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Chapter 1: The Return
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“Some towns never change. And some hearts never forget.”

The train hissed to a stop with a sigh, like even it was hesitant to let her off. Arielle Wren stepped onto the platform with a suitcase too small for all the memories she carried and a heart too full to speak.

It had been six years since she’d last walked these streets. Six years since she’d left behind two boys who taught her what it meant to burn-and to break.

The air still smelled like lilacs and salt. The town hadn’t changed. Same sleepy shops, same cracked sidewalks, same coffee place where her name was always spelled wrong no matter how many times she comes back.

Only this time, she wasn’t just visiting. She was returning.

Not as the girl who used to laugh too loud, love too hard, and cry in silence between two brothers. But as a woman who had spent years piecing herself back together, one poem and panic attack at a time.

She adjusted the strap of her boots hitting the pavement with a quite rhythm-familiar, and yet not.

The whispers started before she reached Main Street.

“Arielle Wren? Thought she left for good.”

“Did you hear? She wrote a book-about them.”

“I bet she’s back for him.”

“No, the other one.”

She didn’t look at anyone. But she felt it all. The town remembered her as part of a story. One they couldn’t stop retelling. But they didn’t know how it ended. Neither did she.

The bookstore stood at the corner of Maple and Wren Avenue-funny, how her name was etched into this place long before she ever knew who she was.

She pushed the door open. The bell above it chimed, sweet and familiar.

Inside, the light was soft, filtered through dusty windows and old paperbacks. The smell hit her like a ghost-vanilla, cedar, time.

And then she saw it.

A small display by the window. A stack of books with her name printed in ink: “In between the Fire and the Quiet” by Arielle Wren.

Her throat tightened. Not because she missed them.

But because this-this moment-was hers.

She reached out and brushed her fingers across the cover. And as she did...

“You came back.”

The voice sent a tremor through her spine.

She turned.

Ezra Calloway.

Older. Still heartbreak in human form. Still quiet thunder in the way he looked at her. Sill Ezra.

Arielle’s breath caught.

Before she could find words, another voice joined in-louder, rougher, achingly familiar.

“Of course she did.”

Luca Calloway.

The storm. The flame. The boy who once danced on rooftops and kissed her like they were on a time limit.

And just like that...

She was her again.

Torn.

Breathless

Back.

Character Profile-Arielle Wren

Full Name: Arielle Rose Wren

Age: 26 (Present timeline), 19 (in flashbacks)

Zodiac Sign: Pisces (feelings= deep ocean)

Occupation: Author, former literature major

Current Residence: Seaside town (later), originally from Willow-ridge

Personality Traits:

	Emotionally intuitive but often conflicted

	Deeply romantic but guards her heart

	Overthinks everything-feels even more

	Carries guilt like a second skin

	Glows when she’s passionate about something


Appearance:

	Wavy chestnut hair that falls past her shoulders

	Hazel eyes that shift in light-green, gold, brown

	Slim but soft, often barefoot or in worn-in boots

	Tiny tattoo on her wrist: a feather and a paper plane

	Favors oversized sweaters, journal always nearby


Hobbies:

	Writing in leather-bound journals

	Listening to music from the 90s

	Walking alone at night

	Collecting vintage letters and postcards



Emotional Arc:


Starts unsure, torn between past selves. Ends rooted, having chosen herself. Her journey is about integration-not choosing fire or quiet but finding her own frequency.
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Chapter 2- Summer of Before
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“The beginning never felt like a beginning. It just felt like sunshine.”

The summer Arielle met Calloway brothers, the sky was always just a little too blue-like it was daring you not to fall in love. 

She’d just turned 19, home from her first year at college, unsure of everything except that she never felt more alive than when she was uncertain.

She met Ezra first.

He worked in the bookstore two blocks from her house, always tucked in the poetry section, humming songs no one recognized. He didn’t flirt. He noticed.

“You dog-ear your pages,” he said once without looking up.

She blushed. “And?”

He smirked, just a little. “It means you’re the kind of person who wants to return to feelings. Not facts.”

She came back the next day.

