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      There are moments in life when silence becomes the only thing left to hold onto. When the noise of love, loyalty, and even our own sense of self fades into something distant—something unreachable. Fading Into Silence is not just a story; it is an unraveling, a slow descent into the spaces between grief and acceptance, between love and its inevitable loss. It is about the weight of losing your first true love, the ache of knowing no amount of time will ever bring them back. It is about the betrayal of family, the slow erosion of effort until there is nothing left but resentment and memories that no longer feel like your own. It is about vanishing into loneliness, piece by piece, until even your reflection is a stranger.

      I have always believed love should be fought for. I have always believed family, at its core, is meant to endure. But what happens when love is lost despite the fight? When family no longer feels like home? When the warmth you once knew turns cold, and the people who once held you up begin to let you slip through the cracks?

      There is no single moment where it all disappears. Loss is not loud. It does not strike like lightning or announce itself with fury. It is quiet. It is a whisper in the night, a gradual fading, a slow unthreading of everything you thought was permanent. And in that silence, you begin to realize just how much of yourself was built around the people you have lost.

      This companion book exists because Fading Into Silence is more than fiction to me. It is the embodiment of every love I have held onto too tightly, every family bond that has frayed despite my efforts to keep it intact. It is the story of slipping into loneliness, not because you choose it, but because sometimes it is the only thing that stays.

      If you have ever loved and lost, if you have ever watched something meaningful dissolve right in front of you, if you have ever felt yourself slowly disappearing into the quiet—then this book is for you.

      Because in the end, we all fade. The only question is, will someone remember the sound of our voice before we do?
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      There are some loves you never outrun. No matter how much time passes, no matter how many faces you kiss, they remain like a ghost pressed against your skin—warm, familiar, impossible to forget. That’s the kind of love I wrote between Jace and Clay. Not just love, but first love. The kind that wrecks you, that teaches you just how much of yourself you’re willing to give away before you realize you may never get it back.

      I wrote them the way I once lived it.

      V was my Clay—intense, consuming, the kind of presence that made the rest of the world feel muted in comparison. From the moment we collided, there was no easing into anything. We were reckless in the way only first loves can be, throwing ourselves into the fire without stopping to wonder if it would burn. And it did burn. Not just the kind of heat that leaves a warmth behind, but the kind that scorches, that imprints itself on you so deeply you wonder if you will ever be clean of it.

      When I wrote Jace, I didn’t have to search for his longing—I already knew what it felt like to want someone so badly that their absence was like withdrawal. I knew what it was to feel electrified by a single touch, to memorize every detail of someone else’s body, their scent, their breath against my neck. When Jace and Clay fall into each other, it’s not careful. It’s not quiet. It’s the kind of love that exists in stolen moments, in desperate hands, in words whispered against sweat-damp skin.

      V and I never did things the easy way. We loved with every part of ourselves—fiercely, selfishly, unapologetically. And yet, there was always the quiet knowledge that love alone might not be enough. That’s the part of Clay and Jace that hurt the most to write—the slow, inevitable unraveling of something so passionate, so deeply theirs, and yet still doomed to slip through their fingers.

      There’s a scene in Fading Into Silence where Jace watches Clay sleep, tracing the lines of his face with his eyes, memorizing every inch of him like a prayer. That scene was not fiction. I have lived that moment. I have traced my fingers along the ridges of a spine, kissed the curve of a jawline with the reverence of someone who knew they would one day lose it. I have felt the deep, aching desire to stop time, to hold on a little longer, to pretend that love alone could keep us from breaking.

      But love does not protect us from endings.

      Clay and Jace fall apart in the way V and I did—not in one catastrophic moment, but in a series of small fractures, each one growing deeper until there was nothing left to hold together. Love does not always fade gently; sometimes, it shatters. And when it does, the silence it leaves behind is deafening.

      I wrote Clay and Jace with the weight of knowing what it means to lose something irreplaceable. To feel the ghost of a touch long after it’s gone. To carry the memory of love in your bones, no matter how many years pass.

