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Forever Mine 
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“He was the storm she feared and the calm she couldn’t live without.”




Chapter 1  The First Glance –

The evening air was heavy with murmurs and laughter, the college auditorium alive with the restless energy of students waiting for the annual cultural night to begin. Someone somewhere had started clapping in sync, a playful attempt to hurry the show along, and the sound rippled through the crowd before dying in the high-ceilinged space.

A thin veil of perfume, sweat, and freshly cut marigolds hung in the air, carried by the slow sweep of ceiling fans. Strings of flowers trailed along the balcony railings, their golden heads bobbing gently whenever a draft slipped through.

The stage glowed warmly under the beam of spotlights. Velvet curtains framed the backdrop like the edges of a photograph, their deep crimson swallowing stray shadows. The faint whiff of greasepaint and dust carried forward from behind the curtain, a scent that seemed to belong to every theatre in the world.

She slipped into a corner seat in the middle row, clutching her bag tightly against her lap as though it were a shield. Crowds always left her feeling boxed in, her thoughts buzzing too loudly, her skin prickling with awareness of every sound and movement. But she had promised her best friend she would come tonight — and promises were something she tried not to break.

She’d even stood in front of the mirror before leaving, practicing a smile or two so she wouldn’t look entirely out of place. But now, surrounded by laughter and half-shouted greetings, she doubted those smiles would see the light of day.

The lights dimmed slightly, the change subtle but enough to hush the loudest of voices. She let her gaze wander toward the stage, to where shadows shifted in the wings. But before she could focus, her attention snagged on something else.

It was not a movement, not exactly — more like a sensation, an invisible tug that drew her eyes in a direction she hadn’t intended to look.

Her gaze swept over rows of faces, pausing here and there without recognition, until it landed on him.

He was leaning back in his seat, one arm draped over the chair beside him as though the whole auditorium belonged to him and he had all the time in the world. His long legs stretched comfortably into the aisle, and there was a stillness about him that seemed at odds with the restless crowd.

But it wasn’t his posture that held her captive — it was his eyes.

Dark. Steady. Too steady.

They weren’t scanning the room like everyone else’s. They were fixed on her.

It didn’t feel like being noticed. It felt like being claimed.

Her throat tightened. She looked away so quickly she almost dropped her bag. But curiosity was a stubborn, traitorous thing. Against her better judgment, she glanced back.

 

He was still watching her.

This time there was the faintest curve to his lips — not a friendly smile, not even one that could be mistaken for casual. It was the kind of expression that said he knew something she didn’t, that he’d already read her like a page in a book and decided she was worth keeping.

The event began, the first act stepping into the pool of stage light as music swelled. The audience applauded, their voices and energy washing over her like a tide. But the air felt different now, charged, every note and movement sharpened by the weight of that gaze she could still feel from across the room.

It happened again — every few minutes, her skin prickled as if she’d been brushed by invisible fingertips, and she didn ’t need to turn to know the direction it came from. His attention wasn’t fleeting. It was deliberate. Lingering. Possessive in a way that should have unsettled her entirely.

When the final act ended and the crowd spilled into the aisles, she moved quickly, bag clutched close, her steps quick and purposeful. The corridors outside were cooler, the scent of marigolds giving way to damp stone and the faint tang of dust.

But then came the footsteps.

Steady, unhurried, falling into rhythm with hers.

“Leaving without saying hello?”

She froze. Slowly, she turned.

He was taller than she’d guessed, the light from the doorway behind him tracing the edges of his jaw and shoulders.

“I… don’t think we’ve met,” she managed, her voice softer than intended.

His smile wasn’t polite. It had an edge, like the glint of a blade beneath smooth water. “What’s the point of telling you my name? In a few days, you won’t be able to forget me.”

Before she could decide on a reply, he was already walking away, disappearing into the ebb and flow of students.

She stood there for a moment longer, the echo of his voice curling around her like smoke.

Something in her chest — curiosity, annoyance, something unnamed — stirred, and she had the unsettling feeling that tonight had been the beginning of something she didn’t know how to stop.



--- 

 




Chapter 2  An Unwanted Habit –

The next morning, pale dawn light leaked through the thin curtains, pooling in uneven shapes across her bedroom floor. The air still carried the faint, clean scent of last night’s rain, and somewhere in the courtyard, a scooter coughed to life before sputtering away.

