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Chapter 1: Professional Overthinker
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Sana had a talent. Not the kind that earned applause or medals, but the quiet, invisible kind,...the kind that turned the smallest moments into storms inside her head. A question in class, a glance from someone passing by, even a simple “hello” could twist and stretch until it felt too heavy to handle.

Which was why she always chose the last bench.

From there, the world felt distant. Safe. Like she could disappear and no one would notice.

The teacher’s voice reached her faintly, echoing off invisible walls. The board looked slightly blurred,...not because she couldn’t see it, but because she didn’t want anyone to notice her looking at it. The last bench was her shield. Her invisibility cloak. Her quiet corner where expectations came to die.

“Sana,” the teacher called, and the sound snapped her upright.

She froze. Thirty pairs of eyes didn’t turn immediately,...but they always would.

“Sana, can you answer this question?” the teacher asked again, patient but firm.

Her heart pounded so loudly she was sure the girl next to her could hear it. She knew the answer. It was right there. Clear. Simple. Obvious.

“I... I don’t know,” she whispered, barely loud enough for anyone to hear.

The class waited. Time stretched thin. A few students glanced back. Not laughing. Not judging. Just noticing. Somehow that felt worse.

“You do know, don’t you?” the teacher pressed gently, raising an eyebrow.

Sana’s throat tightened. “I... um... I just... I’m not sure,” she mumbled.

“Alright, that’s fine,” the teacher said, letting it go. But the moment didn’t let go of her. It followed her through the rest of the class, the hallways, all the way home. Her mind replayed it again and again: You knew the answer. Why didn’t you say it? It was so easy. Why are you like this?

By the time she reached home, it wasn’t about the answer anymore. It was about her. She dropped her bag onto the floor and collapsed onto her bed, staring at the ceiling as if it might explain something.

“Why can’t I just be normal?” she whispered to the empty room.

Her notebook called to her from beneath the pillow. Not the school one. The other one. The one she kept hidden like a secret she wasn’t ready to share.

She opened it carefully, and just like that,...something shifted. Here, Sana wasn’t quiet. Her pen moved with confidence, as if it didn’t belong to the girl who couldn’t answer a simple question in class.

She began to write: She walked into the room like she owned it.

Sana paused. A small frown formed. “Who writes like this?” she muttered.

But she didn’t stop. Her voice didn’t shake. Her hands didn’t tremble. She didn’t wait for permission,... Her pen slowed, then stopped. Her eyes lingered on the words. A strange feeling settled in her chest. Not quite sadness. Not quite longing. Something in between.

“That’s not me,” she whispered.

The notebook didn’t care. The words stayed. Stubborn. Unapologetic.

For a moment, she imagined it. What it would feel like to raise her hand without fear. To speak without overthinking. To exist without shrinking herself. The thought felt impossible, like trying to catch the wind.

She closed the notebook gently, slid it back under her pillow, and turned away.

But something had changed. Just a little. Like the tiniest crack in a wall she had built around herself. And cracks, no matter how small, have a way of growing.

Sana didn’t know it yet, but this was where it began. Not with confidence. Not with courage. But with a question that refused to stay quiet: What if I didn’t stay like this forever?
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Chapter 2: The Loudest Silence
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Sana thought she could get through the day unnoticed. She was wrong.

Hiba appeared like a whirlwind, bouncing down the hallway with a grin that promised trouble. “Hey, quiet girl! What are you hiding in that corner of yours?” she called, leaning against the lockers next to Sana.

Sana froze. “I... nothing,” she stammered, glancing around to make sure no one had noticed.

“Nothing, huh?” Hiba’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “Then why are you always scribbling in that notebook of yours? You writing a secret diary or what?”

Sana clutched her bag tighter. “It’s... private,” she said softly, hoping Hiba would drop it.

“Private? Come on, let me see,” Hiba teased, reaching for the notebook.

“No! Don’t!” Sana pulled back instinctively, but Hiba had already grabbed it. Her grin widened as she flipped through the pages, her eyes scanning the words quickly.

“You wrote all this?” Hiba whispered, a hint of surprise replacing her playful tone.

Sana looked away. “Yeah... it’s... just some stuff I write.”

Hiba looked up at her, serious now. “This isn’t just ‘stuff.’ This is... brave. You have guts, you know that?”

Sana blinked. “Me? Brave? Don’t be ridiculous.”

“Seriously,” Hiba said, handing the notebook back. “You don’t need to be fearless. You just need guts. That’s enough sometimes.”

Sana hugged the notebook to her chest, a strange warmth spreading inside her. “Guts... huh?”

“Yep,” Hiba grinned again, bouncing on her toes. “And trust me, you’ve got them. You just... don’t always use them.”

Sana frowned, thinking about all the times she had stayed silent. Every hand she hadn’t raised, every answer she hadn’t spoken aloud, every moment she had let fear win. “It’s... not that easy,” she admitted quietly.

Hiba tilted her head, studying her like she was a puzzle. “I know it’s not easy. Fear doesn’t just vanish. But it doesn’t get to run your life either. You’ve got a choice. You can be small and safe, or you can try,...even if it scares you.”

Sana looked down at the notebook. Her words jumped off the page in her memory, the sentences she had written about confident girls, girls who spoke up, who walked into rooms like they belonged there. Could she really be like that someday? The thought made her stomach flutter, a mix of excitement and nerves.

“Maybe...” she whispered.

“Maybe?” Hiba raised an eyebrow. “You mean yes. You mean ‘I want to try.’ That’s guts. That’s all it takes.”

Sana smiled faintly, feeling the spark of courage that Hiba had lit inside her. Maybe it wasn’t about being fearless. Maybe it was about trying anyway, even if your hands shook and your voice cracked.

The bell rang, dragging them back to class. Students streamed past, laughing and chatting, oblivious to the little battle playing out in Sana’s mind. She walked alongside Hiba, notebook pressed against her chest, feeling something shift. The silence inside her didn’t feel quite so loud anymore.

Hiba nudged her shoulder playfully. “Hey, quiet girl. Don’t forget,...it’s okay to be scared. Just don’t let it stop you.”

Sana nodded, letting the words sink in. For the first time, maybe she could believe that she could be brave, one small step at a time.
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Chapter 3: First Steps
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Sana sat at the last bench, her notebook open, but she wasn’t writing today. Her fingers tapped nervously on the cover, tracing the edge like it could give her answers. Hiba had said what she needed to hear yesterday, but now it was time to face the real challenge.

The teacher asked a question she knew the answer to perfectly. The words danced in her mind, ready and clear. This is it, she thought. I can do this.

Her heart thumped so loudly it was like a drum in her chest. Every eye in the classroom wasn’t looking at her... yet. But she could feel their attention waiting, ready to catch her if she stumbled.

“I... I...” she started, her voice trembling. Hiba’s words echoed in her head: Just try. You don’t need to be fearless.

Her hand rose, slowly, shaking a little. She swallowed hard. The teacher’s gaze landed on her, patient, encouraging. “Yes, Sana?”

Sana took a deep breath. “Photosynthesis is the process by which green plants convert sunlight into energy,” she said, her voice louder than she expected.

A few students glanced up, surprised, but no one laughed. The teacher smiled. “Exactly right. Well done.”

Sana sank back into her seat, a flush of relief and pride warming her cheeks. She had done it. She had actually spoken.

Hiba nudged her under the desk. “See? That wasn’t so bad, was it?”

Sana shook her head, grinning nervously. “It... it was scary.”
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