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Dear Reader,

This story was born from a whisper—

The kind you feel more than hear.

The kind that stays in your bones long after the world tells you to move on.

“Living With Her Soul” is not just a love story.

It’s a quiet prayer for those who’ve loved so deeply, it didn’t end with goodbye.

It’s for the souls who carry more than memories—who carry presence.

For those who know what it’s like to miss someone... while still feeling them right beside you.

May these pages find the part of your heart that still aches,

and remind you that love, real love—

doesn’t die.

It transforms.

With all my heart,

– [alex]

“Some loves don’t fade, they echo—

even in silence, even in death.”
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The Silence That Spoke
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They lowered her into the earth on a Tuesday.

It rained—not a dramatic downpour, not a poetic drizzle. Just rain. Cold. Relentless. The kind of rain that gets under your skin and makes your bones remember.

People gathered around with their umbrellas and their solemn faces. Some whispered prayers, others simply stared at the coffin, maybe expecting her to rise. No one spoke to me directly. They offered glances. The kind of pity that tasted like metal. Bitter and cold.

I stood still, watching the muddy water soak through my shoes, through my socks, right into the flesh of my feet, and I didn’t move.

They said things. Condolences. Words like “she’s in a better place” and “time will heal.” But time couldn’t bring back the sound of her laughter echoing through the wind or the way her hand found mine without even looking.

I didn’t cry.

I couldn’t.

The tears had stopped two days ago. When they pulled her out of the wreckage. When they zipped up the black bag. When her mother screamed so loud it cracked something inside me that will never fully mend.

I had already cried everything I had. Now, I just stood there, my eyes dry, heart frozen.

She was gone.

And yet... not.

—-
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HER NAME WAS AMARA.

Eighteen years old. A sketchbook addict, a morning person, the kind of girl who called dandelions "hope-blooms" and believed souls had fingerprints.

She was everything I was not.

And she chose me. Or maybe I chose her. Or maybe the universe just got tired of keeping us apart and finally gave in.

We were supposed to grow old together.

But fate doesn’t care about promises whispered in the dark.

—-
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AFTER THE CEREMONY, her mother walked up to me. She didn’t speak. She just wrapped her arms around me, the way Amara used to, and I broke. Not with tears, but with silence. I held her mother tighter than I had held anyone since the night of the crash.

Her voice was shaky. “Stay... if you want. Her room’s still the same.”

I nodded.

Words didn’t belong to me that day.

—-
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HER ROOM SMELLED LIKE lavender and late nights.

The string lights were still hung across the ceiling, little golden dots like stars she never touched. Her bed was unmade, blankets bunched in a way that suggested she'd left in a rush. Maybe she had. Maybe she hadn’t known death was waiting outside that morning, tapping its watch.

Her sketchbook lay open on the bed.

She had been working on a drawing—two hands, fingers outstretched, just about to touch. She was obsessed with that moment of almost-contact. She said it was the most intimate thing in the world: “Not the touch itself, but the moment right before it happens.”

My throat closed.

I sat on the bed slowly, letting the silence wrap around me.

I didn’t want to disturb anything. It felt wrong to move. Like touching her world would erase it.

Then I heard it.

—-
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A WHISPER.

> “Ayaan...”

––––––––
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I JERKED UPRIGHT.

The room was empty. No sound except the rain tapping against the window like a heartbeat left behind.

I rubbed my face. Lack of sleep. That’s what it was. Hallucinations. My brain trying to hear what it missed most.

> “You found me...”

––––––––

[image: ]


THIS TIME, IT WAS LOUDER.

A whisper again—but intentional. Like a breeze that curved to find only me.

I stood, scanning the room. My fingers trembled.

Then I saw it.

Lying on her pillow was a silver bracelet.

Her bracelet.

The one I had given her on our one-year anniversary. The one they said they couldn’t find in the wreckage. The one she never took off.

I stepped closer.

It was clean. Whole. Not a scratch.

I reached out. My fingers hovered above it. And I hesitated.

Then I picked it up.

Warmth.

Not imagined. Not metaphorical. Real.

It pulsed against my skin like her heartbeat used to beneath my touch.

And in that moment, something inside me shattered. Not from grief. But recognition.

She was gone.

But not gone.

—-
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THAT NIGHT, I DIDN’T sleep.

I sat by her window, the bracelet around my wrist, watching the rain shift into fog. Her house creaked in that comforting way old houses do. Familiar. Worn. Breathing.

I closed my eyes, just for a second.

And I saw her.

Not clearly—just shapes, impressions, light and shadow. But I felt her.

She was standing in the place where we used to meet behind the school—under the broken streetlamp that never quite turned off, even in daylight.

She looked straight at me and smiled.

> “You never said goodbye,” she whispered.

––––––––
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I JOLTED AWAKE. SWEAT clung to my skin. The bracelet glowed faintly in the dark.

I ran.

—-
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THE STREETLAMP STILL flickered.

I hadn’t been back there since the crash.

I didn’t even remember moving my legs, but there I was, standing beneath it, chest heaving.

I looked around.

Nothing.

Just fog, the hiss of streetlight hum, the distant bark of a dog too far to matter.

Then I saw it.

A feather. Floating.

And beneath it—pressed into the dirt—her footprint.

Small. Barefoot. Real.

I reached down and picked up the feather. It pulsed with warmth, like the bracelet.

Suddenly the wind shifted, cold and sharp.

> “I’m still here.”

––––––––
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THE WORDS WEREN’T SPOKEN.

They landed in me.

Like a truth I had always known but never let myself believe.

I turned.

The streetlamp dimmed.

For a second, just a heartbeat—

I saw her.

Her hair danced like it was underwater, her dress catching starlight that wasn’t there. Her eyes—God, her eyes—held galaxies.

And then she was gone.

But the warmth remained.

—-
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I STUMBLED BACK HOME before dawn. I didn’t turn on any lights. I didn’t want to break the spell—or whatever this was.
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