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This is for all those who sometimes feel as if they’ve lost themselves, when life seems to have lost its meaning. And for the people who help others rediscover that meaning, who guide them back to themselves with kindness and understanding.










Foreword


If you’re easily triggered by the following topics, please consider if you really want to read it.


Trigger Warnings:


Suicide


Death


Bullying


Starving


Mention of trauma from rape


If you or someone around you is struggling please reach out for help. The suicidehotline numbers are:


Argentina: +5402234930430


Australia: 131114


Austria: 017133374


Belgium: 106


Botswana: 3911270


Brazil: 212339191


Canada: 5147234000 (Montreal); 18662773553 (outside Montreal)


China: 85223820000


Croatia: 014833888


Denmark: +4570201201


Egypt: 7621602


Finland: 040-5032199


France: 0145394000


Germany: 08001810771


Netherlands: 09000767


India: 8888817666


Ireland: +4408457909090


Italy: 800860022


Japan: +810352869090


Mexico: 5255102550


New Zealand: 045861048


Norway: +4781533300


Philippines: 028969191


Poland: 5270000


Russia: 0078202577577


Spain: 914590050


South Africa: 0514445691


Sweden: 46317112400


Switzerland: 143


United Kingdom: 08457909090


USA: 18002738255
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Chapter one


A single raindrop plummeted into the sea below the bridge, shattering the oppressive silence that had settled around the girl who was lost in her own darkness. Phoebe remained motionless, her gaze fixed upward. The eighteen-year-old girl had tilted her head back, allowing her eyes to wander across the star-streaked sky, trying to find comfort in the vastness of the universe. But, as always, her mind betrayed her, wandering back to thoughts of despair.


It seemed impossible to escape the feeling that life was meaningless. From the perspective of the heavens above, we are all so small—insignificant in the grand scheme of things. She couldn’t help but wonder: What is the point of it all? We’re tiny, fragile, and more alike than we realize. We are all terrified of something, but there is one common fear that binds us all together: the fear of death.


Death is an ever-present shadow—always so close, yet forever out of reach. It could come at any moment, which is why some people isolate themselves, carefully avoiding anything risky, while others throw caution to the wind, living as if each day were their last. Yet no matter how we choose to live, the fear of dying persists. It is a universal truth, for no one knows what happens after we’re gone. Only beliefs provided comfort, sure, but no one knew what belief was the right answer. That unknown is what makes us human—or at least, it’s what Phoebe had always believed.


The brunette girl couldn’t help but shudder at the thought. Death was not some distant concept for her; she had been faced with it too early, as a toddler, when her mother passed away. That traumatic loss had set the stage for a life spent haunted by the shadow of death, her mind forever consumed by the questions she couldn’t shake: How? When? What would the pain be like? And, most terrifying of all—what happens afterward?


There were no answers, only endless possibilities that never felt real. Heaven? Hell? Rebirth? Or maybe nothing at all? Each scenario had played out in her mind countless times, but none of them offered her peace. Yet tonight, she could no longer afford to waste time pondering such things. After everything she’d been through, the pain was far too overwhelming to entertain these questions any longer. Five long years had passed since that traumatic event, but the scars remained. The memory of that man’s hands on her body lingered, sharp and vivid, a constant reminder of the darkness she could never escape.


A cold breeze swept over Phoebe, pulling her out of her never ending thoughts and making her shoulders tremble involuntarily. Her gray sweater offered little protection against the chill, and the wide-legged jeans she wore seemed to make the night’s wind cut through her even more sharply. The lack of warmth wasn’t just due to the weather, though—she hadn’t been nourishing her body properly in recent days, if not even months, and the combination of exhaustion and hunger left her physically fragile, unable to cope with the biting air.


She hadn’t thought much about her appearance tonight. After all, if she was truly going to end it all, she might as well be comfortable in her clothes. The last thing she wanted was to feel trapped by something that didn’t feel like her.


Phoebe took a deep breath and stood on the edge of the bridge, her heart pounding in her chest. She stood there, poised between two worlds: one step forward, and it would all end; one step back, and she would continue to live, to fight, to endure. Yet, it wasn’t even a question what choice she would make. She had already made up her mind. Tonight was the night—this was the moment when both she and her pain would finally cease to exist.


There was a strange clarity in her resolve, perhaps even a touch of certainty that had come with the faintest glimmer of hope. A hope that one day, she would be reunited with someone—someone who resembled her in ways that were almost uncanny. The same hair, the same eyes, the same face shape. The only difference, and the one that always lingered in her thoughts, was that Phoebe had freckles, a feature her mother had never had.


She closed her eyes, her heart pounding as she took a shaky breath. She was on the edge, just one step away from ending the overwhelming pain that had consumed her for so long. But before she could take that final step, she felt a cold, yet surprisingly gentle hand rest on her shoulder. The touch sent a jolt through her, halting her in her tracks. Confused, Phoebe spun around, her pulse racing, ready to lash out or demand an explanation. But as her gaze fell on the person standing in front of her, her words caught in her throat. She was stunned.


The girl before her was a complete stranger. Phoebe didn’t recognize her, which was strange—no, it was impossible. Phoebe lived in a small village, a place where everyone knew everyone else. Yet this girl’s face was unfamiliar.


The stranger had long, knotless braids that cascaded down her back, pulled up into a high ponytail. She couldn’t have been much older than Phoebe, probably around eighteen as well. Her eyes were a deep, warm brown, and her skin glowed with a golden hue, the kind that seemed to shimmer even in the dim light. There was something undeniably captivating about her, something that drew Phoebe in like a magnet. But Phoebe couldn’t quite pinpoint what it was, she never was this drawn to a stranger before.


She opened her mouth to speak, but her voice caught in her throat. After a moment of silence, she found her words. “Excuse me, but… do I know you?” Her voice was trembling, not from fear, but from the confusion and the weight of what she was about to do.


The unknown girl simply shook her head slowly, her expression soft and kind. She didn’t seem to be in a hurry to speak, and for a few seconds, there was only uncomfortable silence. Then, with a gentle sigh, the girl spoke, her voice like a melody Phoebe couldn’t get tired of listening to.


“I just think you shouldn’t do what you were about to do.”


The words hung in the air, leaving Phoebe more confused than ever. Why would a stranger care about what she did, or whether she did it at all? It made no sense. She didn’t voice her confusion, though. Instead, she lowered her gaze to the water, unable to meet the stranger’s eyes.


The girl’s voice broke the silence again, soft yet persistent. “I’m Aaliyah, by the way.”


And there it was—that voice. Phoebe’s heart skipped a beat as the tone seemed to reverberate in her chest, a sound so unique, so haunting, that she knew she would never forget it.


“I’m Phoebe,” she replied, her voice steady despite the turmoil swirling inside her. “You’re not from here, are you?” she asked, her curiosity pushing past the confusion.


Again, there was only silence. The stillness stretched between them, thick and unnerving. Phoebe’s eyes flicked back to the new girl, wondering why it was so hard to get a simple answer out of this girl.
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