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Chapter 1: The Night I Thought I Was Safe
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I don’t remember the exact moment I stopped being okay.

I just remember the weight of it.

The kind of sadness that doesn’t come in waves anymore—it just sits inside your chest like it owns the place. Like it moved in while you weren’t paying attention and decided it wasn’t leaving.

That night, everything was quiet in a way that felt wrong.

Not peaceful.

Wrong.

I lay in bed staring at the ceiling, trying to convince myself I was just tired. That sleep would fix it. That sleep always fixes things people don’t know how to fix awake.

But I already knew better.

Because grief doesn’t get tired. It doesn’t go to sleep when you do.

It waits.

My phone was still in my hand when my eyes finally started to burn. I don’t even remember what I was looking at anymore—messages, photos, something that used to mean everything and now just hurt to see.

I put it down like it weighed too much to hold.

That’s when it started.

Not loudly.

Not dramatically.

Just... like slipping.

Like reality loosened its grip on me and didn’t bother to tighten it again.

The room got softer. Not physically, but in the way it felt. Like the edges of everything were melting slightly. My thoughts 

slowed down. My breathing got heavier, but not uncomfortable—more like I was sinking into something warm.

I remember thinking:

I’m finally falling asleep.

But it didn’t feel like sleep.

It felt like being taken.

At first, the dream world looked like memory.

That’s the only way I know how to explain it.

Because when I opened my eyes, I wasn’t in my room anymore.

I was somewhere that felt like a version of life that remembered how to breathe.

The air was warmer.

The sky was softer.

And the world felt... complete in a way reality hadn’t felt in a long time.

Then I saw him.

Bobby.

He was standing like he had been there the whole time, like I was the one who showed up late.

And the thing is—

My chest didn’t question it.

It didn’t argue.

It didn’t panic.

It just recognized him.

Like grief had already been rehearsing this moment for a long time.

He smiled at me.

Not big. Not dramatic.

Just enough to make my stomach twist in a way I didn’t 

understand yet.

“You’re finally here,” he said.

And I should’ve asked questions.

I should’ve stopped everything right there.

But I didn’t.

Because the version of him in front of me wasn’t confusing.

It was comforting.

Like something my mind had built out of everything I refused to let go of.

I took a step toward him.

Then another.

And the world didn’t stop me.

That was the first mistake.

Time works differently when you don’t know you’re inside it.

That’s what I understand now.

But back then, I didn’t understand anything.

Days don’t feel like days in the beginning.

They feel like scenes.

Like moments stitched together without warning.

One second I’m there with him.

The next I’m waking up in my bed.

Except something is always... off.

My phone shows things I don’t remember living.

Messages I don’t remember ignoring.

Missed calls that don’t make sense.

Time that doesn’t match my memory.

At first I tell myself I’m just tired.

That I’m imagining it.

That grief messes with your head.

But deep down, something starts to shift.

Something starts to whisper:

You’re not sleeping normally anymore.

The second time I go back, I don’t resist it.

That’s the part that scares me most when I think about it now.

I didn’t fight it.

I wanted it.

Because the dream world didn’t feel like escaping reality.

It felt like returning to something I lost.

And Bobby—

he was always there like he was waiting for me to choose him again.

Never forcing.

Never chasing.

Just existing like a memory that learned how to breathe.

“I missed you,” he said once.

And I remember laughing softly, like that was a normal thing to hear in a place that wasn’t supposed to be real.

“I was gone for like a day,” I told him.

He tilted his head slightly.

Like he didn’t agree.

But he didn’t correct me.

That should’ve scared me more than it did.

The first crack didn’t look like danger.

It looked like confusion.

I woke up in my real bed again.

Same ceiling.

Same silence.

Same weight in my chest.

But my phone said something different.

Three days had passed.

Not one.

Three.

I stared at the screen until my vision blurred, trying to force it 

to make sense.

I checked everything.

Messages. Calls. Time stamps.

It all lined up.

Except me.

I didn’t line up with any of it.

Because I only remembered one night.

Just one.

That was the first time I realized:

I wasn’t just visiting the dream anymore.

Something was happening between the visits.

Something I wasn’t supposed to notice yet.

That night, I went back anyway.

Not because I understood.

Because I didn’t want to understand.

The moment I closed my eyes, I felt it again.

That sinking.

That pulling.

Like the world underneath my thoughts opened up and decided I belonged somewhere else.

And when I opened my eyes—

he was there.

Waiting.

Like nothing had changed.

Like time wasn’t something that applied to us.

“I knew you’d come back,” Bobby said softly.

And for the first time...

I noticed something in his smile.

Not warmth.

Not sadness.

Something closer to hunger.

But I didn’t know what it meant yet.

Not fully.

Not enough to stop.

And somewhere—far deeper than where I was—

another version of sleep was beginning to form.

A place inside the dream that I hadn’t reached yet.

A place where the truth still existed.

Waiting.
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Chapter 2: Like He Never Left
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I stopped trusting mornings after that.

Because mornings were starting to lie.

I’d wake up and the world would pretend it was normal. Same ceiling. Same room. Same silence pressing against everything like it had been waiting all night for me to notice it again.

But nothing about me felt normal anymore.

Time was doing something I couldn’t explain.

It wasn’t just passing.

It was slipping.

Like someone kept taking pieces of it while I wasn’t looking and replacing them with gaps I couldn’t fill.
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