
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          How I Met My Soulmate "Super Despair"

        

        
        
          Brandon Khan

        

        
          Published by Brandon Khan, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HOW I MET MY SOULMATE "SUPER DESPAIR"

    

    
      First edition. June 1, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Brandon Khan.

    

    
    
      Written by Brandon Khan.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    This book is dedicated to you. Without you, this text would have never been written. Understand you are not to blame.

      

    


How I Met My Soulmate

“Super Despair”

By Brandon Khan



Do you know that feeling? The one where you’re redlining, completely in control, and then suddenly—wham—the tires lose grip and the ground disappears beneath you?

As I opened the hotel room door, a familiar chaos greeted me, grotesque yet oddly comforting. Bottles of alcohol littered the floor—a haunting reminder of my own messy history. They echoed the nights I’d spent trying to outrun my own head, drowning out the engine noise until the pain faded into a dull, liquor-soaked throb. Clothes were strewn about like shrapnel from a life I barely recognized, mingling with old takeout containers, makeup, and crumpled sheets.

Falling. That’s what it feels like—losing the grip you’ve fought so hard to maintain. One moment, you’re holding the line; the next, you’re spinning out into the dark.

Her hand slid into mine, warm and grounding. With a gentle push, she sat me on the edge of the bed. “Stay here,” she whispered, her voice a blend of tenderness and urgency. As she turned, a devilish smile danced across her lips. “Don’t go anywhere, okay?” She said it as if there was anywhere else in the world I would rather be. Then she bounced into the bathroom, leaving me suspended in the quiet.

People say the love you get is the love you deserve, but sitting there, I felt like I was stepping off a cliff, free-falling into an obsession I couldn’t fully understand.
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YOU SEEM MANIC RIGHT now. I understood that feeling too well. Standing there, my mind was miles away, looping an old conversation with my oldest and only real support system. We had argued, back and forth, about the duality of self-love and self-hate.

“Handsome guys like you? You only get better with age,” she had scolded me, her eyes teasing. “You’re seriously worried about not finding someone? I’m surprised some Zoomer hasn’t already tried to snatch you up.”

I had smirked, deflecting with my usual armor. “Besides, I hate myself too much. I probably wouldn’t even notice if anyone liked me.”

We had laughed, agreeing to disagree, but the unease had rooted itself deep inside me. Years spent trying to find my place in the world, and the truth always haunted me: no matter how capable I became, I’d never be good enough for someone else because I wasn’t good enough for myself. I was, fundamentally, unlovable. Anyone who got close enough would eventually figure that out.

My mind was a tangled mess of code and deadlines. I’d just gotten a new job and needed to execute everything perfectly. Routine was safe. I needed everything planned. I needed to stay on autopilot.

"Is it hot in here?"

Her voice snapped the tether, pulling me out of my head and back into the sterile fluorescent light of the dispensary line. She was fanning herself, an easy, chaotic smile on her lips. "Or is it just me?"

Something about the playfulness in her tone jolted the system. I felt my posture shift—shoulders back, chest open. I always knew when the gravity shifted, when I was attracted to someone. My body would react before my mind could process the telemetry. It was like flipping a switch from dead-engine to idle.

"Nah, it's actually kinda cold," I replied, deliberately keeping my tone level, testing the waters.

She smiled, eyes sparkling, but there was a flicker behind that shine—a hint of something fiercely guarded. I couldn’t quite place it, but the way her eyes held that faint, deadened emptiness beneath the brightness felt like looking into a mirror. It was the same mask I wore every day to convince the world I was fine.

"I guess I’m just a little worked up!" she said with a sudden spike of energy, fanning herself dramatically.

I laughed, the rigid tension in my chest easing. "Rough day at work or something?"

Without missing a beat, she shrugged off her jacket, revealing a patchwork of tattoos dancing along her skin. I glanced over the intricate designs—each line sharp, deliberate, bold enough to cover something deep. For a moment, the room felt warmer, a soft, dangerous breeze wrapping around me.

I knew a little about the mechanics of pain—the way things break, and the scars left behind when you try to weld them back together. It made sense that someone like her would wear her damage as art. She seemed like someone who knew exactly how to carry a heavy load, showing only the polished surface to the world. A silent, magnetic understanding passed between us.

