Toxic Family Out- Reborn in CEQ’s Pamper
Novel

When Names Become Stories By Naomi Ellis 23 Summary In "When Names Become
Stories," Daphne finds herself alone on a beach at night, surrounded by candy wrappers
and lost in her thoughts. The ocean's whispers provide a serene backdrop as she
indulges in sweets, but the joy they bring is fleeting. Her solitary moment is interrupted
by the unexpected arrival of Elliot, who questions her reckless behavior of consuming

so much candy and drinking alone.

Daphne is taken aback by his presence, feeling both exhilarated and vulnerable in his
gaze, leading to a mix of nervousness and defiance as they engage in a tense but
intimate conversation. As they talk, Daphne expresses her desire to live freely and
enjoy every moment, while Elliot's concern for her safety emerges. Their dynamic shifts
as she leans on him for comfort, seeking warmth in the cold night. Elliot's protective
instincts surface when he wraps her in his coat, highlighting the growing bond between

them.

Despite his initial irritation, he finds himself drawn to her vulnerability and the warmth
she offers, which complicates his feelings as he grapples with his role in her life. The
night culminates in a quiet intimacy as Elliot carries Daphne back to the car, where they
share a cocoon of warmth. As dawn breaks, however, the mood shifts when Elliot,
unable to bear the memories of their surroundings, insists they leave. His harsh words
about her past life in the slums resonate deeply with Daphne, leaving her feeling

scolded and misunderstood.



The conversation turns poignant as she reflects on her childhood, revealing her longing
for a family and the pain that still lingers despite her attempts to find sweetness in life.
Daphne's memories of her grandmother and her childhood birthday celebrations
highlight the stark contrast between her past and present. Her yearning for connection
and understanding is palpable, as she shares her struggles with Elliot. The weight of her
words serves as a reminder of the emotional baggage they both carry, hinting at the

complexities of their relationship.

The chapter closes with an unresolved tension, leaving Daphne questioning whether
Elliot truly comprehends the depth of her experiences and the significance of their
shared moments. Continue Regular Chapter Reading Below *When Names Become
Stories** By Naomi Ellis As the moon hung high, casting its silver light over the beach,
Daphne sat cross-legged on the warm sand, a treasure trove of candy wrappers strewn
around her. The ocean whispered secrets in the distance, its waves gently lapping at
the shore, while she indulged in the sugary delights, opening each milk candy with

eager fingers.

She let the sweet treats dissolve in her mouth, but none of them could compare to the
sweetness she had imagined they would bring. "You really think you can eat that much
candy? Aren't you worried you'll end up sick from all the sugar?" The voice was deep
and resonant, startling her from her reverie. Daphne turned her head quickly, her eyes
widening as she found herself face-to-face with Elliot, his features illuminated by the

moonlight, creating an almost ethereal glow around him.



"What are you doing here?" she stammered, her cheeks stuffed with candy, making her
sound more like a chipmunk than a person. The absurdity of the situation hit her, and
she shook her head vigorously, trying to dispel the thought that she might be imagining
him. Why on earth would Elliot choose this moment, in this desolate place, to appear?
Her head swirled with confusion, and she felt an unexpected tilt, as if gravity itself was
playing tricks on her. Just then, a strong hand gripped her shoulders, steadying her and

bringing her back to reality.

In a blink, he was sitting beside her, the warmth of his presence enveloping her like a
comforting blanket. Daphne swallowed the last of her candy and looked up, her heart
racing as she locked eyes with him. There was something intense in his gaze that made
her feel both exhilarated and vulnerable. She struggled to formulate a response, her
mind racing, but all that came out was a nervous laugh as she popped open her last
beer, extending it toward him. "Want some?" Elliot's eyes narrowed, concern etched

across his handsome face. "You're out here drinking all alone in the middle of the night.

Do you have a death wish?" His words were almost a growl, filled with a mix of
frustration and worry. He couldn't help but notice the empty cans scattered around her;
she had downed five beers by herself. Impressive, he thought, but also reckless. When
he didn't reach for the beer, she hesitated, pulling it back slowly, feeling the weight of
the moment. The darkness around them felt thick, and she could barely make out the

expression on his face, but she sensed the tension. "l don't want to die!

| finally get to live freely, and | want to enjoy every moment!" Daphne declared fiercely,

tipping her head back and taking a long swig, the liquid courage fueling her resolve. In a



swift motion, Elliot snatched the can from her hand and finished it in one gulp, crushing
it effortlessly in his palm. "Let's go home." His tone was firm, but there was an
underlying softness that belied his irritation. "No! | want to watch the sunrise!" she
protested, her voice rising in defiance. Elliot had never been one to exhibit patience, but

something about Daphne's plea tugged at him.

