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    To Aurora and Rael true love stories never have endings.
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​Before the Thread Was Spun
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​An Introduction by Lady Destiny

Before the thread was spun, before the world had language for love, loss, or longing, I was there.

They call me Ananke.

A primordial goddess. Not seer. Not even Fate, though they are my children. No, I am something quieter. Older. A keeper of memory. A weaver of truth. I do not command your story, but I carry it. I cradle it when it breaks. I whisper it forward when the world tries to silence it.

And this story—their story—is the one I have held closest to my heart since time first took breath.

It began before temples and wars. Before gods ruled mountains. Before angels fell from grace. Before even the stars agreed to shine.

Two souls.

Drawn together by a spark older than fire.

One born of light. The other was forged in shadow.

They were not perfect. They were not gentle. But they were true.

And so, the Fates cursed them.

Out of fear. Out of pride. Out of jealousy for something they could not control.

They said it was divine punishment.

I say it was a test.

Five lives. Five chances. Across worlds, across empires, across myth and memory. Each time they find each other. Each time they lose one another. And each time, something greater stirs in the space between them.

You may know their names—whispers in history, in legend, in sacred text. Aurora and Rael. Eos and Tithonus. Cleopatra and Antony. Isabel and the cicada. Bridget and the rope. Mea and Brian.

But names are only threads.

What matters is the pattern they weave.

This is the story of love cursed by fate—but not defeated by it.

This is the story of what it means to remember someone before you’ve ever known their name. To find them again when the world demands you forget. To love not because you must, but because you always will.

This is the story of the thread that refuses to break.

And I, Destiny, will carry it until the very last breath is drawn.

You may begin now.

But know this—

By the time you reach the end, you’ll remember too.




​​​​PART I: The Breaking of Heaven




	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Born of Light
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They say all things begin with a spark. A breath. A thought etched into the silence of the void. But I know better. I know that all things—empires, stars, even gods—begin with a thread.

And the thread that began it all was hers.

Aurora.

She was born of the sun and the shimmer between stars, daughter of the titan Hyperion and the luminous Theia. A child of light in the most literal sense—her first cry ignited the dawn on a world still blinking in shadow. Olympus, resplendent and trembling under its own weight, welcomed her not with tenderness but with expectation.

She was to be the radiant one. The goddess of renewal. The first light after darkness. And so, she was raised not as a daughter, but as a symbol. Trained in formality, diplomacy, and divine warfare. Her beauty was a blade. Her laughter rationed. Her thoughts, monitored. She learned to smile with her mouth but never with her eyes.

The court adored her. Worshipped her. But no one knew her.

And deep inside her, where memory and myth blur, she began to ache.

She walked the golden halls with perfect poise, her footsteps echoing through chambers too polished to feel like home. Each dawn she cast across the mortal world was radiant, but hollow. The light she gave to others never quite touched her own heart.

Even then, she knew she was meant for something more than obedience. More than decorum. Something that pulsed deeper than divine purpose—a knowing that whispered from beyond the veil of memory.

But the gods—how they feared anything they could not define.

Her brother, Sol, the god of the sun, watched her closely. Too closely. He believed himself her protector, her authority, her tether to Olympus’ rigid order. And yet, even he could not contain the way she looked out across the heavens, eyes searching for something lost to time.

It was on one such morning, just before dawn, that I felt the shift. A soft tremble in the loom. A new thread, thin and unfamiliar, brushed against hers.

And I smiled.

He had arrived.

You may be wondering who I am to speak of such things—of gods and fates, of curses and love spun across lifetimes. I am no stranger to any of it. No idle spectator. My hands were the first to touch the loom, long before the Fates ever claimed it.

I am Destiny.

Not a goddess. Not a titan. I was never worshipped, though many feared me. They still do. I am what remains when time erodes all else. I am the hush between prophecy and fulfillment. The weight behind every choice.

And this—this—is my tale to tell.

