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WINGED PROMISE


When I was child during a camping trip I got lost deep in the forest and fell on a hole. I was 4 or six so I was way helpless on my own but there was a wolf, a very beautiful wolf with silvery blue hair and eyes the deep shade of amber. He was huge and his fur so soft and warm on my skin as he nuzzled and fussed around me while I lay wounded and weak.  But I knew then and there that this was no ordinary wolf. Even in my childish state of my mind I realized that he’s not ordinary. How can he be? The way he moved around me and nudged me to stand up or the way he licked my wounds with a strange green paste are the reflexes of a beast intelligent and it’s in his eyes, those imploring eyes, asking worrying and loving.


I was sure of this; he saved me from death’s door. The blood could have attracted wild animals and with my wounds I would not survive.  He was my prince, that gentle and sweet wolf bathed by moonlight, if he could talk he probably would ask me how I was. But who knows? Like I told you, he’s magical and beautiful almost to the point of being surreal.


Guided by the moon and the stars, he carried me on his back and sped past those woods and unto a familiar territory where people came to search for me. He settled me down on the forest ground peacefully. I never felt threatened, In fact I felt safe.


As he turned away before giving me one last lingering look, I lunged for him, my hands wrapping around his neck.


“Don’t go. Stay. You’re my only friend.” I whispered in those ears and rubbing them playfully with my chubby fingers.


He didn’t say anything but gave a low whimper like he’s hurt. Perhaps he was sad to leave me. We both knew the magic woven between us, that tug within our hearts. We recalled it and wanted to continue on.


Then an enchanted wind swirled around us and he changed. He turned into a magnificent being with long silver blue hair and, eyes soft and relenting. I only realized that he transformed when my hands brushed up not on a fur but on a cloth. I looked up and there he was…clad in white and bathed by the moonlight. I looked at him head down to the foot and I saw a shimmer of something exquisite on his left ankle. In my hazy gaze, I peered through it saw that it was a leather anklet adorned with a single lovely feather glittering magnificently on the edges followed by a clear blue stone. My Prince wore it proudly.


When the cries of my parents grew louder and more distressed he started moving away but not before letting me attach something on his wrist. My favorite handkerchief, with roses and butterflies. I never wanted anyone to touch it but with him, it’s different. I wish I could give him so much more But I’ve got nothing left but my little teddy bear, ragged from use since the day I was born. And that I gave him too.


He placed it inside his clothes and smiled at me ever so sweetly and then he bent over and brushed his lips against mine and disappeared. I never saw him again.


But he said one thing to me, words that I would never forget. “Come back to me Caeli.” Like a riddle, it left me puzzled, grasping for an answer that I could not find.


After finding me, my parents asked who saved me seeing the green paste on my wounds that turned out to be a medication. I said it was a beautiful wolf that turned into a man. They all had a funny look on their faces, they told me that a wolf’s cry guided them to where I was…

From that point on in my life, I loved that wolf. Even as the years passed by and age me with wisdom I would always return to that childhood days where my prince saved me from harm. No one believed my tale but I knew that he is real and one day he would come back to me. Just as I’ve come back to him. He called me Caeli and I called him Youko. No reason at all, the name just rolled out of my tongue, like I’ve known it all along.

 I would spend my day looking at wolves and nagging my mom to buy me their stuffed versions. Somehow upon holding that I would feel a certain sense of peace. I also think I could fly, spreading my arms up in the sky I would pretend that I am a bird, wild and free. 


My interest with them took a high level when I started creating imaginative stories. Instead of knights and princesses I would create and draw pictures of a mythical wolf-man. No, not a werewolf but a beautiful creature with wolf’s ears and tails but the rest of his body profoundly human and powerful just like Youko.  And the princess?  An angel, a dark-winged angel and they would have wonderful adventures together fashioned by me of course. I oftentimes see that angel staring back at me as I looked straight into the mirror, only then that I realized that Caeli is a reflection of myself.


Now, the plots of my story became complicated when I started to be aware of love between two different people. I would now smear my fairy-tales with love scented scenes and embossed them with mushy words that lovers could only dream off. Perhaps it’s safe to say that he was my first crush and my first love.


And eventually the story of Youko and Caeli came to mind. No, not in my mind in my heart and straight to my soul.


Then Fate led me straight to Kurama…

“And so…the silver-haired man approached her. The moment was pure and magical she never wanted to forget. He came close, amber eyes locking deep within her midnight ones  and together they shared a passionate embrace.


“Take me…with you.” She murmured in those fleshy ears on his head as her wings stretched itself wide and blanketed them in it’s glory and feathery softness.


“So this is how it is to be loved by an angel.” He whispered brushing his lips against her.


“Nay Sir I am not an angel and never will I be.” She admitted brushing her fingers lightly on his brow and down on his mouth she wanted to kiss.”


I lifted my eyes towards my captivated audience, each had a faraway look on their faces as if my very own words made them travel through space and time, straight into the realm of my  magic-woven world.


“Now Triana, please continue.” The teacher coaxed me the other end of his glasses pressed on the side of his head and his eyes mournful. “Tell me what happened between the silver wolf and the dark-winged angel.”


I gazed down on my feet that were tightly pressed so close together that I could fall if someone pushed me that instant. “It ends there, I honestly don’t know how to continue.” 


A loud moan of protest swept over the entire room and I smiled warily. “I am sorry but that’s all I can read to you. The story of those two only came to me by fragments and I still had to work on some ideas on my head.” It’s the truth, really.


My teacher cleared his throat as he ran a hand over his smooth bald head in a helpless gesture of frustration “That’s quite a disappointment however there’s no denying of a colorful story you painted for us with your vivid words.  I am so glad that I pushed through this project proposal otherwise I would have never known the inner depths of your soul.” Then he narrowed his eyes a bit. “However, I am expecting a continuation of that story, I am far too well intrigued to let that story end like that.”


