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Liane had always believed she was just an ordinary girl—until love proved otherwise.

Her smile had the power to melt hearts, her laughter carried a warmth that made people feel safe, and her presence seemed to pull others toward her as if she were the center of their universe. But for Liane, love was not a gift; it was a curse.

She first noticed it when she was sixteen. The boy who had nervously confessed his feelings to her never made it home that night. His name was whispered in grief, his family left shattered—but in time, it was as if he had never existed. His seat in class was filled as if he had never occupied it. His pictures disappeared from yearbooks, his friends spoke of him less and less, until even his own mother struggled to remember what he had looked like.

At first, Liane thought it was a coincidence. A cruel trick of fate. But then it happened again. And again. Every person who had ever loved her—whether through a fleeting crush or an all-consuming devotion—simply vanished. Not just from her life, but from existence itself. No records. No traces. Even the world seemed to conspire in their erasure, rewriting reality as if they had never drawn breath.

She tried to fight it, to understand it, to break free from it. She begged for answers, but none came. She tested the limits, wondering if friendship was safe, if admiration alone could be survived—but the moment a heart crossed into love, the result was always the same.

So, she built walls. High, unshakable walls. She turned down invitations, avoided deep connections, and let loneliness become her closest companion. It was the only way to protect those around her.

Then, one day, he appeared.

Adam.

He was unlike anyone she had ever met. When she recoiled from his touch, he didn’t step back. When she warned him to stay away, he only grew more determined. And the most terrifying part? He did not disappear. When his fingers brushed against hers, the air didn’t shift, time didn’t erase him, and reality did not fold around his absence. He remained, steadfast and unshaken, the first person to defy the curse that had haunted her for years.

Was he the answer she had been waiting for? The one who could break the cycle and free her from a fate she never asked for?

Or was his arrival the beginning of something far, far worse?



Chapter 1: The Impossible Love

Liane stood at the window, staring out at the world beyond. The soft light of dawn bathed the city in a golden hue, but her heart remained cold. She had learned to live with the isolation, to embrace the silence that followed every attempt to connect. She’d built her world carefully—high walls, thick curtains, and an impenetrable shell that no one could breach. But even the strongest walls couldn’t hold back the memories.

It was impossible to forget Ryan.

He had been the first to truly love her, the first to make her believe that perhaps, just perhaps, she could have the love she’d seen in stories, the kind that defies time and distance. They had met during their sophomore year of high school. She had been shy, reserved, always on the edges of the crowd, but Ryan had seen her, really seen her. He’d made her laugh in ways she hadn’t thought were possible, made her feel like she mattered.

Their love had been innocent at first, a quiet, secret thing—little notes passed between classes, stolen glances in the hallway. It was the kind of love that made her stomach flutter with excitement, that made her think of the future in terms of possibilities. For a moment, she had allowed herself to believe in the dream.

But Ryan had vanished.

At first, Liane thought it was just a misunderstanding. Maybe he had to leave town for a family emergency, maybe he’d been grounded. But days turned into weeks, and his absence became more pronounced. His friends spoke of him less and less, his name slipping through conversations like sand between fingers. When she went to his house to ask, his mother had opened the door, her face pale, her eyes devoid of the light Liane had once seen in them.

“He’s gone,” she had said quietly, as if it were the most normal thing in the world.

Liane had searched. She had asked, begged even, to know where Ryan had gone. But the answers came back the same: “There’s no record of him.” Teachers didn’t remember him, classmates spoke only in vague terms, and his name was erased from the school yearbook. It was as though he had never existed at all.

For a while, Liane thought she was losing her mind. She questioned her own memories. Had he really loved her? Had they really been a couple, or had it all been a figment of her imagination? But deep down, in the quiet of her heart, she knew the truth. Ryan had loved her. And he had disappeared because of it.

The pattern began after that. Every time someone became close to her, every time they showed even the smallest hint of affection, they too vanished. It wasn’t just a loss of connection—it was as if their entire existence was wiped clean from the world. The more she loved, the more she lost.

That was why Liane kept her distance. She couldn’t risk it again. She couldn’t bear the thought of losing someone else. Every smile, every touch, every moment of connection felt like a threat to their very existence. It was easier to be alone. It was safer.

But sometimes, late at night, when the world was quiet and the weight of loneliness pressed down on her, she would remember Ryan. The way he had laughed at her silly jokes, the way his eyes had softened when they looked at her. For a fleeting moment, she would allow herself to grieve, to mourn the love that was stolen from her. But even then, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something dark, something powerful, was lingering in the background of her life—something she couldn’t escape, no matter how hard she tried.

And then came Adam.

Liane hadn’t expected him to be different. He was like any other man—charming, confident, and undeniably attractive. But the moment their paths crossed, something changed. It was subtle at first—a moment of hesitation in his smile, a lingering glance that didn’t fade away—but soon it became clear: he wasn’t like the others.

She had tried to push him away, to keep her distance. But Adam didn’t move back. He didn’t look at her like everyone else did, with that quiet pity that came from knowing what she was capable of doing to their lives. Instead, he moved closer.

Liane felt a chill run down her spine, a familiar anxiety clawing at her chest. She told herself she would never make the same mistake again. She would not fall for him, not like she had with Ryan. She couldn’t. The price was too high.

But Adam wouldn’t leave. He wouldn’t disappear. And something in his unwavering presence began to unravel her carefully constructed world. Every day she spent with him made it harder to remember why she had built those walls in the first place.

The pull between them was undeniable, and Liane found herself caught in a storm of emotions. Could she risk her heart again? Could she allow herself to love him, knowing the consequences? And if she did, what would happen to Adam? Would he be the one to finally break the curse? Or would he, too, vanish like all the others?

Liane didn’t know the answer, but she could feel the truth creeping closer: the moment she let her guard down, everything she had worked so hard to protect would be at stake. She was on the edge of something she couldn’t control, and for the first time in years, she felt powerless to stop it.

It was no longer a question of whether she could avoid love. It was a question of whether love would find her first.
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Chapter 2: The Curse Awakens
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Liane had spent years convincing herself that the disappearances were nothing more than unfortunate coincidences. It was easier that way. It was less terrifying to believe in chance than to accept the truth—that there was something dark and unforgiving lurking in the corners of her existence, something that held sway over every person who dared to love her. But as the days went by, the strange occurrences became harder to ignore, and the weight of her own suspicions began to settle like an unshakable truth in her chest.

It started subtly, almost imperceptibly. A text message she had sent to her friend, Mia, disappeared from her phone. No trace. No record. Just a blank space where words had been. Mia hadn’t replied, and when Liane tried to check the conversation again, the entire thread was gone.

At first, Liane had brushed it off. Maybe she had accidentally deleted it, or maybe her phone had malfunctioned—she had a habit of dropping it. But that same week, something even stranger happened.

She bumped into one of her former classmates at the local coffee shop, someone she hadn’t seen in years. His name was Jason, a quiet boy who had always sat in the back of their high school biology class. They had shared a few awkward smiles, but nothing beyond that. When she greeted him, he smiled back but looked confused.

“Do I know you?” Jason asked, furrowing his brows.

Liane’s heart skipped a beat. Jason had
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