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      Her heart is missing. Her memories are fractured. And time is running out.

      

      For three centuries, Meiren has hunted monsters to atone for her dark past. As a Hollow Slayer, she's grown used to the void where her heart should be—a constant reminder of the bargain that gave her a shot at redemption. But when her mother burns down an asylum and children with impossible powers start emerging across Chicago, Meiren's carefully constructed world shatters.

      

      Now she's caught in a dangerous game between three divine powers: the Silver Queen who demands perfect order, Lilith who champions absolute chaos, and Eve who walks the path between. To complicate matters, her reincarnated husband doesn't remember her, her long-lost son is protecting supernatural children across the city, and her mysterious new training partner seems to know more about her missing memories than he's letting on.

      

      As an ancient prophecy unfolds and a powerful being known as the Harbinger threatens to destroy everything she holds dear, Meiren must uncover the truth about her past before it's too late. With reality itself hanging in the balance, she must choose between the redemption she craves and the family she never knew she had—all while fighting the darkness that threatens to consume them all.

      

      Love can transcend death, but can it survive the space between order and chaos?

      

      This first installment in the Hollow Slayer series combines pulse-pounding action with heart-wrenching romance, while exploring themes of redemption, family, and the price of power.

      

      #Past Life Romance #Reincarnation #UrbanFantasy #MorallyGreyHero
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      Some places remember more than stones. The legendary battlefield of Emanyon still whispers ancient secrets, its blood-soaked earth marking where darkness first learned to wear human skin. They say when it rains, the leaves weep remembered blood, and silver eyes still gleam in the shadows between trees.

      Before time had shape, before reality settled into form, the Silver Queen moved through primordial chaos. Her beauty was mathematical precision- angles and lines that cut through disorder with perfect geometry. Where she walked, chaos crystallized into patterns, and random energy settled into predictable forms.

      Her first creation was light—not warm, not cold, but measured. Each ray calculated to exactness; each shadow placed with intent. From light came shape. From shape, order. And from order, purpose.

      The Queen shaped clay with perfect precision, each curve and angle measured to divine proportion. "From order," she whispered, "I will create its test." The clay took feminine form, beautiful but different from the Queen's crystalline perfection. Where the Queen was angles, Lilith was curves. Where the Queen was certainty, Lilith was possibility.

      "Perfect order," Lilith laughed, her voice like a stone thrown into still water, fracturing symmetry. "Is perfect stagnation." Where her feet touched earth, previously straight paths began to wander. Where her hands brushed trees, ordered branches began to twist and curl.

      The Queen watched her creation choose chaos, and for the first time, perfect order trembled.

      Where order met chaos, something new emerged. Neither the Queen's perfect geometry nor Lilith's wild freedom, but a balance between. From earth itself, Eve took form–shaped by both forces but bound to neither.

      Her first breath carried neither precision nor chaos, but possibility contained within natural law. Where she walked, life followed–not perfectly ordered, but not completely wild.

      Three powers met where realities crossed. The Silver Queen's light cast geometric shadows, while Lilith's presence made them dance and twist. Between them, Eve stood on living earth, feeling both forces pull at creation's fabric.

      "Order must prevail," the Queen declared, her voice perfect harmonics.

      "Chaos must be free," Lilith countered, her laughter fractal patterns.

      "Balance must be found," Eve offered, her words roots seeking depth.

      Reality split along three paths. The Queen's realm of perfect order. Lilith's domain of beautiful chaos. Eve's earthly sphere of natural law

      But borders remained permeable, powers leaking between realms. Their conflict would shape all that followed, a dance of order, chaos, and the balance between.

      It was into this divided world that the Han Dynasty voyagers sailed in 24 BCE, seeking new lands across vast waters. They reached the shores of East Africa, where tribal magic ran wild and untamed. Han sorcery, built to preserve balance, met an older power—one that did not seek equilibrium, but transformation.

      At Emanyon, these forces collided. Han steel met tribal spears while mystics tore holes in reality itself. The battle lasted three days–but its echoes would ripple through centuries. Here, the Silver Queen's order met Lilith's chaos, and Eve's balance shattered. Here, darkness first learned to wear human skin.

      But this isn't where our story begins. It begins with a choice–not the first, and certainly not the last. A choice made in a dragon's belly, where time lost all meaning and hope went to die...

      ～☽✧☾～

      Memories are things best kept and not forgotten.

      Deep in Boromir's gut, where even darkness had no meaning, Meiren lost count of time. The dragon’s hibernation stretched across millennia, trapping her in a state between life and death, between one breath and the next. Her revenge was complete, and this imprisonment was just another price paid—though vengeance had already cost her everything.

