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Chapter One: 
The First Glance
“Jeremy! Jeremy! Back to Earth, Jeremy!” Mrs. Langdon’s sharp voice sliced through the classroom noise, yet it failed to pierce through the fog of Jeremy’s thoughts. Simply put, he found himself hypnotized by the beauty of a girl seated just a row over and above him. Her name was Veronica Marcos, an enigma to him. Her hair caught the light just right, and for a moment, nothing else existed. The classroom, the lesson, the world—it all faded away as he watched her, mesmerized by the way she absentmindedly twirled a strand of hair around her finger. She wasn’t the prettiest girl in the world, but Jeremy couldn’t take his eyes off her.
Mrs. Langdon clenched her jaw, shaking her head in disappointment. Kids these days, she seemed to be thinking, but she maintained a stoic expression. It was utterly embarrassing as Tom in the back sniggered while Cassandra held up a paper ball aimed at Jeremy. Before things could escalate in the classroom, Mrs. Langdon took charge. Once again, she yelled out loud enough to stir Jeremy from his haze. “JEREMY, ARE YOU LISTENING?”
As Jeremy snapped back to reality, he noticed the entire class was staring at him. Tom from the back row, Cassandra—the queen of indifference, except when it came to someone else’s humiliation—but what stung most was that even Veronica was staring at him. Her gaze wasn’t curious or amused; it was cold, almost as if she was looking right through him.
Jeremy tore his gaze away from Veronica, feeling the heat rush to his face and ears. His heart sank as he cursed himself internally; this wasn’t the first time he’d found himself in this situation. “Idiot,” he muttered to himself under his breath, “why can’t you just stay focused?”
He dropped his head, trying to hide his face. It was a futile attempt to hide the embarrassment creeping over him. “Sorry,” he mumbled in a voice barely audible, hoping the words would somehow make him disappear beneath the desk.
“Daydreaming about your future wife, Jeremy?” Tom called out from the back in a voice laced with mockery. The room erupted in scattered, mean-spirited chuckles.
Cassandra couldn’t resist taking a jab. “Why not just get down on one knee already, Romeo?” she sneered. “Maybe she’ll feel sorry for you and say yes.”
The laughter grew louder, each taunt digging deeper into Jeremy’s already frayed nerves. Jeremy’s face burned hotter. He could feel every eye on him, and his mouth went dry. He opened it to say something, anything, but no words came out.
Mrs. Langdon, who had been watching this unfold with a frown, finally stepped in. “Alright, enough of that,” she said. “Let’s get back to the lesson, shall we? Jeremy, I trust you’ll be more present from now on.”
Jeremy nodded quickly, keeping his eyes downcast. He knew better than to meet anyone’s gaze now. Mrs. Langdon continued, her voice now softer, “Class is almost over, so let’s finish strong. Remember, your essays are due first thing tomorrow. No excuses. And for those of you who haven’t started, consider this your wake-up call.”
The bell rang, signaling the end of the class, and the room erupted in the usual noise of chairs scraping and bags being packed. Jeremy was quick to gather his things, but as he moved to leave, he couldn’t help but steal one last glance at Veronica. She was already turned away, chatting with a friend as if nothing had happened.
Jeremy just wanted to be anywhere else—preferably the comfort of his bedroom, far away from the prying eyes and humiliating remarks. He thanked heaven that the bell had finally rung, saving him from further torment. As he rushed to leave the classroom, his haste betrayed him; his folder slipped from his grasp, scattering papers across the floor.
“Great, just great,” he muttered under his breath, bending down to pick up the mess. But before he could gather the first sheet, a pair of hands reached out, collecting the papers with a delicate touch. Jeremy’s heart skipped a beat as he looked up.
It was Veronica.
The light hit her just right, giving her an almost ethereal glow as if she were an angel. Jeremy’s breath caught in his throat. As he stood up, their eyes met—hers, the most beautiful emerald he had ever seen, full of a warmth that seemed to brighten the very air around them.
“Here, you dropped these,” Veronica said softly, handing him the neatly stacked papers. Her voice was gentle, almost like a melody, and it made Jeremy’s heart race even faster.
“Uh, thanks,” he stammered, feeling the heat rise to his cheeks. He hesitated, wanting to say more, but the words got tangled up in his head. “You… didn’t have to do that.”
She smiled—a smile so radiant it seemed to make the room a little brighter. “It’s no trouble,” she replied in a sincere voice. “I’m glad I could help.”
Jeremy reached out to take the folder from her, and as their hands brushed, he felt a warmth spread through him—a sensation he had never experienced before. Her hand was soft—so soft that it almost felt unreal. For a moment, he was lost in the simple, fleeting touch. But then, guilt crept in, catching him off guard. He had no idea why, but the boldness of the moment—standing there, gazing into her eyes—made him feel like he was crossing some invisible line.
