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I wrote this for myself,

but I thought you should have it.

Author’s Note

This book is a literary reflection inspired by true events.

It is not a confession, nor an attempt to persuade or correct memory.

It was written from the quiet space where misunderstandings live 

where love exists without proof,

where intentions are felt but never spoken clearly enough.

Some moments change relationships without announcing themselves.

This book explores one of those moments  not to revisit it,

but to understand what remains when words arrive too late.

What follows is not a defence.

It is an offering.

When her heart finally spoke 

“Some stories don’t begin with love.

They begin with attention.”

INTRO

Some stories don’t begin with love.

They begin with attention.

The kind that isn’t loud or dramatic.

The kind that notices silence.

That listens without trying to fix anything.

That stays.

This is not a story about perfection.

It’s a story about intention.

About loving someone quietly and deeply, without knowing how fragile trust can be.

I didn’t fall in love all at once.

It happened in moments I didn’t think to protect

late conversations, shared jokes, familiar voices, the comfort of being understood without having to explain myself.

We weren’t reckless.

We weren’t rushing.

We were building something gently, almost unknowingly.

Best friends first.

Two people who found safety in each other before they found romance.

I learned her in the smallest ways

the tone of her voice when she was tired,

how her laughter softened when she felt at ease,

how silence between us never felt empty.

I loved her with patience.

With consistency.

With honesty.

And because of that, I believed love like ours couldn’t be mistaken.

That it couldn’t be undone by assumptions.

That truth, once known, would always be enough.

I was wrong.

Because sometimes, love isn’t destroyed by betrayal

but by what someone believes they saw.

This story isn’t about blame.

It isn’t about proving innocence.

It’s about what happens when truth arrives too late.
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