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Dedication
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For every dreamer who still believes that some meetings are written in the stars.

And for those who have ever wondered whether destiny is real.
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Epigraph
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"Two souls may walk different paths for years, yet fate remembers the road between them."
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Author's Note
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Stories have always fascinated me because they allow us to explore worlds beyond our own while discovering truths about ourselves.

You Feel Like Destiny began with a simple question: What if two strangers discovered that their lives had been connected long before they ever met?

From that idea grew a world filled with ancient prophecies, forgotten magic, hidden kingdoms, and a bond powerful enough to change the fate of an entire realm. At its heart, however, this story is about trust, courage, friendship, sacrifice, and the choices that shape who we become.

Liora and Kael's journey is one of destiny, but it is also one of growth. They are ordinary people placed in extraordinary circumstances, forced to confront fears, responsibilities, and feelings they never expected. Along the way, they discover that fate may open a door, but it is our choices that determine what lies beyond it.

I hope you enjoy exploring the world of Aurelis as much as I enjoyed creating it. Thank you for giving this story a place in your imagination.

— Samad
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PROLOGUE: Five Hundred Years Earlier
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A silver storm raged above the mountains.

Lightning tore across the night sky, illuminating a battlefield drowned in fire and shadow. Thousands had fallen. The earth itself seemed wounded, scarred by magic powerful enough to reshape the world.

At the center of the devastation stood seven mages.

Their robes were torn. Their bodies exhausted. Yet they remained standing.

Because they were the last hope.

Across from them waited the Shadow King.

Darkness twisted around him like living smoke. His black crystal crown gleamed beneath the storm, and his eyes burned with ancient power.

Entire kingdoms had fallen before him.

Armies had failed.

Heroes had died.

Still, he smiled.

"You cannot stop what is coming," he said.

One of the mages stepped forward.

A woman with silver light flowing around her hands.

"We do not need to stop it forever."

The Shadow King's smile faded.

The seven mages joined hands.

Ancient symbols ignited across the battlefield.

The air trembled.

The mountains shook.

For the first time, uncertainty appeared in the Shadow King's eyes.

"What have you done?"

The answer came as a single word.

"Everything."

Silver light exploded across the world.

The sky split apart.

The ground cracked.

Magic surged through every living thing.

The Shadow King roared as chains of pure light erupted from the earth and wrapped around him.

One by one, the seven mages poured their strength into the spell.

Their lives.

Their souls.

Their futures.

The prison formed around the Shadow King, sealing him within a crystal cage beneath the mountains.

The darkness screamed.

The storm shattered.

And silence fell.

The war was over.

But before the last of the mages faded, the silver-haired woman looked toward the stars.

A vision filled her mind.

Two marks.

Two souls.

A distant future.

And a darkness waiting to return.

With her final breath, she whispered a prophecy that would survive for centuries.

"When the marks awaken once more, fate will choose its guardians."

Far beneath the mountains, trapped within crystal and shadow, the Shadow King opened his eyes.

And waited.

Five hundred years later, on the morning of a village healer's twenty-first birthday, destiny finally began to move again.
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Chapter 1: The Silver Mark
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The morning of Liora Vale's twenty-first birthday began like every other morning in the village of Evermist.

The sun had barely risen above the distant hills when she opened her eyes to the sound of chickens squawking outside her small cottage. A cool breeze drifted through the half-open window, carrying the scent of damp earth and wildflowers.

For a moment, she stayed in bed, staring at the wooden ceiling.

Twenty-one.

The number felt strange.

Not exciting. Not magical. Just another year.

She sighed and pushed away her blanket.

"Happy birthday to me," she muttered.

No fireworks. No grand celebrations. No handsome prince arriving on horseback.

Just another day gathering herbs and treating villagers with sore backs and stubborn coughs.

Exactly the life she had always known.

Liora tied her dark hair into a loose braid and stepped outside.

The village was already awake.

Merchants were setting up stalls in the marketplace. Children ran through the dirt roads, laughing loudly enough to wake the dead. Smoke curled from chimneys as families prepared breakfast.