“I… I’ve got to go,” Jeremy blurted out suddenly, his voice more abrupt than he intended. Without waiting for a response, he turned and rushed out of the room, his heart pounding. He could barely face her, and the thought of what she must be thinking of him now made his stomach churn.
As he fled down the hallway, he couldn’t shake the image of her face from his mind. The way her smile had faded into a look of confusion, or maybe even disappointment, remained etched in his mind. He wanted to turn back, to somehow fix whatever mistake he felt he had made, but he couldn’t bring himself to do it. The moment was gone, and all he had left was the memory of her stone-like gaze as he hurried away.
Jeremy sighed, knowing that this would linger in his mind for days. He wished he could have said something – anything—that would’ve brought back Veronica’s smile. As he walked home, the day’s events replayed over and over in his head, and each memory felt more painful than the last. His thoughts were a blur as he approached the familiar sight of his house. The red bricks and rusted iron gate came into view, and he quickened his pace, eager to reach the comfort of home. Here, he would be safe, free from the embarrassment that haunted him at school.
At the door, he almost collided with his mother, who was just heading out to run an errand. “Jeremy!” she exclaimed sharply. “You scared the life out of me!”
“Sorry, Mom,” he mumbled, trying to slip past her. He hoped she wouldn’t notice the turmoil inside him, but mothers always seem to know, don’t they? They just have those motherly instincts that give them a supernatural detector.
“Jeremy,” she called after him once again; this time her tone softening, and filled with concern. “What happened, honey? How was your day?”
He stopped, feeling the weight of the day pressing down on him. His gaze dropped to the floor, and for a moment, he wished it would just swallow him up. “Nothing,” he answered, looking away.
“It… it happened again, didn’t it?” his mother asked gently, her voice filled with the kind of understanding that only comes from someone who knows you inside and out.
Jeremy looked up at her with a pleading look in her eyes. “Mom… is there something wrong with me?” he whispered, a single tear escaping down his cheek. He wiped it away quickly, but not before his mother saw it.
“Oh, sweetheart,” she murmured, wrapping her arms around him in that way only mothers can. Her embrace was warm and reassuring, and for a moment, it felt like all the hurt from the day was melting away. “Everything’s going to be okay. I promise. Sometimes, days like this happen, but they don’t define you. Just take a deep breath and let it go, okay?”
Jeremy nodded against her shoulder, the tension slowly easing out of him. It amazed him how she could always make him feel better, as if she had some secret power that he couldn’t understand. “Thanks, Mom,” he whispered.
“Breathe easy, son,” she said, kissing his forehead. “Dinner’s in the microwave. I’ll be back in a couple of hours. Is there anything you need while I’m out?”
“Yeah… maybe something that can erase all the memories of the day?” he said with a weak smile, trying to lighten the mood.
She chuckled, her eyes softening. “I wish I could, Jeremy. But we’ll get through this, alright?”
They exchanged a small, knowing smile before she headed out, pausing at the door. “I love you,” she called back.
“I love you too, Mom,” Jeremy replied, feeling a bit of the day’s weight lift from his shoulders as she left.
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Chapter Two: 
A Picture Found
Jeremy poked at the remnants of his dinner with a fork, absentmindedly swirling mashed potatoes into a soupy mess. His thoughts weren’t on the food; he was replaying the day’s embarrassing moments over and over again. The laughter, Veronica’s indifferent gaze, Mrs. Langdon’s sharp reprimand—it all seemed to stick to him like glue, refusing to be wiped away. He sighed heavily, his shoulders slumping as he pushed the plate aside.
Standing up, he dumped the half-eaten meal into the trash bin with a bit more force than necessary. Although he knew he would be getting an earful from his mom, the dull thud of food hitting plastic strangely felt satisfying. He rinsed the plate under the cold stream of the faucet, feeling the water splash up onto his hands. He looked around for a paper towel but couldn’t find one.
“Of course,” he muttered under his breath, leaving the wet plate on the counter. Again, he knew his mom would say something about it later, but right now, he just didn’t care.
He trudged upstairs, the weight of the day still pressing on him like a heavy blanket. But as he pushed open the door to his room, a small spark of anticipation flared up inside him. His room was his sanctuary—a place where he could forget about the outside world, if only for a little while. As he dropped his backpack by the door, the sound of it hitting the floor echoed in the quiet room. Momentarily, Jeremy stared at it, mentally reprimanding himself for his laziness, but he just couldn’t get himself to put things in place.
Crossing the room, he sat down at his desk and turned on his computer. The familiar hum of the machine warming up was like a comforting melody. His eyes lit up slightly as the screen flickered to life, bathing his freckled face in a soft blue glow. The day had been rough, but this—this was his escape.
The computer was a bit slow today. Well, if he were to be honest with himself, it was a bit slow every day. The cursor lagged behind his movements, and he tapped his fingers impatiently on the desk. “Come on, don’t do this to me now,” he grumbled, feeling a pang of frustration. The computer was old, and he knew it needed an upgrade, but it was all he had, and most days, it served him just fine. After what felt like an eternity, the desktop finally loaded, and he wasted no time clicking on the browser icon.
