that said death was unstoppable.

Aren stepped forward, placing himself fully between Elira and the approaching shadow.

“You want a soul,” he continued. “Take mine, please.”

There was no response.

The Reaper extended one  hand, and the air around Elira changed as a light began to lift from her chest.

Elira gasped, her fingers digging weakly into Aren’s arm.

“Aren.....”

“Elira. stay with me.”

She looked at him one last time with complete clarity.

“If there are gods. I hope they understand that loving you was their answer to my prayers.”

Her hand slipped from his.

Aren felt it too, that invisible force separating what belonged to earth from what did not.

He had performed this act countless times in another existence and called it necessary but now it felt monstrous to him.

“Stop,” he commanded.

The air rippled violently as though struck by an unseen shockwave. 

The grim reaper actually stopped.

“Do you remember me?” Aren demanded. “Do you remember who I was?”

For the first time, the figure’s hood tilted slightly toward him.

“You stripped me of my authority. You cast me into mortality. And now you dare to stand before me as if I am nothing.”

Currently he felt more of an exiled president ordering a soldier.

The Reaper’s presence intensified.

A second  light began to rise from Elira’s chest.

She cried out softly. “Stop.”

“I said you are not taking her.”

A voice so vast that echoed from no single direction thundered.

“Fallen Reaper. You were spared from being killed. Do not mistake my mercy for weakness.”

Aren’s jaw tightened.

“Mercy?” he spat. “You call this mercy?”

Agony tore through him instantly, white-hot and merciless, as though lightning had been driven through his bones and spirit alike. 

“I told you,” he said hoarsely. “Across heaven. Across hell. I will not let you go easily.”

Aren held Elira closer as more of her soul was drawn from her body 

“Look at me.”

“Stay with me. You’re still here.”

The Reaper moved closer, hovering just above the two of them. Aren knew that presence all too well because it was deciding how to kill him too without breaking its laws.

“Please.”

For a moment even the rain seemed to wait, and then the Reaper raised its hand.

Elira’s soul was torn free and her body went still in Aren’s arms. 

He felt the instant she was gone, and a sound broke from his throat that was not quite a scream and not quite a sob.

“No... no...”

The Reaper turned away with her soul floating beside it like a fading star, and that was when Aren did the impossible. 

He lunged, his hands closing around the glowing light of Elira’s soul as agony tore through him like raw lightning, yet he refused to let go. 

The sky cracked open above them and bells rang from nowhere as a distant voice thundered again.

“ Fallen grim reaper, you are no God even gods are bond to death . Do you really think you can stop death . “

“Maybe not,” Aren said through the  blood in his mouth.

“but I can try.”

“Aren... don’t,” The sound was left a whisper Elira had left into the world.

He looked at her and for a moment the fury softened into something unbearably tender.

The voice laughed. A sound so hollow, it sent a shiver down his spine.

“ Grim reaper, permission to strike is acknowledged .”

The Reaper turned towards Aren and struck his body, shattering the stone beneath him and hurling him across the courtyard .

She looked at him one last time and smiled, even through her fear, before she vanished.

Silence fell as Aren lay broken in the rain.

Death was merciless and so was everything connected to it.

Far above the trembling mortal world, beyond the reach of storm and sorrow, beyond the fragile mathematics of birth and burial, she watched.

Aphrodite.

She did not sit idly, nor did she rule with indifference. She reclined upon what looked like a throne of living roses.

Her beauty was not softness alone but the quiet force that bent gods and mortals alike towards loving.

She had watched Aren defy death by choosing love over law

A faint smile touched her lips though it was not mockery.

“It begins.”

A winged spirit with feathers luminous with celestial light approached yet even it dared not meet her eyes fully.

“My Lady,” the spirit said, “why does love insist on challenging what it cannot defeat? Death has never yielded. Time has never reversed. Yet mortals and fallen beings continue to fight.”

Aphrodite’s fingers brushed a rose. It bloomed brighter under her touch.

“Because love is not designed to win,” she replied softly. “It is designed to transform human hearts.”

She rose from her throne.

“Death is absolute,” she continued. “It has no emotions that make it hesitate.”

“But love convinces fragile creatures to stand before death and say no.”

The spirit tilted its head.

“Yet they always lose.”

“Do they?” Aphrodite asked.

