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Dedication

For everyone who has ever loved deeply…

For those who stayed too long inside memories…

And for the hearts still learning how to heal after loss. 

This story is for you. 
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Introduction

Some people enter our lives quietly…

And change everything forever. 

Only Safe With Him is a deeply emotional story about love, grief, healing, and the invisible marks people leave on each other. Set against the beautiful yet melancholic atmosphere of Porto, this novel follows Ethan Carter — a reckless young man lost in anger and uncertainty — whose life changes completely after meeting Claire Bennett. 

What begins as attraction slowly transforms into a powerful love that teaches Ethan how to dream, hope, and finally believe in himself. 

But love does not always promise forever. 

This story explores what happens when someone becomes your safest place in the world… and what remains after they are gone. 

Raw, romantic, heartbreaking, and hopeful, Only Safe With Him is ultimately a story about surviving loss without losing the love itself. 
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Chapter 1 – The Boy 

Rain hammered against the rusted balcony railings while Ethan Carter stood outside his family’s flat staring down at the crowded streets below.

Porto looked miserable in winter. 

Grey clouds covered the sky like dirty smoke, swallowing the last traces of daylight far too early. Cars moved slowly through wet roads while exhausted office workers rushed home carrying umbrellas and takeaway coffee cups. 

From the fourth-floor balcony, Ethan watched them silently. 

Every person below him seemed to belong somewhere. 

Every person except him. 

At twenty-three years old, Ethan had become the greatest disappointment in the Carter family. 

He had dropped out of university after barely a year. 

He moved from one temporary job to another before quitting each one. 

Most afternoons he slept until noon. 

Most nights he wandered around the estate drinking with friends who were just as directionless as he was. 

The neighbours had stopped expecting anything from him a long time ago. 

Sometimes Ethan wondered if his family had done the same. 

He took another drag from his cigarette as cold wind brushed through his dark hair. 

Behind him, the apartment television played loudly while dishes clattered in the kitchen. 

Then came the voice he knew too well. 

“Still standing there wasting your life?”

Ethan closed his eyes briefly. 

His father. 

Daniel Carter stepped onto the balcony wearing his work uniform from the shipping docks. His shoulders looked tense with exhaustion. 

The man always looked tired lately. 

Years of physical labour had hardened him. 

Years of disappointment had made him colder. 

Ethan exhaled smoke slowly. 

“Nice to see you too.”

Daniel ignored the sarcasm. 

“Your mother said you missed another interview.”

“I overslept.”

“You overslept your future.”

Ethan gave a humourless laugh. 

“There’ll be other jobs.”

“That’s what you always say.”

Daniel stepped closer. 

“You are twenty-three years old, Ethan. Your younger brother studies harder than you ever have. Meanwhile you roam around the streets like a teenager.”

“I didn’t ask for another lecture.”

“And I didn’t ask for a son who refuses to grow up.”

The words landed harder than Ethan expected. 

For a second neither of them spoke. 

Rain continued dripping from the balcony roof while distant traffic echoed through the estate. 

Ethan looked away first. 

Arguing with his father had become routine. 

Almost every conversation between them ended in disappointment. 

Daniel grabbed the cigarette from Ethan’s fingers and crushed it beneath his boot.

“You think life is a joke because your mother keeps protecting you,” he said sharply. “But one day nobody will save you from yourself.”

Ethan’s jaw tightened.

“You think I enjoy being like this?”

“Then change.”

The answer came instantly. 

Cold. 

Simple. 

Almost cruel. 

Daniel shook his head before walking back inside. 

The balcony door slammed behind him. 

Ethan remained motionless. 

His chest burned with anger, but beneath the anger lived something far worse. 

Shame. 

Because part of him believed every word. 

A few minutes later his mother Margaret stepped outside carrying folded clothes. 

Unlike Daniel, she still looked at Ethan gently. 

“You shouldn’t provoke him after work,” she said softly.

Ethan leaned against the railing. 

“He already decided I’m a failure.”

Margaret frowned. 

“He worries about you.”

“No,” Ethan muttered bitterly. “He’s embarrassed by me.”

She placed the laundry basket down. 

“You are not embarrassing, Ethan.”

“Really?”

He pointed towards the estate below. 