The class murmured their agreement while I sat back on my seat gloating all the way. A part of me was glad and happy that I shared this story with them. But, Caeli and Youko’s story is something painted for myself, it’s a reflection of my inner feelings forming a small vortex of emotions…swirling…swirling. Oh how I love this! But then I felt a stinging sensation on my back as if someone is watching me intently. I spun around and came in contact with a pair of emerald eyes, like precious jewels shining forth on me. But his shimmer isn’t related to what I see on others. He possess a different kind of emotions on those beautiful eyes, his were a mixture of astonishment and the look of being found. Why?


Drawing my eyes off him, I stuffed my work neatly on my folder and sat back on my seat not looking back…ever! Even after the bell rung I didn’t look behind me, I scurried past the people and straight into the school garden breathing fresh air. Rude as it may sound, I brushed past the many people who came for questions and to shower me with their praises. Not now, I can’t.


 Then I saw him again walking past me with his usual swarm of girls, admiring him, worshipping him  but this time they talked about me. I wish they hadn’t for he looked at me every now and then as he settled himself on our school’s friendship area.


“Kurama is looking at you.” A voice inside me chimed.


I felt mad. I was beyond ecstatic. Kurama looking at me? 


God must have smiled at me!


Kurama. My sweet Kurama. I’ve loved him the moment I slipped inside our English class on the first day of school. His eyes were soulful as he recited his own piece. He spoke of a love lost and found as he walked around the front of the room with gestures in those hands and occasional eye-to-eye contact.


I was mesmerized by his beauty and that look on his eyes, so vaguely familiar. He was a very very stunning individual with that long flaming hair curling on it’s end and almost sensuously on his neck and cheeks while his skin a fair tone and those eyes, it’s the eyes of someone with a deep personality …jade eyes, that sparkle and would warm at you with it’s emerald glow that makes you think of an untouched virgin forest…so vibrantly green.


I was on the edge of my seat listening to him. He tilted his head towards mine as he recited his own feelings, his voice vibrating with immense passion…

“And I’ve found her, sitting there staring back at me. How the years changed her, how she merely beckons me to come to her in a friendly manner. But alas! She was molded differently, all physical traits of a girl I so long ago remembered vanished and she now stood before me…. different yet the same as what I’ve seen ages ago. It’s her feature that changed and the warmth in those touches, the tepid fingertips now frozen by the hands of time, but I was sure it’s her. That look of love in her eyes that love only for me glimmer and shone despite the shadowy paintings of her pasts. I only had to look with my heart not with these human eyes, I only had to listen with my heart not with this, to know it’s her…the one person that I truly loved. ” He said it with his voice dripping with longing, his eyes boring into mine as if  it was me who he was speaking of, the girl. The girl he loved.


He smiled at me and I smiled back, the corner of my mouth lifting,


 Those eyes, that intimate sea green eyes lingered and spoke to me in muted promises while I can only blink back at him.


My mouth parted a little wanting to speak, wanting to reprimand him, but for what reason? An ancient feeling crept up inside me the moment we connect and I trembled slightly. How could this be? This man now I see with that familiar look on his eyes. A glazed look that I always adored.


For a brief moment, scenes foreign yet distinctly familiar to me fizzled and scalded me. Flashes of someone else’s memories, hazy pictures of a man and a woman not of this world in a comforting dance with love and their undying promises so vibrant and clear. Youko and Caeli again, their scenes flowing and running through me and blinking rapidly so fast I barely had time to capture them.


He did this to me! How dare he!


But now, it’s too late. I’ve fallen for him. The call of his words made me want him, like a plea to be remembered and I so wished that I am a girl he loves. Kurama, my sweet Kurama, not a day passed that I would not  look at you, stealing glances longing to be recognized but afraid to move.


Would you reject me? Would you turn me away? I may not be as sweet as those other girls but my love can outwit them all and be the flaming core of your strength. I only wish there was a chance, an opportunity for you to know me. To let me embrace you with my words, my hands, my heart, my whole entity…all for you.


Kurama…Kurama…He and my Youko. Both seeping into my life turning themselves to vital energy source that I need. But what difference they have! Youko, my Prince with his silver blue hair existing only in my dreams fashioned by a wolf from so long ago and Kurama, the person who doesn’t even know I exist, the living one yet so far from me. How cruel and sad it’s almost beautiful. Both so different yet the same and both I can’t have.


And now as I stood far away from him, I could only watch and whisper my farewell or even ask the wind to deliver my promise with its shivering  kiss. Yes, let the wind cover up for my cowardice, let the wind do the work while I sat there doing nothing.


The days soon passed but I’ve not finished the story of Youko and Caeli, it lay there dusting, gathering up dirt and cobwebs while I can only blink at those blank sheets. A part of me is incomplete, I knew the story yet fragments of it missing. Like I had amnesia only memories can never come back for it was never mine. I stole it from my own world, my fantasy that I wanted to be a reality. And Kurama, I never talked to him. I was content on seeing him from a far. Oftentimes I would pay someone to deliver him my messages, anonymous of course but he wouldn’t notice it, lots of girls are after him. Girls that he deserved. 


Then it was the end of the school year…


Time really flutters rapidly…not that I am having fun. In fact I felt listless knowing that there are some things I should have done yet never  had the  courage to pursue.


I tapped a pencil on my lips,waiting for the bell to ring. . As usual the girls around him were swooning only the taken ones or the weird ones such as myself would not worship the grounds that this Adonis had walked upon. But honestly I would love to, but time and pride prohibits me. I’ve no time for this, no use for childish prancing of dreamy thoughts or frenzied chase around the campus and even his private solace his own home.


Today, I asked a boy to deliver to Kurama a poem. The one that I’ve been working on for months, kinda like a farewell gift but of course if he appreciated it he would let the boy know. Looks like he didn’t. 


