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THERE ARE TRUTHS THAT refuse to stay buried. Some rise quietly, like breath against the back of your neck. Others wait—patient, watching—for the moment you finally look their way.

Sorenson is the story that begins when the world stops pretending nothing happened. Step inside, but do not expect the path to stay where you left it. Memory shifts. Shadows listen. And something old has already noticed you.

Perfect for fans of A Discovery of Witches, The Invisible Life of Addie LaRue, and cosmic, fate-tangled love stories.
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SHE MOVED THROUGH LIFE like someone half-here, half-elsewhere.  

A girl with far too many memories for her age and too many ghosts for someone still breathing. Well her lungs are good and she's kicken on all cylinders apparentl.

People called her sensitive.  

People called her dramatic.  

People called her broken.

Mara called people stupid and disgusting so she really doesn't care what they thought.

But Mara knew better than what she'd  hear through the grapevine. Like that song Heard it through the grapevine". 

She can breathe now for finally insdstanding lifes biggest ponders. 

She wasn’t fragile — she was overexposed and they are sheltered catered to Bigots.

She felt everything the world tried to hide. She thought she felt everything. In her mind she had. Truth be told nobody had.

The first time she saw the edges of things shimmer, she thought she was tired.  

The second time, she thought she was losing her mind and seriously considered admitting  herself into the nuthouse, looney bin, the mental hospital.

The third time, she understood alright. The world was glitching, not her. She seen it glitch like a broken laser disc the was vertical all the way up to where she stood. It was so thin though.

She learned to keep her eyes down, mouth shut, and know her surroundings. Not just beware but actually  know her real-time surroundings. Peripherals are everything. 

To pretend she didn’t see the cracks in the air or the way shadows sometimes lagged behind their owners.  She would have 6-12 shadows at all time even during the day.

To ignore the hum under her skin that felt like a warning was next to impossible but Mara was no stranger to the impossibles.

But Sorenson had already noticed her.

He watched her the way a storm watches a match.  

Patient.  

Hungry.  

Waiting for the moment she’d finally spark like a flint.

And when she did — when her life finally buckled under the weight of everything she had  survived — the world didn’t end.

It simply... shifted.

The sky folded.  

The ground sighed.  

And Mara stepped through the tear she’d been walking toward her whole life without even knowing  all the same.

Into Sorenson.  

Into the in-between.  

Into the place that had been calling her by name long before she ever heard it or known it.

He stood there like he’d stepped out of another decade. Or another world. It was a different  dimension feel.

Then he knelt.

Mara blinked. “No autographs after two or 3 pm s9he said in 

a terrible Australian accent.

People didn’t kneel for her.

His eyes were an impossible color — gray, but not storm gray or sky gray. More like polished metal. Smooth. Reflective. Wrong gray.

He studied her the way scientists studied stars and vaccines.

Not with pity. With curiosity. The  need to know.

“You dropped this,” he said.

He held out a dollar.

She frowned. “I didn’t.”

“I know.” His smile wasn’t a request for gratitude. It was like he was testing a human expression to see if it fit.

She took the dollar anyway. Survival came before pride.

“Thank you,” she said.

He didn’t leave.

Most people fled as soon as the exchange was complete, like homelessness was a disease you could catch through conversation.

Wear a mask. Put your mask on. Blah blah blah. Shut up.

He stayed.

He sat down beside her on the concrete, trench coat pooling around him like liquid shadow. He tugged the coat out from under himself with a strange, precise motion.

“That looks uncomfortable,” she blurted.

“What’s your name?” he asked. His voice was slow, deliberate, like he was choosing each word carefully.

She hesitated. Names had weight. Names meant history. But something about him felt... steady.

“Mara.”

He rolled the name over his tongue. “Mara.”

“Yours?” she asked.

He paused too long.

“Sorenson.”

Not “I’m Sorenson.” Just Sorenson. Like a title.

They sat in silence. But it wasn’t awkward. It was deliberate. Like talking would ruin something fragile between them.

“Do you always stop for strangers?” she asked.

“No.”

“Why me?”

“You were not supposed to be here.”

She snorted. “Join the club.”

“You misunderstand.”

“People misunderstand me all the time.”

A car splashed through a puddle, soaking the curb. He shifted closer, trench coat shielding her from the worst of it without touching her.

She noticed the coat’s fabric didn’t move like normal cloth. It adjusted. Reacted.

“You’re not invisible,” he said suddenly.

She stared at him. “You just got here. Give it time.”

“No.” His gaze sharpened. “You are not invisible. You are... 

missed.”

Missed.

No one had ever said that to her.

“Where are you from?” she asked.

He looked at the skyline like it was a stranger. “Far away.”

“You and every guy who doesn’t want to answer a question.”

He studied her again, cataloging her expression. “And you? Where are you from?”

“Nowhere. Everywhere. Foster homes, shelters, couches that smelled like strangers’ mistakes.”

His jaw tightened. “I have read about that.”

“You read about homelessness?”

“I read about people.”

She laughed. “Must be a depressing library.”

He didn’t laugh. But his eyes softened.

They talked for almost an hour — about the city, about coffee, about pigeons being government drones (she was joking; he 

wasn’t sure). He asked strange questions: what dreaming felt like, how loneliness manifested physically, whether love was predictable.

No one had ever asked her those things.

When he finally stood, she felt the absence like a cold wind.

“I should go,” he said.

