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for the (secretly) hopeless romantics


AUTHOR’S NOTE


This is a contemporary romance novella. As you will notice, however, I tend to pen realistic stories in unreal settings. I won’t specify the country or city in which a story is set and any building or shop I mention has been made up. 
I don’t feel I have enough knowledge to write stories set in other countries, nor do I like to write about what I know (life in Italy). This is because I write to escape life and it wouldn’t really work if I stayed in the same place on paper as well. 
content warnings: parental abuse, parental neglect, sexual harassment, forced kissing, cheating (it doesn’t actually happen but it’s mentioned/believed for a while).
What The Stars Didn’t Show Us started as a challenge to myself, to see if I could manage to write something and get to the end. It’s been a long journey, but I’ve done it. This story was mainly a test, but my next books will be more developed (and better edited). I can only go up from here, right?  :)










ONE
For Hyunsuk the day started just like any other. He woke up and took his time getting ready for school. His brother and parents were already having breakfast downstairs, but he tried to be late on purpose, just so he didn’t have to spend too much time with them. He took a shower and got dressed, then picked up his backpack and went downstairs. When he entered the kitchen, his father looked at him disapprovingly.
“You’re late again” he said.
“I know,” the boy replied. “I don’t have time to eat breakfast with you, I’m sorry.” He was not sorry.
He quickly grabbed an apple and walked out of the kitchen. Although he and his twin brother attended the same school, they never went together. They weren’t exactly on good terms and Hyunsuk was quite happy they weren’t in the same class.
His house wasn’t far from school so he walked, munching on his apple and enjoying the loud music coming from his headphones. When he arrived, he threw the remains of the apple into a bin and walked in.
When his brother, Hyunwoo, entered school, everyone usually turned to look at him. The girls drooled over him and the boys eyed him enviously. He was always among the 3 top students in the whole school (always the first, obviously), he was good at all sports and the teachers loved him. Despite looking exactly like his brother, Hyunsuk didn’t have the same success. He was his brother’s shadow. His grades were never as high, he hated exercise of any kind and, instead of worrying about his future or school record, he tended to focus more on what he loved, namely music and reading. The teachers took great pleasure in comparing him to Hyunwoo, and his parents always did the same. No one thought Hyunsuk was good enough at anything, while his brother was always seen as the perfect guy.
Hyunsuk had to admit that every student who had ever laid eyes on him inevitably saw how different he was to his brother and the pressure of his parents’ and teachers’ expectations weren’t nice at all, but he couldn’t complain about not being popular. He’d never liked attention and was glad he wasn’t getting any.
He entered class and sat at his usual desk right at the back. It was a desk for two, like all the others, right next to the window. The class had more seats than students, and the seat next to him had been empty since the first day of school. No one really wanted to sit with Hyunsuk, and he was glad they didn’t. At least he would be left in peace.
The rest of the students wandered into class, followed by the teacher who arrived just as the bell rang. Mr Tucker was about to start the lesson, when the door opened and a girl ran in, stopping by the desk to catch her breath.
“I’m sorry I’m late,” she said.
Mr Tucker glared at her, then turned to the class. “As you can see, we have a new student,” he said. Then he turned back to the girl. “Introduce yourself.”
“Hi!” She said, smiling brightly. “I’m Hialeah Laine! Nice to meet you all.”
“Go and sit wherever you want,” the teacher replied, looking bored. “And don’t be late again.”
The girl apologized once more, then looked around. She scanned the class looking for empty seats, smiled to herself and quickly walked to the back. Hyunsuk felt something moving next to him and turned around just in time to see her sitting in the chair next to him. She smiled.
“Hello.”
He looked at her as if she were crazy, then looked away without replying. This didn’t affect Hialeah’s mood at all. She just shrugged it off and started taking out her things, a big blue notebook with doodles all over the cover, then her pencil case. She started organizing all the pens and pencils on the desk: the pencil at one end, as that way it was easier to grab, then she put the red pen right next to it, then the blue and black ones, and lastly her eraser to keep all the pens in place. Hyunsuk glared at her weirdness.
Hialeah kept smiling for the whole lesson, occasionally taking notes and listening to the teacher’s explanations. Sometimes, she noticed that the boy next to her wasn’t taking notes, so she started focusing on him instead.
"What’s your name?” She whispered to him.
He didn’t reply nor look at her.
“Mine’s Hialeah,” she added.
“I know,” he replied, coldly. “I heard you earlier.”
“What other lessons do you have?" She asked, clearly excited. “I want to know if we’re in the same classes. If we are, we could sit together again. Unless you already have a desk partner.”
“You talk too much.”
“I’m just happy about my first day of school here,” she said, still smiling at him.
“What’s there to be happy about at school?” he mumbled to himself.
