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THE CRUSH WHO BROKE MY HEART
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To anyone who has loved in silence,

to anyone whose heart has broken quietly,

and to anyone learning to love themselves again—

this story is for you.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Preface

[image: ]




Love is not always returned. Sometimes it lingers quietly in the shadows, in the small moments we cherish alone, in the thoughts we dare not voice. This book reflects that kind of love—the one that teaches without promise, hurts without warning, and ultimately shapes us in ways we never imagined.

This is my story, but it could be yours too. It is a journey through hope, heartbreak, and healing, written for anyone who has felt the weight of caring for someone who could never care for them in the same way. It is a story about noticing, feeling deeply, and learning to value oneself even when love is unreturned.

Read it slowly. Feel it. Reflect on it. And remember: even broken hearts can grow stronger, even in silence.

About the Author

Joseph Musili is a university student at Mount Kisiwa University. Between lectures, assignments, and campus life, he found inspiration in the quiet, unspoken moments of love, friendship, and self-discovery. Loving Alone is a reflection of those experiences—the feelings we carry silently, the lessons we learn without realizing, and the ways we grow through heartbreak and hope. Through his writing, Joseph explores the emotions that shape young adults, reminding readers that even unreturned love can teach strength, patience, and self-worth.
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This book is not about a love story that worked out. It is about the kind that stays unfinished, unspoken, and unresolved. The kind that grows quietly in shared spaces, in repeated encounters, in moments so small they almost seem insignificant—until they are not.

It begins without certainty. Without intention. Just two people existing in the same place, crossing paths often enough for familiarity to grow, and familiarity to turn into something heavier. Something harder to name. This is a story about how feelings can take root long before we are brave enough to acknowledge them, and how silence can sometimes carry more weight than words.

What you are about to read is not written from a place of blame. No one here is cruel. No one is trying to hurt anyone else. It is simply a story of timing, perception, and the quiet misunderstandings that happen when one heart feels more deeply than the other.

This book explores the slow build of hope, the danger of imagination, and the private negotiations we make with ourselves to protect what little closeness we think we have. It captures the moments we replay in our minds, the signs we invent, and the conversations we never finish out loud.

More than anything, this is a story about learning—about realizing that love does not always arrive with certainty or return, but it always leaves something behind. A lesson. A scar. A deeper understanding of self.

If you have ever cared for someone in silence, waited for clarity that never came, or had to walk away without closure, this book may feel familiar. Take your time with it. Let it sit with you.

Some stories are not meant to be rushed.

Some hearts are not meant to be loud.

This is one of them.
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CHAPTER ONE — THE DAY IT STARTED
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The beginning of some stories is loud.

Mine wasn’t.

It didn’t rush in like thunder or announce itself with fireworks. It slipped quietly into my life, disguised as an ordinary day at Mount Kisiwa University, so ordinary that I almost forgot it while it was happening.

If someone had stopped me then and said,

Pay attention. This moment will matter,

I probably would have laughed.

Because at that time, everything already felt new and confusing.

The campus was wider than I expected — long pathways stretching between buildings, students moving like busy rivers, everyone trying to look confident even when none of us knew exactly where we were going.

The first week was made of timetables, queues, forms to fill, lecturers’ names I couldn’t pronounce yet, and clubs recruiting members with loud music and exaggerated promises. Beneath it all sat a quiet fear I carried with me everywhere:

Will I really survive here?

I walked with my file pressed against my chest, pretending I wasn’t nervous.

That was when I first saw her.

Not in slow motion.

Not with angels singing.

Just... standing there.

She was reading something on the notice board, slightly frowning, like the timetable had personally offended her. She looked normal — like any other student.

But the more I looked, the more she stayed.

She wasn’t striking in a way that demanded attention, and that’s what made her noticeable. Her hair was pulled back loosely, not styled for anyone, just practical, with a few strands escaping and falling around her face. She wore a simple hoodie and jeans, the kind every comrade owns, and carried herself like someone still figuring things out but pretending she wasn’t. Her face was calm, thoughtful, the kind that looked like it held questions rather than answers. When she shifted her weight from one foot to the other, squinting at the notice board, there was something quietly human about her — not perfection, just presence. She looked like someone you wouldn’t notice once and forget, but someone your eyes would return to without you realizing why.
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