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She never lost herself in the process of finding someone else quickly. It happened slowly. Sitting side by side listening to the breeze rustle the leaves of the slowly wilting trees. Watching the remnants of the autumn sunlight sink below the horizon.

“You ever wonder what it would be like to go back to the beginning?” She asks.

He sits beside her. Their shoulders almost touching. He sits relaxed with his jacket pulled tight around him, yet the cold didn’t reach her.

“The beginning of what?” He replies.

“All of this. Us. To before I started searching for you again.” She says while not breaking eye contact with the sky.

He shifts, sitting up straighter. His brows furrowed slightly.

“Not really. I’ve always known I wanted to be a part of this journey with you.”

Time blurred. Hours she spent locked away in her bedroom. Scrolling endlessly. Heartbroken. All the moments she spent thinking, wanting, craving him. His look, his presence, his touch. Everything that stayed just barely out of reach, and yet somehow, he kept pulling her back, little by little. Like it was a game to him that he didn’t realize he was playing.

Tears cried. Love poured out. Pain swallowed. Somewhere along the way the feelings stopped having edges. They all blurred together.

Long before that, though there had been jokes and laughter. Romantic dates and movie nights. Good morning and good night messages. Long drives accompanied by long conversations.

Now, sitting with him she felt more broken somehow than she ever had alone. Like she sold a part of herself just to get him back

She turns toward him and really looks.

“Then why did you leave?” She asks.
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