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Author’s Note

“Some people don’t leave loudly.

 

They just stop choosing you.”




ACT I 

BEFORE STAYING




Chapter 1

People Always Leave 


People always leave.

I learned that before I learned how to ask for things I wanted.

Some leave loudly, with arguments and slammed doors. Others leave quietly, slowly pulling themselves out of your life until one day you realize you’re talking to memories instead of a person. I’ve experienced both. Enough times to stop being surprised.

That’s why I don’t fall in love easily.

It’s not because I don’t feel things. I feel everything. Too deeply, sometimes. But I’ve learned how to fold those feelings neatly and place them somewhere unreachable— like letters you never send, or boxes you keep at the back of your closet because opening them would mean dealing with what’s inside.

I built my life around that principle.

I wake up early, make my coffee strong, and keep my mornings quiet. I like routines because they don’t disappear without warning. I like schedules because they don’t promise forever. They just exist, day after day, asking nothing from me except consistency.

People, on the other hand, always ask for something.

I learned that loving someone means giving them the power to leave you with emptiness you didn’t ask for. So I stopped giving people that power. I stayed polite. Friendly. Distant enough to protect myself, close enough to not look broken. It works.

Most days.

On the outside, my life looks fine. I have a job I’m good at, friends who know the version of me I allow them to know, and an apartment that feels more like a resting place than a home—but it’s mine. I pay my bills on time. I remember birthdays. I laugh at the right moments.

No one suspects how carefully everything is measured.

I don’t let people get too close. I don’t let conversations drift into places where questions become personal. When someone starts to matter, I instinctively pull back, the way you flinch before touching something hot.

Leaving first hurts less.

Or at least, that’s what I’ve always told myself.

There was a time when I believed staying meant strength. When I thought loving someone hard enough would make them stay. I learned quickly that love isn’t a contract, and promises are just words people say when they’re hopeful—or careless.

So I stopped hoping.

Hope is dangerous. It sneaks in quietly, convinces you to imagine things, to picture futures that don’t belong to you yet. And when those futures disappear, hope leaves a mess behind.

I prefer certainty.

Certainty looks like empty evenings spent with books and quiet music. It looks like walking home alone and feeling relieved instead of lonely. It looks like knowing that whatever happens tomorrow, I will still be standing exactly where I left myself today.

People call it independence.

I call it survival.

That morning, as I walked into the café near my apartment— the same one I’ve been visiting for years—I didn’t expect anything to change. I ordered the same coffee, chose the same seat by the window, and opened the same book I’d been carrying around for weeks.

I didn’t expect to notice him.

And I definitely didn’t expect the quiet sense of familiarity that settled in my chest when our eyes met, as if something I’d been avoiding had finally found me.

I looked away first.

Because people always leave.

And I was tired of pretending I didn’t mind.





Chapter 2

 

 A Life I Built Alone 


My life is quiet by design.

Not the sad kind of quiet people like to pity, but the controlled kind. The kind that doesn’t surprise you. The kind that lets you breathe.

I wake up at the same time every morning, even on weekends. My alarm goes off at six, and I never hit snooze. There’s comfort in knowing exactly what comes next. Shower. Coffee. Clothes laid out the night before. No rushed decisions, no unnecessary chaos.

The apartment is small, but it’s enough for one person who doesn’t plan on sharing space anytime soon. White walls, minimal furniture, nothing too personal on display. I learned early that decorating too much makes leaving harder—so I keep things simple.

People say a home should reflect who you are.

Mine reflects who I’ve learned to become.

I like being alone more than I admit. Alone doesn’t ask questions. Alone doesn’t expect explanations. When I’m alone, I don’t have to justify why I prefer silence over noise, why I choose routines over spontaneity.




At work, I’m efficient. Reliable. The kind of person people trust with responsibility but don’t really know. I’m friendly without being close, helpful without being vulnerable. I’ve perfected that balance over the years.

“You’re so independent,” people say, usually with admiration.

They don’t see the effort behind it.

