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For whole hearted readers

who believe in love that spans worlds. May this tale whisper to your spirit, like stardust on a still night.

“And in the end, the love you take is equal to the love you make.”
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-The Beatles
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“Love is composed of a single soul inhabiting two bodies.”
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- Aristotle
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“When two souls are meant to connect: location, timing, and circumstances are all irrelevant. They suddenly become a magnet for one another, and nothing can stop them.”
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-Unknown
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The mountain breathed like a sleeping god, its peaks wrapped in whispers only the stars understood. Aru- El stood timeless and eternal, its ridges etched with the footprints of those who had come long before. On this night, beneath the hush of silver moons and trembling constellations, twenty chiefs stood in a perfect circle at its summit, their cloaks fluttering like black wings in the night air.

Asher stood a step behind the circle, his breath quiet, his heart still. He was not a chief. He did not carry ambition in his chest like a blazing torch. He was one of the guardians, a watcher trained in silence and loyalty, his task not to ask but to obey. The others had dreams carved into their bones — power, glory, dominion. But Asher dreamed only of the sky and the language of wind.

The oath began with a flame.
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Each chief, one by one, drew a dagger across their palms and let blood fall into the ceremonial basin of stone — a bowl said to be carved from the bones of the first star. Words followed, heavy and ancient, spoken in Enochian, the tongue of those who had watched since the world was young. Samial, their leader, his voice like thunder in a cathedral, raised his arms.

"By this blood, we descend from watchers to walkers.

We shall take wives. We shall build a new kingdom. We shall teach what was forbidden."

Ezrion shifted beside Asher, his jaw tight. "This is no oath," he muttered under his breath, “It’s a rebellion in silk.”

Asher said nothing. But his eyes flicked to the sky. Something in the stars seemed...off. Dimmer, maybe. Or ashamed.
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Below the mountain, the land of Aram lay still in its breathless night. Wind curled like a ribbon through the forest, threading between tree trunks and past ancient stone ruins overgrown with flowering vines. Saphira knelt by the riverbank, her fingers tracing ripples on the water's surface. She had always heard the  mountain  speak  —  not  in  words,  but  in sensations, like a melody half-remembered. Tonight, though, it was different.

The wind whispered names.

Names she didn’t know. Sounds she had never heard. Yet her spirit recognized them, the way one recognizes a dream that visits too often to be coincidence.

She rose slowly, her flaxen dress brushing against the mossy ground, and moved into the trees. Her bare feet knew the path by heart. She had walked this way since childhood, when the High Priestess —
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her mother — forbade her from climbing too near the sacred mountain. “The summit is not for mortals, child. It is a place of binding.”

But curiosity had always been Saphira’s sin. That and the stars. Even as a girl, she would spend hours watching the night sky, convinced it watched her back. Lately, she had dreamed of a man—no, a presence—a tall figure bathed in white light, his eyes like suns, burning but kind. She had never seen his face clearly, but she had awoken every morning aching, as though part of her belonged somewhere else... with someone else.

And tonight, that ache was pulling her toward the mountain.

She moved soundlessly through the underbrush until she reached the edge of the high glade — a secret clearing nestled within the forest. What she saw took her breath from her chest.
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Beings of light, cloaked in human form, stood in solemn stillness. Their presence vibrated against her skin like distant thunder. They weren’t men. Not truly. Their features were too perfect, too carved from purity and storm. Their eyes glowed faintly, as though reflecting constellations that had not yet been named.

She crouched behind a tree, heart hammering. The air shimmered around them, pulsing with language she did not understand. But even in her confusion, her eyes found him.

He stood slightly apart. Silent. A sentinel among stars.

Asher.

His skin was olive bronze, kissed by centuries of light. His hair fell in soft waves to his shoulders, and his jaw was strong, sculpted by discipline. He wore no golden insignia, no elaborate cloak like the others.
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His armor was simple—silver-leafed leather bound by humility. But it was not his clothing that held her. It was the weight of his stillness. The silence around him had a shape. Like peace.

Saphira’s breath caught.

I’ve seen him before.

In dreams. In the still moments between waking and sleep. She remembered the way his hands reached for her in the dark of her slumber, and how her heart had answered without hesitation.

He turned.

Just slightly. As if he felt her gaze. His head tilted. Their eyes met across the clearing — just for a moment. And in that moment, time cracked. The world slowed. Recognition. He did not know her name. But his body reacted before his mind could. A soft flicker crossed his expression, like sunlight through ancient stained glass. He stepped forward—
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—and Samial called his name. "Asher."

The moment broke.

The ceremony resumed, louder now. There was laughter. Plans for cities. Talks of choosing mortal brides.

Saphira’s throat tightened. She turned, slipping back into the trees as quietly as she came, her soul torn between terror and wonder.