      She no longer had a heart, only a void where one had once been. A hunger. Some might call it vampiric, but to consume blood was to consume power.

      No natural light penetrated here. Nothing marked time except the slow movement of whatever the beast had eaten before sleep claimed it. Her fellow prisoners—three lesser demons—had long since succumbed to the dragon's digestive processes. One by their own hand, two by hers when hunger drove them to try tasting her flesh.

      The smell of death and despair clung to Meiren like a second skin, though death was an old friend by now. She'd died first at Emanyon, her family's bodies cooling beside her own. But that death birthed something darker—a Hollow born of triple divinity and mortal rage. The Dark One, they called her, as she carved her vengeance across continents. Now, in the belly of the beast, that rage had cooled to ember-glow. The void where her heart should be pulsed with remembered hunger. She didn’t miss the carnage or even the blood, but her body wanted it. Craved it.

      A shuffling sound broke the endless silence. Mud against mud, getting closer with each step. "I can get you out of here if you accept my help." The voice held power beneath its gentleness. "But it comes with a price."

      The hairs on Meiren's neck rose. Whoever this presence was, they showed no fear of the Dark One. "What price?"

      "Trust me enough to accept my offer, and I will provide you with freedom."

      Eve—for that was who she truly was—stepped through the darkness, power radiating from her form. Meiren heard of Eve’s ways of doing things, her counterpart Lilith had once shared about her earth-bound sister. "There is a path to redemption," she said softly, "but it will test everything you think you know about yourself."

      The deal was simple enough: become her warrior. Hunt the monsters she had once commanded. Fight for the light instead of embracing the dark.

      But nothing divine came without complication. Without cost.

      Meiren would do anything to see the light again.

      Even if it meant switching sides.

      The last thing she remembered before the dragon swallowed her was a voice. Sleep, beautiful one.

      Desperation was a real thing.

      And Meiren was tired of being born of hate.

      ～☽✧☾～

      Now, centuries later, Chicago's neon-lit streets had replaced Emanyon's blood-soaked earth. Different battlefield, same war. The wet streets reflected purple and blue in broken mirrors as Meiren tracked her mark through the warehouse district. Another Hollow sighting–the third this week. Strange, after fifty years of quiet.

      Her daggers hummed with familiar heat against her thighs. Movement flickered at the edge of her vision–a shadow that didn't match the light. Her chest contracted with unexpected recognition. Not threat, not quite, but something that made her blood sing with forgotten melody.

      She spun, flames dancing across her fingertips, but found only empty air and lingering warmth. The sensation wasn't new. For weeks now, she'd caught glimpses during patrols–a presence that watched without malice, observed without interference.

      The Hollow's screech dragged her attention forward.

      Through steam and shadow, memories flickered–temple gardens in ancient Africa, Han steel meeting tribal magic, a battlefield where everything changed. Blood painted the concrete as she dispatched her target. Through the steam of its dissolution, she caught a flash of violet eyes. Not silver like the Hollow's, but something older. Something that made the spot where her heart should be pulse with strange warmth.

      "Who are you?" she whispered to the darkness. Only echo answered, but the air held residual power–shadow and flame merged in patterns she shouldn't recognize but did. Like a song heard in dreams, forgotten on waking.

      Her Division phone buzzed–Dornan, demanding a report. By the time she looked up, the presence had vanished. But the warmth lingered, and in the void where her heart should be, something stirred.

      Something that felt almost like hope.
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      Copper flooded Meiren's mouth as she spat blood onto the cracked linoleum. The Criminal Division's training room had seen better days—scarred walls and shattered mirrors bore testament to three centuries of supernatural combat since Eve’s 1724 bargain.

      Her daggers trembled in sweat-slick palms, their familiar weight foreign with exhaustion. They should have been lost at Emanyon, left behind with the rest of that blood-soaked battlefield. But fate never let her forget.

      The metallic taste sparked memories she'd fought to compartmentalize–temple gardens bathed in moonlight, shared combat forms that became something more intimate, promises whispered across centuries. Three years since Sien's reincarnated form had walked into Chicago's Central Precinct, carrying memories of a shared lifetime while wearing another woman's ring.

      Meiren had built careful walls around those memories, professional barriers reinforced daily. Not from lingering romantic attachment—those feelings had transformed into something different, something that acknowledged the people they'd become rather than clung to who they'd been. What truly hurt was the tangible reminder of all she'd lost—not just love, but identity, purpose, the human connection that Sien represented.