Everything looked normal.

Comfortingly normal.

And yet, something felt different.

She couldn't explain it.

It was like standing before a storm while the sky remained perfectly clear.

A strange feeling settled deep inside her chest.

The sensation followed her as she walked toward the forest.

Her basket swung gently against her hip.

Gathering herbs had become second nature years ago. She knew every trail, every hidden clearing, every patch of healing flowers.

The forest welcomed her like an old friend.

Golden sunlight filtered through the leaves overhead.

Birds sang from distant branches.

Liora knelt beside a cluster of moonleaf plants.

Their silver-blue leaves shimmered softly in the morning light.

Perfect.

She carefully picked several stems and placed them inside her basket.

Then she reached for another.

The moment her fingers touched the leaf, a sharp pain shot through her wrist.

She gasped.

The basket slipped from her hand.

Her heartbeat stumbled.

"What was that?"

The pain vanished almost instantly.

Liora stared at her wrist.

Nothing.

No injury.

No cut.

No bruise.

She flexed her fingers.

Everything seemed normal.

Maybe she had imagined it.

After another minute, she shook her head and continued working.

Still, an uneasy feeling lingered.

The forest suddenly felt quieter.

As though it were watching her.

By afternoon, the village square buzzed with activity.

Liora spent most of the day treating patients at her tiny herbal shop.

An elderly farmer complained about aching knees.

A young mother needed medicine for her son's fever.

A baker arrived with a burn on his hand after forgetting an oven tray.

The usual.

By sunset, she was exhausted.

She locked the shop door and headed home.

The sky glowed orange and pink above the rooftops.

For the first time all day, she felt relaxed.

Then the pain returned.

Stronger this time.

Liora stopped walking.

A burning sensation spread across her left wrist.

She grabbed her arm.

The heat intensified.

It felt as though fire flowed beneath her skin.

"What is happening?"

Her breath caught.

Light began glowing beneath her sleeve.

Silver light.

Bright.

Impossible.

Fear rushed through her.

She pulled back the fabric.

A delicate symbol had appeared on her skin.

It shimmered like liquid moonlight.

Intricate lines twisted together in a pattern she had never seen before.

The mark glowed brightly.

Beautifully.

Terrifyingly.

Liora stared in disbelief.

"No..."

The symbol pulsed once.

Twice.

Then settled into a faint silver shine.

Her knees nearly gave out.

She knew this symbol.

Everyone in Aurelis knew it.

Children grew up hearing stories about it.

Ancient legends.

Impossible legends.

The Mark of Destiny.

Her pulse thundered.

That couldn't be right.

The marks had disappeared centuries ago.

The stories claimed they connected two souls chosen by fate itself.

Most people believed they were nothing more than myths.

Fairy tales told around fireplaces.

And yet—

The mark remained.

Real.

Visible.

Glowing softly against her skin.

Liora swallowed hard.

Something was terribly wrong.



That night she barely slept.

Moonlight spilled across her room.

She sat on the edge of her bed staring at the mark.

Every few minutes she checked again, hoping it would disappear.

It never did.

The silver lines remained exactly where they were.

As if they belonged there.

Around midnight, a knock echoed against her door.

Three sharp knocks.

Liora froze.

Nobody visited this late.

Another knock followed.

More urgent this time.

She carefully grabbed the small kitchen knife resting nearby.

"Who is it?"

"It's me."

A familiar voice.

Nyra.

Relief washed over her.

Liora hurried downstairs.

When she opened the door, her best friend stepped inside immediately.

Nyra's red curls looked windswept.

Her green eyes were unusually serious.

Something about her expression made Liora nervous.

"You know," Liora said, "most people wait until morning to visit."

Nyra didn't smile.

That alone was alarming.

"What happened?" Liora asked.

Nyra stared at her.

Then at her wrist.

The color drained from Liora's face.

"You know."

It wasn't a question.

Nyra nodded.

"Show me."

Slowly, Liora rolled back her sleeve.

The silver mark glowed faintly.

Nyra inhaled sharply.