“Hey, new one!” Mr Tucker called her. “Stop talking and focus on the lesson.”
Hialeah apologized and started taking notes again, forgetting about the boy sitting next to her. At the end of the lesson everyone got up and walked out of the classroom. She wanted to stop the boy again and ask where his next class was, but he walked away so quickly and quietly that she lost him as soon as the bell rang.
She looked at her timetable and walked around the hallways trying to find her next class. When she did, the same thing happened as in the previous class: she walked in and the teacher asked her to introduce herself all over again. In this class, there was only one seat left, so she had to sit there. Next to her there was a girl.
“Hi,” Hialeah said, suddenly feeling a bit shy. She realized it was odd how she hadn’t felt shy around the guy an hour before, but was suddenly timid in front of a girl. It might have been because she was so beautiful she was almost intimidating. Her long brown hair seemed so soft, and her green eyes were looking at Hialeah through large square glasses that she thought were perhaps more of a fashion choice than a need.
“Hi, I’m Jane Roux,” she replied.
The two boys sitting at the desk in front of theirs turned around and smiled at the new girl.
“I’m Dorian,” the blonde one said.
"And I’m Andrea,” the dark haired one added.
“Nice to meet you,” Hialeah replied, pleased by their warm welcome.
She instinctively started chatting to her desk mate. She discovered the three of them had a lot of her same classes and Hialeah was really happy to know that, since it would mean she would see some familiar faces again during the day.
For the rest of the morning they helped her around the school and managed to talk a lot, even during lessons. Hialeah found it really interesting to learn that Jane was an exchange student from abroad, and that Andrea and Dorian were her best friends. Jane seemed quite fierce, while the two boys looked more like the playfully sweet types. They were an odd group, but there was something really comfortable about being with them.
When the bell for lunch break rang, Hialeah walked  to the canteen with her new friends. They queued up for their food and waited their turn. She looked around for empty tables, when she noticed a familiar face. She tapped Jane’s shoulder to get her attention.
“Who’s that boy over there?”
“His name’s Hyunsuk,” Jane replied. “He always eats alone.”
“I tried talking to him once,” Andrea added. "If looks could kill…”
He faked a shiver of fear and Hialeah smiled at his silliness. They all bought the food they’d chosen then walked around the tables, trying to find empty seats.
“How about we sit with him?” Hialeah suggested, gesturing to Hyunsuk.
“He’s scary,” Dorain replied, and Andrea nodded.
“Shut up you two,” Jane said. Then she turned to Hialeah. "I’m glad we finally have someone brave with us, unlike some other people I know”. She said the last part loudly enough for the two boys to hear, who scoffed at her remark.
“Let’s try,” Jane said, leading the way to Hyunsuk’s empty table.
Hialeah approached him first, putting her food tray in front of his and sitting down opposite him. Jane, Andrea and Dorian sat at that table too, but a little further away from the scary looking boy.
“Hey,” Hialeah greeted him. “Can we keep you company?”
“I prefer to be alone,” he replied, eating his food.
“I’m good company, I promise,” she said.
He put down his fork and got up from his seat. "I said I wanted to be alone,” he repeated.
He took his tray and walked to another table a little way off and sat down alone again. He didn’t glance back even once. Hialeah sulked at her failed attempt.
“At least you tried,” said Jane, patting her on the back.
She started eating her food, chatting to her new friends, but glanced at Hyunsuk from time to time. She knew what it meant to be alone and have no friends at school.
Why was he alone?
Everyone needs company. She didn’t feel at ease knowing he didn’t have any.
And that was the exact moment in which Hialeah decided to become his friend.
TWO
Hialeah had the self-destructive habit of putting others before herself and what she hated most was seeing people left out. That was one of the reasons why she felt sad every time she lay eyes on Hyunsuk. She wanted to make him happy and keep him company because seeing him alone hurt her feelings. She very much wanted to get to know him and find out what kind of person he was.
A part of her knew she wanted to do what no one had ever done for her, but she wasn’t ready to admit it to herself just yet. So she decided she would become friends with him, one way or another.
When she went to school the following day, Hialeah kept repeating to herself that nothing was going to bring her down. Even if he refused to talk to her, she was going to insist until he gave in. She was going to attack him with kindness and politeness until he yielded. There was no way he could refuse that.
As soon as she walked into the schoolyard, Hialeah saw a familiar face from afar. She felt a little confused when she realised that it was Hyunsuk but that his hair was blonde instead of black. Thinking it was a great opportunity to start up a conversation, she ran over to him.
“Hey, Hyunsuk!” She yelled. “Wait a second.”
She caught up with him and gently touched his arm to stop him. He turned around, looking annoyed.
“Who the hell are you?” he asked.
