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    For the ones who believe love can outlive lifetimes.And for the ones still learning they're allowed to choose their own fate.

To every soul who has ever felt ancient in a young body.May you remember yourself gently, and may your wings always find their way home.For the love stories that refuse to die,and the hearts brave enough to begin again.

For the version of me who needed this story long before I knew how to write it.And for everyone who has ever felt cursed, chosen, or both.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Across a thousand deaths, I found you.Across a thousand lifetimes, you chose me.And the realms have never forgiven us."
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CHAPTER ONE
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I always thought the world ended quietly. Not with fire or thunder, but with a single, impossible sound — the flutter of wings in a room where nothing living should be flying. That’s what wakes me the night everything begins. A soft, rhythmic beating, like feathers brushing the air just above my head.

I sit up too fast, heart hammering, breath catching in my throat. My bedroom is dark except for the faint glow of the streetlamp outside, slicing pale gold across my floorboards. Nothing moves. Nothing breathes but me. But the sound lingers.A whisper of wings.

I press a hand to my chest, trying to steady myself. “It’s just a dream,” I tell the empty room, though the words feel thin, like paper held over a flame. Because I know dreams. And this wasn’t one.

The air still tastes like storm clouds and old magic — metallic, electric, wrong. My skin prickles with the memory of something brushing against it, something soft and cold and familiar in a way that terrifies me.

I swing my legs over the side of the bed, grounding myself on the cool floor. My apartment is small, quiet, safe. Or it should be. But tonight the shadows feel too deep, like they’re holding their breath.

Then I see it. A mark on my shoulder, glowing faintly in the dark and it’s shaped like a broken wing.

I gasp and stumble back, nearly tripping over my own feet. The mark pulses once, twice, then fades into my skin as if it was never there. But I felt it — a warmth sinking into bone, into memory.

A memory that isn’t mine.

Suddenly the room tilts. A sharp, stabbing pain blooms behind my eyes, and the world dissolves into blinding white.

And I’m falling.

Not through space — through time.

Through lifetimes.

I hit the ground hard, sand exploding around me. The air is scorching, the sun merciless. I’m wearing clothes I’ve never seen before — linen wraps, gold bangles, a veil that clings to my face. People are shouting. Running. The sky is darkening with smoke. In front of me stands a man, tall, broad-shouldered, and  eyes like molten silver.

He looks at me with a grief so raw it steals the breath from my lungs. “Rhea,” he whispers, voice breaking. “Not again.”

My heart stops.

He knows my name.

He knows me.

Before I can speak, the vision shatters like glass, and I’m yanked back into my bedroom, collapsing onto the floor with a strangled cry. I’m shaking. Sweating. My pulse is a wild, frantic thing.

What was that?

Who was he?

Why did he say again?

The wing-shaped mark burns faintly beneath my skin, as if answering.

I drag myself to my feet, gripping the edge of my dresser until the room steadies. My reflection stares back at me — wide eyes, tangled hair, fear etched into every line of my face. Behind me, in the mirror’s glass, something moves. A shadow,  tall, human-shaped, and wings that stretch impossibly wide.

I spin around. Nothing. The air smells like smoke and starlight, and I’m no longer alone. I can feel it — a presence watching me, waiting, holding its breath the same way I am. Then a voice, low and rough and heartbreakingly familiar, whispers from the darkness:

“Rhea... you’re remembering.”

My blood turns to ice. Because I know that voice. I’ve heard it in dreams I never understood. In nightmares that felt like memories. In lifetimes I didn’t know I lived. Now it’s here, in my room and calling me by a name I don’t remember choosing.
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CHAPTER TWO
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The voice slides through the room like smoke, curling around my spine, settling into the hollow beneath my ribs. I freeze, every instinct screaming at me to run, but my body won’t obey. It’s as if the air itself has thickened, holding me in place. “Who’s there?” My voice comes out thin, trembling, nothing like the demand I meant it to be.