Before I could say anything else, the heavy glass door of the dispensary swung open, letting in a cold rush of Nevada wind. She quickly pulled her jacket back up. The light in her eyes flickered back into its perfectly manicured place, like she’d never let the guard drop.

For someone so small, she carried a commanding gravity. "Yeah, something like that. I make music with some friends. We just got back from recording with an EDM legend. It was a blast." Her words came out smooth, rolling effortlessly, completely unfazed.

"Sick!" I found myself mirroring her energy, caught in her orbit. "I’ll have to check out your stuff."

"Next!" the clerk called out from the counter.

With a quick, almost dismissive wave, she flashed one last smile. "See ya, person."

And just like that, she strode away, leaving me standing there, completely derailed, wondering who the hell she was and why I was suddenly terrified I might never see her again.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2

[image: ]




WEED IS ONE OF THOSE things. It’s not for everyone, but for me, it’s a required background process, essential in the same way some people need caffeine just to boot up. I don't use it to couch-lock or chase pentakills. I need the specific strains that lower the CPU usage in my brain, the ones that quiet the intrusive thoughts so the lines between the physical world and my own crushing gravity start to blur.

I ordered my usual, tipped the budtender, and threw my weight against the heavy exit door. The familiar kachunk of the latch breaking free sent a blast of cold Nevada air across my face. The harsh, golden light of the late afternoon washed over me, and I slipped right back into my comfortable, foggy autopilot. My mind immediately started compiling the tasks I had queued up for the day, calculating how I could optimize my code and finish my current project ahead of schedule.

As I navigated past the first row of parked cars, a flash of movement caught my eye. My heart skipped a hard beat against my ribs. It was her again, sitting in her car. My flight response kicked in instantly. I picked up my pace, head down, fumbling for my keys, trying to outwalk the sudden, irrational spike of adrenaline.

“Hey! Person!” a voice pierced across the asphalt, riding on a wave of giggly, chaotic excitement.

I didn’t stop. I convinced myself she had to be talking to someone else. But as I reached my door, the voice persisted, sharper this time.

“Hello? Hey! What does it take for a cute girl to get someone to talk to her in this town?”

I froze, my keys dangling over the lock. Slowly, I turned. It felt exactly like a sudden Quick Time Event in a game—the screen flashes, the prompt appears, and your timing is everything. Miss the input, and it’s game over. I let the keys slide back into my pocket and took a hesitant step toward her car, having no idea what the next frame held, but knowing I couldn’t just walk away.

She was leaning halfway out her driver's side window, her face lit up with a fiercely playful, over-animated energy. But looking closer, the calibration was off. She was broadcasting for attention, but there was a frantic edge to it, a subtle tension in her jaw. It wasn't a girl just being loud; it was a deeply fractured person desperately trying to fill the silence before it crushed her.

“So, you must be from out of town, huh? Vegas is a lonely place for real conversations.”

I smiled, grateful for the dialogue prompt. “I actually live here. But I can imagine it’s rough for you. Just sitting at casino bars, batting away old dudes trying to buy you drinks and drag you back to their rooms.”

She flashed a grin, the sharpness returning to her eyes. “Pretty much. Right up until their wives show up in the lobby to drag them away!” She hit the punchline with such effortless, practiced timing that I found myself stepping closer, caught in her gravitational pull.

She didn’t break eye contact. Her gaze locked onto mine, hyper-focused, as if she was scanning me, waiting for me to fail a test I didn't know I was taking. I noticed the tattoos trailing down her arm again—intricate, demanding designs—but I didn't mention them. Complimenting her ink felt like a trap, a surface-level distraction from the very real danger radiating off her.

Before I could say anything else, her phone buzzed sharply against the door panel. She flinched—a micro-expression of pure, instinctual tension—before her manicured mask slammed back into place. She snatched the phone and retreated into the dark cabin of her car.

"I knew it was you ringing!" she sing-songed into the receiver. A muffled voice responded. She popped her head back out the window, eyes wide with sudden excitement. “Hey, my friend wants to meet you.”

Without waiting for an answer, she switched to video mode and shoved the screen toward me. Suddenly, the three of us were in a chaotic group chat, laughing, talking over each other about music and random, bleeding-edge interests.