“What do you mean, who are you?” She asked confused. “I’m Hialeah. We’re in a couple classes together.”
“I don’t remember any Hialeah.”
“We sat next to each other!” she said. She was puzzled and the way he was looking at her made her feel embarrassed. She had no idea what was going on. He shrugged, not really caring about the girl standing in front of him.
“What happened to your hair? Why did you dye it?”
That’s when Hyunwoo understood what was going on. He sighed, feeling somewhat annoyed.
“You’ve got the wrong person, sweetheart,” he said, then walked away before she could ask for an explanation.
Hialeah was confused, and she watched as the boy she thought was Hyunsuk strolled off as if nothing had happened. She shook her head and walked to class. She would meet him again later since they shared some classes, so she could talk to him again then.
She sat at her desk at the back of the classroom, waiting for Hyunsuk to arrive. When the lesson was just about to start and everyone was already in class, the door opened and Hyunsuk finally walked in. Hialeah’s mouth fell open when she saw he had black hair. Again. He sat down and looked at her with a frown, noticing her shocked expression.
“Why are you looking at me like that?” he asked, slightly annoyed.
“I saw you this morning and you had blonde hair,” she explained, confused. For a second she thought she was losing her mind.
“You met my brother,” he replied, without even looking at her.
“You have a twin brother?” She asked, surprised.
“Hm,” he said simply, nodding.
“Oh my god I’m so embarrassed!” She hid her face in her hands and Hyunsuk heard a strange, muffled noise coming from behind them.
The bell rang and the teacher entered the class, but Hialeah was too embarrassed thinking about that weird encounter to focus on the lesson. She put her head on her desk feeling ashamed. She couldn’t see it, but Hyunsuk glanced at her once, and unconsciously smiled at her cuteness. He quickly checked himself though and schooled his face to look unimpressed.
Hialeah spent the whole lesson trying to forget about the embarrassing meeting, making Hyunsuk think— and hope— he was going to be left in peace. No luck, as soon as the lesson finished she started talking to him again.
“What’s your brother’s name?” she asked.
“It doesn’t matter.”
“I should probably apologize for this morning,” she said. “Can you tell me where I can find him?”
Hyunsuk stopped to look at her. “Looking for him probably isn’t a good idea,” he replied. “But if you really want to find him you’ll have to do it at your own risk.”
He glanced at her one last time and walked away. What a dramatic sentence. Hialeah was confused for the second time that day. Was there something wrong with his brother? Why did Hyunsuk say that?
Suddenly, a hand waved in front of her and she was brought back from her thoughts.
“You okay?” Dorian asked.
“I was just thinking.”
Jane and Andrea showed up next to him.
“Thinking about what?” Andrea asked.
“I met Hyunsuk’s brother this morning and started a conversation, thinking it was him. I’m so embarrassed!”
The two boys gasped and Jane rolled her eyes.
“You should be careful with him,” Dorian said.
“Why?”
“Hyunwoo is an ass,” Jane intruded. “He’s popular here at school and thinks he owns the place. He’s a teacher’s pet, too.”
“And he’s got a terrible temper,” Andrea added.
“He’s the complete opposite of his brother,” Dorian said.
“Apart from the ‘temper’ part," Andrea said, making Hialeah chuckle.
“Why is Hyunsuk always alone if he has such a popular brother?” Hialeah asked.
Jane put an arm around her shoulder as they started walking. “They don’t get along at all,” she explained. “They’re rivals in everything, but it’s always Hyunwoo who ends up winning.”
She pictured them in her head: the brother that everyone loved and the one no one cared about. That made Hialeah want to get to know Hyunsuk even more. Although she knew people often found her annoying and nosey, she couldn’t help being curious about others. And Hyunsuk was attracting her attention more than anyone had ever done before.
Hialeah and her three new friends went to their next few lessons. During one of them, the teacher made her realize she didn’t have one of the textbooks. In order not to have her buy a new one, he told Hialeah to just borrow a copy from the school, so after the lesson she headed to the library.
She asked where she could find the book she was looking for, and went straight to where they told her. After more than ten minutes of looking around, she noticed the book on one of the higher shelves. She tried to reach up  to it on tiptoe, but still couldn’t reach it.
Hialeah looked around to see if she could find a stool to stand on, or someone who could help her, but she saw something else instead. Sitting in the corner of the library was Hyunsuk, his head resting on a table. Hialeah walked over to him, just close enough to realise he was sleeping. She looked at the books around him and the pen that was still in his hand. He must have fallen asleep while studying, she thought. She stopped to look at him for a while, and smiled at how calm and beautiful he looked. She felt captured by him.
She stepped forward to look at him better, but accidentally kicked the chair in front of her making a loud noise. She cringed, while Hyunsuk started moving and opened his eyes. When he noticed Hialeah, he frowned.
