
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Pieces of Myself
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Chapter 1 — The Lecture Hall
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The morning sun spilled across the wide glass windows of the university’s humanities building, catching on the polished floors and scattering light across the faces of half-awake students. Gloria adjusted her bag on her shoulder, her fingers brushing against the smooth strap she’d had since her first year — back when her name had been Francis.

She took a deep breath before walking in. The familiar scent of chalk and coffee grounds hit her like a wave of memories — old voices, laughter, her own hesitant smile from a life that didn’t fit quite right. Now, her heels clicked softly on the floor, steady, confident. She’d fought for this steadiness, for this peace in her reflection.

She was here not as a shadow of who she’d been, but as herself. Gloria.

“Excuse me, is this seat taken?”

She turned. A man stood there, tall, with soft brown hair falling into his eyes. His voice was gentle, curious, almost musical.

“No, it’s free,” Gloria replied, smiling slightly.

He sat beside her, pulling out a notebook. “I’m Erik,” he said, offering his hand.

She hesitated a moment — not from fear, but from the unfamiliar flutter in her chest — and then took it. “Gloria,” she said.

“Nice to meet you, Gloria. Are you new to this course?”

“Yes,” she answered, tucking a lock of auburn hair behind her ear. “Switched majors. I guess you could say... I’m starting fresh.”

He nodded thoughtfully. “Fresh starts can be beautiful. Sometimes the best pieces of who we are come after we break a little.”

Gloria glanced at him, surprised by his words. Something about the way he said it felt genuine — like he’d lived through his own kind of breaking too.

As the professor began the lecture, Gloria found her gaze drifting to Erik. There was something quietly radiant about him — the kind of warmth that didn’t demand attention, but gave it freely.

And for the first time in a long time, she didn’t feel like she had to hide any piece of herself.
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Chapter 2 — Shared Notes and Hidden Glances
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The lecture had ended, and students filed out into the warm afternoon. Gloria lingered, packing her notebook slowly, savoring the quiet moment.
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