Because the story you know is incomplete. Aurora and Rael, names whispered through myths, inked into mortal memory as star-crossed lovers—yes, they lived. And died. And loved again. But what no tale ever dares to tell you is how it began.

Before curses.

Before tragedy.

Before even the Fates dared to interfere.

There was only light.

And death.

And love.

***
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ON THE MORNING THEIR threads crossed, Aurora had already descended to the mortal realm.

She slipped between dimensions like breath between words, seeking escape from Olympus’s stifling gaze. She needed space, silence—something untouched by politics and divine obligations. Her destination was a sacred glade deep within the forested wilds, where dawn spilled like melted gold through the leaves and time moves differently, more slowly, more honestly.

Her sandals whispered over the dew-laced grass as she entered the clearing. In the center lay a cove so still it mirrored the heavens. A sacred waterfall pool, untouched by gods, unclaimed by mortals.

She undressed slowly, peeling away the silk and gold of Olympus, stripping herself down to the bare essence of being. As she stepped into the water, it welcomed her, wrapping around her limbs like memory. She drifted, eyes closed, heart beating softly against the hush of the world.

And then—

He saw her.

He had not meant to. That was the truth of it. He had come to the glade not to hunt or intervene, but to observe. To feel. It had been centuries since he’d walked the living world—not because he couldn’t, but because he was forbidden to. Death, after all, was not meant to wander among the living.

But Rael—my darling Rael—had never followed rules simply because they were written. His soul burned with silent rebellion, with curiosity cloaked in shadow. And so, he descended from the Veil, drawn by a sensation he could not name.

He stood at the edge of the trees, hidden by the hush of leaves and light. And when he saw her, he did not feel lust, or shock, or reverence. He felt recognition.

Not of her form, but of her essence.

Aurora.

The name pressed against his mind before he could stop it.

She turned, sensing him—not through sight, but through the raw tether of something ancient stirring between them.

And without a word, she moved.

In a blur of divine grace and unrelenting instinct, she launched herself from the water, droplets scattering like shattered starlight. Her bare feet hit the mossy earth, and in a single, fluid motion, she was on him—her knee at his chest, one hand at his throat, and in the other, a blade pressed tight beneath his jaw.

The dagger gleamed with celestial metal. Its edge would have cut through flesh, godhood, or soul.

Her voice was ice and thunder.

“Who are you?” she demanded.

He did not flinch.

He smiled.

“Forgive the intrusion,” he said, his voice low and calm. “It’s not every day a man is graced by a naked goddess tackling him in the forest. I might’ve written a poem, had you not brought the knife.”

Aurora blinked. Her brow furrowed, slightly... just slightly.

“You find this amusing?”

“I find you... unexpected,” he replied.

And in that moment, something inside her stuttered. Not fear. No doubt.

Recognition.

The blade trembled slightly in her hand.

His eyes, gold-flecked like dying stars surrounded by obsidian, never left hers.

“You’re not mortal,” she murmured.

“No,” he said.

“Then what are you?”

He hesitated.

And then, with the weight of eternity behind his words, he said, “My name is Rael. But once, before time began counting stars, they called me Death.”

Her eyes narrowed.

“You’re one of them.”

“Not like the stories.”

“I’ve read the stories.”

“I’ve lived them,” he said softly.

Her grip loosened. Her fingers brushed the hollow of his throat, just for a breath.

And in that instant, the air between them changed.

The blade fell away. Not dropped, not surrendered—released. She stepped back, heart pounding. Her robe still lay behind her in the grass, but modesty had long since lost the fight to curiosity.

“Why are you here?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” he answered honestly. “But I think... I came for you.”

***
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LET THIS BE YOUR FIRST thread, woven by my hands. The meeting of the goddess of dawn and the archangel of death. Two forces never meant to collide.

And yet—

They did.

And from their touch, a thousand lifetimes would burn.

––––––––
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Death in the Garden
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Some believe death is the end.

And some know better.

Rael has always known better.