She lay still for a moment, staring at the familiar cracks in the ceiling.

The strange man from the auditorium — she told herself it was nothing. A passing moment. An odd encounter that would fade from memory as soon as the day pulled her into its usual rhythm.

She tried to convince herself it had been nothing more than one of those fleeting, inexplicable attractions: the kind that flares briefly, leaves you dizzy for an hour, then vanishes without leaving a scar.

By the time she dressed and headed toward her first lecture, she’d decided she could file it away as something mildly amusing.

But the universe, it seemed, had other plans.

The lecture hall smelled faintly of chalk and freshly brewed tea from the stall just outside the building. Rows of wooden benches creaked under the weight of students settling in, their voices fading as the professor — a tall man with wire-rimmed glasses — began outlining the day’s topic in precise, measured tones.

She sat toward the middle, her steaming cup of tea balanced precariously on the desk beside her notebook. Her pen tapped against the margin as she tried to keep her mind on supply-and-demand graphs.

And then the door creaked open.

The sound wasn’t loud, but it sliced cleanly through the drone of the lecture, turning every head in the room.

He walked in.

There was no hurry in his stride, no apology for interrupting. His dark shirt was rolled at the sleeves, revealing the defined lines of his forearms. He carried nothing but a slim notebook, and there was an ease to his movements — like he’d walked into rooms like this a thousand times and had never once felt out of place.

She had never seen him in her department before. Yet his gaze swept the hall as though he were already familiar with its layout.

When his eyes found hers, something flickered — recognition, yes, but also something heavier. More deliberate.

This time, there was no smile. Just that same unblinking focus, as though he was measuring the exact moment her breath caught.

He didn’t take the empty seat near the door. Instead, he moved two rows behind her, far enough not to invade, close enough that she could feel his presence like a shadow stretching toward her.

She gripped her pen a little tighter, forcing herself to keep writing. But awareness pulsed at the edges of her thoughts. Every time she shifted in her seat, every small sound she made — the soft drag of pen on paper, the quiet lift of her teacup — felt magnified under that gaze.

When the lecture ended, she stacked her books in a neat pile, slipped them into her bag, and made for the exit with quick, efficient steps.

She didn’t make it three steps past the door.

“You dropped this.”

She turned. He was holding out a pen — a sleek black one she’d never seen before.

“That’s not mine,” she said, frowning.

His head tilted slightly, a flicker of amusement in his expression. “Now it is.”

She hesitated before taking it. His fingers brushed hers — warm despite the cool air in the corridor — and the contact was sharp, electric, leaving a lingering pulse in her chest she couldn’t quite explain.

He walked past her without another word. She stood there for a moment longer, the pen still in her hand, as though it were proof of something she didn’t yet understand.

It didn’t stop there.

At the cafeteria later that day, she queued for coffee, watching the barista slide steaming cups across the counter. She’d barely taken her first sip when a hand reached in and took the cup from her fingers.

“You don’t get to drink this without me,” he said, taking a slow sip before sliding it back.

In the library that afternoon, she found her favorite corner — a small table near the window where sunlight pooled in golden rectangles. She’d barely opened her book when a shadow fell across the page.

Without a word, he closed it, the quiet thud startling in the hush.

“Better read me instead,” he murmured.

She should have been irritated. She wanted to be. But each time he appeared, the frustration tangled with something else — a restless anticipation she didn’t want to name.

And in the quiet moments, she found herself noticing things: the way people moved instinctively out of his path without him asking; the low, deliberate rhythm of his voice; the fact that, no matter how his mouth curved into a smile, his eyes never quite softened.

One evening, she walked home alone as the streetlamps began to glow. The city was quieter at this hour, its noise softened by distance.

Footsteps joined hers, steady and unhurried.

“Relax,” he said from behind her, his voice low enough to almost blend with the hum of traffic. “I’m just making sure you get home safe.”

She turned, breath visible in the cool air. “Do you follow every girl like this?”

His lips curved in that half-smile she was starting to recognize. “Only the ones who don’t know they’re mine yet.”

The word lodged deep — part warning, part promise.
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