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Introduction: A Blessing Turned to a Curse

Faith and John’s story begins in a seemingly ordinary place: a bustling salon on a warm afternoon. It was a place where people went to escape the troubles of the world, to relax, and to be pampered. For Faith, it was a rare moment of self-care during a time when the world felt heavy on her shoulders. She had lost both her parents during her high school years, a tragedy that left her feeling adrift in a world that suddenly seemed much colder.

John, too, knew the sting of loss. His parents had passed away when he was just a teenager, forcing him to grow up too quickly. He found solace in his work as a hairstylist, pouring his heart into every cut and style, as if shaping beauty out of chaos could bring order to his own turbulent life.

When their paths crossed at the salon, something shifted. Faith, sitting in the chair, caught John's eye as he worked on a client nearby. For a moment, the noise of blow dryers and idle chatter faded into the background. There was an unspoken connection, a spark that neither of them could ignore. It was love at first sight—two souls who had faced so much pain, finding in each other a glimmer of hope.

As they began their journey together, life seemed to offer them a fresh start. They fell deeply in love, the kind of love that filled the empty spaces left behind by grief. Soon, they married and built a life together, filled with the laughter and joy of three beautiful children. For sixteen years, they shared a bond that seemed unbreakable, a life that felt blessed.

But what began as a blessing slowly turned into something neither of them had anticipated. After sixteen years of love and devotion, John changed. He started to drink heavily, and with the drinking came infidelity. The man who had once been Faith’s anchor, her partner in everything, became someone she no longer recognized. The blessing they had once cherished had become a curse, threatening to unravel the life they had built together.

This is the story of Faith and John—a story of love, loss, and the unexpected turns that life can take. A story about how the very thing that seems to save us can, in time, bring us to our knees.
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[image: ]




The sun filtered through the large windows of the salon, casting warm rays across the room. Faith had come in for a simple appointment, nothing more than a routine hair styling to lift her spirits. She had grown used to keeping to herself, especially after the loss of her parents. The world felt quieter now, lonelier. The salon, usually buzzing with conversation, felt like a temporary escape from the weight of her grief. 

Sitting in the chair, she relaxed as the stylist worked on her hair, gently tugging at the strands. The smell of fresh shampoo and the hum of blow dryers filled the air. She glanced up casually, not expecting anything in particular, but then her eyes locked with someone across the room.

John was moving between clients, a busy hairstylist with a focus that Faith admired. His hands moved swiftly, skillfully, as he worked on someone’s hair. But it was the moment when their eyes met that everything seemed to slow down. Faith couldn’t quite explain what happened. She wasn’t expecting a stranger to look at her like that—like he saw something in her, something beyond the surface.

For a brief moment, they held each other’s gaze. It wasn’t long—just a few seconds—but it was enough to make her heart skip. John’s look wasn’t intrusive or unsettling; it was curious, soft, almost as if he recognized something familiar in her, though they had never met before. He didn’t smile, didn’t say anything. He just looked at her in a way that made her feel noticed, seen. It was an unfamiliar feeling.

The moment passed quickly. John returned to his work, and Faith did her best to brush off the strange sensation that had settled over her. But as the minutes ticked by, she found herself stealing glances in his direction. She didn’t even know his name, but something about him stirred something inside her that she couldn’t quite place.

When the stylist finished, Faith thanked her, paid at the counter, and left the salon in a daze. The evening breeze greeted her as she stepped outside, but she barely noticed. Her mind was racing. 

That night, she tossed and turned in her bed, unable to sleep. Her thoughts were consumed by the stranger from the salon, the one whose eyes seemed to reach into her soul. She replayed the moment over and over, asking herself questions she didn’t have answers to.

*Why did he look at me like that?*

*Why can’t I stop thinking about him?*

*Who is he?*

It didn’t make sense. She hadn’t even spoken to him. They had exchanged nothing but glances, yet it felt as if something significant had shifted inside her. It wasn’t attraction alone—it was something deeper, more confusing. A pull that defied logic. It unsettled her.

Faith stared at the ceiling, the silence of her room magnifying her thoughts. She kept questioning herself, trying to understand why a simple look could affect her so deeply. Was it just because she hadn’t felt connected to anyone in so long? Or was it something more? She turned onto her side, hugging her pillow as the questions swirled through her mind.

But there were no answers that night, only the restless feeling of anticipation. Faith had no way of knowing that this chance encounter—this simple, quiet connection—was the beginning of something that would change her life forever.
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[image: image]Chapter 2: A Message from the Stranger


[image: ]




A week had passed since that fleeting moment in the salon, but for Faith, it might as well have been yesterday. The image of the man’s eyes meeting hers still lingered in her mind, refusing to fade away. She had tried to shake the feeling, telling herself it was silly to dwell on something so small, but deep down, she knew it wasn’t. It was something more. And yet, she hadn’t said a word to anyone about it. 
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