Far below, in the city of Aram, candles flickered in the House of Aru-El.

The High Priestess sat in silence, her eyes closed, her hands tracing the grooves of an old prophecy tablet. Her lips moved in a chant only the stars understood. “She dreams of him. As I once dreamed.”

She opened her eyes.

“Let the winds carry her to him—but the price, oh the price...”
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In the mountain glade, Asher watched the place where she had stood.

He didn’t see her. But he felt her. As though a part of him had always been waiting to be found.

And somewhere, the wind whispered her name.
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Saphira.
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The morning sun broke gently over the village of Aram, washing the stone temples and terraced fields in a golden hush. Incense rose like whispers toward the heavens from the Sanctum of Aru-El, where silence was sacred and time seemed suspended.

Saphira stood barefoot before the altar of her ancestors, her hands open to receive the ceremonial stone. The High Priestess of Aru-El, her mother, moved with slow grace, her robes the color of twilight and embroidered with the sigils of the old tongue. Her presence commanded reverence—not only as a High Priestess but as a woman who had weathered the storm of many generations and guarded ancient secrets beneath her silver-threaded crown.

"You are no longer a child, Saphira," she said, her

voice low yet ringing with authority. “This is not a rite. It is a covenant between you and the stars.”
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She placed a cool, oval-shaped agate in Saphira’s palm—its hues a swirling blend of soft earth tones and deep blues, like the sky captured in stone. It was said that such a gem was born where heaven kissed the soil.

"May this stone anchor your soul and amplify your

knowing,” the High Priestess continued. “Agate brings inner balance. It will reveal the shadow and the light. Do not fear either.”

Saphira bowed her head, her heartbeat louder than the temple drums. The agate pulsed faintly in her hand. Though she'd stood through many blessings before, this felt different. Ancient. Stirring. Like it had waited lifetimes to find her.

That night, under a canopy of stars, she could not sleep.

She lay on her woven mat by the lattice window, the agate tucked beneath her pillow.
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The wind was speaking again. It sighed through the cedar trees like a forgotten song. And then she heard it—faint, like a memory resurfacing:

"Saphira."

Her name. Whispered. She sat up. The village was still, save for the flickering flame in the shrine across the courtyard. The stars above were uncommonly bright. Then, the vision came—not as a dream, but as if she had stepped into another realm.

She was standing in a field of light, weightless. All around her, constellations spun in slow circles like guardians. Before her stood a figure cloaked in shadow and silver. His eyes were familiar—dark and endless like the night sea. His voice a resonance in her bones.

"You’ve seen me before."

She blinked.
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“Asher,” she whispered aloud, though she had never heard his name spoken.

His hand reached toward hers. She could feel it— warm, real. Yet, just as their fingers brushed, a sound cracked the sky. A cry. A warning.

Thunder broke across her dream. She awoke gasping.

—
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In the days that followed, her thoughts could not leave him—Asher, the being she had seen beyond the veil of stars, the same figure she had glimpsed in the forest near the mountain’s base. His presence lingered in her senses like perfume or music that wouldn’t leave the mind.

She dared not speak of it—not to her mother, whose devotion to the celestial order would rebuke such indulgence. Not to Naamah, her cousin, whose eyes were always sharp with suspicion when Saphira grew distant. And certainly not to Adar, the stern young
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political suitor from the ruling city of Avaris, who had begun appearing more frequently in the village for reasons no one questioned aloud.

Instead, Saphira poured herself into her duties at the sanctuary—gathering herbs, transcribing old prayers, and watching the skies from the stone observatory. But the agate never left her person. It warmed when she thought of Asher, and cooled when she tried to forget him.

One twilight, while collecting desert hyssop along the forest’s edge, she heard a rustle.

“Saphira,” came a voice, breathless and soft.

She turned sharply.

It was Naamah—flushed, her braid coming loose from its tie.

“Why  have  you  been  so  distant?”  she  asked.  “You

vanish when the stars rise. You speak little in council. You dream... I see it in your eyes.”
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Saphira hesitated. “There are things I cannot say. Not yet.”

Naamah’s gaze flickered downward. “Is it... about a man?”

Saphira didn’t answer. She didn’t need to. Her silence was too full.

Naamah looked away quickly, lips tightening. “There

are stories, you know. Of watchers on the mountain. Spirits who come down and steal the hearts of women. They say they shine like men but are not men. That they carry the fire of heaven in their veins.”

Saphira frowned. “Those are children’s tales.”

“Are they?” Naamah stepped closer. “And if such beings exist, would they not bring ruin? The old oaths were made to protect us. Love for them was forbidden.” Saphira’s breath caught. “How do you know this?”

