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There are stories that live only once—and then there are stories that echo across lifetimes.

The Guardian of Forbidden Love was born from the belief that love does not fade with time, nor does it surrender to death or silence. It is a tale whispered by the moon, held in the wind, and kept safe in the hearts of those who dare to remember.

To all the souls who have ever felt that quiet ache... who’ve looked at the night sky and felt someone missing on the other side—this is for you.

May this story remind you that love waits. And when it’s real... it always finds its way back.

— Nithit Saentaweesuk
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Chapter 1 – The Curse Beneath the Moonlight
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The wind whispered low through the whispering pines as the moon cast its pale silver glow across the edge of the sacred forest. The trees—tall, ancient, and cloaked in secrets—swayed as though bowing to a memory no one dared name.

Arinya stood just beyond the shrine’s gate, her fingers clenched tightly around the edge of her cloak. Her heartbeat thrummed like war drums beneath her ribs. She had dreamed of this place a hundred times, and yet... standing here now, it felt like she’d never left.

It was quiet. Unnaturally so. Even the insects, so loud during the rainy season, held their breath tonight.

“Don’t go any further,” a voice had warned her in her dreams.
“If you step beyond that gate, your fate will change.”
But dreams had never stopped her before.

She stepped forward.

The stone path cracked under her foot—overgrown with moss, lined with forgotten offerings and rotting garlands. Arinya's breath hitched as the scent of jasmine and something older, something bitter, hung in the air.

She had come looking for answers. For him.

The stories spoke of a guardian bound by ancient magic—a man who was once human, now cursed to protect the forest until the day love returned to him. A foolish tale, perhaps. But Arinya had felt his presence in her dreams for as long as she could remember.

She knew the ache in her chest. The yearning.

She knew the way his voice sounded when he whispered her name, though they had never met.

“Arinya...”

She spun, gasping.

Nothing.

Only the silence. And the moon.

But then—he appeared.

A silhouette just beyond the sacred tree. Tall. Still. Watching her as if from across centuries. Cloaked in shadows, yet his eyes glowed faintly like embers that refused to die.

Her lips parted. She should have run. Every instinct screamed at her to turn away. To flee.

But her heart knew better.

She took a step toward him, and he did not retreat.

Another step.

And then—

“You came,” he said, voice deep, ragged, as if pulled from long-forgotten depths.
“Even after all this time... you still came.”
Arinya’s knees nearly buckled. Her throat tightened with emotion she couldn’t name. He wasn’t just a dream.

He was real.

And the bond between them, forbidden or not... had survived lifetimes.
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Chapter 2 – The Guardian Who Waited
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His presence wrapped around her like a storm held just beneath the skin of the world—tangible, crackling with something ancient, something almost too sacred to name.

Arinya stared at him, unable to look away.

He was beautiful in the way sorrow could be beautiful: worn, carved by time, with eyes that spoke of a thousand nights waiting for dawn that never came. His robes were dark, bound by silver threads that shimmered faintly under moonlight—threads that looked eerily like chains.

“Who are you... really?” she asked, her voice a breath caught between fear and longing.

He tilted his head slightly, as if surprised she didn’t already know.

“I was once a man. A warrior. A son. A lover.”
“And now...” He stepped closer. “I am nothing but a shadow bound to memory.”
The forest seemed to tighten around them, as though it too was listening. Arinya felt the pull of something invisible, as if the ground beneath her feet remembered his sorrow and reached to cradle it.

She swallowed. “Why did you call me here?”

A pause.

Then:

“Because you are the only one who remembers.”
“Because your soul... has always returned.”
The words struck something deep within her, something that pulsed like an old wound suddenly touched. She shook her head, blinking away the tears threatening to fall.

“I don’t remember anything. I’ve never met you before.”

He looked at her then—not with hurt, not with anger... but with the patience of someone who had waited too long to believe in anything else.

“Your mind doesn’t. But your heart does.”

And she felt it.
The echo.
The tremble inside her ribs.
A name she didn’t know how to say.
A promise she didn’t remember making.
A loss she didn’t remember grieving.
Yet it was all there... like the half-light of dawn pressing through fog.

She took a trembling breath. “What happened to us?”

His eyes darkened, and the shadows around him deepened. Even the wind quieted, as if the forest was not ready to remember.

“We were in love,” he said simply.
“And they destroyed us for it.”
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Chapter 3 – A Love That Could Not Be
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The moon had climbed higher, casting long shadows between the trees. Arinya stood frozen, as though the very roots of the earth had twined around her ankles to keep her still—so she wouldn’t run from the truth she had come seeking.

“They destroyed us,” he repeated, voice hollow with remembrance.
“Not with fire or sword... but with silence. With fear.”
Arinya wrapped her arms around herself, shivering despite the warm night air.

“Who... were they?”

He turned away, as though the question hurt more than he could bear. His shoulders tensed beneath the weight of memories he hadn't spoken in centuries.

“They were the ones who claimed to protect this land. The priests. The king. Even the gods, if they still listened.”
“To them, love had rules. Borders. Bloodlines. And ours broke them all.”
Arinya’s breath caught.

“I was forbidden to love you?”

He turned back to her, slowly.

“You were sacred. Chosen. A vessel for the moon’s will. They called you the Blessing.”
“And I... was a guardian. Meant to protect you. Meant to stay invisible. Meant to never desire what I could not touch.”
He stepped closer, and now she could see the way his hands trembled at his sides—clenched tightly, not from anger, but restraint.

“But I saw you dance beneath the moon. I heard you whisper to the stars. I watched you cry when no one else was watching. And I—”
His voice cracked.
“I loved you before I ever spoke your name.”
The silence that followed was a wound torn open between them.

Arinya took a step forward.

“And what happened to me?”

He closed his eyes. Pain spread across his face like a shadow, deep and unrelenting.

“They punished you for loving me.”

She gasped. A memory—fragmented and faint—flashed behind her eyes.

White robes. A temple. Her own voice crying out for someone she couldn’t see.

“They called it sacrifice,” he continued.
“But it was a curse.”
The air thickened, pulsing around them.

“You were torn from me. Your spirit cast forward through time. Reborn again and again... each time forgetting me a little more.”

She felt like the world was tilting, her heart pounding too loudly to hear anything else.

“And you?” she asked, barely above a whisper.

He looked up, eyes glowing softly.

“I stayed. Bound to this forest. To the night. To the memory of you.”
“Waiting.”
Her knees gave way. She collapsed to the earth, breath ragged.

“Why me?”
“Why would I come back?”
He knelt beside her, not touching, only near.

“Because you promised.
That no matter how long it took...
You would return to find me.”
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