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​Chapter 1 — When I Still Believed in It
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There was a time I loved him.

Not the kind of love you question.

Not the kind of love you second guess later.

Just love.

Back then, everything felt... normal.

Not perfect, but real.

Not easy, but hopeful.

I wasn’t guarded.

I wasn’t careful with what I said.

I didn’t think twice before speaking or sharing.

Because I didn’t feel like I had to.

I believed in what we had.

I believed in the idea of building something together.

I believed in the life we were creating.

And more importantly...

I believed in him.

That’s the part that’s hardest to explain now.

Because when you’re in it, you don’t see what’s coming.

You don’t sit there thinking,

“This is going to change one day.”

You just live it.

I wasn’t analyzing conversations.

I wasn’t replaying things in my head.

I wasn’t questioning my intentions.
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