Love should be pure and magical but how could that happen with him. He doesn’t even know me, I sent him love offerings that he so ignored. And so I left with one last look on his face. Knowing too well, that I would see him again after a few months or worst never. My parents planned on moving again.


Then the time has come…end of classes.


I picked up my bag, and warily looked at his way.


It pains me just to see him knowing that it might be my last.


I exited the campus, feeling pretty much arrogant that I passed the entire school year with flying colors I only tarnished a bit on that daring and love part. But half of me is dying, wanting to turn around and be realistic.


But I can’t.


One year, I can’t believe I survived it all. I may have dangled a bit with math but then all over, I think I did a pretty darn good for a student. But Kurama's good with everything he does…he’s almost perfect.


But summer’s here already, why waste a time over some hot guy?


Who am I kidding?


Past the tree-lined passage, I walked enjoying the solitude, Students would either be going out with friends and enjoying the season while I chose that simple solace of tranquility and-.


“Can I walk you home?” Came a voice hidden beneath those trees.


I swallowed hard and looked behind me. No one. I turned back sharply only to bump on a hard chest. My nose! My poor flat nose being minimized. But how can I be mad when I know too well that voice. That sweet voice who recites sonnets, haiku and historic happenings with ultimate passion like he himself had experienced it all. That voice, which swirls around you and transport you to a world so alien but magical to you.


Slowly, I looked at him, he was at least 2 heads taller than me and he towered above me almost shading me from the sunlight. But he was a sun all by himself, so bright and beautiful so for me. My source of light and life but possibly death? And how did he get here faster than me?


“Hello there!” He greeted smiling down at me, pearly white teeth framed by those luscious lips.


“Yah, Hello!” I greeted, was my voice shrilly?


His features were utterly stunning but what once again that thing that truly linked me to him was that unmistakable glint in those eyes, that certain longing and the look of being found. It was all there in his eyes, a man that seems to speak and love just with his own eyes.


“Triana, can I walk you home?” He asked.


My God, he knew my name! How could he know my name when he hadn’t talked or even much share a greeting with him, how could he possibly know? I blinked hard before forcing the corners of my mouth to lift into a smile but I did something more than a twitch or a slight muscle tension. But he took heart and grinned at me. “Well, what do you say?”


“Sure?” It’s almost a question.


I walked on ahead and he followed suit. He took my pace and we were silent almost like we were never together.


“You’re quiet.” He observed stealing glances with those dark-fringed eyes of his.


I almost glowered but then I patiently look at him. “Yes, some people say that.”


We finally rounded the corner where I would take the bus towards my home and right on time, the bus appeared and my heart did a little leap. “Well, I shall go now.” Glad and sad that I would part with him now.


“I’ll go with you.” He offered standing prim and proper not even considering the possibility that I would reject his offer. Really, that boy…


In silence, the bus took me home, I was glad that my family went on an early vacation and so they wouldn’t see me with a guy, it would be too horrifying for me to experience but then he’s Kurama, he looks fine and dandy. What am I saying?


“You live near the school, you shouldn’t have dropped me off to my house.” I said quietly as I stood before the front gate of my house . He looked up in the sky as if looking for words to answer my demands.


“Well, I just want to. I want us to get to know each other, you know to build a friendship.”  He countered finally gazing down at me.


I couldn’t stop my mouth. “Is there something I can do for you? I don’t mean to be rude but guys like you noticing girls like me is something that don’t happen everyday unless you are crazy or in need of something. Please tell me what is it that you want so I’ll be able to provide you with what you need. No more hard works, or plain acting just tell me and-.”


I didn’t get to finish my sentence. Under the shade of out tree, hidden to the eyes of the spectators or passersby, he gently pushed me to a secluded area guarded by the grooves of two trees.


My breath was snuffed out of me when my back hit the wood but his hands were folded neatly on my back to cushion my fall. My heart thudded against my chest and my eyes narrowed to shut the view of his face, so beautiful. 


I can’t look. I don’t deserve this.


He tilted my face towards his and for a brief moment my mind seem to play a few tricks on me before our lips tasted each other, he seem to shift. I don’t know. What is tension or jitter of first kiss? He grew taller and his hair took a silver tone and eyes turned into a golden hue but the sparkle is still there, that warm twinkle that I always loved.


My eyelids shut itself and surrendered to that blissful feeling. Then it happened. His breath warming my cheeks he planted my lips against mine and brushed ever so softly. Tiny prickles of warm sensation traveled around my body and I sighed. He kissed me again but this time briefer but the kiss heavier, his mouth molded itself to mine in a warm passionate embrace.


It was warm and moist, the way he clamped his lips against mine and the feeling was heavenly. And his arms around me pulling me close not wanting to let go.


Don’t let me go.


I could die then and there and felt complete.


“Caeli, come back to me.” He whispered. Did he really said that? I wasn’t so sure, I was so drunk with passion and hysteria that I couldn’t be sure.


He had to pull me out of our tiny nook and his grip on me was bit possessive like he wouldn’t release but I don’t want to be. To be there in his arms that’s all I ever wanted to be.


“I am sorry.” He apologized looking down at me tenderly.


I pressed my lips together as f to preserve his touch within me. “I-why?”


Around me the world continued on, but for me time stopped when we kissed. That supreme magical moment was mine to remember but was it for real? Did he mean it?


I must have been too stunned and preoccupied to speak so he patted me on the shoulder. “I have to go now, I wish I could stay.”


Stay. I wanted to say.


“Have a wonderful summer Triana.”


“You too.” I whispered and he walked away just like that. 


I couldn’t sleep that night.

“Junk food, junk food, junk food and lots of instant food.” I muttered under my breath as I made my rounds around the aisles of the grocery store. My whole cart was filled with my week’s supplies and the truth is it’s sort of scarce, my mom gave quite a low fund to supply me with my daily needs but then again there are my relatives just a short ride away, I can always ask for money or the easy talk which is to demand to them money directly.