For several seconds neither spoke.

Finally, Nyra whispered, "It's real."

"You've seen this before?"

"No."

"Then how do you know what it is?"

Nyra looked away.

For the first time since they had met, she seemed unsure.

And that frightened Liora more than the mark itself.

"There are things I never told you," Nyra said quietly.

Liora crossed her arms.

"I suddenly hate the sound of that sentence."

Nyra laughed weakly.

Then her expression darkened again.

"My grandmother belonged to an ancient order of mages."

Liora blinked.

"What?"

"I know. Not exactly casual conversation."

"You think?"

Nyra ignored the comment.

"She spent years studying old prophecies."

Liora's stomach tightened.

"What kind of prophecies?"

"The Destiny Marks."

Silence filled the room.

The fire crackled softly in the hearth.

Outside, the wind whispered through the trees.

Liora suddenly wished she had never opened the door.

Nyra took a deep breath.

"The prophecy said the marks would return before a great darkness."

A chill ran down Liora's spine.

"What darkness?"

"I don't know."

"That's comforting."

"I'm serious."

"So am I."

Nyra looked directly at her.

"The prophecy also said the return of the marks would change the fate of the kingdom."

Liora laughed nervously.

"Wonderful. No pressure."

Neither of them found it funny.

A heavy silence followed.

Then another knock shattered the quiet.

Both women jumped.

This knock was louder.

Harder.

Demanding.

Someone stood outside.

Several people.

Liora slowly turned toward the door.

Nyra's face had gone pale.

"Don't answer it."

The words came out barely above a whisper.

"Why?"

Before Nyra could respond, a deep male voice echoed from outside.

"By order of the Crown."

Liora's heart stopped.

The Crown?

Royal soldiers?

Here?

In Evermist?

The voice continued.

"We know the mark has appeared."

Fear settled heavily in her chest.

How could they possibly know?

The mark had only appeared hours ago.

Nyra looked horrified.

As though this was exactly what she feared.

Another voice spoke outside.

"We mean no harm."

Liora wasn't convinced.

Nobody traveled from the royal capital to a forgotten village unless something important had happened.

And nothing in her life had ever been important.

Until today.

Slowly, she approached the door.

Her hand trembled as she reached for the handle.

The entire world seemed to hold its breath.

She opened it.

Five armored riders stood beneath the moonlight.

Silver cloaks moved gently in the night breeze.

Their armor bore the royal crest of Aurelis.

And standing at their center was a man unlike anyone she had ever seen.

Tall.

Dark-haired.

Broad-shouldered.

A black cloak hung from his frame.

Moonlight reflected in eyes the color of storm clouds.

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

The stranger stared directly at her.

Then his gaze dropped to her wrist.

The silver mark began glowing.

Brighter than before.

Much brighter.

Liora's breath caught.

Because the same symbol suddenly appeared on his wrist.

Glowing beneath his sleeve.

Identical.

The stranger looked just as shocked as she felt.

The air seemed to crackle between them.

Neither could look away.

A strange warmth spread through her chest.

Familiar.

Comforting.

Impossible.

As though some forgotten part of her recognized him.

The man finally found his voice.

Quiet.

Disbelieving.

"You."

Liora stared back.

Every instinct told her that the moment standing before her would change everything.

Her future.

Her life.

Perhaps even her world.

Because somehow, despite never seeing him before, one thought echoed clearly through her mind.

You feel familiar.

You feel impossible.

You feel like destiny.
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Chapter 2: The Stranger from the Palace
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Liora couldn't breathe.

The silver mark on her wrist glowed so brightly that it illuminated the darkness around her. The stranger standing before her wore the exact same expression she imagined was on her own face.

Shock.

Confusion.

Disbelief.

For several endless seconds, nobody moved.

The village road was silent except for the distant chirping of crickets.

Then the glow slowly faded.

The marks remained, but their light dimmed until they looked like silver ink beneath the skin.

Liora swallowed.

"What is this?"

The question came out softer than she intended.

The stranger's jaw tightened.

"I was hoping you knew."