He was forged in the fires of divine design—an archangel born not of rebellion or glory, but of silence. He did not sing with the choir. He did not raise his sword during the War in Heaven. He was a different calling. One that came with no celebration, no blood, no fire.

He was made to watch.

To carry.

To take.

His first act of purpose was in a garden. Not the one Aurora would one day find him in—but the first. You know the one. Lush. Untouched. Eden.

When the fruit was bitten and shamed the clothed flesh, it was Rael who stood by the east gate with a flaming sword, not as punishment, but as protection. He watched Adam and Eve stumble out into a world that would hunger and hurt, and though he felt no joy in it, he did not weep. For weeping was not part of his making.

He was not wrath. He was not judgmental.

He was the hush after the last breath.

The gatekeeper of the end.

And as humanity grew—tangled in violence, faith, brilliance, and ruin—it was Rael who moved in shadow. He passed unseen through the smoke of cities, through battlefield fog and fevered air.

He was there when Abel bled into the earth, his brother’s betrayal staining the soil of the world’s first murder.

He was there when the Great Flood swallowed men, women, and children whole, leaving only a remnant behind.

He walked the streets of Nineveh, whispering mercy into the ears of those who repented.

He wept in Egypt, quietly, as the firstborn of Pharaoh’s house cried out and the night turned red.

He stood watch on the shores of Troy, and in the fires of Pompeii, and beside the prophet Ezekiel, who saw bones live again.

He watched as mortals died in love, in faith, in fury. He watched as gods meddled, titans fell, angels fled, and demons plotted. He did not interfere. He could not.

That was not his task.

And yet...

Across the eons, cracks formed in the edges of his silence. He began to linger, not just beside the dying, but also the ones left behind. He began to wonder what it meant to live if only to die. What it meant to love what you could not keep. He saw old men die with peace and children die with terror, and it changed something in him.

He began to envy not their mortality, but their meaning.

And in that slow unraveling of duty, he began to feel something new.

Curiosity.

***
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WHEN HE FIRST SAW HER, he did not know she was Aurora.

He had not descended in search of rebellion. The Veil had grown restless, buzzing with threads he could not follow. The Fates had been weaving erratically, and even the other archangels began whispering strange prophecies waking in the corners of time.

But Rael... Rael felt it not in prophecy, but in ache.

He slipped through the Veil—not to take a soul, but to breathe.

He walked through a forest humming with dawn light, and for the first time in a thousand years, he heard silence that was not hollow. The light here touched him—not as judgment, but invitation.

And then... she rose from the water.

You’ve already seen it—the blade, the fire in her voice, the curve of her fury against the weight of the world.

But what you don’t know—what even she didn’t yet understand—was that Rael recognized her not from memory, but from need. A need that predated every death he’d ever taken. Every plague he’d passed through. Every name he’d whispered back to the dust.

She was not just beautiful.

She was not just divine.

She was life.

Not the raw, bleeding mortal kind he had guided since Eden, but something older, something restorative. Her presence made him question if endings were ever meant to be final.

And that, my dear, is a dangerous thought for an angel of death.

***
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AFTER SHE RELEASED him—after the dagger fell and her name clung unspoken in the air—he did not vanish.

He stayed.

And for reasons neither of them could yet name, so did she.

They sat beside the waterfall, not speaking. He watched the sun chase the last mist from the trees. She watched the water curl around her toes.

And when he finally asked her name, she did not answer.

She only looked at him, eyes filled with something that had not existed in her before that morning.

“I’ll see you again,” he said.

She scoffed. “And what makes you so certain?”

He smiled. “Because if I don’t, I’ll come looking.”

***
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FATE STIRRED UNEASILY.

The Fates, that tangled trio of inevitability, felt the tremor long after the forest grew still. Their loom jittered, one golden thread crossing a black one—unwritten.

This wasn’t supposed to happen.

And me? I watched it all.

I saw Rael’s footsteps echo back into the Veil, carrying with him the scent of dawn. I saw Aurora linger at the cove until the sun rose too high and Olympus pulled at her spine like a leash.