My hand traveled on the long row of instant noodles. I had to make the right choice, the tastiest but cheap should be a candidate. Oh how hard it is to be a consumer, so many choices but so little money.


A woman pushed her cart passed by me, she was smiling as she looked at me while dumping some food on her cart. I knew her, she’s Kurama’s mother, that beautiful and loving woman with that sincere smile and warm twinkling in those wondrous eyes.


She moved on to another aisle but not before bending over to retrieve a stumbled package on the floor. I heard a small sound when her purse came falling down on the floor. I was the only one at that aisle  and I debated so much whether to pick it up or not. Chances are, he’s here with his mother but then again he could be not.


Oh what the heck! I should be a nice citizen, his mother is too nice to resist and so with a huge breath I picked up a purse and ran after her


She turned around and she smiled. “My, what is it young lady?”


I handed her black purse. “I believe this is yours.”  I was about to turn away quickly but her hand fell on my wrist in an effort to restrain me. No good I would go away.


“Please young lady, may I know your name, you are so kind.” Her voice tamed my inner turmoil, I slowly faced her again and gave her that infectious smile that reserved for people I really like and she is definitely one of them.


“It’s Triana Madam.” I answered my head slight bet low so as not to show my tingling pink cheeks.


She looked at me closely. “You look familiar, I think I’ve seen you before.”


I shook my head. “Doubt it Madam.”


She laughed, like tiny bells  ringing. “Oh well please accept a token of gratitude, we sure need youth like you these days.”


We debated for a while about her ‘token of gratitude’ I couldn’t accept it. After all, kissing his son was enough of a payment.


Then I saw a figure loomed at my back, I could tell by his shadow on the floor that he’s Kurama. My Kurama.


“Oh there you are!” His mom chuckled pulling him on her side. My eyes darted back and forth nervously on my cart and theirs like a thief looking for a sign of escape.


“This young lady just brought me back my purse. Isn’t she nice?” She boasted giving me a nice pat on the hand gripping tightly on the metal handle of my cart laden with food.


I couldn’t see his reaction. Was it surprise? Anger?


“She is. I know her actually.”  He admitted, I stared hard down on his sneakers bobbing my head up and down like a crazed lunatic.


“Oh for heavens child, look at us. My son’s not gonna eat you!” She said with a hint of amusement. 


I finally looked up and there it was again that green eyes and flaming hair.


Too perfect to be.


Now the jittery part has come. His mom insisted that they should give me a ride home. But that woman! She went on to some place to check out on something leaving me to be with him…alone.

Don’t leave us. I mentally begged to his mother as she slid out of the car. 


“Have fun!” She said to both of us before disappearing inside the building Inside the car I held tightly on my a bag that Kurama asked me to hold for him.


He drove straight to my house, not a word between us exchanged. I tried listening to the songs being played on his car but it’s giving me romantic notions that I really had to focus on the negative signs around me.


Traffic, beggars and pollution.


By the time he pulled to a stop in front of my house, I was already frowning like hell just fell over me. He gazed at me quietly as I sulked on the passenger seat, arms crossed and lower lip jutting out stubbornly.


“You look disturbed.” He said pushing back that rebellious strand of hair on the side of my face, His touch burned and I reddened all over even my breathing was labored.


I smiled and went out of the car nervously. Puffing a lot of air to release that tension. This is nonsense. I am nonsense. I repeated inside my head. He got out and opened the trunk taking the groceries on his hands, balancing them as he secured the car.


“I could bring them by myself.” I suggested rudely lightly touching it.


“I’ll help.” He said walking past me straight into the iron-screeching gate. I shrugged and let him in, he walked straight into my house like he knew the way and upon entering he went straight into the kitchen as if he knew the interior of my home.


He sighed upon placing the brown bags on the kitchen counter.


I swallowed hard, the house was so quiet except for the faint singing of the birds and the loud thudding of my heart at the prospect of being alone with him.


“About the kiss-“ He began jamming his hands on his pockets and swinging his backpack o  his back.


Quickly I cut him off. “You were sorry.” I finished for him.


Darn it all! I wished I could eat back my words, he looked startled then hurt. “Actually, I was about to say another thing.” He stumbled on his words clearly shaken by blatant musings.


I slumped on the kitchen stool while he remained standing in front of me, kind of tensed but not nervous. He cleared his throat. “I would just like to say that I liked it and enjoyed it very much to the point of saying that I loved it.”


Sheesh, couldn’t believe it, His words rang loudly on my ears like gigantic drums, clanging and hysterical. “To the point of doing it again?” I said without realizing it. I turned away quickly my cheeks flaming madly.


“Yes.” He answered quietly. He walked towards me, his footsteps echoing as it stepped on the shiny kitchen tiles and towards me.


I almost run and darted for the door, I opened it wide and crudely showed him that I want him out. “Thank you for everything, Tell your mom thanks for shouldering the expenses and…that’s all.” I paused for lack of things to say while shifting my weight from one foot to another. I was unstable back then, I feel like falling and plummeting to a hole.


In the kitchen doorway he stood confused but he walked towards me and straight into the front door, my eyes were locked on the floor not daring to lift it up. This is madness, this feeling that bugs me and his barefaced display of emotions. There must be an ulterior motive that I must first find out before I fall into this wondrous pit. Oh! but how I wanted to fall.


“Ok goodbye then!” He said casually but not before opening his backpack to reveal a teddy bear so familiar to me. My eyes darted to him and the bear. “how could you have that thing? I gave it to Youko?”


He didn’t answer me. His long fingers came to rest on the wooden panel of the door and he pushed it shut with him still inside the house with me. Alone again together.


I gawked at him finding the right words to send him away or reprimand him. But I couldn’t find any. In fact, I found it quite delightful and happiness was way beyond me for his act and that bear in his hand.