Then she met Luca.

On the rooftop of a party, she hadn’t wanted to go to, barefoot and eating strawberries like he didn’t care who was watching.

He tossed her a piece, said, “You look like the kind of girl who needs a little chaos.”  

She told him she preferred peace.

He grinned. “I’m both.”

By July, they were a story already unfolding picnics in wildflower fields, shared glances, thunderstorms, broken bike chains and Ezra reading her Rilke while Luca taught her how to scream into the ocean.

She wasn’t choosing between them. She was becoming someone because of them. And that’s a thing about summers is...

They always end.
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Character Profile- Ezra Calloway

Full Name: Ezra Julian Calloway

Age: 28 (Present), 21(Flashbacks)

Zodiac Sign: Virgo, sun Cancer moon (yes, he feels deeply but hides it behind quiet perfection)

Occupation: Works at a local bookstore, part-time poetry teacher, low-key piano player

Personality Traits: 

	Thoughtful, observant, emotionally layered.

	Quiet intensity- he says little, but every word matter

	Internalizes everything, struggles to let go

	Loyal to a fault

	Finds beauty in small things: a sentence, a shadow, a shared silence

	His love is slow, steady, soulful


Appearance:


  Dark brown hair, always slightly tousled

  Slate-blue eyes with a faraway softness

  Tall, lean, a little hunched like he carries his thoughts too heavily

  Wears glasses sometimes when he reads

  Earth-toned clothes, old leather satchel with books spilling out


Habits & Quirks:

	Always smells like cedarwood and old paper

	Writes notes in the margins of every book he owns

	Plays piano when he can’t sleep 

	Tucks his thumb into his palm when nervous

	Carries a small notebook in his coat pocket (there’s a poem about Arielle on page 43)



Emotional Arc:

He loved her first. He loved her quietly. But his silence became absence. And in trying to protect her from his chaos, he disappeared from her heart. His journey is about learning that love requires presence, not just depth.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3- The Quiet One
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“He never said he loved her. Not out loud. But he didn’t have to.”

It was a Wednesday afternoon when Ezra handed her a book with the page already dog-eared.

“Read that one tonight,” he said, his voice a whisper that somehow always demanded to be heard.

She looked down. Rainer Maria Rilke.  Of course.

She smiled. “Is this your way of flirting?”

Ezra blinked. “Is it working?”

That was the thing about him. He didn’t chase her. He just appeared, always where her heart felt most unguarded.

On slow days, she’d sit behind the bookstore counter while he reorganized, shelves he already memorized. He never told her how he felt, but he’d brings her coffee just the way she liked it. And when the lights flickered one stormy night, he lit candles and read her poetry until the thunder softened.

“You don’t talk much about yourself,” she said once.

He looked up from his notebook. “You’d like what I wrote more than what I’d say.”

Sometimes, she imagined kissing him in that quiet space between verses. Sometimes, she didn’t have to imagine.

It happened once.

One soft, breathless moment after hours of unsaid things.

His hands in her hair. Her lips tasting like ink and rain.

No music. Just the sound of his breath trembling against hers.

It wasn’t a kiss that promised forever.

It was a kiss that said, “I see you.”

And then...

He didn’t show up








	Charismatic, impulsive, wildly emotional

	Expresses everything- anger, love, jealousy- with volume

	Protective and loyal to those he loves, even when it hurts

	Funny, teasing, but secretly afraid of being forgotten

	Doesn’t read books, but has a favourite poem

	If he loves you, he will fight for you-even if it’s messy



	Honey-brown curls, sun-kissed skin, freckled shoulders

	Deep green eyes with gold flecks

	Strong build, broad shoulders, rough hands

	Always wears bracelets or rings he made himself

	Usually smells like saltwater, citrus, and the summer he never let go



	Winks constantly-yes, even when he’s nervous

	Always has a guitar nearby, though he rarely plays it for anyone

	Doodles in chalk on sidewalks

	Plays with his rings when he’s anxious

	Has Arielle’s name written (once) on the back of a bar napkin-keeps it in his wallet
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