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    To those who have ever felt the weight of time slipping through their fingers,May you find peace in the pauses, purpose in the moments,And the courage to trust in God's perfect timing.

This story is for you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "I thought time was something to race against. But in the time between seconds, I learned it's something to embrace."— The Time Between Seconds
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​Chapter 1: The Last Conversation
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Kai’s hands gripped the steering wheel, her knuckles white, the hum of the engine under her feet matching the tension building in her chest. Her mind was a thousand miles away, a hundred tasks waiting for her—meetings, emails, deadlines. As usual, everything was on a schedule, and the only thing that mattered was getting through it.

J sat beside her in the passenger seat, staring out the window, his jaw set tight. He had been quiet for the past few minutes, but it wasn’t the usual comfortable silence. This was thick—heavy. His presence seemed to press against her like the weight of an unspoken word.

She glanced at him, frustration rising in her chest. Why won’t he just let it go?

“You really don’t want to talk about this now, do you?” J’s voice cut through the quiet, a little more than an accusation, but not quite anger. He was trying to understand, trying to break through her wall.

But Kai’s patience was running thin. “J, I’m too busy for this today,” she said, her voice sharper than she intended. She didn’t mean for the words to come out that way, but they did. “We’ll talk about it tomorrow, okay? You just need to let it go for now.”

He didn’t respond right away, but his silence spoke louder than any words could. She could feel his eyes on her, could feel the weight of his hurt, but she was too focused on the next thing, on everything that awaited her after she dropped him off.

Kai’s grip tightened on the wheel. I don’t have time for this.

They had gone to the same place together earlier that day, a quick errand that had turned into something bigger—something Kai couldn’t deal with. She hadn’t wanted to bring J along in the first place. She’d been planning to go alone, but at the last minute, he’d insisted. He’d wanted to talk.

He always wanted to talk.

She’d been angry with him. Over something so trivial, she couldn’t even remember what it was now. But she wasn’t in the mood to hash it out. Not today. Not when there were more important things to do, more people to take care of.

“I’m just saying,” J tried again, voice softer this time, “I don’t want this between us. You know we’re better than this.”

Kai glanced at him, her jaw tightening. She couldn’t stand how he always wanted to fix things right away. She needed space.

“I said we’ll talk tomorrow,” she repeated, the words coming out colder this time. “I just need to drop you off, and then I have to go. I have stuff to do.”

J didn’t say anything else. But Kai could feel the tension between them, the quiet accusation hanging in the air.

I’m just doing what’s best, she told herself. I’m too busy. I can’t stop for this right now.

She wasn’t used to feeling this irritated with him. But she was tired. She was always tired. Always rushing. Always thinking ahead, focusing on the next thing—on the important things. And right now, talking about a petty argument felt like it would derail everything.

Minutes passed. The car moved through the streets, the rhythmic sound of tires on asphalt almost hypnotic. Kai’s mind was already elsewhere, her thoughts scattered, until something jolted her out of it.

A loud honk from a passing car.

She slammed her foot down on the brake, swerving to avoid the oncoming vehicle. It was too close, the screech of tires deafening as the world seemed to come to a grinding halt.

Time slowed.

Oh God, not now.

But the moment passed as quickly as it came. The car righted itself, her hands unsteady on the wheel. She sucked in a sharp breath, trying to calm her racing pulse.

“Everything okay?” J’s voice was gentle now, as though he’d finally let go of his frustration, but Kai barely noticed. Her heart was still hammering in her chest.

“I’m fine,” she muttered, voice tight. She tried to shake off the tension, but the unease lingered, hovering in the air. She glanced at him again. J was staring out the window again, his face unreadable, and that was almost worse than his words.

But it didn’t matter. She didn’t have time to figure this out. She didn’t have time to slow down. Not today.

Kai pushed the car faster, her foot pressing harder on the accelerator as she sped toward the intersection, eager to get through it, eager to get him to his destination and go back to her life.

That’s when it happened.