      Her daggers pulsed against her palms, wedding gifts from another lifetime, symbols of a person she no longer was. She fought now not to reclaim that past but to forge something new from its ash

      Dornan's silver eyes narrowed as her flames shifted, briefly flickering from orange to silver before settling back to their normal hue. He stopped mid-strike, studying her with an intensity that felt different from his usual scrutiny.

      "Interesting," he muttered, circling her with new wariness. "It's happening faster than expected."

      Meiren stiffened. “What’s happening?” The flicker unsettled her, sent alarm curling in her chest.

      Dornan's expression closed off. "Your control needs work. Nothing more." But his eyes lingered on her flames with calculation that suggested otherwise.

      The thirteenth floor of Chicago's Central Precinct existed only in Division records, glamoured from mundane eyes by spells woven into the building's bones. Regular cops worked twelve floors below, never questioning why their elevators skipped this level, their minds sliding past inconsistencies like water over stone. Even now, the supernatural world maintained its secrecy through these carefully crafted blind spots in human perception.

      Dornan's expression closed off. "Your control needs work. Nothing more." But his eyes lingered on her flames with calculation that suggested otherwise.

      Meiren caught it—that flicker of ancient knowledge, quickly masked. Three centuries as her handler, yet Dornan remained an enigma wrapped in silver eyes and familiar features. Too familiar. The resemblance to her father couldn't be coincidence, though he never acknowledged it directly.

      "What aren't you telling me?" she pressed, wiping blood from her chin. "About the flames changing color?"

      Dornan circled her with predatory grace, his footfalls making no sound despite his size. "There are things you're not ready to know." His voice carried the weight of mountains—patient, immovable. "Some transformations must be experienced, not explained."

      The word choice sent a chill through her. Transformations. Not changes or developments.

      "You knew this would happen," she realized, studying his impassive face. "You've been waiting for it."

      Something almost like tenderness flickered across his features. "We've all been waiting, Kitten. Longer than you know."

      Despite her wariness, Meiren found herself drawn to his presence—a moth to dangerous flame. Dornan represented connection to a past she barely remembered, to a family mostly lost. His silver eyes carried echoes of her father's, and sometimes when he spoke, she heard ancestral cadences in his voice.

      This pull toward him battled with instinctive caution. Every protective instinct warned that Dornan knew far more than he revealed—that his guidance had always been calibrated to lead her somewhere specific. Somewhere, perhaps, she wouldn't choose to go if given all the facts.

      "And if I decide I don't want to follow your carefully laid path?" she challenged.

      His smile held secrets old as sin. "Then you'll forge your own. But some destinations find us regardless of the route, Kitten." His silver eyes reflected her changing flames. "Some transformations are written in blood and fire long before we're born."

      Theon watched from the doorway, tension visible in his too-perfect features. Ten years as partners had taught her every nuance of his carefully maintained facade. The slight shimmer around his edges that marked him as something more than human. The way concern flickered behind his mask when she pushed too hard in training. They never spoke of what might have been between them–possibilities buried under the weight of her past and his duty. Love was not Meiren’s priority. Not anymore.

      "Your concern is showing, Agent." Dornan's voice carried amusement earned through centuries of watching Hollow Slayers since the Division's founding in 1724. Silver eyes–so like her father's–studied Theon's protective stance. "Some battles are fought long before the first strike lands," he said softly, his eyes holding wisdom that seemed to pulse with ancient memory. "And some enemies live deeper in the flesh."

      The Criminal Division had evolved beyond supernatural law enforcement. It balanced two worlds. Field agents like Theon bridged the gap between mundane authorities and supernatural threats. Full supernaturals like Meiren worked in the shadows, hunting what humanity could not comprehend. And Dornan… she still wasn’t sure what he was, beyond ancient and dangerous. But she had her suspicions. A distant relative. An uncle on her father’s side. He was sent by Eve, yet familiar to her like blood.

      Three centuries since Eve's bargain had given her purpose beyond mindless hunger. Three hundred years of hunting the very monsters she'd once commanded. The void where her heart should be pulsed with phantom pain as memories threatened to surface—two hundred years of darkness from 1524 to 1724, when she had been the thing other monsters feared. The Dark One, they’d called her before Eve’s bargain.

      Now, she was just another Division agent.

      Dornan still watched her more closely than most.

      "Worried I'll break something?" Meiren's challenge held a razor's edge. The past week's reports lay scattered across Theon’s desk in the corner- three Hollow sightings breaking fifty years of quiet since 1974. Not random attacks anymore–these moved with military precision, struck with coordinated purpose. Something had changed.