“Everyone here thinks I’ll waste my entire life.”

Margaret sighed tiredly. 

“You’ve made mistakes. That doesn’t mean your life is over.”

Ethan said nothing. 

Because lately, even he struggled to imagine a future for himself. 

The Carter family flat felt smaller every year. 

His younger brother Noah studied constantly at the kitchen table hoping to earn a scholarship abroad. 

His father worked endless shifts to pay bills. 

His mother tried desperately to keep peace inside the household. 

And Ethan? 

He existed like unwanted noise. 

Always there. 

Never useful. 

Margaret gently touched his arm before going back inside. 

“You’ll find your way eventually.”

Ethan watched the rain again after she left. 

Find your way. 

People said things like that as though life came with directions. 

His didn’t.

Later that evening Ethan headed downstairs towards the basketball court behind the apartment estate. 

The court sat between two old residential blocks covered in graffiti and cracked paint. Puddles reflected the weak orange glow from broken streetlamps nearby. 

Music blasted through cheap speakers while teenagers laughed loudly around the benches. 

Luca spotted Ethan immediately. 

“There’s the future millionaire,” he joked, tossing him a beer.

Ethan caught it one-handed. 

“You say that every day.”

“One day I’ll be right.”

The group laughed. 

Normally Ethan enjoyed these nights. 

Tonight he felt strangely disconnected from everything. 

As his friends argued about football and girls, Ethan stared towards the surrounding apartment windows. 

Inside those flats people lived ordinary lives. 

Couples cooked dinner together. 

Parents helped children with homework. 

Students prepared for exams. 

Everyone seemed to be moving forward. 

Meanwhile he remained trapped in the exact same place. 

Luca nudged him. 

“You alright?”

“Yeah.”

“You look depressed.”

“My father’s being dramatic again.”

“About jobs?”

“When isn’t it about jobs?”

Luca laughed, but Ethan barely reacted. 

Deep down, he knew his father was right. 

That was the problem. 

Close to midnight Ethan finally walked home alone. 

The rain had stopped, leaving the pavement wet beneath glowing streetlights. 

He shoved his hands into his jacket pockets and crossed the estate slowly. 

That was when he noticed the moving van parked outside the neighbouring building. 

Several cardboard boxes sat near the entrance while a middle-aged couple carried furniture upstairs. 

New neighbours. 

Ethan almost walked past without caring. 

Then the apartment entrance opened. 

A young woman stepped outside carrying books against her chest. 

Everything around Ethan suddenly felt quieter. 

She wore a cream-coloured coat beneath the cold night air, and dark curls rested softly around her face. She looked elegant without trying. 

Not glamorous. 

Not flashy. 

Just calm. 

Gentle. 

Different. 

For reasons Ethan could not explain, he found himself staring. 

The girl looked up briefly. 

Their eyes met. 

Only for a second. 

Still, something shifted inside him. 

A strange tightness settled in his chest. 

The girl quickly looked away and disappeared back inside the building. 

Ethan remained frozen on the pavement. 

Luca shouted from the basketball court behind him. 

“You coming or not?”

Ethan barely heard him. 

His eyes stayed fixed on the apartment entrance. 

He did not know the girl’s name.

He knew nothing about her. 

Yet somehow, standing beneath the yellow streetlights of that quiet Porto estate, Ethan suddenly felt as though his life had just changed direction. 

The next morning Ethan woke earlier than usual. 

That alone surprised everyone inside the Carter flat. 

Margaret paused halfway through pouring coffee when she saw him walking into the kitchen before ten in the morning. 

“You’re awake?” she asked suspiciously.

Ethan opened the fridge. 

“Clearly.”

His younger brother Noah smirked from the kitchen table. 

“Check the weather. Maybe the world’s ending.”

Ethan rolled his eyes and grabbed a slice of toast. 

Daniel lowered his newspaper slowly. 

“You finally remembered mornings exist?”

Ethan ignored him. 

For once, he was not interested in arguing. 

His thoughts remained fixed on the girl from the night before. 

The girl with dark curls and calm eyes. 

He did not even know why she stayed in his mind so strongly. 

Normally he forgot faces quickly. 

But something about her felt different. 

Real. 

After breakfast Ethan
























































































































































































































































