But as the rapid-fire conversation dragged on, I felt my tether snap. I drifted into a dissociative flow state, my consciousness pulling back until I was just watching my own avatar smile and nod from a third-person perspective. Background processes flared up in my mind—my impending deadlines, the unwritten code waiting on my monitors, the crushing weight of my actual reality. Should I really be standing in a parking lot doing this?

“Girl, you’re amazing, keep killing it! We'll talk later, okay? Byeee!”

The call ended. The screen went black. And just like that, her hyper-focused gaze snapped right back onto me. The weight of her attention crashed back down, grounding me instantly.

“So...” she tilted her head, the chaotic smile softening into something almost vulnerable. “Are you free? This has been fun. Let’s keep it going.”

“Yes,” I said. The word was out of my mouth before my brain could run a risk assessment. “That sounds like fun.”

And just like that, the dissociation completely evaporated. The deadlines, the code, the heavy dread of my empty house—all of it flatlined. There was only the asphalt, the fading Nevada sun, and her.
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“WAIT, SO YOU DON’T have anything to do right now? No wife or girlfriend waiting for you? Or... do you like boys?” she teased, sticking her tongue out in a playful, exaggerated display.

Her tone had shifted at breakneck speed, snapping from bubbly curiosity to something sharp and probing, testing my boundaries to see where the perimeter lay. I didn’t flinch; instead, I stepped right over the line with her.

“Well, my weed probably misses me,” I replied, a smirk tugging at my mouth. “But I do have work in the morning, so I can't be out all night. Still... it’s not every day you meet someone so... interesting.”

“Oh, so you think I'm interesting?” Her expression softened, a sudden, genuine spark dancing in her eyes.

“Absolutely,” I replied, my voice dropping low, dropping the social protocols entirely. “You’re clearly... deeply broken.”

The words slipped out before my internal firewall could flag them. Yet, as soon as they hit the air, I realized how undeniably true they felt. It was as if I had peeled back a layer of my own armor that I didn’t know I was wearing. For a split second, the defenses crumbled, leaving me bare. Vulnerable. Honest. It felt like I owed her that truth, simply because she was carrying the same weight.

A dark, heavy shadow flickered across her face, but before she could react, her phone buzzed sharply. She flinched, pulling the device close to her chest, her demeanor instantly retreating behind a fortified wall. My system spiked with regret. I’d pushed too hard, bypassed too many firewalls too fast.

I shifted my weight, calculating the quickest exit strategy, but before I could step back, she dropped the phone and locked eyes with me. “I thought you wanted to talk more,” she said, her voice snapping right back to that light, teasing, almost childlike frequency. “I was having a great time! Let’s not waste the connection.”

I let out a breath I didn't realize I was holding, the tension bleeding out of my shoulders. “Yeah. Let’s keep talking. Why don’t we go hang out in the park nearby?”

She raised an eyebrow. Without a word, she tapped at her phone, flashed the GPS pin toward my face, and flashed a devilish smile. “Follow me.”

Her window rolled up, cutting off the outside world. Her engine roared to life—not the frantic scream I was used to, but the deep, raspy, mechanical growl of a perfectly tuned inline-six. The boxy, understated 90s silhouette of her coupe squatted on its rear tires as she dumped the clutch and tore out of the parking lot, leaving me standing in the exhaust fumes. I couldn’t help but grin as I walked to my own car. I fired up my engine, letting the chaotic, familiar idle settle in my bones before dropping it into gear and chasing her taillights into the dark.

By the time I pulled into the park, twilight had surrendered to the night. Her car was already idling in the shadows, the low, smooth hum of German engineering vibrating through the asphalt. As I parked beside her, her window rolled down, unleashing a thick, heavy cloud of smoke that billowed out into the cold air.

“You getting in or what?” she asked, lowering her sunglasses just enough to eye me with a sly grin.

I killed my engine and slid into her passenger seat. The cabin was tight and purpose-built. The center console was canted heavily toward the driver's side, effectively walling her off in her own dedicated cockpit. It smelled of rich, decades-old leather and heavy smoke. She passed me the blunt without hesitation. I took it, feeling a deep surge of nostalgia as I drew a hit and passed it back to her.