“He was once a servant of inevitability. He believed death was necessary and unquestionable.”

A faint sadness entered her expression.

“Now he understands what mortals have always known and gods pretend to overlook.”

“And what is that, my Lady?”

“That love makes death unbearable.”

Her words carried no bitterness. Only truth.

“The gods believed themselves superior because they did not age. They did not weaken. They did not fear loss in the same way mortals do.”

She paused beside a pool of mirrored water that reflected the mortal world below.

“ When you cannot lose something permanently, you never truly know its value.”

The spirit’s wings lowered slightly.

“Then why allow suffering at all? If love is your domain, why not protect it from death?”

Aphrodite’s smile deepened.

She turned fully toward the spirit.

“It is the fragility of life that gives love its weight. The awareness of ending that makes every touch sacred.”

“Even I,” she said quietly, “have watched those I favored perish.”

“Even Zeus, king of thunder has been brought to his knees by longing.”

She lifted her gaze toward the horizon of the divine realm.

“Do you think I am untouched by tragedy?”

The spirit said nothing.

Aphrodite looked once more at Aren.

“He believes he lost tonight but in truth, he was won a battle that has angered many.”

“He tried to fight death itself.”

The spirit bowed lower.

“Will he find her again?”

Aphrodite did not answer immediately.

Instead, she returned to her throne of roses and sat with deliberate grace.

She leaned back, watching the mortal rain continue its relentless fall.

“ That is uncertain but I Aphrodite give him a piece of wisdom and enlightenment.”

She picked up a rose petal and crushed it, making it turn into pink dust that she blew 

The spirit watched as the dust drifted through the air towards Aren.

-—Page Break —



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 2: HELEN  SANDERS
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Voices cut through the rain before Aren saw anyone.

He turned just as a group rushed into the courtyard.

There were two men both dressed in expensive suits and polished shoes, even though they were drenched by the rain. One of the men was familiar as was the tall woman at their center.

She had Elira’s eyes but none of her softness. 

Her face was twisted by rage rather than grief which anyone would experience upon losing a loved one.

“Elira!” she cried, dropping beside the body but not touching it. “Oh my God—”

She was Helen Sanders, Elira’s stepmother and the current head of the Sanders family since Elira’s father had died years ago.

Her gaze shifted to Aren far quicker than expected, instead of lingering on the body in grief.

“You,” she said while pointing at him with a trembling hand. “You were with her. You were always with her. What did you do to my daughter?”

Aren slowly rose to his feet, his hands were still stained with blood 

“My daughter? How pathetic,” he said. “Do you really think I would kill the person I love?”

His voice was soft and calm but the rage beneath it was undeniable.

“Liar!” Helen Sanders screamed. “You dragged her into your madness. How would she fall off a balcony by herself?”

“How did you know she fell off a balcony?”

The question struck hard. She tried to open her lips to say something but no matter how hard she tried, her mind couldn’t process an answer believable enough.

Aren laughed loudly.

“Of course you knew, you pathetic woman. Sometimes I wonder how far you will fall to remove every obstacle.”

“You—” 

Elira’s third uncle stepped forward. 

“ Stop throwing around accusations.”

He was also a stepbrother to Sam Sanders, Elira’s deceased father. His eyes weren’t filled with sorrow, but he managed to act like they were.

“We all know you killed her on purpose.”

Aren felt something cold coil in his chest as Elira’s stepmother stepped closer.

“I warned you to stay away from her. I told you she would suffer if you didn’t. Look at what you did, you worthless piece of shit.”

Aren chuckled softly.

“ Don't you feel ashamed to say such words when we all know what the truth is.”

Helen raised her hand and slapped Aren on the left cheek so hard that it echoed across the courtyard.

Aren face fell slightly to the other side making his eyes meet Elira's body.

“ You have the nerve to accuse me, you freak.”

The words all seemed like background noise including the ringing in his ear. Just looking at the person he loved so dearly lay there like a useless object thrown away hurt Aren too much but the fact that he knew how could have done this made him just too furious.

Helen Sanders eyes blazed, she grabbed Aren by the chin forcing him too meet her gaze.

“ You killed her, you worthless....”

Before she could throw another slap, Aren grabbed her hand firmly.

“ Only those I love are allowed to slap me. Lucky I respect women.”

He pushed her backwards . The bodyguard moved fast and grabbed her.

