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Dedication

For the girl who needs storm to be at peace . . .
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Chapter One: The Quiet Before the Storm
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I have always loved peace.

Not the loud kind people talk about—the kind that demands attention or applause—but the soft, unnoticed peace that settles into your bones when no one is asking anything from you. The kind that lives in early mornings, dirt under fingernails, half-finished paintings, and thoughts no one else can hear.

I paint, though I’m terrible at it. Truly terrible. My lines are unsure, my colors never turn out the way I imagine them, and the faces I try to create always look like they’re silently begging for mercy. But painting was never about being good. It’s about the way my chest loosens when the brush touches the canvas. About how my thoughts quiet down, just a little, long enough for me to breathe. Gardening does the same thing. I like watching things grow—slowly, patiently, without expectations. Plants don’t care if you’re awkward or shy or lost in your head. If you water them, they stay. If you forget, they wilt. Simple. Honest. Nothing like people.

People think I’m gentle. Soft. A peace lover.They’re not wrong. Just incomplete.

All my life, I’ve lived inside stories. Fiction raised me in ways reality never bothered to. While other people memorized faces and voices, I memorized feelings—borrowed ones. I read romances that burned and broke, thrillers that left bruises on the soul, and dark stories that lingered long after the last page ended. The darker they were, the deeper they sank into me.It’s funny, really. I’m good at maths. Numbers make sense to me. They behave. They follow rules. But my heart never learned to do the same. It wandered off somewhere between chapters and never fully came back.

The stories fed something inside me.

A hunger.

I imagined him long before I ever knew what love was supposed to look like. He doesn’t arrive gently in my fantasies. He comes like a storm—unannounced, destructive, impossible to ignore. He carries shadows with him, secrets he doesn’t tell the world. Secrets only I get to touch. Only I get to know.

And I don’t want him perfect.

I don’t want sweet words and soft smiles all the time. I don’t want “happily ever after” handed to me without cost. I want pain woven into love. Distance that aches. Silence that screams. A temporary separation that hurts so much I feel him everywhere even when he’s gone. I want to miss him so deeply that I learn his absence by heart. I want to know him even when he’s not there.

I know how this sounds. Romanticizing pain. Turning loneliness into poetry. But I’ve never experienced any of it—not love, not heartbreak, not the kind of connection that changes you. So I imagine. I dream. I believe stories because reality hasn’t proven me wrong yet.

At school, I’m just... normal. Quiet. The shy girl who doesn’t speak unless spoken to. The one teachers barely remember five minutes after class ends. But with my friends, I laugh. I tease. I exist loudly in small moments. They don’t know about the worlds I carry inside me. They don’t know about him.

No one does.

I’m eighteen, standing at the edge of something I can’t name yet. A life that feels too calm, too still—like the pause before thunder cracks the sky open.

And maybe this is all just fiction.

Or maybe storms don’t warn you before they arrive.

Maybe he’s already closer than I think. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two: When the Storm Learned My Name
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My name is Samantha.

Typical, I know. The kind of name you skim past in attendance sheets. The kind you forget five minutes after hearing. I’ve always been like that—existing without demanding to be remembered. Maybe that’s why I notice people who seem forgotten by the world.

That night, I was scrolling without intention. Thumb moving. Mind drifting. Another quiet evening wrapped in blue light and half-formed thoughts. I had posted a story—something small, insignificant. A picture of my plants, maybe. Or a messy canvas I never planned to finish. I don’t remember exactly.

What I remember is the notification.

A reply.


“oh i do the same 😂”


That was it. Simple. Almost careless.

The name above it read: Marshall.

I stared at it longer than I should have.

Not because it made my heart race. Not because something inside me sparked. But because it felt... human. Like someone had tapped on the glass of my world and said, I see you.

I wondered what “the same” meant to him. Wondered why he bothered replying at all. Wondered if he was like everyone else—passing time, killing boredom, collecting conversations the way people collect dust.

I replied.

Nothing clever. Nothing dramatic. Just enough to keep the door unlocked.

And somehow, he walked in.

We talked that night. Then the next. Then the day after. Hours blurred into each other, stitched together by texts that arrived faster than I could overthink them. Midnight slipped into dawn without ceremony. Sleep became optional. Silence felt unfamiliar.

