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  This book is dedicated to my cousin, Natalia.

You had a deep love for stories — especially love stories — and a passion for reading that never faded. You believed in the beauty found within words, within people, and within the quiet moments that shape our lives.

May this story carry a piece of that love forward.

This one is for you.
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Writing Beauty Beneath the Surface became more than just telling a story — it became a reflection of real emotion, memory, and truth.

While creating Lisa’s character, I found myself thinking about my grandmother — her strength, her quiet resilience, and the way love can exist even in struggle. That connection made this story deeply personal in ways I didn’t expect.

Drew and Nicole’s journey also carries a piece of my own heart. Their story reflects a simple but powerful hope — to be truly seen, understood, and accepted for who we are beneath the surface. Writing their journey became emotional at times, because in many ways, it represents how I believe love should feel: honest, patient, and real.

Thank you to everyone who believes in the power of stories — and in the beauty that exists within people, even when the world cannot always see it.

— Correy Miller








  
  1

  
  
  Two People

  
  




Drew learned early that Marrow City didn’t care what you meant to do.




It only cared what you did.




The Flats woke up loud—sirens coughing somewhere in the distance, somebody yelling like they owned the air, bass rattling through thin walls like the building itself had a heartbeat. The kind of morning where you could smell somebody frying something and still feel broke.




Lisa was already up. She always was.




Drew watched her from the hallway for a second, leaning on the frame like it was the only thing keeping him from falling into the day. She stood at the stove in one of those oversized t-shirts she slept in, hair wrapped, face set like she was bracing against the world before it even got a chance to swing.




“Boy, why you just standing there?” she said, not turning around. “You trying to scare me?”




“I ain’t trying to scare you,” Drew muttered.




“Then stop lurking. Come get this plate.”




She slid him eggs and toast like it was routine, like the kitchen didn’t have a light flickering overhead and a cabinet door that never closed right. Drew sat down anyway, like the table was a contract.




Lisa poured coffee for herself and didn’t sit. She never sat in the mornings. Sitting meant you had time to think.




And thinking meant you might crack.




“You got that after-school program today?” she asked.




“Yeah.”




“Mmm.” She took a sip of coffee and her face tightened, just a half-second. Drew caught it.




“You alright?”




“I’m fine.” The words were automatic. Like breathing. Like lying.




Drew stared at her a little longer than he meant to. Lisa didn’t like being stared at. It made her feel exposed. Drew knew that. But something about the way she held her side when she reached for the sugar… something about how she moved like the pain had a schedule.




“You sure?” he asked again.




Lisa finally looked at him. She had that face mothers get when they’re tired of the same city raising their babies with its fists.




“I said I’m fine. You want to help me? Do what you supposed to do. Go to school. Keep your head. Stay out them folks business.”




That was her version of love.




Drew nodded like he didn’t feel the sting of it.




He ate fast, grabbed his bag, and headed out.




Outside was the usual: a couple dudes posted up like it was their job, kids already loud, a woman arguing with somebody through a cracked window, and the corner store owner sweeping the same trash he swept every day like the streets would eventually respect him for trying.




Drew walked with his shoulders set right.




Street code.

Never look scared. Never look unsure. Never look like you need something.
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