“He missed you.” He murmured looking down at me and settling the bear on the couch.


Kurama  advanced towards me, there was no threat in those stealth movements only the tenderness in those eyes and the way his arms were out stretched towards me, almost begging and pleading to give him my warmth.


“What are you doing?” I asked trapped on the wall, there was no escape.


His answer was pure and simple but perfect. “Loving you and hoping for you to feel the same.”


My heart tightened against my chest. Oh yes I will love you, no, I loved you maybe even before you did love me. No suspicion ever occurred in my heart, mind or soul as he gently took hold on me, his arms embracing me. I’ve never doubted his words from the very beginning. I knew it to be true, but why?


“Triana, for a year I’ve been loving you.” He confessed, his voice almost a wind whisper on my ear. He held me soothingly yet too close that I can feel every hard and soft part of his body as he took deep breaths.


“Do you believe me? Please do, I tried not to but it always ended up this way. For a year I hid my feelings afraid that you might turn me away because you wouldn’t believe me.”  He was speaking without stopping, words poured out of his mouth in great waves crashing into me and drowning me with it’s sweetness.


He held me, like a lover, like a child, my head resting on the gently grove of his neck, my lips barely inches from his skin that if I were a child of the night, I would have bitten him. “Well, do you mean all that?” I asked my voice shaking, my hands frozen on my side not touching him but my lips brushed against the side of his neck as I spoke.


“Yes.” He bravely replied then he gazed down on me.


No need for words or promise. He bent over and we kissed. All ideas of him being a fraud vanished into nothingness as I let his love wrap around me in a tight and warm embrace. 


Lips against lips. We offered our love, that unspoken truth behind those stolen glances we both received from each other finally showed itself. It was heavenly to feel him, responding to you. A man you loved so much, adore from a far finally revealed his truest intention to you.


He drank it greedily, the sweet nectar of love on my lips. I was a student and he was a teacher. My mouth could only lock with his in a clumsy way but he showed me that graceful dance of lips. In those heated moments, he thought me how our mouths could mold into each other perfectly like two pieces of puzzles. And those sinfully delightful kisses  would travel up on my eyes, to the sides of my face to my nose and finally down on my mouth again, probing exploring and confessing.


His long fingers held my face the entire time while his other hand continues to push me against him, gently arching my body to fit his. I found my path at that time, I knew and saw a glimpse of heaven in his arms.


“Triana.” He murmured against my lips.


I melted against him and sagged on the floor. 



Pure Bliss.


But I pushed him away. “I can’t doubt you, I simply can’t. But I need to hear your reason why you love me. And why have you not made a move until now.”


He sighed deeply. “I told you already.”


I turned away and faced the wall, I was still trembling and breathless from our interlude.  “Something tells me there is more to that.”


He came from behind me, wrapping his arms around me, pressing me closely, his lips pressed on my ear. “I will tell you a story and I want to close our eyes and picture it.”


I did and he began. I could feel his heart beating and his arms folded unto mine not wanting to part. He held me so close, his face pressing unto my head opening me up to a world I forgot to remember.


“You told a story of Youko and Caeli, do you realize what you just did?”


I shook my head, my eyes shut away.


“Remember how you knew each scene as if it was a part of your memory?”


“It’s my imagination, the things that I wanted to feel.”


“And indeed you felt them.” He answered his other hand covering up my eyes. “Triana, please remember. Do not  be walled  up with your life as a human. Be free. Fly like you did before.”


Remember your promise. He whispered.


A thousand of tiny bells rung up to me joyously and felt a change within me. Something old and profound began to take shape and when I opened my eyes I wasn’t Triana anymore rather than Caeli. 


Trapped inside her beautiful body, I lay there on the grass wounded, a strange arrow with embedded within my body and straight into the ground and Youko sat beside me, his face mourning.


“Caeli, why did you do it?” He asked. 


The words that I uttered came to me automatically.


His hand grasped the arrow and pulled it out.


Pain pierced me and my body began to weaken, a foreign body to me joining and invading me escorting me to death’s door. I was dying. I could feel that. I vaguely recall saving Youko but from who or what I could not bring to mind. All I know is that there’s no cure, the arrow was called the spirit sweeper, sucking the life out of the body but at least I saved him.


What happened there? Now, I remember! It was something about an accusation. Youko was framed and caught because of me, my stupidity, my lack of wits brought us tragedy.I recalled offering my life in exchange for his. I gambled big time. If I win, Youko would be freed and if not I would be the one to receive his punishment.


I was going to die. Even Youko’s ability to heal with his plants didn’t help.


I looked around, I knew this forest. I saw it somewhere and look at me, I have wings, beautiful wings with a certain shimmer like glitters around it dusting my dark feathers lightly.


“I’ll save you.” He vowed then he lifted me off the ground his eyes so indignant that I had to reach out and touch his face.


“Idiot, why do you have to rescue me like that?” He asked, closing his eyes tightly as if wanting to turn back time. I could feel him slipping away into another world, far away where nothing bad happened. Take me there, I wanted to say.


The hardest part of dying wasn’t the sting of Death slowly tugging you out of your body, to know that I saved him is enough I could die peacefully. But to see him like that…

He was running with incredible speed docking the trees, jumping through cliffs and bodies of water yet he still held me  close to him ever so carefully like I myself is made up of glass.


The wind whipped at my face and my wings felt the gushing of the wind sifting through it caressing the wounds as if to comfort her the child of the wind.


“Youko!” I called to halt him.


“No, we’re close. Just one more…one more. we’re there.” He said ignoring my pleas for him to stop and rest. He carried me on his arms protectively but I knew that it’s near…it’s inevitable.


“Youko, please stop.”