It wasn’t obsession. Not interest either—at least, that’s what I told myself.

I talked to him because he sounded lonely.

There was something in the way he typed—like each message carried a pause before it, as if he wasn’t used to being heard. He told me about his childhood, the fun days that felt too far away now. He laughed while telling them, but the laughter had edges. Like it was covering something fragile underneath.

“I don’t really have friends,” he said once.
“Just a lot of guys I know.”
I understood that sentence too well.

So I listened.

I’ve always been a listener. The quiet one people talk at, not with. The one who holds stories gently and never asks for repayment. Being there for him felt natural, like slipping into a role I had been rehearsing my whole life.

Somewhere between shared playlists and late-night confessions, feelings grew. Soft at first. Embarrassing. The kind you dismiss because they don’t make sense yet.

I told myself it was just a crush.

Crushes are harmless, right? They bloom fast and die quietly. They don’t ruin you. They don’t change the shape of your thoughts.

I stalked his profile one afternoon, curiosity disguised as caution.

He was nothing like my ideal type.

Too loud online. Too many memes. Dark humor scattered everywhere like breadcrumbs leading into places you weren’t sure you should follow. The kind of guy I would have scrolled past in real life without a second glance.

And yet.

There was darkness there—not the forced kind, not the aesthetic kind. Something unspoken. Something that didn’t show up in pictures but slipped through the cracks of his words. I felt it in the pauses between his replies. In the way he joked too much. In the way he avoided certain questions without refusing to answer them.

He didn’t say he was broken.

But broken people rarely do.

I told myself again—it was nothing. Just two lonely souls talking through screens. Just coincidence. Just comfort.

But comfort, I was learning, can be dangerous.

Because comfort makes you stay.

And I had always dreamed of a storm.

I just didn’t expect it to begin so quietly—
with a notification,
a laugh emoji,
and a name that would soon learn how to sit heavy in my chest. 
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Chapter Three: The Space Between Words 
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The funny part is—we never talked on the phone.

Not once.
Not for four... maybe five months.
Just texts.

If someone told me this story, I’d probably laugh. Call it childish. Unreal. Say it wasn’t real enough to matter. But for people like us—shy people, careful people, people who rehearse conversations in their heads before letting them escape—it was comfort in its purest form.

Texts gave us safety.
Safety to think.
Safety to disappear for a while without explanation.
Safety to be honest without hearing our own voices tremble.
And my storm?

He didn’t feel like one yet.

At first, Marshall was just a crush. Something light. Something temporary. Something I was sure would fade once reality stepped in. I told myself I was just bored. Just being kind. Just listening.

But soon, the thing I feared happened.

I fell for him.

Hard.

Over text.

The lamest way possible.

No dramatic eye contact. No accidental touches. No stolen glances across a room. Just words on a screen—and somehow, they wrecked me more than any physical presence ever could.

I knew he felt something too. I could sense it in the way he checked on me, in how he remembered small details, in the way his absence felt louder than his presence. But did he fall the way I did?

That was the real question.

Because loving lightly and loving deeply are two very different storms.

We started caring about each other in quiet, ordinary ways. Asking if the other had eaten. Waiting for replies longer than we should have. Noticing changes in tone. Feeling unsettled when the other went silent. Caring without saying the word, because saying it would make it real.

And the terrifying part?

He felt more real to me than people I could actually touch.

His presence lived in my pocket, in my thoughts, in the spaces between my breaths. He existed in my mornings and followed me into sleep. I could imagine his expressions without ever seeing them. Hear his pauses without ever hearing his voice.

Reality had never asked this much of me before.

Then one night, he cracked something open.

“I hate my father.”

Just that.

No explanation. No buildup. Just a sentence dropped like broken glass between us.

I didn’t ask why.

I never do.

Instead, I asked the only thing that mattered.

“Are you okay?”

The pause before his reply stretched painfully long.

“I don’t want to be like him,” he finally said.
“I’m scared of marriage. Scared that one day I’ll wake up and realize I’ve turned into him.”
“So I don’t want to be committed. Ever.”
Ouch.

The word didn’t scream. It didn’t shatter anything loudly. It just sank—slow and sharp—right into my chest.

Because I am not built for halves.

I believe in falling. In choosing someone completely or not at all. Head over heels or nothing. That’s how my heart
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