His voice was deep and calm, yet there was tension beneath it.

Like someone struggling to maintain control.

Nyra stepped forward immediately.

"Who are you?"

The soldiers around him exchanged glances.

The stranger answered before any of them could speak.

"I am Kael Ashryn."

The name hit Liora like a physical blow.

Her eyes widened.

Prince Kael.

The heir to the Moon Throne.

Future King of Aurelis.

Standing outside her cottage.

At midnight.

Because of a mark on her wrist.

This had to be a dream.

A very strange dream.

"You're the prince?" she asked.

His eyebrow lifted slightly.

"I usually am."

One of the soldiers nearly choked trying not to laugh.

Liora blinked.

Apparently royalty had a sense of humor.

That wasn't mentioned in the stories.

She folded her arms.

"If you're really the prince, why are you here?"

Kael's expression became serious again.

"Because my mark appeared this morning."

He pulled back the sleeve of his dark coat.

The silver symbol shimmered clearly on his skin.

Identical.

Every curve.

Every line.

Every detail.

Liora looked away quickly.

Something about seeing the matching mark made her chest feel strangely tight.

Like invisible threads were pulling between them.

A ridiculous thought.

And yet she couldn't shake it.

One of the soldiers stepped forward.

"Your Highness, perhaps we should continue this conversation inside."

Kael nodded.

Liora hesitated.

Inviting strangers into her home was rarely a good idea.

Inviting a prince and five armed soldiers into her home seemed significantly worse.

Still, refusing royalty probably wasn't wise either.

With a sigh, she stepped aside.

The group entered.

The small cottage instantly felt overcrowded.

Nyra leaned against a nearby wall, arms crossed.

Watching everything.

Watching everyone.

Especially Kael.

The prince noticed.

"You don't trust me."

Nyra smiled.

"I don't trust anyone who arrives with soldiers."

"That's fair."

Liora was beginning to suspect Kael wasn't quite what she expected.

Most stories described princes as arrogant and insufferable.

So far he seemed surprisingly normal.

Dangerously handsome.

But normal.

Not that she was paying attention to that.

At all.

Kael sat at the wooden table while his guards remained standing.

His gaze moved around the cottage.

The shelves filled with herbs.

The dried flowers hanging from the ceiling.

The stack of books near the fireplace.

"You live alone?"

Liora nodded.

"My parents died years ago."

A shadow crossed Kael's face.

"I'm sorry."

The sincerity in his voice caught her off guard.

Most people offered sympathy because they felt obligated.

He sounded like he genuinely meant it.

For some reason, that made it harder to look at him.

Finally, Kael turned his attention to the marks.

"Everything changed this morning."

Liora nodded.

"Same for me."

"When did yours appear?"

"Just before sunset."

His expression sharpened.

"Did anything unusual happen beforehand?"

Liora thought for a moment.

"The forest felt strange."

"Strange how?"

"Like it was waiting for something."

Nyra exchanged a glance with Kael.

A glance Liora didn't miss.

"What?"

Neither answered immediately.

Which annoyed her.

"Stop doing that."

"Doing what?" Kael asked.

"Looking at each other like you know something I don't."

Nyra rubbed her forehead.

"I told you about the prophecy."

"Very briefly."

Kael looked uncomfortable.

That wasn't encouraging.

"There are parts of the prophecy that aren't widely known."

Liora groaned.

"Of course there are."

"The Destiny Marks aren't simply symbols."

"What are they then?"

Kael hesitated.

"The marks connect two people."

"I know that part."

"No."

His eyes met hers.

"The connection is real."

A strange silence settled between them.

Liora laughed nervously.

"Real how?"

Neither answered.

That was answer enough.

Her stomach dropped.

"No."

Kael's expression suggested otherwise.

"No," she repeated.

"Yes."

"No."

"Unfortunately."

Liora stared at him.

The prince stared back.

The situation would have been funny if it wasn't completely terrifying.

"You expect me to believe that some ancient magic suddenly decided we're connected?"

"I didn't create the rules."

"Neither did I."
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