My cry fell on deaf ears. If Youko will continue this running he would get weak and be hurt at this rate.  He himself is wounded from a fight. I didn’t have any choice left. I closed my eyes to prepare myself for the pain and with the count of three I unfolded my wings while wrapping my arms around him. Dark feathers danced as his feet were lifted off the ground. I moaned with pain, for his weight for my wounds and I couldn’t take it anymore and so I fell releasing him.


“Caeli! He cried out seeing them falling to the ground. He held me closely and tried his best to be the one to land on the ground and he did.


I rested on his chest panting, my  hands planted firmly on his chest as if to imprison him there. My wings sagged and draped around them like a warm blanket in the cold night.


“Stand up Caeli, we could still make it.” He said trying to pry my arms away from him but I held him close. “Youko, I am tired.” I said listlessly.


He sat up, I didn’t have the strength to put him down anymore and so I lay there in his arms breathing heavily. “Please let us stay here.” I whispered my  hand on his shoulder.


Youko couldn’t take it. His golden eyes rimmed with tears as he gently pull me on his lap, his hand cradling my head. “No, please let us travel. It’s near. The medicine man is near. He can help you.” He reasoned out. I merely smiled and ran my  hands on his silver hair.


“The stars are pretty tonight aren’t they? Perhaps we can watch them for a while.” I requested mildly, my gaze on the sky. A few minutes to spare, few minutes to see him and talk to him.


“Caeli, what are you saying?” He cried out pulling me close to him and sobbing against my shoulder. “This is nonsense, let us go.” He begged. If he took me against my will, he knew that I would thrash around and would hurt myself even more but to have me remain like this…it’s too much for him. 


“They will find you if you go to him.” I pointed out in a scolding tone. I coughed and blood poured out of my mouth. Painfully he wiped it away his heart thudding against his chest.


“I can’t let you die, we have a whole lifetime together.” He whispered in my ear, his lips brushing against the side of my face. I turned my face to kiss him, to feel that silken mouth against mine. Our kiss was soft and loving like the first time they did it, everything was perfect.


When we parted, I was smiling blissfully. I kissed him again, my lips trailing all over his face and on his hands ever so softly but possessively. I touched it all with my lips; I wanted to relive again the moment before I would die.


He watched me, tears blinding him. “Caeli…”


“Youko, my only love.”


He held me like a child as I whimpered against him.


“Youko, I can’t hold it anymore.” I begged my hand entwining with his.


He looked at me almost angrily. “Caeli, you can do it. Just a bit more and we’re there. We’re almost there.” Hr even had the urge to shake me. “We can still make it, if you weren’t so stubborn”


“Yes, I am stubborn.” I agreed snuggling close to him. “But my stubbornness brought me to you. If didn’t let that attitude reign then I would have not met you.”


He cried softly his face pressed to mine.”But alas! It seems that the thing that brought you to me came to take you back.”


Liquid midnight eyes stared at him sadly. “I wish I could see you much more.”


“You can, just hold on to me.” He gazed down at me, my eyes drooped heavily slowly surrendering to eternal slumber.”  He panicked. “Don’t sleep. Don’t sleep just yet.” He said his voice breaking.


I touched his silver hair weakly feeling it’s texture, the fine hair that I adored and his soft lips that kissed I so many times. “The journey with you made my life complete.” I was speaking ever so tenderly the words barely making a sound.


“No!” He protested pulling me closer to him trying to stop the blood flow on my side. “Your life isn’t complete yet. We still have the future together.”


I laughed that tiny sound opening the wound so much more. “I would be so greedy now if I stayed with you much longer. Fate granted me a chance to be with you and now the time has come for us to part-.”


He hushed me, his finger pressed to my lips. “Please don’t talk like that. Don’t say such nonsense stuff.”  I shook my head at him, he could be so stupid sometimes and oh I needed to rest too I couldn’t. I heard it, the voice calling me, sweet voices that made me want to close my eyes and embrace death like a lost friend, like a lover, like Youko.


My eyes grew heavier. “I love you, Youko.”


“Don’t talk as if you’re going to die.”


It hurts me to see him in that condition. I touched that tender part on my abdomen and smiled softly to the figure watching from a far. It’s silvery wings bathed by moonlight. He was watching me hidden but I knew he’s there, beckoning me to go to him, to a portal of light behind him.


“Just spare me a few minutes.” I begged at it. It nodded solemnly before it disappeared into nothingness and that pulling on my soul stopped. Death had given me time again. 

And I now looked back at my sweet Youko, the one far more suffering and wounded than I was internally. “Where do you say the medicine man was? This wound is bothering me.” I asked bleakly. His face shone, he smiled. There was hope in those eyes, but how can I tell him it’s my time.


Relief washed over him and he rained me with promise he meant to keep.  “That’s right. Let’s go! I’ll settle down with you once and for all”


I nodded connecting with him. “Yes, that’s right. We will have a house with big windows and lots of flowers. Our children will play on it and you will be…it’s cold here, would you mind lighting up a fire?”


The warmth of my physical body seeps out slowly.

“I’ll keep you warm.” He said putting the suggestion away of me staying another minute in the forest.

I sighed deeply as he carried me again and ran with the wind. My wound hurt so much, and I so wished that Youko would just let me rest on the forest but I just couldn’t. If I would be stubborn enough to let my life slip by on the forest without medication, he would definitely blame himself. He’s like that after all. Always the one taking the responsibility especially towards me.

But then I really wasn’t sure if I could leave Youko behind. Could I?



The answer didn’t come. I closed my eyes and slept.


When I opened them, I was already on a cold steel bed. A friendly face greeted me but his eyes were sad and already mourning for my death. He glanced at my side.


Even the greatest doctor known, couldn’t save me.


“Is it that bad?” I croaked blood pouring out of my mouth. The doctor didn’t answer. I tilted my  head slightly to the left, there it was again that angel this time closer and his compelling pull on my soul, tugging beckoning me.


“For a moment.” I promised sweetly.  “I need to kiss him one last time.”