“Yeah,” she said, pretending she didn’t care. “People like you usually do.”

“People like me?”

“Clean shoes. Good coat. Eyes that haven’t given up yet.”

He looked at his shoes like they surprised him. “I will return.”

“Sure,” she said. “They all say that.”

He turned to walk away.

Then something brushed her cheek.

She flinched and reached up.

A feather.

White. Perfect. Warm.

Feathers didn’t belong in the city. Not like this. Not pristine. Not warm.

Not alive.

She looked up.

Sorenson’s trench coat shifted — just a little. For a second, she thought she saw something beneath it. Something folded. Metallic. Organic. Impossible.

He didn’t turn around.

He walked into the crowd and vanished.

Mara stared at the feather in her hand.

People didn’t have feathers.

Angels weren’t real.

She didn’t believe in God. She believed in Him, but assumed she was on His shit-list.

But for the first time in years, she wondered if she’d just met something that wasn’t human.

And if he was coming back.
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CHAPTER TWO — The Man Who Shouldn’t Exist
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Mara turned the feather over in her fingers until the sun dipped behind the buildings and the streetlights flickered on like tired stars trying to remember how to shine. They didnt apparently the bulbs needed changed and no city worker can find the time. 

It didn’t feel like a bird feather.

Bird feathers were light. Hollow. Dead.

An emptiness within them.

This one was warm. Like it remembered something. Like it had a pulse. Like it had been part of something alive that wasn’t supposed to exist in this city, on this street, in her hands or of this world.
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She tucked it into the pocket of her Starbucks hoodie, pressing her palm over it as if it might float away if she didn’t anchor it to something real. Something human. Something hers.

He didn’t come back that night. Waiting turns to night with no sign.

Or the next day.

By the third day, she decided she’d hallucinated him. A kindness mirage. A trench-coated fever dream. People sometimes saw miracles when they were starving for them — and Mara had been starving for a long time.

But the feather was still there.

Warm.

Real.

And every time she touched it, something in her chest tightened, like a string being pulled from somewhere she couldn’t see.

Her heartstrings.

She started looking for him again.

Not in a dramatic movie montage way — no running through crowds or spinning around in slow motion. No Crocodile Dundee love scene script. Just... noticing. Watching reflections in windows. Checking the bus stops. Scanning the faces of tall men in long coats.

There were more trench coats in this city than she’d ever 

realized. Or maybe she’d just never cared enough to look.

Nothing.

Until the fourth night.

She’d tried everything to not think about him — humming, counting cracks in the sidewalk, mentally ranking every flavor of Pop-Tart she’d ever stolen — but her hand kept drifting to the feather, hovering over it like it was a button she was afraid to press.

Anytime she felt uneasiness  her hand reached for comfort from that feather.

She was sitting on her corner again, cardboard sign in her lap, when a familiar shadow blocked the neon glow of the closed pawn shop sign.

“You returned,” Sorenson said.

Her heart jumped like someone plugged her into a wall socket.

“You’re late,” she said, trying to sound annoyed instead of relieved. “Most people call that ghosting.”

He sat beside her again, as if no time had passed. Same coat. Same boots. Same impossible eyes that looked like they’d seen galaxies collapse and didn’t find it particularly surprising.

“I do not experience time the way you do,” he said.

“Good for you,” she muttered. “Most people call that being rude.”

He studied her like she was the rude one, which was weirdly comforting. Her people person skills were no existent at this point in her life.

She pulled the feather from her pocket and held it up between them.

“You dropped this.”Mara had a niche for dramatics but missed her "acting" call.

He stared at it.

For the first time, she saw something crack in his calm — not fear exactly, but something close. Something like recognition. Or dread.

“That is not possible,” he said quietly.

“Yeah, well, here we are.”

He reached for it, then stopped, fingers hovering like touching it might confirm something he wasn’t ready to admit or let her know about.

“You thought I was an angel,” he said with a smirk.

“I thought you were weird,” she said. “Still do.”

He looked relieved, which was concerning.

“So what are you?” she asked.

He looked around the street — at the people walking past, the cars, the city that ignored her — then leaned closer, voice dropping into something low and dangerous.

“Not human.”

She blinked. “Okay.”

He frowned. “You are not reacting appropriately.”

“What, should I scream? Throw holy water? Call the news?”

“You do not believe me.”

“Oh, I believe you,” she said. “I’ve met humans scarier than aliens.”

That seemed to confuse him.

“Show me,” she said.

“Show you what?”

“Whatever’s under that coat.”

"Show me the human weirder than aliens". Then show me the aliens.

He stiffened. “That would be... unwise.”

“Then I’m gonna assume you’re just a very committed cosplayer.”

He hesitated. Then slowly, carefully, he unbuttoned the trench coat.

Mara sucked in a breath.

They weren’t wings — not exactly. But they weren’t not wings either.

They were something between biology and machinery — sleek, layered structures folded against his back like articulated feathers made of bone and metal and light. They moved when he breathed. They shimmered faintly, reacting to the city air like it physically hurt them.

She reached out without thinking.

He flinched — then let her touch one.

It was warm.

Alive.

She whispered, “You’re not an angel.”

“No,” he said. “Angels are a human myth based on early encounters with my species.”

God did not only create the human and animal species.

She laughed, a shaky, disbelieving sound. “Figures.”

He closed the coat, hiding the impossible again.

“Where are you from?” she asked.

“Another planet. Another time. Both.”

She stared at
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