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⋆｡°✩ Chapter 1: First Light ✩°｡⋆


“They say the first star is the bravest, the one that dares to shine before the others catch on.”


You were not a spark.


You were not a storm.


You were something quieter, the slow unfolding of light at dusk.


The kind of light that doesn’t shout, just... stays.


I don’t remember what you wore that first time.


I don’t remember the exact words you said.


But I remember the way the air changed when you walked into the room.


Like the universe paused, just for a moment, and tilted slightly in your direction.


We didn’t collide.


We aligned.


Two people orbiting a life they hadn’t imagined yet.


I had spent years being the I-can-do-it-on-my-own girl.


Not because I wanted to be, but because I didn’t know there was another way.


And then you, you offered your hand when I stood up.


You filled my plate before your own.


You poured my wine and didn’t make a show of it.


You just... did it.


Like love was meant to be practical, too.


Like safety could live in the smallest things.


You didn’t ask me to soften.


But I did.


Without even noticing.


We started with late-night conversations that stretched across the stars.


I told you about the way I used to sit by my window as a child and look for constellations.


You told me you always liked the moon more than the sun.


You said the moon doesn’t demand attention, she just reflects what she’s given.


I didn’t know then how much that would matter later.


I wrote that your eyes were the poem I never intended to write.


And it was true.


You looked at me like I was something worth reading slowly.


Like I was not just a pretty sentence, but a story.


We talked about music, and I joked that I had a playlist for every mood.


You laughed and said, “Make one for me someday.”


I already had.


You never called me too much.


Not once.


You listened when I rambled.


You laughed when I got dramatic.


You remembered the titles of the poems I was too shy to read aloud.


You saw all of me, the chaos and the calm, and you stayed.


I don’t know when it started.


But I remember lying in your arms one night, my head on your chest, listening to the sound of your heartbeat like it was music made just for me.


And I remember thinking, “I want to freeze this moment. I want to make time stop, just for a second, just long enough to memorize how this feels.”


For the first time in my life, I wasn’t waiting for the other shoe to drop.


I wasn’t bracing for goodbye.


I was just there.


With you.


Safe.


Still.


Seen.


You made my heart so happy it spilled out of me.


In texts I almost didn’t send.


In poems I scribbled on napkins.


In little notes I left behind when you weren’t looking.


You made love feel like light, not burning, but warm.


And suddenly, I was falling.


Not tripping, not crashing, just falling.


Softly.


Fully.


Like gravity had finally decided to be kind.


I was falling into the small kisses you gave me.


Each one a spark, each one a gentle flame.


I was falling into your hands, the way they held me like something rare.


Like something you didn’t want to break.


I was falling into your laughter, your quiet steadiness, your bad jokes.


I was falling into the space you carved out for me.


Like a star falling into orbit.


Like I had been searching for your pull all along.


You made me believe in happy poems again.


In stories that don’t end in heartbreak.


In a love that didn’t ache, but glowed.


You didn’t rescue me.


You didn’t fix me.


You simply stood beside me and said,


“Even your shadows are beautiful.”


And maybe that was the spark.


The first light.


The beginning of everything.
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