“Child, who are you talking to?” The man asked lifting my head so I could look straight into his eyes.


I glanced again, my angel was they’re standing but to a mere mortal’s eyes it impossible to see. “AN angel, sir.” I answered my head falling back as blood poured out of me. It was poison that’s killing me.


The man smiled and stroked my face softly. I grasped his hand and pressed it close to my face. “I know that death is near, I am not afraid but I fear for my husband…let me be with him these last moments of my life.”


“But…” He reasoned.


Soon enough, I was brought back to him. I was so weak I barely  lift my hand to touch his.  He looked so forlorn I wanted to weep. Minutes ago, through the window I saw the doctor called out to him and told him the bad news. He looked so upset as he clenched his fist and looked up at the heavens, almost blaming them.


Then and there, the terrible realization came to him. It him squarely and painfully. 


“My plants.” He moaned. “They didn’t do me good at all, they couldn’t save you.”


“Hush now.” I  soothed him. He gently carried me again in his arms out of the cabin of the doctor and straight into a secluded spot out into the forest once again.


“Is it painful?” He asked his voce breaking.


“Barely.” I lied, caressing his face. I wanted to take it all with me, those memories of him. 


“Please live, just for our unborn child.” He asked kissing me, he couldn’t stop himself from touching me. He knew that my death was near, an omnipotent voice talked to him asking him to let me go but he angrily pushed that voice away.


“You knew?” I asked touching that soft spot.


“What are you saying? I knew it from the moment you had those cravings and that morning sickness.” He said, he was crying now unrestrained. Tears trickled down on his cheeks and landed on my face.


“It’s a boy.”  I replied guiding his hands towards that dying child inside me. I grinned at him as he cupped and nestled his hand there. “It’s mother’s intuition.”


I spoke to him in that soft voice to calm him, Youko could only nod and sob as I made that promise to him. “This child, this child within me and our love, it would continue if you believe. We will find each other again someday and continue where we left off.”


“How?” He wailed, all reason and logic leaving him. This things I say, it’s madness, sheer madness undoubtedly consuming my fogged mind.


‘Believe…love me…” I whispered. “If you continue to love me. If you haven’t found the right person then…in my own will I will journey on any time or any place so I could be with you again. I’ll hear your eternal wounds and bring you the warmth again we both shared.”


“I don’t want you to go.” He begged clinging to me. “We still had a whole life time together, please remember that, be enlightened!” He pleaded.


“I am enlightened and it’s telling me to go.” I helplessly said, not knowing how to simplify things for him..


He grasped the sides of my face, massaging me waking me up, doing everything he can to make me awake. “Live, please live. Must Fate be so unkind to give me a gift only snatch it back from my hands?”


“Fate gave us a chance and we embraced it.” I examined gently.


“But it’s not enough, if you die, I’ll die with you.” He almost warned but I opened again my eyes, I was so tired and so sad as I looked up at him.


“Youko, if there was a chance, if I could turn back time with my own hands then I would still be here with that injury. I would still choose death knowing that it was you that I saved, knowing that at least once in my life I’ve become a use to you.”


I stopped gasping for air. “To be worth your love…to know that I’ve not been useless all along. It makes me truly happy.”


He snuggled deep within me. “You were never useless, never!” He spat out. “You provided me with guidance and love every single day of my life since we met.”


I smiled, remembering that first encounter. “I would always want to go back to the day when you picked the wrong sack with me inside it. You never knew until I began to complain and almost kill you”


He lifted his head again, his eyes brimmed with clear and sorrowful tears. “I thought back then that I was so unlucky, to get a girl like you not the loot that I so worked hard for…”


“Tell me now, did you ever regret taking me, the sack I mean.” I asked my voice so faint he can’t hear clearly.


He laughed, a deep sound vibrating and squeezing his heart. “Never in my life had I regret making that mistake, it was one of life’s errors I would dutifully embrace.”


I sunk against him and breathed deeply. “I’m tired.” My hand fumbled for his left ankle and felt that leather string with my feather on it. It was my offering to him, one that he could not resist. A leather string with a priceless blue stone attached to it, my ancestral stone passed down from family to another.


“I am so glad you kept it all these years.” I said gratefully.


“It was a gift from you, you paid me that to keep you company at least until you get to the border you said it was a lucky charm to make me be one with the wind. To grant me the speed of the gales.” He remembered.


“But days after, I didn’t want to leave you.” I admitted.


“I felt the same thing. I never wanted to let you go.” 


He looked away. He saw it, the figure just a few feet away and back to me. He didn’t know what to feel back then proud or angry with me. He knew how I held up the entire time, how I bravely tried to ignore that voice beckoning me and how I pleaded to spare me for a few minutes. He knew me too well…well enough to know that I needed to go.


But it was damn hard for him. To hurt he was he clenched his fists and crammed it tightly into his mouth so as to suppress his wailings. Oh God, how he wanted to fix things the way it was. Maybe it would have been better not to take the sack with me inside it.


He felt like creating a riot, only my battered body beside him prevented him from bursting with utter hostility. Why this? Why him? Why me? Question painted his mind with dark and sorrowful colors, he wept and wept.


“Don’t cry now.” I said trying to sit up, blood gushed out of her but I didn’t give the slightest winch. I was being strong for him, for my unborn child and for him.


He supported me and folded his arms around me in a tight embrace. He started apologizing for his wrong doings, for his passion at ticking me off, for his rudeness, for the stolen kisses and for the future that he hadn’t given me, he apologized for it all and I smiled all the time, I was crying too.


He ran a hand over my face sobbing quietly, all the emotional strength draining away from him. “The doctor said that I had to let you go. He said it was selfish for me to hold on you knowing that you will die. He reprimanded me and told me nothing can alter the fate. You had to go, you should have died hours ago but for me you lived. He said that you’re already dead but your soul won’t leave but your body’s it’s dead…dead…dead…” He squeezed my hand and I felt nothing. “You’re cold, your body’s stiffening but you’re still here with me, holding unto me…loving me.” 