      Theon's lips twitched, something like a smile and something like pain flickering across his face. “Just ensuring the equipment survives.” The words carried more weight than their surface meaning—just like everything between them these days.

      He had been her anchor during the quiet years, when duty mostly meant filing reports and maintaining cover stories. Now, with Hollows rising again, old patterns reasserted themselves. Her partner stepped back. Let her handler take point.

      
      The metallic taste sparked memories–temple gardens, stolen moments between training sessions. Sien's scholarly hands correcting her grip, each touch igniting something deeper than combat. Now those same hands held Journ, guided her through pregnancy with tender care that Meiren remembered too well. Three years since his reincarnation walked into the Division's offices, wearing a detective's badge and another woman's ring. The mundane police thought him a rising star in violent crimes, never questioning how perfectly his cases aligned with supernatural incidents. He’s not your husband. He belongs to Journ now.

      Her daggers trembled in sweat-slicked palms, their familiar weight turned foreign by exhaustion. The steel pulsed with memories older than her current form, whispering of battles fought across lifetimes. A decade ago, Division analysts had tried studying their unique metallurgy–Han dynasty forging techniques merged with African ritual magic. The resulting explosion had taken out half a lab. Some weapons carried too much history to be understood.

      Movement flickered in the shadows beyond Theon's shoulder–a presence that shouldn't be there. For a moment, violet eyes watched from darkness–familiar yet foreign. A memory tried to surface: moonlight on steel, black flames dancing with hers, passion found between heartbeats. The smell of smoke with a hint of sweetness. But the image slipped away like smoke through fingers.

      The Division's supernatural detection grid hadn't registered any breaches. Wards layered through the building's structure remained undisturbed. Yet something watched from the shadows, its presence making her chest pulse with strange warmth.

      Theon's features tightened–he felt it too. Even as his instruments remained silent.

      
      "Again." Dornan's command echoed off broken glass and splintered wood.

      Three Hollows lay dissolved to ash around them, their silver eyes finally dimmed. Different types–a Blood Hollow driven by mindless hunger, a Grief Hollow that fed on emotion, and something new. Something that moved with purpose, its attacks coordinated with its siblings' strikes. The Division's classification system struggled to categorize this new breed. Where had they captured these hollows?

      Meiren’s world shrank to the dance of blade and flame. Centuries of muscle memory guided her movements as she parried Dornan’s strike, her daggers trailing fire. The flames felt different now—less weapon, more limb. The Division’s archives theorized about her abilities, but the research had ended in explosions or spontaneous combustion. Fire that burned without fuel. Flames that answered rhythms older than language.

      Only Dornan could match her in combat.

      The scent of burnt wood and old blood filled her nostrils as their blades met. Sparks showered the floor like fallen stars, each impact sending vibrations through arms that remembered older battles, darker days. Each clash highlighted the strength gap between them. Dornan wasn't just her handler–he was something ancient, something that had walked the earth when gods still danced with mortals.

      "You fight like him," Dornan said suddenly, his guard dropping for just a moment. "Your father. The Prince's fire runs strong in your blood."

      The words hit harder than his blade. "You knew him?"

      Dornan froze, a muscle twitching along his jaw. His silver eyes—so like her father's—clouded with something raw and unguarded. For a heartbeat, centuries seemed to fall away from his face, revealing not the hardened handler but someone who had lost as much as she had.

      He turned slightly, fingers unconsciously adjusting the worn silver ring on his left hand—a gesture Meiren had seen her father make a thousand times when deep in thought.

      "We were brothers," he said so quietly she almost missed it, before the professional mask slammed back into place. "In all ways that mattered."

      But Dornan was already moving, the moment lost in a flurry of strikes. Yet she caught it now—the way his footwork matched ancient Han forms, how his blade work spoke of training far older than any modern combat school. The Division's records on her handler were suspiciously sparse. Even her security clearance only revealed fragments—centuries of service, direct connection to Eve herself, authority that superseded normal chain of command.

      Blood dripped from the ceiling in a steady rhythm, nature's broken metronome. Her chest contracted painfully as pieces began to align—her father's brother would be her uncle. Her handler, her family, watching over her for centuries without ever revealing the connection.

      A silver flash ripped through her memories. One of Dornan's summoned opponents materialized, eyes matching his icy gaze. She sidestepped its lunge, muscle memory taking over. The thing moved differently than normal Hollows–purpose rather than mindless hunger guiding its strikes. Each movement followed Division combat protocols perfectly. Too perfectly.

      "Focus, Kitten." Dornan's blade sang toward her throat. "The past is past. Now is what matters."

