
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          When the Stars Faded

        

        
        
          Personal Development

        

        
        
          Benak

        

        
          Published by Benak, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      WHEN THE STARS FADED

    

    
      First edition. February 26, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Benak.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230576686

    

    
    
      Written by Benak.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


1.


[image: ]




Moonlight City, a small town where time seemed to have paused for the magic of the stars, was experiencing the onset of nightfall. The streets, lined with houses with pointed roofs and manicured gardens, were gradually falling asleep under the soft light of the street lamps. But above these roofs, the sky stretched out, infinite and mysterious, offering a spectacle that only dreamers and enthusiasts dared to contemplate. It was here, under this starry sky, that it all began. Here, the stars appeared nearer, more personal, as though they had selected Moonlight City to unveil themselves to receptive minds.

Lila and Ethan. Lila and Ethan were two names that resonated like a familiar melody in the hearts of those who knew them. Two teenagers—two twin souls—linked by a shared passion for the stars and by a friendship that, over the years, had transformed into a pure and deep love. The constellations seemed to have drawn them together, as if the universe had chosen them to journey through its infinite mysteries.

Lila was a dreamer, her black hair catching the light of the stars and her eyes seemingly containing the entire sky. She saw in each star a story—an emotion—a myth to tell. To her, the night sky was more than just a collection of light sources; it was an expansive book brimming with legends and promises. Ethan, on the other hand, was a scientific mind, a seventeen-year-old whose notebooks were filled with meticulous sketches of constellations, astronomical calculations, and notes on the trajectories of the planets. Together, they formed a perfect balance: where Ethan saw numbers and equations, Lila saw legends and dreams. Their love was a fusion of logic and imagination, a dance between science and poetry.

Their favorite place was the roof of the Laurents' house, an old red brick building at the end of Maple Street. From there, they could observe the sky unhindered, far from the lights of the city. It was their refuge, their makeshift observatory, where they would spend hours talking, daydreaming, tracing imaginary lines between the stars to create their own constellations. Occasionally they would remain silent, simply sitting side by side, their hands barely touching, as if just being together was enough to fill the vastness of the sky.

“Look, Lila,” Ethan whispered one night, his finger pointing at the sky. “See that star over there? Does that star shine brighter than the others? It traveled millions of years so we could see it tonight. When you look at it, you see the past.”

Lila smiled, her clear laugh resonating in the refreshing night air.

“You're amazing, Ethan. You always turn everything into an astronomy lesson. But that's what I love about you. You see the world differently.”

Their conversations were a subtle dance, an exchange where each word carried the lightness of complicity and the depth of a rare connection. Around them, Moonlight City slept, oblivious to the cosmic dialogue taking place on that roof.

Lila's parents, Sarah and David, two generous-hearted professors, watched from their house across the street. Sarah, with her maternal gentleness and unconditional love, and David, with his quiet wisdom and understated humor, formed a solid couple, a pillar for Lila. Across the street, Martha and James Laurent, Ethan's parents, a devoted nurse and a pragmatic engineer, watched their children with tenderness mixed with pride. Martha, with her tireless dedication, and James, with his silent strength, were the guardians of this little world where everything seemed perfect.

But that night, as the stars twinkled with a special intensity, no one could guess that everything was about to change. That this carefreeness, this purity, would soon be put to the test. The stars they contemplated with such love would become the silent witnesses of a story that would surpass them.

For in life, as in the sky, the brightest stars are sometimes the ones that fade too soon. And it is in that fading that our story begins: a story of love, of loss, and of how light persists, even when the stars fade.

This story is an exploration of grief through the eyes of Lila and those around her. It tells how love, family, and passion can help us through the darkest of times. Our journey is guided by the stars and our loved ones' memories in each chapter.
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The night in Moonlight City was filled with mystery and silence, a celestial panorama that held the promise of uncharted adventures. The roofs of the houses lining Maple Street seemed to form an earthly constellation, with the roof of the Laurents’ house emerging as a focal point—a makeshift observatory where two teenage souls danced with infinity. The autumn breeze, heavy with the scent of dead leaves and damp earth, caressed Lila and Ethan’s cheeks as they lay side by side on the wool blanket spread over the cold tiles. Their breath mingled with the night, creating tiny clouds of steam that dissipated into the darkness.

That evening, Ethan had brought a thermos of steaming hot chocolate, the steam drawing spirals between them. Lila dipped a crumbled biscuit into it, staring at the dark stain that marred her notebook.

“You spilled ink on your Cassiopeia map,” she remarked with a smile.

“It's an accidental nebula,” he replied, closing the notebook. “And you, you forgot your scarf.”

He wrapped his around her neck, intertwining the blue and gray threads like their voices in the night. Their hands, placed side by side, seemed to form a bridge between logic and imagination.

“Look at that formation,” Ethan murmured, his finger tracing an imaginary line in the black velvet of the sky. “See that fox? It looks like it’s leaping between Cassiopeia and the Big Dipper.”

Lila let out a clear laugh that resonated in the cool night air. “A fox?” she retorted, squinting to better distinguish the stars. “You could turn any configuration of stars into a creature, my friend. But I confess that I see it now. It appears poised to launch itself towards the moon.”

Ethan smiled, pleased to have shared his vision. “That’s what I like about you, Lila. You always see more than what is visible. I see dots and lines, but you see stories.”

She turned to him, a lock of her dark hair sweeping across her face. “And that’s what I love about you, Ethan. You take my dreams and give them a shape and structure. Without you, my stars would be nothing but dots in the void.”

He blushed slightly, looking away from the open notebook on his lap. “You always exaggerate,” he said, laughing. “But I’m glad you like my sketches. One day, I want to create a sky map that includes all our imaginary constellations. It will be our legacy.”

Lila moved closer to him, their shoulders brushing. “Our legacy?” she repeated, a smile on her lips. “Do you really think anyone else will want our wacky constellations?”

Ethan shrugged, feigning indifference. “It doesn’t matter if others see them or not. They will exist for us. And that’s all that matters.”

A knowing silence fell, broken only by the distant song of an owl. Lila reached out to the sky, as if to catch a shooting star. 

“Do you remember the first time we came up here?” She asked suddenly, her voice full of nostalgia. “I was thirteen, and you explained to me the difference between a nebula and a galaxy. I thought you were making it all up.”

Ethan laughed, his warm laugh echoing in the night. “And you told me that the Milky Way was the path of celestial ghosts. I had to check in three books to be sure that it wasn’t true!”

She gave him an affectionate nudge. “You’re too serious sometimes. Legends have their beauty, even if they’re not scientific.”

He acknowledged this with a smile. “That’s why I listen to you. You teach me to see beyond the numbers.”
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