The third uncle moved forward and swung a punch at Aren but Aren merely twisted it.

Something dark surged and before anyone could stop him.

He moved and grabbed the man by his throat using both hands.

“You don’t get to use her death to protect yourselves.”

The man clawed at Aren’s hands trying to remove his hand but Aren only pressed his fingers firmly against his throat.

Aren felt like strangling him to death. he couldn’t collect his soul but surely could remove the breath from his fat body.

“Let him go!” Helen Sanders shouted. She tried to shove Aren aside but it felt like she was massaging his back.

“Let him go!”

The sharp click of a pistol echoed. Their bodyguard had finally made a move.

Aren immediately released the third uncle. He fell on his butt and began gasping for air.

Aren moved his foot towards the third uncle’s middle area between his legs and lifted it.

The third uncle's eyes widened with terror.

The bodyguard did not step closer to Aren. He stayed where he was.

Slowly, he lifted his gun and aimed it straight at Aren’s back.

Make another move and I will kill you,” he said in a flat voice.

Aren stood still with Elira’s blood still covering his hands.

Elira’s body still lay a few steps away.

The rain kept falling on her unmoving form making er hair spread across the ground.

Helen Sanders rushed forward.

“Shoot him!” she screamed at the bodyguard. “Don’t stand there—shoot him! Kill that worthless piece of sh*t!”

Aren did not move.

“You think I won’t?” the bodyguard asked.

A motorcycle suddenly roared through the open gate. Water splashed as it stopped near the courtyard steps.

No one paid attention at first.

Helen kept shouting. “End this! End him!”

The rider stepped off the motorcycle.

The bodyguard kept his aim steady and slowly he pressed the trigger.

Then something cold touched the side of his head.

A gun pressed firmly against his head

Pressed firmly against his temple.

“Drop it.”

The bodyguard went still.

Helen Sanders and the third uncle froze.

The cold metal stayed pressed to the bodyguard’s head for one long second before the man behind him spoke again.

“This is the police.”

The rider stepped slightly to the side and flashed a badge in front of the bodyguard’s eyes. 

“Detective Augustus.”

The bodyguard’s jaw tightened. He lowered his gun slowly.

The moment the weapon dipped, Augustus drove a hard punch into his face making the bodyguard stumble backward and hit the ground.

Helen Sanders rushed forward.

“Police!” she cried. “Thank God you’re here. Arrest him. Arrest him right now!”

She pointed at Aren as if pointing at something filthy.

Aren stood in the rain but his eyes fixed somewhere far away.

Augustus turned toward him.

For the first time, he really looked.

His face changed.

His mouth opened, then closed. “A... Aren?” he said, voice catching. “What... what happened?”

His eyes shifted to Elira’s body.

The world seemed to stop.

“Elira...” His voice broke. 

He took a step forward, then another as if his legs were not sure they wanted to move. 

“No... no, no...”

Helen grabbed his arm. “He did this!” she shouted. “Look at him! Look at his hands!”

Augustus looked at the blood on Aren's hands

He shook his head slightly, as if trying to clear it.

“That’s not... that’s not how this works,” he muttered. “We don’t jump to—”

“Jump?” Helen snapped. “She’s dead! He’s standing over her covered in blood!”

Augustus swallowed hard. 

“She’s lying there!” Helen screamed. “What more evidence do you need?”

Sirens wailed in the distance.

Red and blue lights flashed against the rain as a police car turned into the courtyard, followed closely by an ambulance. 

An older policeman climbed out of the front seat. His face was lined with age and authority. He looked at the scene once and understood enough.

Helen rushed to him immediately.

“Officer!” she cried, clutching his arm. “That man killed her. He attacked my brother-in-law. He’s dangerous. Arrest him now!”

The old policeman looked from Helen to Elira’s body then to Aren standing silent in the rain. Finally, his gaze landed on Augustus.

“officer,” he said sharply. “Report.”

Augustus hesitated.

He looked at Aren again and their eyes met briefly. 

“I... I just arrived,” Augustus said slowly. 

“That’s enough,” the old officer cut in. He gestured to two younger policemen. “Arrest him.”

They moved toward Aren.

Hands grabbed Aren’s arms and wrenched him back.

“On the ground! Now!”

Aren didn’t resist as they forced him down while placing hand cuffs around his wrists.