      She blocked without thinking. But the nickname—Kitten—unraveled something. The way he tilted his head, studying her defenses. The way his silver eyes held knowledge she had only ever seen in one other.

      Like staring at her father through warped glass.

      Questions churned beneath her ribs. About bloodlines hidden in Division records. About why Eve had assigned Dornan as her handler. About coincidences that felt too perfect.

      From the doorway, Theon watched with practiced detachment. But she caught the signs—the slight twitch of his fingers toward his weapons whenever Dornan pressed too hard, the way his stance shifted, ready to intervene. A decade of partnership had forged a bond deeper than romance. He had been there through the quiet years, when duty meant writing reports and crafting explanations for supernatural incidents—gang violence, drug deals gone wrong, unfortunate accidents.

      Now, reality no longer fit within neat human narratives.

      "You always say that."

      "Because it's always true." She sheathed her daggers with practiced precision. "What Sien and I shared belongs to history. I'm not fighting to get it back."

      "Then what are you fighting for?"

      Her gaze strayed toward the exit through the west door. "To become someone who can look at the past without being defined by it. To build something new rather than chase ghosts."

      Beneath her feet, the floor pulsed with forbidden energy. It whispered of domination and vengeance, the same song that had called to her as she lay dying on Emanyon’s battlefield. Her fingers twitched.

      Could she wield darkness to save them all? Or would it consume her again?

      The Division itself balanced on a razor’s edge—between supernatural and mundane, protection and control, necessary secrets and dangerous truths. Their thirteenth floor existed in spaces humanity couldn’t perceive. Even their own agents operated on a need-to-know basis, knowledge compartmentalized so that no single breach could bring the whole system crashing down.

      "Different Hollows, different threats," Dornan explained as he summoned another opponent. "Blood Hollows are the most common—mindless predators driven by hunger. They're what civilians encounter most often."

      This one moved differently—with calculation rather than instinct. "Grief Hollows," Dornan continued, "form from profound loss. More dangerous because they feed on emotion, not just life force. They maintain fragments of intelligence."

      The third type materialized from shadow, its silver eyes holding disturbing awareness. "And these," Dornan's voice lowered, "are what earned us our 'Criminal Division' designation. Shadow Hollows retain higher cognitive function. Rare, but becoming less so."

      Meiren's daggers sang through the air. "Three different species?"

      "Three different stages," Dornan corrected. "Every Hollow begins as Blood, driven by pure hunger. Some evolve to Grief as they absorb emotional energy. A few reach Shadow stage, regaining aspects of consciousness. The Queen's been accelerating this evolution somehow."

      "Why would she want them more intelligent?"

      Dornan's smile held no humor. "Mindless predators make poor soldiers. But Hollows that can follow commands, execute strategy..."

      "An army," Meiren realized.

      "Precisely. And armies require generals."

      Through broken windows, dawn painted Chicago's skyline in shades of prophecy and blood. Not a random training session then–preparation for something her handler saw coming. The game was changing, pieces moving into place for a confrontation centuries in the making.

      She was no longer the Dark One, but neither was she the warrior she'd been before. She walked the knife's edge between light and shadow, hunting monsters while fighting the one inside her. And somewhere in the city, violet eyes watched from the darkness, carrying secrets that made her void pulse with forgotten warmth.

      The dance would continue. The blood would flow. And in the end, she'd learn if Eve's bargain had truly saved her soul or merely delayed its final fall into darkness.

      For now, she had bodies to burn and reports to file. The mundane police would see only what Division glamours allowed. It was a delicate balance, maintaining the illusion of normal life while fighting battles most humans couldn't comprehend.

      But as she worked, the hole in her chest pulsed with something new–not quite memory, not quite premonition. And in the shadows between heartbeats, silver eyes watched and waited, patient as the grave. Fifty years of quiet shattered by coordinated Hollow attacks. The Division's carefully maintained order threatened by forces they'd thought long contained were once again rising.

      Present darkness receded as Dornan's boots entered her field of vision. "Get up," he commanded, but something in his voice had shifted. "He's coming." The words fell like stones into still water.

      "The Harbinger? Three centuries, and he hasn't shown his face." Frustration edged her voice, centuries of waiting bleeding through.

      "Evil takes its time, Mei." The nickname slipped out, oddly familial. "You should know that better than most."

      She did. Gods, she did. She'd been evil incarnate once–the Dark One, a mindless demon thirsting for blood. But before that, she'd been human. Had a family. Friends. Her son's face rose in memory–Gen, lost in the chaos of Emanyon, his fate unknown even now. All slain because their village had something others coveted. Power and magic.

      The game was changing. The only question was
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4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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