Silence answers. Not empty silence — watching silence. The kind that feels like someone is standing just out of sight, deciding whether to step forward or disappear forever. I swallow hard and force myself to turn toward the darkest corner of the room.

That’s when I see him.

A figure steps out of the shadows as if the darkness itself releases him. Tall, impossibly tall, with shoulders that seem carved from something older than stone. His hair is black as midnight, falling in loose waves around a face that shouldn’t exist outside of dreams — sharp jaw, high cheekbones, a mouth that looks like it’s forgotten how to smile. But it’s his eyes that steal the breath from my lungs.

Silver.

Not gray — silver.

Like molten metal, like moonlight on a blade.

Eyes I’ve seen before, in visions, in nightmares. And in lifetimes I didn’t know were mine.

He steps closer, and the air shifts around him, stirring the curtains though the windows are closed. A faint scent follows him — smoke, rain, and something sweet I can’t name. “Don’t be afraid,” he says softly.

I laugh — a sharp, broken sound. “You broke into my apartment.”

“I didn’t break in.” His voice is low, rough, threaded with something like regret. “You called me.”

“I did not—”

“You remembered.” His gaze flicks to my shoulder. “The mark woke. It always starts there.”

My hand flies to the spot where the wing-shaped glow had burned into my skin. It’s gone now, but the memory of the heat lingers. “What are you talking about?” I whisper.

He hesitates — not like he’s searching for the right words, but like he’s choosing which truth will hurt me least. “You’re remembering your past lives,” he says finally. “And when you do... I’m pulled to you.”

My stomach drops. “That doesn’t make sense.”

“It will.” He takes another step, close enough that I can see the faint shimmer of something behind him — not quite wings, not quite shadow. “It always does.”

I back up until my spine hits the wall. “Stay away from me.”

His expression fractures — just for a heartbeat — into something raw and aching. “I’ve tried,” he murmurs. “Every lifetime, I try.”

The room tilts again, but this time it’s not a vision dragging me under. It’s the weight of his words. Every lifetime. “You’re insane,” I breathe.

“Maybe.” He lifts his hand, stopping inches from my cheek, as if touching me would burn him. “But you know me. Even if you don’t remember yet.”

I shake my head, but my pulse betrays me — racing, stuttering, recognizing him before my mind does. “Tell me your name,” I whisper.

His eyes soften, and for the first time, he looks almost human. “Kael.”

The name hits me like a blow. Because I’ve heard it before. In the desert vision. In dreams I never understood. In a whisper that always came right before I died.

Kael.

My knees nearly buckle.

He sees it — the flicker of recognition — and something like hope sparks in his eyes. “You do remember,” he says, voice barely audible.

“No,” I choke out. “I don’t. I don’t know you.”

“You will.” His voice is a promise and a warning. “But remembering comes with a price.”

A cold shiver crawls down my spine. “What price?”

He steps back, jaw tightening. “They’ll come for you now.”

“Who?”

Before he can answer, the lights flicker. Once. Twice. Then the room plunges into darkness. Kael’s wings — or shadows, or whatever they are — flare wide behind him, glowing faintly like embers in the night. “They found you,” he says. And then the window shatters.
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CHAPTER THREE
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The explosion of glass is so loud it feels like it detonates inside my skull. I scream and throw my arms over my face as shards rain across the floor like glittering knives. Kael moves before I can even breathe. One moment he’s across the room — the next he’s in front of me, wings flaring wide, wrapping around us like a shield. They’re not feathers. They’re not shadow. They’re something in between — dark, luminous, shifting like smoke caught in moonlight.

Glass hits them and dissolves into sparks.

“What is happening?” I choke out, clutching his arm.

“They found you,” he growls. “Stay behind me.”

“Who—”

A shape climbs through the broken window. Not human. Its body is long and thin, limbs too jointed, too flexible, like a marionette pulled by invisible strings. Its skin is pale and stretched tight, and its eyes — gods, its eyes — are pits of white fire. It hisses when it sees me. Kael’s wings snap wider, blocking its view. “Back,” he snarls at it. “She’s not yours.”