“I can’t leave not knowing you’re safe.” I said my lips pressing on his mouth.


It was incredibly tough for him to say it straight into my face without crying but he said it anyway. If he truly loved me, he would end my suffering, Over and over again, he knew that I would try to cheat death to be with him even if it’s the cost of selling my soul. 


My only love looked up in the sky, his tears shone against the moonlight reflecting his pain slowly killing him inside and he gazed down at me, all the tenderness in his face that I wanted to touch him again and again.


He opened his mouth, no words came out. He tried forming the words as more tears gushed out from his eyes like an open wound, he can’t. But finally he mustered up himself in broken sentence and faltering voice he let me go. “I love you…you can…rest now.” He finally said and we shared our ultimate kiss. The kiss where I gave up the last of my life. The wings on my back sagged and the feathers dance around them. Pure dark feathers mourning and offering themselves to the ground, as it’s glittering dust swirled with the wound.


“I love you…Youko…forever.”  Those were my last words before I slowly closed my eyes and surrendered to eternal slumber. When I opened them I was flying, I floated above him and my body he tenderly cradled.


The winged figure came close to me and gave me its embrace.


“Come.” He whispered into my ear.


“Wait!” I pleaded but I seek warmth in this heavenly essence as I looked down.


Youko was grieving, his eyes were glazed with sorrow and his mouth closed in a mute wail. He blankly held my body tears pouring non-stop. I vowed to return to him, if he can’t find happiness in another person I would come back to him once again…


The light swallowed me  whole…I could not remember anything else.


When I opened my eyes I felt a dampness on my cheek, Kurama still held me tight and I touched his face blindly with my hands. He was sobbing softly, his face wet with his own suffering. I was back to my world. 


“What is that flashback I saw?” I asked him facing him, his eyes bore into mine. I was afraid of his answer, scared of what truth he carries in those seemingly sorrowful eyes.


“There was a story about a man who lives a life making enemies because of his need and hunger to touch and possess the beautiful things the world has to offer and he found it. The greatest treasure of all, a girl trapped inside a sack-.”


“Stop!” I almost shouted, large fragments of memories falling to me, the missing pieces of Youko and Caeli forming into one love story. I backed away and leaned against the wall. “I am seeing things, memories as if it was my own. Caeli and Youko’s story being clear to me.”


“It’s your memory that you forgot.” He opened up to me.


“What?”


He came towards me. “Can’t you see? You remembered Caeli’s passing, each detail embossed within you because you yourself experienced it.1"


“No.” I shook my head, I was crying now bitterly but the memories kept flooding and I walked blindly across the room until I came face to face with the miriror, my reflection. I was Caeli, the liquid black eyes blinked at me and the wings framed my body.


“And she fell in love with the man, the man with the silver blue hair and amber eyes.” I continued looking back at him. He smiled nodding glad that I was inching towards the truth.  “Can you see it now? I searched for you Caeli, I never found happiness and you promised me that you will come back.”


“You’re Youko.” I said the realization hitting me strong. He is for real, my prince! My young prince! His eyes brimmed with tears as he picked from his pocket a handkerchief I knew too well, with roses and butterflies. 


“Oh no!” I sobbed.


“I’ve found you at last. I felt your energy when you were reborn and finally I found you.”


“You saved me, it was you, my Youko.” I said my voice breaking.


He lifted the leg of his pants and there it was, that old anklet I made, that precious stone I got and my feather still glittering. “It was all real.” I mumbled feeling weak.


We looked deeply into each other. Though different on the outside on the inside we felt the same. The passion and love still lingered in our eyes, ancient and untainted.


‘I’ve found you at last.” 


My tears stained my blouse and my hands trembled as I reached for him. It’s all clear to me now. I remembered it all and I love him still, no matter how many years we were separated no matter how far we were, we would always be united, heart and soul we are one and nothing could divide or tear us apart.


“Caeli.” He called.


“Yes, my Youko.” I answered stepping straight into his arms and feeling again that familiar warmth that I missed for so long and I touched his face eagerly. “You lost all that beautiful hair.” I said teasing him.


“But you love me just the same just as I love you even if you lost those wings.” He countered grinning sheepishly.


“You were talking about me when I first saw you, right?” I pressed tiptoeing to give him a light kiss on the cheek. He sighed deeply. “I was, I hope to stir that sleeping Caeli within you.”


“I fell in love with you again the moment I saw you standing in that uniform of yours.”  I admitted blushing furiously, he kissed each heated kiss and whispered. “I am sorry I kissed you so suddenly when I took you home. I couldn’t help myself.”


“You’re forgiven as always.” I mocked him snuggling close to his body.


“Will you promise not to leave me again?” He asked softly.


“I won’t ever leave you again. Ever. Now that Fate gave us a chance I intend to use it to its limit.” I promised.

He tweaked my face to his and pressed his mouth tenderly to mine.” You gave the wolf wings to fly.”

Brushing my lips against his I told to him.”And you gave the Dark angel sanctuary and warmth and provided a path for  her again to the heavens.” 

We were now together. Nothing or no one will hinder us from loving each other. We surpassed time and space to find each other and now that we are as one we would shone brightly like the stars and the moon shedding light to those who are lost. Our love will grow brightly and fiercely for the entire world to see.  Our love will fly and travel through any place and time to be one again.

Over and over I will love only him.  A thousand death may come, new life may come for me, there’s no certainty really but one thing’s for sure…my heart could only whisper his name…his and only his…

He bent over sealing the promise so long ago kept with a sweet kiss. “I love you Caeli.”


Happiness swelled inside me and joyful tears slid down my cheeks. “And I you always. I will love you  Youko, always and forever, our love is stronger than death.”

“Forever…together…eternity for us…”

THE END