“Sorry I didn’t mean to wake you up,” she said quickly.
“What are you doing here?” He asked, sitting up.
“I was looking for a book.”
He looked her up and down. “I don’t see any book.”
"It’s too high up on the shelf and I can’t reach it,” she admitted, pointing at the books behind her.
“Well, good luck then.” He got up and started putting his things back into his bag. He closed it up and was about to walk away when she grabbed his jacket.
“Wait,” she said. “Can you help me get it?"
“Why would I do that?” He asked in a bored tone.
“Because I need help and you’re the only person around.”
She looked at him hopefully and Hyunsuk felt a pang of guilt. He sighed and gestured to her to lead the way. She walked over to where the book was and he followed her.
“Did you fall asleep while studying?” She asked him while they were walking.
“Hm.”
“Why? Don’t you sleep well at night?” She tried to act nonchalantly but was aware Hyunsuk wasn’t fooled by her interest in him.
“Do you always talk so much?” He asked, ignoring her question completely.
Since they had arrived at the right section, instead of replying, Hialeah pointed him the book. “That one.”
He reached up and took it off the shelf easily, then gave it to her.
“Thank you,” she said.
“You’re welcome,” he replied, flatly.
Then, without another word, he turned and walked away.
THREE
Hialeah was out grocery shopping with her mum when a lady stopped her in the middle of the supermarket.
“Young lady, you’re a student right?” she asked.
“Yes,” replied Hialeah.
“I know a lot of students struggle with sleep nowadays, especially when it comes to exam time,” the lady said. “If it’s the same for you, may I recommend this special tea? It’s made using herbs that help you sleep. It’s slightly bitter, but my daughter drinks it all the time and it works well for her.”
Hialeah didn’t usually believe in or care about this kind of thing, but then Hyunsuk came to mind. If he fell asleep at school, it must mean he had trouble sleeping at night. She couldn’t imagine what the problem might be, but that wasn’t important. This tea could help him, so why not try? She asked the lady for a box, then went to pay for it.
The next day at school, she actually felt a bit nervous about bringing the topic up with Hyunsuk. They didn’t have any classes in common that particular day, so she asked Jane where Hyunsuk’s locker was and waited for him there. When he arrived and saw a fidgeting Hialeah standing in front of his locker, Hyunsuk sighed in defeat.
“Hi,” she greeted him carefully.
He opened his locker without answering.
“I was out yesterday and I saw this,” she said, handing him the box. “It reminded me how you fell asleep in the library the other day so I thought I would get one for you.”
“What is it?” He asked, eyeing her suspiciously.
“It’s a tea that helps you sleep.”
His look hardened. “You should mind your own business,” he replied, annoyed.
“I just wanted to do something nice,” she said, embarrassed. “I thought it might help you.”
“Stop sticking your nose in other people’s business.” He closed his locker with a loud slam that made Hialeah flinch, and walked away. She wasn’t hurt. She was angry, actually. She knew it might have came across as being nosey, but she really did just have good intentions and hated the fact he hadn't accepted her gift. But she was determined not to give up.
That day she left Hyunsuk alone, not bothering him at lunchtime, giving him space. The next day, during the lesson they had together, she still didn’t talk to him, but at the end of the lesson she slipped the box of tea into his bag with a little note.
At the end of the day, Hyunsuk walked home from school. He took his time since he didn’t want to spend too much time with his family. When he entered the house, his mother was standing in the middle of the living room waiting for him.
“You’re late,” she said accusingly.
Hyunsuk didn’t reply nor did he apologize.
“Dinner’s almost ready,” she said. “Come down right away.”
Hyunsuk nodded and went upstairs. He went into his room and threw his backpack on the bed. He heard a metallic sound and frowned, somewhat confused. Quickly opening the backpack, he took out its contents. At first, when he noticed the same box Hialeah had tried to give him the day before, he felt the urge to throw it out, but then he noticed the note attached and opened it.
I’m sorry if it seems like I’m sticking my nose into your business but I really do just want to help. I don’t know if you have trouble sleeping, and if you do, I don’t know the cause, but this might be useful. I hope you will accept my gift.
Hyunsuk sighed in defeat.
“What’s that?”
He looked up and saw his brother standing by the door.
“Nothing,” he replied, putting the box away.
“Dinner’s ready,” Hyunwoo said, closing the door.
Hyunsuk got up and went downstairs. As he entered the living room and sat on his chair, he tried to ignore the fact his father was glaring at him. A servant brought in their dishes and they started to eat.
Their mother looked at Hyunwoo with a pleased smile. “How’s school going, sweetie?”
“Everything’s fine,” he replied. “I have a science project due in a few days but it’s already done.”
“I’m so proud of all the effort you put into school,” she said. “I’m sure
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