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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental

You are in the wind, and I become dust,

following your rise and fall.

You are the dream that wakes with me,

the memory shaken loose when I turn to look back.

Love, unspoken, swells like the tide,

etching an unhealed shoreline across my chest.

If the world turns its back—I will be reborn a thousand times — in your name.
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Chapter 1
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Anya was already in her last year of the diploma nursing course. She had entered late, after A-levels, not because she dreamed of it, but because life had pushed her there. Her grandmother had died in a hospital bed alone, and guilt clung to her like a second skin. If she had been there, maybe her grandmother would not have left the world so lonely. That guilt alone could anchor a lifetime. The other reason was money. Nursing offered a small allowance, and her family often had nothing in the bank. A few hundred dollars a month meant rice on the table.

The course was new; her batch was the first diploma-trained nurses. The lessons were relentless, the attachments even harsher. Anya learned to survive by shrinking her own needs. One meal a day was normal. Lunch, if she had one, was often just biscuits.

On the last day of ward attachment, Anya sat on a bench outside the business office, eating her digestive biscuits and flipping through her logbook, making sure all the signatures were there. Her body was light, almost waiflike, weighing 42 kg but wiry from constant movement. She bit into a biscuit, and it snapped in half, tumbling onto the pavement.

She bent down quickly; food could not be wasted. Even if dirty, she could still blow on it, maybe nibble the unbroken side. But before her fingers touched it, a polished shoe came down hard.

Crack. The biscuit crumbled under his sole.

“Yo!” Anya snapped, louder than she meant. “Watch where you’re going — my biscuit!”

The tall young man froze. He looked startled, then frowned as if unsure what she was angry about. “I... I’m sorry. But it’s dirty now, isn’t it?”

Anya shot him a glare that could kill, rolled her eyes, and marched off, biscuits clutched tightly.

Elias Solace, final-year med student. Handsome, confident, son of a wealthy family, was left staring after her, confused. No one had ever spoken to him like that over something so trivial. And yet, for some reason, he couldn’t shake the sound of her voice.

Later that morning, during ward rounds, Elias followed behind his professor with a group of medical students. He caught sight of her again, the biscuit girl. She was bent over a patient’s wound, steady hands, face focused. The curtain around the bed was only half drawn.

Elias’s chest tightened. She’s in this ward.

Beside him, Florence Farnon, daughter of the influential Farnon family, his classmate, girlfriend, and childhood companion, leaned in. “Elias, are you ready for the case presentation? Prof will question us in a bit.”

Elias gave a small smile. “Yes.”

Florence noticed the thin girl behind the curtain too. Her tone was soft but carried an edge. “See that nursing student? Always looks worn out. Probably from a poor background. Anyway... after rounds, let’s go home together. Your mother asked me to help with dinner.”

She smiled brightly, sure of her place in his life. Florence and Elias were practically betrothed, their families intertwined.

When Elias stood to present his case, the professor praised him for his thoroughness. Anya, half hidden, listened. His voice was calm, confident. Against her will, she peeked through the gap in the curtain.

Oh. Biscuit stomper.

Their eyes met, just for a breath before Anya yanked the curtain shut.

The following week, a joint nursing-medical talk was held at the university. Anya had never stepped onto the campus before. To her, it was another world, polished stone, leafy paths, everything humming with money. She came only because attendance was required, already planning to rush off to her part-time shift after.

Halfway through the lecture, her stomach twisted. She slipped out, clutching her packet of biscuits, and wandered down the corridor. She found a bench, sat, and tore one open.

“Hi.”

Anya jumped. Elias Solace was standing there.

“I didn’t step on any biscuits this time,” he said with a grin.

Anya froze mid-bite, crumbs on her lips.

“I’m Elias, final-year med. And you are—”

Anya chewed, swallowed, and shot back: “Why should I tell you? Bye.” She stuffed the rest of the biscuit into her mouth and stood.

Elias blinked. She was blunt, unpolished. Yet something in her voice: raw and real, tugged at him. His grin widened without him meaning to.

The talk ended. Anya dashed out, she was late. Running toward the bus stop, she didn’t see the car speeding by.

Horn. Screech.

Anya fell hard, scraping her ankle and palms. Blood smeared. The Jaguar jerked to a halt.

The driver and passenger rushed out. Elias and Florence.

Elias dropped to his knee, cupping her wrist with steady hands, inspecting her wounds. “You’re bleeding. Don’t move.”

“I’m fine,” Anya muttered, glancing at her watch. I’m late, I’m late.