And I said nothing.

Because, for the first time in millennia, death had found something worth defying for.

And light had met something it did not wish to blind.

This was not love yet.

But oh... it would be.

***

[image: ]


BUT WHILE HE RETURNED to the Veil, Aurora returned to Olympus.

Or rather, her body did.

Her heart... remained by the water.

She sat in council chambers and sparring arenas and divine forums, but every voice sounded like water through stone—muted and distant. Every sunrise she cast across the mortal world was radiant, yes, but her chest ached afterward, as though something within her had been left behind.

She trained harder than ever. She wielded her glaive until her hands bled, until sweat soaked her silks and her muscles screamed for mercy. Hyperion, watching her with stern approval, mistook her distraction for dedication. When he praised her discipline, she only bowed her head.

But no blade, no form, no repetition could burn the memory of him from her skin.

His voice.

His calm defiance.

The way his eyes had held her, not in worship, but in knowing.

Her brother, Sol, noticed. Of course he did.

“Your rhythm is off,” he said during a duel. “You’ve grown careless.”

Aurora said nothing. She tightened her grip and struck harder, faster, not to prove him wrong, but to drown him out.

But silence is a poor cage for longing.

And longing... has a way of bleeding through the cracks.

In her quiet desperation, Aurora did something unthinkable among the gods: she sought help.

Not from her father, nor her brother, nor any of the high celestial council.

She went to Aphrodite.

***
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THE GODDESS OF LOVE greeted her with a smile—warm, knowing, and touched with sadness.

“You already know what I’ll say,” she murmured.

Aurora’s heart sank. “Tell me anyway.”

Aphrodite studied her, all moonlight and roses, and reached out to take her hand.

“There are bonds even I cannot break,” she said softly. “You are meant for him. And he... is for you.”

Aurora’s voice trembled. “Why? Why him?”

Aphrodite’s gaze softened. She led her niece to a mirror pool, where constellations shimmered across the surface.

“Do you remember the tale of the prince and the princess?”

Aurora’s lips parted, the memory flickering like the edge of a flame.


"In two distant lands, a prince and princess shall be born,

Two halves of a whole, seeking to reunite.

Through trials and tragedies, they will find their way,

And in their union, the world shall tremble and heal."



The words struck something ancient in her. Something buried.

Not a story.

A memory.

And suddenly, Rael wasn’t a moment of weakness or infatuation.

He was her thread.

She left Aphrodite’s chambers without another word. Her heart beat so loudly it echoed in her ears.

***
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SHE RETURNED TO THE cove.

At first, the glade was empty, and panic rose in her chest like a tidal wave.

But then, she heard it.

Laughter.

Following the sound, she emerged into a smaller clearing near the water, where mortal children played beneath flowering trees. And there, seated in the grass, surrounded by joy and sunlight—

Was Rael.

He looked up. His smile banished every doubt she had carried back to Olympus.

He rose to his feet, extended a hand.

And without hesitation, she took it.

***
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WEEKS BECOME MONTHS.

They met in secret, between dawn and dusk, in glades and ruins, among the temples mortals had forgotten. They shared stories, philosophies, and laughter. Aurora told him of her cage. Rael told her of the centuries he’d spent watching souls unravel.

She had never known a love so fierce, so consuming. Not merely desire, but recognition. The sense that her soul had known him long before her body did.

And for the first time in his long, veiled existence, Rael allowed himself to hope.

But across the divine realm, shadows gathered.

The Fates leaned closer to the loom.

Sol's gaze grew colder.

And Olympus began to murmur.

Because nothing enrages the gods like a love that dares defy their order.

​​​
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The Forbidden
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Love, when it begins, is soft.

It does not shout its arrival or demand to be known. It slips between hours, rests in glances, and settles into silence like breath after battle. And if you’re not careful—if you do not guard your soul—it becomes everything.

That is what happened to them.