The creature tilts its head, bones cracking. When it speaks, its voice is layered — like several voices speaking at once. “The marked soul awakens. The prophecy stirs.”

My blood runs cold.

Kael steps forward, placing himself fully between me and the thing. “You’re not taking her.”

The creature lunges.

Kael meets it mid-air.

The impact shakes the room. They crash into the wall, plaster exploding outward. Kael moves with terrifying speed — a blur of shadow and silver eyes — slamming the creature down, pinning it with a forearm across its throat. But the creature laughs — a horrible, echoing sound. “She remembers you.”

Kael’s jaw clenches. “Not enough.”

“She will.” The creature’s burning eyes lock onto mine. “And when she does... she dies.”

Something inside me snaps. A memory — sharp, bright, violent — slams into my mind, sand, blood. A silver-eyed man screaming my name. My own hands reaching for him as fire consumes me.

I gasp and stumble back, clutching my head.

Kael hears it — feels it — and something in him breaks. He roars. Not human. Not angelic. Not demonic. Something older. His wings flare with blinding light, and the creature shrieks as cracks of white fire split its skin. Kael drives his hand into its chest, and the thing disintegrates into ash and smoke.

Silence crashes down.

Kael stands there, chest heaving, wings trembling with leftover fury. Ash drifts around him like dark snow. I’m shaking so hard I can barely stay upright. He turns to me slowly, eyes still glowing, voice rough. “Rhea... are you hurt?”

I shake my head, but tears blur my vision. “What was that?”

“A harbinger,” he says. “A scout. They come when the prophecy stirs.”

“What prophecy?” My voice cracks. “Why are they after me?”

Kael hesitates — and that hesitation terrifies me more than the creature did. “Because,” he says quietly, “you’re the one who decides how the realms end.”

My breath stops. “What?”

He steps closer, wings folding behind him, expression torn between fear and longing. “You’re the soul with the thousand wings,” he says. “The one cursed to die in every lifetime before you remember who you are.”

My knees buckle. Kael catches me before I hit the floor, his arms strong and warm around me. “You’re remembering too fast,” he whispers against my hair. “And if you remember everything... the curse will kill you.”

I look up at him, heart pounding. “Then why are you here?” I whisper. “If being near you kills me?”

His eyes soften with a grief so deep it feels ancient. “Because I’d rather die with you,” he says, “than live another lifetime without you.”
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CHAPTER FOUR
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The cold night air rushes in through the shattered window, carrying the scent of rain and something metallic — blood, maybe. My breath fogs in the sudden chill. Kael’s wings fold back into him, dissolving into shadow as he turns toward me. “We have to leave,” he says.

I shake my head, still pressed against the wall. “Leave? I just got attacked by—by whatever that was. I’m not going anywhere with you.”

His jaw tightens. “Rhea, if you stay here, more will come. Stronger ones.”

“I don’t even know you.”

“You knew me before you were born.”

“That doesn’t help!”

He steps closer, slow, careful, like I’m a frightened animal he doesn’t want to spook. “You’re remembering faster than any lifetime before. That’s why they’re coming. They can sense it.”

“Who are they?”

He hesitates — and that hesitation is becoming a pattern I don’t like. “Angels,” he says finally. “Demons. Fae. Anyone with a stake in the prophecy.”

I stare at him, stunned. “That thing that attacked me — was it a demon?”

“No.” His voice drops. “It was worse.”

My stomach twists. “Worse than a demon?”

“A harbinger,” he says. “A creature that only appears when a prophecy is close to awakening.”

I swallow hard. “And this prophecy... it’s about me?”

“It’s about your soul,” he corrects gently. “The one that’s lived a thousand lives. The one cursed to die before remembering.”

A tremor runs through me. “Why? Why would anyone curse me?”