Out of nowhere, a figure darted into the street. A child—small, too small to be running in front of traffic. Kai’s foot slammed on the brake just as the world exploded.

The screech of metal.

A blinding flash of light.

Her heart leapt into her throat, and for a moment, she couldn’t hear anything but the rush of blood in her ears. The sound of the crash echoed in her mind like a distant, muffled roar, and everything seemed to slow down—just like before, like time was suspended in mid-air.

But then it crashed into her, harder than she could have ever imagined.

The next few moments were a blur of sound and motion—flashes of red and blue lights, the voices of paramedics, the distant wail of a siren. Kai didn’t even remember getting out of the car. She didn’t remember the cold metal on her skin as they checked her vitals.

Her gaze fell to J. He wasn’t moving.

“J!” Kai’s voice cracked as she reached out for him, but her arms felt heavy, as though they were made of lead. Her breath was ragged, her hands shaking as she reached for his wrist.

But there was nothing. No pulse.

She couldn’t feel his heartbeat under her fingers.

“No, no, no,” she whispered, panic crashing over her like an ocean wave. She scrambled to her feet, her legs weak as she stumbled toward him. “J, please. Please be okay.”

But he wasn’t okay.

She wasn’t sure how long it took for the paramedics to reach them, but it felt like an eternity. They worked quickly, their hands efficient, but the cold truth was already in the air—the look in their eyes told her what she didn’t want to hear.

J was gone.

Kai sat in the back of an ambulance, her hands trembling in her lap. She didn’t know where the tears came from, or when they had started. But they came—soft, silent at first, then a storm, the kind that rips through your chest, too raw to hold back.

She hadn’t apologized.

She hadn’t taken the time.

And now, J was gone.

Her mind kept spiraling, the same question repeating over and over in her head: Why didn’t I listen to him? Why hadn’t she stopped to fix it? Why hadn’t she taken just a few more moments?

But now there was no time left to fix anything.

Her phone buzzed, pulling her from her thoughts. It was a message from J—his last message.

I’m sorry for what I said earlier. I didn’t mean it. I just want us to be us again. Please talk to me.

Her heart shattered.
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​Chapter 2: The First “Time Between Seconds” Moment
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Kai wandered slowly through the park, her hands tucked into the pockets of her jacket as she tried to ignore the chill in the air. It was a few weeks after the accident, and though the days had passed, the weight of what happened still hung around her, pressing down on her like a constant fog. Every step felt like it carried a thousand pounds, but she was trying—trying to move forward, to live again.

She had started going back to church, though it wasn’t like before. She’d sit in the back row, arms crossed, her eyes unfocused as the preacher spoke. There were days when she wanted to scream and run out the door, days when she felt so empty that even the idea of God didn’t make sense to her. And yet, there were still moments when she would feel a pull, something small, like a whisper just out of reach.

It wasn’t faith. Not yet, at least. But it was something.

Kai’s mind wandered back to that day—the day the accident happened. The day she lost J. She could still hear his last words echoing in her head. Talk to me please.

She hadn’t even realized how much she had needed to hear him say that until it was too late. There had been so many days after the crash where she wished she could go back, could take back the words she’d said, could rewind time and just listen, just talk to him again.

But there was no rewinding, no going back. She could only go forward, and yet every step forward felt like walking through fog, unsure of what was ahead, unsure of who she was anymore.

As she walked through the park, the crunch of fallen leaves beneath her boots the only sound in the quiet space, she didn’t expect what was about to happen.

She paused, standing still for a moment, trying to catch her breath. The breeze had picked up, blowing her hair across her face. She brushed it away and looked around, but something was off.

The world.

It was too still. Too quiet.

Kai’s heartbeat began to pick up. The breeze had stopped. The leaves were suspended midair, frozen in place, caught in the moment as if time itself had decided to hold its breath.

She blinked and looked around again, trying to shake the feeling. Everything was frozen—except for her. This is impossible, she thought, her mind racing. But there it was: the people, the trees, the birds—all unmoving, still.
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