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“A thing of beauty is a joy forever:

Its loveliness increases; it will never

Pass into nothingness...”

— John Keats, Endymion

Author’s Note

Writing this story was like tracing the outline of an old scar—remembering pain, honoring growth, and discovering the quiet strength that comes from within.

Sophie and Nate’s journey is fiction, but their longing, healing, and rediscovery are deeply human. I hope this book leaves you with a little more hope than when you first opened it.

With love,

Yashi Singh

# Act 1: Separation & Self-Discovery

## Chapter 1: The End and the Echo

I wake up, and the bed is too big again. Like it swallowed me whole, swallowed the part where you used to lie. There's no warmth beside me. Just cold sheets and the hollow echo of your absence. I blink, hoping maybe this morning will be different. Maybe you'll be here. But no. Just the quiet, the stillness pressing on my chest like a weight I can't lift.

My phone buzzes. Another message from a friend. How are you? I type back, I'm fine, because what else do I say? The truth is tangled, messy, too heavy to unpack. I smile at the words on the screen. Lie. Pretend. Play the part of someone who's okay.

I get out of bed, feet cold on the floor. I move like a ghost, going through the motions. Shower. Coffee. Work emails that blur together. Everything feels like a shadow of what it used to be—colorless, dimmed, distant.

We had such good banter—those little back-and-forths that made me laugh when I didn't want to. His texts? I used to wait for them like they were the best part of my day. His words were soft, loving, like a warm blanket I could wrap around my shoulders. I never imagined my life without him.

Now, a day without hearing from him feels like walking under a sky that's about to fall. Heavy. Crushing. Like there's this enormous weight pressing down on my chest, threatening to break me in two.

The void you left—God, it's a cavern in my chest, impossible to fill. Like trying to catch sunlight in my hands. I reach, but it slips away every time. You're irreplaceable. Not just a name or a face, but the space you took up in my life—the quiet comfort, the laughter that made everything softer.

I try to patch it with distractions, with new faces, new routines. But it's like putting band-aids on a broken bone. The edges don't close. The emptiness pulses, a dull ache beneath every breath.

Sometimes I catch myself mid-thought, about to text you, to say something small—"Hey, I saw that movie we wanted to watch" or "I baked those cookies you liked." Then I stop, because the silence that follows is louder than any words.

Irreplaceable. That's you. And maybe that's okay. Maybe I'm learning to live with that.

I keep replaying it in my head—the last conversation. The words we didn't say. The space that grew between us, silent and wide, until it swallowed us whole. What did I miss? What could I have done differently? Should've seen it coming. Should've fought harder. Or maybe that's just the guilt talking, twisting the knife.

I scroll through old photos—your smile, our laughter, moments that felt like forever. They sting now. Like they belong to someone else's life. Someone who's not me.

I try to fill the emptiness. New job, new people, new places. But the ache follows, stubborn as a shadow. I laugh at jokes, make new friends, say yes when I want to run. Pretend like I'm okay.

But inside? It's a storm. Quiet, but relentless.

I tell myself it's time to move on. To love myself first. To be whole on my own. But some nights, when the world goes quiet and the bed is too big... I miss you. I miss us.

—-
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Meanwhile, across town, Nate sits in his apartment, staring at the same four walls that have become both prison and sanctuary. The silence here is different—not the crushing weight Sophie feels, but a hollow echo that bounces off empty picture frames and spaces where her things used to be.

He picks up his phone, types a message, deletes it. Types another. Deletes that too. The cursor blinks at him, mocking. What do you say to someone whose heart you broke? What do you say when your own heart feels like it's been put through a shredder?

*I'm sorry* feels too small. *I miss you* feels too selfish. *I love you* feels too late.

So he says nothing. The silence stretches between them like a canyon neither knows how to cross.

## Chapter 2: Alone but Growing

Three weeks pass like a slow-motion car crash. I'm learning the rhythm of being alone—the way mornings stretch longer when there's no one to share coffee with, how evenings shrink when there's no one to tell about your day.

But something's shifting. Slowly, like ice melting in spring.

I start small. A yoga class on Tuesday nights. The instructor, Maya, has this gentle way of talking about breathing through discomfort that makes me think she's been heartbroken too. I'm terrible at downward dog, but there's something powerful about being bad at something and showing up anyway.

"You're getting stronger," Maya says after class, and I realize she's not just talking about my core.

I rediscover my love for cooking. Not the quick dinners I used to make for two, but elaborate Sunday meals just for me. I make risotto that takes an hour of stirring, bread that requires patience I forgot I had. I eat by candlelight, not because it's romantic, but because it feels like honoring something—this life I'm building, one meal at a time.

The bookstore on Fifth Street becomes my sanctuary. I spend hours there, running my fingers along spines, reading first chapters of books I might never finish. The owner, an elderly man named Frank, starts recommending titles.

"This one," he says, handing me a worn copy of poetry, "is about finding yourself after losing everything you thought you needed."

I buy it, even though poetry usually makes me feel pretentious. But these words... they speak to something raw in me. Something that's been sleeping.

I start writing again. Not the practical emails and reports from work, but real words. Messy, emotional words that spill onto paper like confessions. I write about the way sunlight looks different now, more fragile somehow. About how I'm learning to fill the spaces you left behind.

My friend Claire notices the change. "You seem... I don't know, more yourself lately," she says over coffee. "Like you're actually here instead of just going through the motions."

I think about that. More myself. Who am I without you? I'm starting to find out.

—-
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Nate's apartment becomes a workshop of sorts. He's always been good with his hands, but now he throws himself into projects with an intensity that surprises him. First, it's fixing the wobbly table that's been annoying him for months. Then refinishing the dresser his grandmother left him. Then building shelves for books he's actually started reading again.

His hands stay busy, but his mind wanders. He thinks about Sophie constantly—not just missing her, but really thinking about who he was when they were together. The way he'd gotten comfortable, maybe too comfortable. The way he'd stopped trying, stopped growing, stopped being the person who'd won her heart in the first place.

He starts therapy. It's awkward at first, sitting across from Dr. Martinez, a soft-spoken woman who has a way of asking questions that make him squirm.

"Tell me about the last time you felt truly proud of yourself," she says during their third session.

The question hits him like a slap. He can't remember. Somewhere along the way, he'd stopped pursuing anything that mattered to him. He'd gotten so wrapped up in the comfort of being loved that he'd forgotten to love himself.

"I used to paint," he says finally. "In college. I was pretty good at it."
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