Kael’s expression fractures — grief, rage, guilt — all flickering across his face like lightning. “Because we loved each other,” he whispers. “And we weren’t supposed to.”

The room tilts. My heart stutters. “That’s not possible.”

“It was forbidden,” he says. “And we broke the law of realms to be together.”

I shake my head, backing away. “No. No, I don’t—this is insane.”

He reaches out, but stops himself before touching me. “Rhea, please. I know this is too much. But you have to trust me.”

“I don’t trust you,” I snap, voice cracking. “I don’t even know what you are.”

His eyes soften. “Half angel. Half demon.”

I freeze. “That’s not—Kael, that’s not a thing.”

“It shouldn’t be,” he agrees quietly. “But I exist. Because of you.”

My pulse stutters. “Because of me?”

“In our first life,” he says, “you saved me. You chose me. And the realms punished us both.”

My throat tightens. “I don’t remember any of that.”

“You will.” His voice is a promise and a warning. “And when you do, the curse will try to kill you.”

A gust of wind blows through the broken window, scattering glass across the floor. Kael glances toward it, tension rippling through him. “We’re out of time,” he says. “More are coming.”

I wrap my arms around myself. “I can’t just leave my life behind.”

“You don’t have a life anymore,” he says softly. “You have a destiny.”

I glare at him. “That’s not comforting.”

“It wasn’t meant to be.”

He steps closer, lowering his voice. “Rhea... if you stay here, you will die tonight.”

My breath catches. “And if I go with you?” I whisper.

His silver eyes meet mine — full of fear, longing, and something ancient. “Then I can keep you alive,” he says. “Long enough to break the curse.”

The floor creaks behind him. Kael stiffens. Something is climbing the fire escape. He turns to me, urgency blazing in his eyes. “Choose. Now.”

My heart slams against my ribs. Stay and die. Or run with the stranger who claims he’s loved me for a thousand lifetimes. The window frame groans as claws hook over the edge. I make my choice.
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CHAPTER FIVE
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I don’t think. I don’t breathe. I just move. My hand shoots out and grabs Kael’s, and the moment our skin touches, something electric snaps through me — a jolt of heat, memory, recognition. His eyes widen, silver flashing like lightning.

“Rhea—”

“Just go!” I shout.

He doesn’t hesitate. Kael pulls me toward the door just as claws hook over the windowsill. A second creature — larger, faster, wrong in ways my mind refuses to process — drags itself into the room. Its limbs bend backward, its jaw unhinging with a wet crack. Kael shoves me into the hallway. “Don’t look back,” he orders.

I do anyway. The creature’s eyes burn like twin suns as it lunges. Kael slams the door shut, and the impact rattles the entire apartment. Wood splinters. Something snarls on the other side. “Move!” he barks.

We sprint down the hallway, my bare feet slipping on the hardwood. Behind us, the door explodes off its hinges. The creature shrieks — a sound that feels like it’s trying to claw its way into my skull. Kael grabs my waist and lifts me like I weigh nothing, vaulting us down the stairs three at a time. The building shakes as the creature gives chase.

“Why is it after me?” I gasp.

“Because you’re waking up.”

“That doesn’t explain anything!”

“It will,” he says, voice tight. “If we survive the night.”

We burst out the front door into the cold, moonlit street. The wind hits me like a slap, carrying the scent of rain and something sharp — ozone, magic, danger. Kael doesn’t stop running.

“Where are we going?” I shout.

“Somewhere they can’t track you.”

“That’s not an answer!”

“It’s the only one you’re getting.”

He pulls me into the alley beside the building — and then stops so abruptly I crash into his back. A figure stands at the other end of the alley.

Tall.

Radiant.

Wings made of pure white fire.

An angel.

My breath catches.

Its eyes glow gold, too bright to look at directly. Its voice is a chorus when it speaks. “Kael. Step away from the girl.”

Kael’s grip tightens around my hand. “Not happening.”
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