Just as he felt the edge of his temper rising, she leaned her head against his shoulder,
her warmth seeping into him. "Will you stay with me, Elliot? | want you to watch the
sunrise with me," she murmured, her voice soft and pleading. Perhaps it was the
alcohol loosening her inhibitions, but Daphne felt emboldened. She wrapped her arms
around his waist, burying her face against his chest, seeking comfort. "I'm cold, hold

me..." Her closeness sent his heart racing, like he had just sprinted a hundred meters.

He braced himself against the wall, allowing her to cling to him, feeling her warmth seep
through his coat. "Cold? Now you realize it's cold? You run off to a place like this in the
middle of the night and expect not to freeze?" he chided gently, though the concern in
his voice was unmistakable. Without a second thought, he enveloped her in his black
trench coat, pulling her close. Daphne nestled against him, mumbling "Grandma" softly,

drifting between dreams and reality, the exhaustion of the night catching up with her.

Elliot, sensing her weariness, lifted her effortlessly and carried her back to the car,
where they spent the night cocooned in the warmth of their shared space. As dawn
broke, the sky painted in hues of gold and pink, Daphne stirred, her brow furrowing as
she woke. Through the windshield, the magnificent sunrise greeted her, but it felt

different from the ones she had witnessed in the slums. Those memories seemed like



echoes from another life, belonging to someone else entirely. Elliot, who hadn't slept a

wink, broke the silence. "You've seen your sunrise.

Now we're going home." His voice was low and sharp, cutting through the tranquil
morning air, and Daphne shivered at the coldness of his tone. But she barely got a
chance to admire it! He didn't seem to care. With the engine roaring to life, he sped
away, unable to bear another moment in that place. Someone like Elliot could never
truly accept the slums; the very thought of it likely made him feel sick. "Don't come to
places like this again! You're mine now. You don't have to live like you used to. Got it?"

His words were firm, but there was an underlying concern that was unmistakable.

Live like she used to? Did he even understand what that meant? Daphne mumbled a
quiet response, her head hanging low, wrapped in his coat like a scolded child. Elliot's
chest felt heavy, recalling the moment from the night before when she had clung to him,
her voice filled with vulnerability. "Elliot, you're all I have. Let's have a baby, okay?"
"Elliot, | just want a family..." "Elliot, do you know when my birthday is?" "l used to
pretend my birthday was on Children's Day because the amusement park always gave

away free balloons and cake that day.

All you had to do was buy a ticket, and everything else was free.”" "When | was little,
whenever | felt sad, Grandma would wrap a few milk candies in a red cloth and tell me,
'‘Daphne, eat something sweet, and you won't hurt anymore.' But I've eaten so many
candies, and it still hurts..." The weight of her words lingered in the air, a poignant

reminder of the past that shaped them both. Conclusion As the sun rose higher,



illuminating the remnants of the night, Daphne sat in silence, the weight of her

memories pressing heavily upon her heart.

The sweetness of the candies had faded, leaving behind a bittersweet ache that echoed
the complexity of her past. In Elliot's presence, she felt a mix of safety and confinement,
the warmth of his coat enveloping her like a protective barrier, yet the shadows of her

former life loomed large. She longed for the simplicity of joy, the innocence of childhood,

but the reality of her struggles clashed with the dreams she harbored.

The fleeting moments of connection they shared felt like a fragile thread, binding them
together yet threatening to unravel under the weight of unspoken fears and unresolved
desires. Elliot, too, wrestled with the emotional turmoil that surrounded them. His fierce
protectiveness stemmed from a deep-seated need to shield Daphne from the harshness
of her past, yet he struggled to understand the significance of her memories and the

longing for a life that felt just out of reach.

As they journey back from the beach, the stark contrast between the serenity of the
sunrise and the turmoil within them will set the stage for pivotal revelations. Moreover,
the chapter promises to explore the significance of family and belonging as Daphne's
longing for a stable life becomes more pronounced. Her innocent yet profound desire for
a family will challenge Elliot's perceptions of love, responsibility, and the shadows of

their respective histories.

With Daphne's memories of her grandmother and the bittersweet echoes of her
childhood resurfacing, readers will witness how these reflections influence her decisions

moving forward. As they grapple with their feelings, the stakes will rise, and the question



of whether they can forge a future together amidst their haunting pasts will loom larger
than ever. Prepare for an emotional rollercoaster that delves into the heart of what it

means to truly belong and the sacrifices one must make to find peace.
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