“I listen. And I see more than you think.” Her voice trembled now, and something flickered behind her
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eyes—something wounded. “You’re not the only one with dreams.”

With that, Naamah turned and vanished into the dusk.

Saphira stood alone, the agate pressing cold against her skin. She looked up.

The stars were already rising.

— In the sanctuary that night, her mother performed the lunar blessing beneath the sacred tree of Aru-El. Saphira, dressed in white linen, stood beside her in silent reverence. Yet her heart was loud.

“May the heavens guard your path,” the High

Priestess intoned, tracing a circle of light in the air. But Saphira could not help feeling as though the heavens themselves were changing—descending.

Reaching for her with unseen hands.

When the ceremony ended and the villagers began their feast, she slipped away.
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Drawn by a force she couldn’t name, she walked barefoot beyond the temple stones, past the cedar grove, toward the slope where the mountain met the trees. The air was charged. The wind again sang her name.

And there—just beyond the veil of shadow and starlight—he stood.

Asher.

Not in a dream. Not in a vision. In flesh.

She stopped. Breath held. He was taller than she remembered, eyes like obsidian fire, hair touched with gold. A presence ancient and gentle.

“You came,” she whispered.

“I was always here,” he said.

They stared at one another, the world falling away in silence. Then she stepped closer.
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Their eyes met—and time fractured.

In those few seconds, the forest vanished. There were no rules, no boundaries, no oaths or priestly laws. There was only the meeting of two souls that had known each other before memory began.

Asher blinked once, slowly, like a warrior afraid of breaking a fragile thread. “You followed the wind,” he said softly, his voice gravel and honey. “It led you here.”

Saphira stepped forward, unsure if she should speak.

“Or perhaps it followed me.”

A quiet laugh stirred in his chest, reverberating like thunder through her bones. “You are not afraid.”

“I am,” she said truthfully. “But not of you.”

He tilted his head. “Then what?”

She looked up at the ancient branches above them, where birds danced and shadows flickered like forgotten dreams. “Of what this is,” she whispered.

[image: ]

“Of why I feel as though I’ve known you in lifetimes I cannot name.”

Asher’s gaze darkened, not with fear, but with recognition. He stepped closer. Close enough that she could smell the forest on his skin—cedar, smoke, starlight. “When I saw you from the ridge,” he murmured, “I thought the wind had conjured you. I did not know mortals could glow like the ones we dream of. But now I see... you are no dream. You are something I was meant to find.”

Their hands touched—just the tips of fingers grazing. A thousand years unfurled in that contact. The oath he had taken. The stars she had traced in her dreams. The voices she could not interpret but felt etched into her bones.

The Watchers were never meant to fall. That was the first law. And yet, in this moment, Asher did not feel like he was falling. He felt like he had landed.
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They sat beneath the sacred tree, saying little, letting the silence speak. She told him of her village, of the temple rituals, of her mother’s stern wisdom. He listened, and in his listening, she felt seen in a way she never had before. Not as the High Priestess’s daughter, not as the girl with strange dreams—but as Saphira. Simply Saphira.

He spoke, too—cautiously, like a man lifting the veil of a long-guarded truth. He told her of the stars and the oath, of a world above and beyond, of guardians who had protected but never tasted the earth.

Saphira leaned into his words as if they were the wind itself. “What changed?” she asked.

His jaw tightened. “Curiosity,” he said. “A desire to see

the cities. To feel what we’ve only watched. We descended. Some of us... wanted more.”

“And you?”

“I followed because I believed in honor. But now...” His
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voice drifted.

“Now you see me.”

He turned to her fully then. His eyes burned with a gentle fire. “Yes.”

A hush fell between them. The kind of silence that speaks louder than declarations. He reached forward, tucking a strand of her hair behind her ear. “You smell like spring,” he murmured. “Like wild mint and agate and—”

“Destiny?” she teased, her lips curving slightly.

“Yes,” he said without smiling. “Exactly that.”

Above them, the sun crept higher. Golden shafts of light sliced through the forest canopy. Time, it seemed, had no mercy for stolen moments.

He rose suddenly, glancing toward the distant peaks. “I’ve stayed too long. The others—”

“Will they know?” she asked, suddenly anxious.
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“Samial watches everything. But Ezrion may still be on our side.”

He took her hand. “I will return.” “When?”

“Soon. Follow the wind. It always whispers the truth.” And just like that, he was gone. Melding with the forest shadows, disappearing into the trees as if he had never been there at all.

Saphira remained beneath the sacred tree, her heart thudding like a drum echoing through centuries. The wind curled around her like a lover’s embrace, wrapping her in the warmth of possibility. Her fingers trembled as she reached for the bark of the tree—as if to anchor herself to this world again.

She walked back toward the village, her steps slow and dream-filled. There was a new kind of poise in her posture. A
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