Aurora and Rael did not speak of love. Not yet. Not openly. But it bloomed in the hush between their words, in the way their hands brushed as they sat near the waterfall, in the way they remembered each other’s thoughts even after leaving.

They met wherever the light broke through the shadow. Forgotten temples, moonlit ruins, wild glades where magic still lived in the roots of trees. Mortals who crossed their paths mistook them for lovers, for gods, for ghosts—and perhaps they were all three.

Rael, ever cautious, tried to measure what he was becoming. But he could not. Not when she laughed without restraint. Not when she listened—not as a goddess trained in strategy, but as a woman aching to be seen.

Aurora, who had been everything to everyone, was allowed to be only herself with him.

And that... was freedom.

***
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ONE NIGHT, BENEATH a shattered temple where ivy now claimed marble, she asked him, “Do you fear me?”

Rael looked up from the fire they’d built, the flamelight tracing golden against his cheek. “No,” he said. “You burn brighter than anything I’ve ever touched. But no. I do not fear you.”

She leaned closer. “Then why do you hesitate when I touch you?”

He hesitated again now, his eyes catching hers.

“Because I don’t know what part of me remains mine when I do.”

They kissed that night.

It was not rushed. It was not sweet. It was full of trembling and breathlessness and a truth too big for either of them to say aloud.

It tasted like inevitability.

And after that, everything changed.

***
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FAR ABOVE THE WORLD, Olympus stirred.

Sol watched her disappear from the citadel without guards, without explanation. Her blade practice had turned chaotic. Her light, once precise and flawless, now flared unpredictably. Her eyes were too distant. Her silences too long.

He confronted her on the cliffs beneath the Celestial Spire.

“You're hiding something,” he said.

Aurora, shoulders squared, met his gaze without blinking. “No, brother. I’ve simply stopped hiding from something.”

Sol frowned. “And what would that be?”

She didn’t answer. She didn’t need to.

The wind picked up. And somewhere, far beyond the stars, a thread quivered.

The Fates knew.

Of course they did.

They had felt the tension pull tight. Clotho’s hand trembled on the spindle. Lachesis stared into the length she measured, seeing only storm. Atropos, always the calmest, ran a finger down the blade that would one day cut what they had not dared cut yet.

“This love,” Clotho whispered. “It wasn’t in the design.”

“It is now,” Lachesis said, her voice hollow.

And Atropos said nothing. Only stared at the gold-black thread now tangled between the others.

It had not been spun by their hands.

And that frightened them most of all.

***

[image: ]


DO YOU KNOW WHAT FEAR does to gods?

It sharpens their pride. It blinds their judgment. And in some, it turns love into something unrecognizable.

Sol’s devotion curdled into suspicion. He began following her beyond Olympus, cloaked in invisibility, watching her movements, her magic, her moments alone in the forest. He saw nothing—yet the absence of proof only deepened his certainty.

Hyperion, meanwhile, began to notice her strength faltering. Her power flared unevenly. Her focus in battle wavered. When he asked what haunted her, she deflected.

But Theia knew.

She did not speak it aloud. But one night, as Aurora sat by the hearth of her mother's chambers, Theia pressed a kiss to her daughter’s temple and whispered, “You must be careful with light, my love. It burns where it is not wanted.”

And me?

I had never interfered.

But I began to... shift things.

Small things.

A pocket of time that gave them one more hour. A shadow where Sol’s eyes failed to see. A mortal dreamer who carved a statue of a man and a woman, eternally entwined, and placed it in a forgotten grove—one they would later find and recognize as themselves.

It was not yet time to reveal what I was. But I could no longer remain still.

Because love, like prophecy, resists containment.

Their meetings grew bolder. Longer. Sometimes they touched without words. Sometimes they only sat in silence and watched the stars.

One evening, she traced the constellation of Lyra across the sky and whispered, “That one’s ours now.”

“Why Lyra?” Rael asked.

“It’s music,” she said. “Even in death, it sings.”

He smiled.

But in his eyes, a shadow passed.
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