Of course he was the one who called them but in his condition, he didn't care.

“Wait, sir,” Augustus said, turning to the older officer.

“We can’t just arrest one of our own without an arrest warrant.”

“Augustus,” the officer replied, “I’m just doing my job and you know yours”

Augustus cursed under his breath.

“I’m sorry,” Aren said, too softly for anyone to hear.

Aren was dragged away, accused of murder he didn’t commit but he didn’t have the time to argue.

Elira’s body was placed on a stretcher and carried into the ambulance. He had lost the energy and will to fight, left only to watch everything unfold.

If he were still a grim reaper, he could have killed every remaining bastard in the Sanders family as a tribute to his lover but that power had been snatched away.

He didn’t know where this relentless desire to live came from and it was hauntingly painful.

Aren was pushed into the police car and taken away.

He leaned back, looking at the city buildings in the distance. 

Human life was beautiful but it was also fragile.

It was mist clinging to plants in the cold night and fading the moment morning arrived.
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CHAPTER 3: CORRUPTION


[image: ]




The police station smelled like old coffee and damp paper

Aren noticed it the moment they dragged him through the doors.

The rain was still on him.

His clothes were soaked and his hair was plastered to his head but inside, no one cared. Maybe a few colleagues felt pity for him but he had only been here for only a few years and had managed to befriend just one person.

This was the kind of place where time slowed and truth lost its value.

They pushed him into a chair bolted to the floor but the hand cuffs stayed on.

A desk officer glanced at him once through the huge glass window then looked away, already bored. 

Phones rang, then stopped.

Just process.

Aren sat there for almost an entire day  with his eyes lowered. 

There was no use shouting or screaming, It was just wasting anger in the wrong place and only feeding the wrong people.

The door didn’t open.

But someone spoke.

“Why so sad?”

Aren froze.

“The Aren I know is the one who makes people happy.”

His breath caught. Slowly, afraid of what his mind might be doing to him, he lifted his head.

Elira stood across from him.

Shock rooted him to the chair.

She walked closer and sat down, resting her chin on her hands with elbows on the table looking at him with exaggerated innocence—those familiar puppy eyes.

“Are you shocked to see me,” she asked gently, “or are you sad to see me?”

Aren stared, unable to blink.

“Elira... you—”

“Yes,” she said, standing up smoothly. “The real one. In person.”

He jerked forward instinctively as he tried to rise but the cuffs stopped him.

“I’m sorry. I couldn’t save you.”

Elira laughed.

“Save me?” she said. “You already did.”

She tilted her head. “It was my fault I didn’t save myself this time.”

She stepped closer.

“You were my knight in shining armor,” she said, “but the arrows were too many for you to protect me from.”

Aren’s composure shattered. Tears streamed freely now.

“Oh,” 

She moved behind him, placing her hands gently on his shoulders then sliding one to rest against his chest. She leaned in and whispered near his ear.

“My Aren is crying,” she said softly. “And that makes me sad too.”

He turned his head as much as the cuffs allowed, desperate to look at her.

“I’m going to miss you.”

Elira shook her head and lifted her hand, wiping his tears with her thumb.

“No,” she said calmly. “You will remember me. And you will remember your responsibility to me.”

She met his eyes.

“But you must never miss me.”

He frowned through the tears. “Why would you say that?”

Elira stepped away and walked toward the large glass window that separated the room from the observation area.

“You saved me from the Sanders family house. Because you could see my suffering.”

She placed her hand against the glass.

“And yet I couldn’t see yours.”

She glanced back at him.

“It’s like this glass,” she said. “People can see you... but you can’t see them.”

She turned fully to face him.

“One day,” Elira said, “there will be someone you don’t see coming—someone who will save you too.”

Aren opened his mouth to speak.

“And who will that be?”

Elira walked towards Aren, hovering above him.

“ So, do you want to be saved?”

Aren breath caught. What wrong did he do to deserve saving?

She lifted her hand and placed it on his face rubbing it slowly using her soft fingers.

That kind of made Aren calm down, their eyes meet briefly for a second longer and she smiled at him.

“ Does this make you happy?” she asked.

Aren just grabbed her hand and kissed it.

Now he didn't seem to care if he was hallucinating.

“ You make me happy and losing you would be a nightmare I could never escape.”
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