      V will always be a part of me, just as Clay will always be a part of Jace. Some loves may end, but they never truly leave. They live in the pages we write, in the stories we tell, in the quiet moments where we close our eyes and remember the way it once felt to be whole.

      

      Love is not gentle. Not the kind that consumes you.

      There’s a misconception about first love, this idea that it’s sweet, innocent, something soft to look back on like an old photograph. But real first love—the kind that roots itself in your blood, the kind that rearranges who you are—is nothing like that. It is chaos. It is obsession. It is the feeling of losing control and not caring that you’re falling. It is the quiet understanding that no matter how reckless, how destructive, how fucking insane it becomes, you will never be able to stop yourself from running toward it.

      That is what I wrote between Jace and Clay. That is what I lived with V.

      There were nights when it felt like neither of us could breathe without the other. When being apart for too long made my skin itch, made my hands shake, made my chest tighten with something ugly and desperate. It wasn’t just love—it was hunger. It was something primal, something that existed in the spaces between logic and need. Love, when it is that intense, when it holds that much power, does not let you remain a rational person. It does not allow you to make careful decisions, to step away when you should, to be anything but a raw, exposed nerve.

      That extremism, the sheer, unrelenting madness of it, became the foundation of Fading Into Silence. Because that’s what it felt like. A constant state of falling, of reaching for something that was always just beyond my grasp. Clay and Jace, in their love, are not careful. They are not cautious. They do not think, they react. They fuck like it’s the only thing keeping them alive. They fight like they would rather kill each other than let go. They tear each other apart and then come back for more, because walking away is never an option—not when love has made them insane.

      I have lived in that insanity.

      I have known what it is to be awake at three in the morning, staring at my phone with shaking hands, desperate for a message that will never come. I have stood outside in the cold, waiting, knowing they would not show but refusing to leave. I have screamed into the silence, slammed my fists against walls, begged a ghost to love me the way I loved them. There is a sickness in loving someone that much, in needing someone that much. And when it ends—because it always ends—the withdrawal is unbearable. It is sleepless nights and hollowed-out days. It is driving past their house even when you swore you wouldn’t. It is searching for them in a crowd, knowing they are not there. It is missing them so much you swear you can feel their hands on you, their breath against your skin, the phantom weight of their body pressed against yours.

      That is the weight of Fading Into Silence. That is what Jace is drowning in.

      There is a scene, late in the book, where Jace loses himself completely. Where he is so consumed by the absence of Clay that he does things that don’t make sense, things that hurt him, things that are reckless and self-destructive because what else is he supposed to do? When love becomes your whole world, when another person becomes the axis upon which you spin, their loss is more than just heartbreak—it is obliteration. It is losing the gravity that holds you to the earth. It is not knowing how to exist without them.

      People talk about love as though it is something you control, something you choose. But that has never been the case. Love is something that happens to you. It crashes into you like a tidal wave, drags you under, leaves you gasping for air and unable to find the surface. Sometimes, it is beautiful. Sometimes, it is the worst thing that will ever happen to you. Sometimes, it destroys you.

      Jace and Clay were always doomed, just like V and I were always doomed. That kind of love, the kind that grips you by the throat and refuses to let go, does not last. It is too wild, too desperate, too dependent on the intensity that fuels it. It burns too hot. It can only ever end in ashes.

      And yet, even after the fire has died, even after the smoke has cleared, the ghost of it remains.

      I still see V in the spaces between my thoughts. I still dream of them. I still hear their voice in songs we used to play, still feel their hands in the phantom touches of memory. That’s what Jace feels every single moment of Fading Into Silence. That’s why he spirals the way he does. Because when love leaves, it does not go quietly. It haunts you. It burrows under your skin and stays there, a wound that never fully heals.

      That is what it means to love without control. That is what it means to love with everything you have.

      And that is what it means to fade into silence.
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