We traded it back and forth several times in total silence. The ambient hum of the engine and the calm comfort of another human's presence was enough. Eventually, she broke the quiet.

“I can't believe you actually came.”

“You thought I wouldn’t?” I quipped, feigning a wounded expression, which earned me a deadpan look in return.

She rolled her eyes. “Everything is just... vibration anyway,” she murmured, exhaling a plume of smoke that curled and twisted around the steering column. “Energy converting, entropy doing its thing. Think about it—at any given time, we’re just stacking possible realities on top of each other. Time only moves one way, and when the waves match up perfectly, that’s the reality that locks in.”

Her voice had taken on a strangely hypnotic rhythm. The words drifted through the hazy cabin, broadcasting on a frequency I hadn’t tuned into before. It sounded like she was trying to rationalize the mechanics of life and death.

I nodded, trying to track her logic, but my mind felt split. The tether snapped again, pulling me up until I was watching the scene from above. Matching waves. Irreversible time. As much as I wanted to stay grounded in the passenger seat, the undertow dragged me backward. I felt the sudden, sickening loss of traction. The smell of vaporized coolant and burnt rubber filled my nose. I saw flashes of a face from years ago—a face trapped in the wreckage, haunting me in the quiet moments, reminding me of a time when I’d been completely responsible, completely powerless, completely—

“You gonna smoke that?”

Her voice shattered the memory, snapping me back to the present. She was looking at me, her tone back to that rhythmic, playful beat.

Without a second thought, I took a long drag, ghosting the hit before exhaling slowly into the dim cabin. As the smoke swirled between us, I handed it back, a tight, burning ache settling deep in my chest. Reality outside the car felt like it was blurring, dissolving into code and static, but inside, she was crystal clear—vivid against the haze.

I wanted to ask her: Why are you here? Why pull someone like me into your orbit? But before the syntax could form, she laughed. It was a low, soft sound that reverberated through the transmission tunnel and into my chest. We were sharing something heavy, even if I couldn’t fully compile the data yet. It felt like both everything and nothing at once.
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I HADN'T FELT THIS locked-in for years. I’d been in love before, had my heart broken, and tried to rebuild from the ground up—not just once, but over and over. But hard data always yielded the same result: self-hate corrupts the code. No matter how deeply someone else loves you, the signal doesn't translate if the receiver is broken. Being loved by me was a trap; it was beautiful on the surface, but it inevitably drew blood. Eventually, I realized the root of it all—I didn’t love myself, which, logically, made me a dead end.

But here, right now, none of that mattered. It was just us, suspended in the heavily bolstered seats of her coupe, framed perfectly in the moment. The warm, classic amber glow of her analog dashboard gauges painted the heavy smoke between us. We’d been talking about music, passing tracks back and forth, our frequencies syncing up. I felt like I was actually starting to understand her theory about matching vibrations—or maybe that was just the weed stripping away my firewalls.

Cottonmouth set in, a familiar dryness creeping down my throat. Before I could process it, my RAM maxed out. My mind started bouncing between fragmented thoughts, snagging on one, dropping it, and violently jumping to the next. It was like rapidly swiping through open apps, each one left running in the background as I barely caught the flashing images. I drifted through the static, unsure what was real and what was just a corrupted memory file.

Images and sounds wove in and out of the dark: the cold click of handcuffs, filling my mom’s wine glass, the sickening crunch of my head going through drywall. And then, cutting through the noise, something grounding—

A violent rush of air. The perfect, aerodynamic tuck folded into a motorcycle’s slipstream. I glanced down at the digital dash, watching the numbers flick to 99 mph, the engine screaming at 9,000 RPMs as my physical body dissolved into the machine’s raw telemetry.

In the haze, my hands gripped the aggressive side-bolstering of the passenger seat, fighting to stay anchored in the present.

“Look at us,” her voice broke through the static, pulling me back online. She was laughing softly. “We’re even sitting the exact same way.”

Her voice was so tender and genuine that it brought a strange, heavy mix of comfort and melancholic nostalgia. I glanced down, realizing we were perfectly mirroring each other, leaning our shoulders against the heavy door panels, angled inward across the canted center console.
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