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    To those who have ever loved beyond the forbidden.
To all the hearts that, like Kaya, dared to defy the order of the world for a single glance, and to all the souls that, like Naya, accepted to burn to become light.
May this tale remind you that boundaries are but lines drawn in the sand, while love is etched in the stars.
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Prologue
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They say, in the heart of African nights, that the boundaries between worlds are not walls but veils.
A breath, a song, a single tear is enough to rend them apart.
In the deep forests and along the banks of sacred rivers, the elders whisper the tale of the spirits: immortal gods, guardians of fate, who watch over humankind while keeping their distance. For never, they say, can water and fire unite without summoning disaster.

Yet there is a story murmured in the glow of flames, a story many refuse to believe.
The story of a mortal who dared to love a goddess.
His name was Kaya. Hers, Naya.
And their embrace — both blessing and curse — shook the two realms to their core.
What you are about to read is not merely a legend.
It is the memory of a love that defied the ancestors and upended the order of the world.
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Part I – The World of Men
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Chapter 1 – The Village of Whispers

[image: ]


The sun was sinking slowly behind the russet hills, bathing the valley in a golden haze. In that suspended moment when day retreats and night advances on tiptoe, the village seemed to hold its breath. It was the hour when the elders let their rough voices rise in story, and the hour when children leaned forward, wide-eyed and enthralled.

This place was called Ngola, the Village of Whispers — not because its people spoke softly, but because the trees, the rivers, and even the stones seemed to murmur secrets. Travelers swore that at nightfall one could hear voices from elsewhere. The elders said these were the ancestors, ever-present, reminding the living that no step is ever taken without them.

At the center of the village, beside the great sacred baobab, a young man stood watching the sky. His eyes followed the dance of the stars as though seeking an answer among them. Kaya, the healer’s son, was unlike any other.

Since childhood, he carried within him a curiosity nothing could soothe. While his friends were content to play, he questioned his father about plants, illnesses, the spirits of the bush and the river. Yet more than the knowledge of this world, Kaya was haunted by dreams. Each night, a woman appeared in his sleep — beautiful, untouchable, wrapped in mist and water. She called him by name.

He told no one about these visions, not even his father. For he knew what the elders said: dreams can be blessings, but also traps set by jealous spirits.

That evening, as on so many others, the village stirred around its fires. Women cooked cassava and smoked fish, children laughed, men returned from the fields weary but light-hearted. Life, despite its hardships, moved with a steady, reassuring rhythm. Yet Kaya felt as though he walked upon an invisible thread stretched between two worlds.

His childhood friend Ayo appeared behind him and slapped his shoulder playfully.
“Lost among your stars again?” he laughed. “One day they’ll swallow you whole, my brother!”
Kaya smiled faintly.
“Perhaps the stars know things we do not.”
Ayo rolled his eyes in mock despair.
“Always with your riddles... I prefer the living to chasing ghosts.”
They walked together to the central square, where old Makan, the village storyteller, was settling in. His voice was like an ancient drum — deep, resonant. That night he told the tale of a fisherman who dared defy the gods by catching a sacred fish. For this, he was punished: he lost his family, his home, even his name.

Kaya listened, eyes fixed on the flames. His fingers trembled. He knew these stories by heart, but lately they echoed differently within him, as though they were warnings meant for his own path.

When the crowd dispersed, Kaya remained seated long after, watching the fire die. In the returning silence, he heard the whisper again.
A soft voice, feminine, carried by the wind.
“Kaya...”

He jolted upright, heart pounding. Around him there was only night, insects, and the crackling wood. Yet the voice had been clear.

Was he losing his mind?
Or were spirits truly calling to him?
He decided to return home, though each step felt heavy. His hut, a simple shelter of packed earth and straw, welcomed him with its dimness. His father was already asleep, exhausted from a long day of tending to the sick. Kaya lay down on his mat. He had barely closed his eyes when sleep seized him again.

She was there. The woman. Always the same.
A beauty beyond words. Her skin shone like moonlight on water, her hair floated like waves, and her eyes... her eyes held infinity.
“Why do you call me?” Kaya asked in the dream.

She smiled, tender yet distant.
“Because your fate is bound to mine. Soon, you will cross the veil.”
He reached for her, but the moment his fingers brushed her arm, the image shattered. A vast shadow erupted, roaring, and a terrible voice thundered:

“Mortal, do not approach what is forbidden to you!”

Kaya awoke with a gasp, drenched in sweat. Breath ragged, he searched the darkness for his bearings. The voice still echoed in his skull, and the woman’s silhouette remained etched behind his eyes.

He knew then that this was no ordinary dream.
Something — or someone — was calling him from the other side of the world.
And deep within, despite the fear, a certainty grew:
he would go to meet her.
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Chapter 2 – The Healer’s Child
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Morning rose over Ngola with the slow grace of a ritual dance. The sky still wore the rosy traces of dawn, and the roosters greeted the day with such fervor that ignoring them seemed impossible. In the mud-brick huts, women were already at work, pounding millet and lighting fires, while children chased one another, carefree and oblivious to the chores awaiting them.

For Kaya, waking was heavy. The previous night’s dreams had left him shaken, torn between fear and a strange exhilaration. The mysterious woman’s voice lingered in his mind, but even more haunting was the warning of the looming shadow, beating like a funeral drum inside him.

“Kaya!” his father called from outside. “Up, son of Ngola! The day is long, and the sick do not wait.”

Kaya sighed and rose, wiping the sweat from his brow. His father, Maudo, was known throughout the valley as a healer, but also as a man of formidable knowledge. Some called him “the one who listens to the plants”; others claimed he conversed with the spirits of the forest. But to Kaya, he was simply a father — stern, exacting, and bearer of a legacy Kaya did not always feel strong enough to shoulder.

Outside, Maudo was already bent over a mortar, crushing roots for a decoction. His movements were precise, measured — a dance learned over decades.

“Come,” he said without looking up. “Today you will learn to recognize the leaves of the tree of a hundred virtues.”

Kaya sat beside him, though his thoughts drifted elsewhere. His fingers brushed the herbs mechanically; his gaze wandered to the shimmering river.

“You are distracted,” Maudo said, his voice firm. “Your hands touch the plants, but your heart is far away. What troubles you?”

Kaya hesitated. Could he speak of his dreams — of the woman of mist and water who called him by name? No. His father, strict guardian of ancient laws, would see only a curse.
So he lied.
“I was thinking of Ayo. He told me yesterday he’d like to learn your teachings. Perhaps you could instruct him too?”

Maudo raised an eyebrow, a wry smile crossing his lips.
“Your friend enjoys hunting and games far too much for the healer’s path. No, Kaya. It is you who will bear this heritage. It is heavy, but it is yours.”
The words landed like a stone in Kaya’s chest. He had never dared admit to his father how foreign this destiny felt. Yes, he respected tradition; yes, he admired Maudo’s wisdom. But within him another voice called — louder than the roots binding him to the village.

As they worked, an old woman approached, limping and supported by two girls. She complained of a strange pain in her chest. Maudo welcomed her with respect, seated her, and prepared a remedy with deliberate care.

“Observe, Kaya,” he instructed. “Every plant has a spirit. If you wound it, it will withhold its strength. But if you honor it, it will give
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