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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.
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