Once online, Jeremy logged into Facebook. The familiar blue banner with its white logo greeted him, and he felt a little better already. This was his daily routine—the one place where he felt like he could still connect with something, even if that connection was through a screen.
He glanced at his friend list—there were only two names there, but they were better than nothing. AdamWheels23 and DreamCatcher88. He wasn’t even sure if these people knew he was a real person, but they were the only ones who had accepted his friend requests. He clicked on the chat icon and typed out a quick message to both of them.
Hey, how’s it going?
He hit send and waited, watching the little ellipsis in the chat window that indicated someone was typing. But it disappeared after a few seconds, and nothing else followed. Jeremy sighed, leaning back in his chair. Maybe they were busy. Or maybe they just didn’t feel like responding. Most probably, the latter was the case. He stared at the screen for a moment longer, hoping to see something pop up, but the chat window remained stubbornly empty.
With nothing else to do, Jeremy scrolled through his news feed. He didn’t know most of the people who appeared there—classmates he barely talked to, distant relatives he’d never met. But then he saw a post from Isaac_MVP, the guy who seemed to have it all together. Jeremy clicked on the post, curious despite himself.
The post was about some game Isaac had played, and the comments section was already filling up with replies from their classmates. “Nice shot!” “You always win!” “Next time, you should teach me how to play.” Jeremy read through the comments, feeling a pang of envy. Isaac always seemed to be at the center of everything, the kind of guy who didn’t have to worry about whether people liked him or not. The kind of guy who probably never got embarrassed in front of a girl.
But the comment thread soon turned into a minor war. Someone named Tominator_x started criticizing Isaac’s game strategy, which led to a string of defensive comments from Isaac’s fans. Jeremy couldn’t help but smirk at the back-and-forth. Typical, he thought. They’ll argue about anything.
Still, the drama didn’t hold his interest for long. He wasn’t part of their world, and he didn’t really care who won the argument. It all seemed so far removed from his own life, where his biggest worry was getting through a school day without making a fool of himself.
Jeremy closed the post and hesitated before typing a name into the search bar. VeronicaMarcos_123. His heart gave a little flutter as her profile came up. He clicked on it, his eyes scanning the page with a mix of longing and apprehension. He knew it was a bad idea—he often felt worse afterward—but he couldn’t help himself. It was like scratching an itch that never quite went away.
Her profile picture showed her smiling, surrounded by friends, their arms linked as they posed in front of a beach. The sun was setting behind them, casting a warm, golden light over everything. Jeremy stared at the picture, feeling a strange mix of emotions. She looked so happy, so carefree—like nothing in the world could touch her. He wondered what it would be like to be part of that group, to be someone she noticed instead of just another face in the crowd.
He clicked through her photo albums, each one showing a different aspect of her life. There were pictures of her at school events, family gatherings, and what looked like a vacation in the mountains. One picture, in particular, caught his eye. It was taken during a school trip to the museum, and Jeremy remembered the day vividly. He remembered how she had worn a simple blue dress with tiny flowers on it, and how he had tried to work up the courage to talk to her but had chickened out at the last minute.
He stared at the picture, his mind replaying that day in slow motion. He could still see her standing by the exhibit, laughing at something one of her friends had said. He had watched her from a distance, too nervous to approach. And now, here he was, staring at that same moment frozen in time, wishing he could go back and do things differently.
Without thinking, he right-clicked on the picture and selected “Print.” The printer on his desk whirred to life, spitting out a copy of the image. Jeremy quickly grabbed it and added it to a small stack of photos he kept hidden in a drawer. It was his secret collection—a physical reminder of all the moments he wished he could have been a part of.
He knew it was weird—maybe even creepy—but he couldn’t help it. It was the closest he could get to being part of her world, even if it was only through pictures. He stared at the stack of photos for a moment, feeling a twinge of guilt. What if she knew? He thought, his stomach twisting at the idea. She’d probably think I’m a total freak – a stalker.
Jeremy shut down his computer, and the screen went black as he clicked the button. For a moment, he just sat there, staring at his reflection on the darkened screen. He looked tired, worn out by the day’s events and by the emotions he tried so hard to keep in check. But as much as he wanted to shut everything out, he couldn’t stop thinking about Veronica.
He got up and changed into his pajamas. The soft fabric was a welcome relief after the stiffness of his school clothes. Climbing into bed, he pulled the blankets up to his chin, feeling the familiar chill as he settled into his usual spot. His mind was still racing, replaying the day’s events over and over, but the warmth of the blankets and the softness of the pillow gradually started to lull him to sleep.
As he drifted off, his last thoughts were of Veronica—of her smile, her laugh, and the way she seemed to glow
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