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Glow in the Dark

She wrote love stories in secret. Now the world—and one unforgettable reader—wants to know the truth.

Elena Hart is a homeschool mom by day, anonymous romance writer by night. Her stories are heartfelt, healing, and hidden—until her teenage daughter uploads a chapter online and it goes viral.

Suddenly, readers are obsessed with “E.H. Bloom.” One comment stands out:


“This feels like you remember.”


The words echo a letter Elena buried years ago—a letter from Caleb Monroe, her high school sweetheart. When Caleb reappears at a local author event, Elena must confront the past she left behind and the creative life she’s kept in the shadows.

As old sparks reignite and long-held fears unravel, Elena discovers that the most powerful love story is the one she’s finally ready to live.

Glow in the Dark is a warm, emotionally rich novella about second chances, creative courage, and the quiet glow of becoming who you really are.
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TO EVERY WOMAN WHO ever hid her brilliance  

to keep the peace.  

This story is your glow-up.
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​Chapter 1

​The Secret Pages
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Elena didn’t write to be read. She wrote to remember—quietly, privately, like lighting a candle in the dark.





Elena Hart wrote love stories in the dark.


Not because she was hiding—but because it was the only time her house was quiet.



By day, she was a homeschool mom with a planner full of math lessons, snack 

schedules, and sticky notes that never stayed stuck. By night, she became E.H. 

Bloom, a woman who believed in slow kisses, second chances, and characters who 

dared to glow.



Her laptop was old, the keys worn smooth. She typed with a rhythm that felt like 

breathing. Her stories weren’t meant for anyone but herself. They were therapy. 

Escape. A quiet rebellion against the version of herself that had forgotten how to 

Dream.



She never imagined anyone would read them. Especially not him.
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​Chapter 2

​Maya’s Upload
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HER DAUGHTER’S BOLDNESS felt like a mirror. Elena had once been fearless, too—before motherhood softened her edges.


“Mom, your writing is better than half the stuff I read online,” Maya said, her voice 

full of mischief and admiration.



Elena looked up from her laptop, startled. “You read my stories?”



Maya shrugged. “You left your draft open. I peeked. Then I read. Then I cried. Then 

I posted the first chapter.”

Elena’s heart dropped. “You did what?”

“Anonymously,” Maya said quickly. “No name. Just the story. It’s already getting likes.”



Elena stared at her daughter, torn between panic and awe. Maya was fifteen, bold, 

and brilliant. She saw things Elena had buried. And now, the world was seeing them 

Too.



That night, Elena checked the post.

3,000 views.

Hundreds of comments.

One stood out:

“This feels like you know me. Like you remember.” – The Reader
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​Chapter 3 

​The Viral Thread
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“This feels like you remember.” The words clung to her like perfume—familiar, haunting, impossible to ignore.


Elena read the comment again. And again.


There was something familiar in the phrasing. Something personal. She clicked the 

username. No profile. No posts. Just a string of cryptic replies:

“You still write like you used to.” 

“I never forgot the letter.”

“I’m still waiting.”

Her breath caught.

The letter.

Senior year. A folded note slipped into her locker. Caleb Monroe’s handwriting. Messy. Honest.


“I know you’re leaving. I just wanted to say... I loved you. I still do.”


She never replied. She left town. She buried the letter in a box of journals. And now, someone was quoting it back to her.

She typed a reply:


“Who are you?”


The response came instantly.


“You already know.”
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​Chapter 4

​E.H. Bloom
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She stared at the screen. Her pen name was no longer a hiding place—it was a spotlight.

Elena hadn’t opened the box in years.

It was buried in her closet, beneath old homeschool binders and a stack of Maya’s preschool art. She lifted the lid slowly, fingers brushing faded paper and forgotten notebooks. And there it was.

The letter.

Folded once. Still creased. Still aching.

She sat on the edge of her bed and unfolded it.


“I know you’re leaving. I just wanted to say... I loved you. I still do.”


Her breath caught. She remembered the hallway. The locker. The way Caleb had looked at her—hopeful, terrified, real.

She hadn’t replied. She’d packed her bags and left town the next morning. Her parents were divorcing. Her world was unraveling. And she didn’t know how to hold love and grief at the same time.

Present Day

The comment thread blinked on her screen.


“I never forgot the letter.”


She typed slowly, heart pounding.


“I still have it.”


The reply came instantly.


“Then you know it was real.”
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​Chapter 5

​The Letter
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Flashback: Caleb’s handwriting had always leaned forward, like he was chasing something. Maybe her.

Tessa was waiting with two lattes and a grin that spelled trouble.

“You need to come to the author mixer,” she said, sliding the drink across the table. “It’s low-key. No pressure. But guess who’s on the guest list?”

Elena raised an eyebrow. “Don’t say it.”

Tessa leaned in. “Caleb Monroe. He’s back. And he’s reading your story.”

Elena blinked. “How do you know?”

“He asked me if I carried anything by E.H. Bloom. I said no. He said, ‘She’s local. I can feel it.’”

Elena’s stomach flipped. “I can’t go.”

“You have to,” Tessa said. “This is your moment. You’ve been writing in the dark for years. It’s time to glow.”

Flashback: The Last Goodbye

Caleb had stood on her porch, hands in his pockets, eyes full of questions.

“You’re really leaving?” he asked.

She nodded. “I have to.”

He looked down. “I wrote you something.”

She didn’t take it. She couldn’t. She turned and walked inside.

Now, years later, she wished she’d stayed on that porch just a little longer.
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​The Author Event
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Elena tucked her hair behind her ear, the way she used to when she was nervous and seventeen.

The comments were getting more personal.


“You still use lavender metaphors.” “You still write like you’re trying not to cry.”


Elena’s fingers hovered over the keyboard. She typed:


“Who are you?”


The reply came instantly.


“You already know.”


She closed her laptop and stared at the ceiling. Her heart was doing that thing 

again—fluttering and sinking all at once.

Flashback: The Writing Desk

Senior year. Caleb had sat beside her in the library, watching her scribble in her journal.

“You write like you’re bleeding,” he’d said.

She’d laughed. “That’s the point.”

He’d leaned closer. “I want to read everything. Even the parts you hide.”

She hadn’t let him. Until now.
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