Elias glanced at her torn skin, then met her eyes. “No. Let me drive you. Where to?”

She sighed, giving in, hopping onto the back seat of Jaguar. “7-Eleven. Two streets down.” Florence: “Hey, are you ok? What’s your name?” Anya replied: “...Anya.” Elias smiled at last. Finally.... her name is Anya.

Minutes later, the Jaguar rolled to a stop outside the store. Anya got out, limping, and managed a quick, “Thank you,” before hurrying inside.

Elias sat in the driver’s seat, eyes lingering on her retreating figure. His lips curved upward before he even realised.

Florence touched his arm gently. “Good thing she’s okay. Now let’s go, Elias. Auntie’s waiting. I’ll cook your favourite lasagna tonight.”

Elias kept his eyes on the store entrance. Mind elsewhere. On the biscuit girl.
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Elias had just completed morning rounds at the general hospital across from Anya’s temporary campus. The routine of charts, patients, and clipped discussions should have grounded him, but something restless stirred beneath the surface, refusing to settle.

At lunch, instead of joining his peers, his steps carried him back to the ward, the place where, once, his eyes had caught Anya’s presence like a star appearing in the middle of ordinary daylight. He slipped through the ward doors, scanning the familiar rows of beds. But she was no longer there.

The corner where she used to sit was empty, the quiet hum of machines filling the silence. Elias felt the absence like a sudden drop in gravity, that strange hollow tug when your orbit expects theirs and meets only silence.

He lingered, hands in pockets, feigning ease, but his chest pulled tight. Anya had already moved, her path carrying her forward, while his heart was still trailing behind, searching for her wound. The way she had brushed it off, and the quiet strength in her eyes. He couldn’t let it go.

So, after signing off the last chart, he drove through the evening traffic with a small bag beside him: sterile dressing sets, normal saline ampoules, and a tube of antibiotic cream. Just in case. His rational side told him it was unnecessary, she’d be fine, she’d manage. But his heart insisted otherwise.

He pulled up at the 7-Eleven where he had dropped her off that day. The neon sign glowed faintly against the darkening sky, familiar and ordinary, yet heavy with hope. Inside, the cool air and fluorescent lights wrapped around him. He walked straight to the counter, rehearsing the simplest question.

“Hi,” Elias asked gently, leaning forward a little. “Is Anya working today?”

The cashier, a young man with a tired face, didn’t even look up for long. He scanned a receipt, then flatly replied: “She quit.”

The words hit harder than he expected. The bag in his hand, once a gesture of care, now just...hung there, weighted with nowhere left to go.  

“Thanks,” he murmured, stepping back slowly. Outside, the city moved on, indifferent. But Elias’s orbit had shifted again — searching, uncertain, unwilling to let go of Anya’s light.

That evening, the long dining table gleamed with porcelain dishes, polished silverware, and the easy warmth of two families who had interlaced lives for decades. Elias sat among them, the conversation flowing with practiced ease. Florence on one side, her mother Mrs Victoria Farnon on the other, laughing comfortably with his parents. The conversation gliding between business ventures, old memories, and plans for the future. On paper, it was perfect. Florence and Elias, destined to align, families tied in trust, reputation, and opportunity. He had always accepted it with quiet composure.
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But tonight, beneath the weight of their gazes and the rhythm of small talk, something in him quietly withdrew. His fingers tapped lightly against his knee beneath the table, a restless current running through him. All he could think of was Anya. Her sudden absence, the echo of her presence still clinging to him, pulling his thoughts back to her like a tide he couldn’t resist. The thought stirred something deep, unsettling him in a way nothing else ever had.

He stared at his plate, appetite gone.

Florence, noticing the faint distraction, leaned toward him with her gentle smile. “Elias, are you worried about the seminar next week? You’re very prepared. I have confidence in you.”

Her words, warm and reassuring, floated across the table and drew polite nods from the others. She meant what she said, and everyone else believed her, comforted by the certainty of their shared future. 

Elias returned a polite smile. His posture remained straight, his replies measured. To anyone watching, he was the same calm and dependable Elias, perfectly aligned with both families’ harmony. Florence felt no disturbance; to her, this was the Elias she had always known. The one destined to stand beside her.

But inside, Elias’s thoughts refused to settle. He barely tasted the food. The gentle murmur of conversation buzzed around him like static. Where is Anya now? Is she safe? Did her wound heal? He had never felt this before...this sudden, quiet urge to abandon the script of his life just for the chance to find her again. 

He forced his composure to hold, but beneath the polished exterior, his chest tightened with a quiet
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