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To those who have loved, lost, and dared to love again—

may you find the courage to follow your heart,

and the strength to come back to the ones who matter most.

To Leah, and to everyone who reminds us that second chances are possible,

this story is for you.
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The night we ended felt nothing like an ending.

It felt like a pause—sharp, breathless, and suspended in the space between what we said and what we really meant.

The rain had been falling for hours, steady and relentless, as if the sky itself was trying to drown out the words we threw at each other. I remember watching droplets slip down the window behind you, each one breaking apart and disappearing. It felt strangely familiar—like us.

You stood there with your arms crossed, chin trembling in that way you tried to hide when you were hurting. I wanted to reach for you. God, I wanted to. But pride is a cruel, hungry thing. It eats the truth before we can speak it.

So instead of saying I’m scared of losing you, I said something colder, something careless.

And instead of saying fight for me, you simply nodded, as if letting me go didn’t shatter you.

People say heartbreak is loud, but ours wasn’t.

Ours broke in silence—quiet, precise, like a crack running through glass.

When you closed the door behind you, the world didn’t fall apart dramatically. No screaming. No grand collapse.

Just a single, hollow moment when I realized I had let the one person who saw me—truly saw me—walk away.

Days turned into weeks. Weeks into months.

Everyone told me time heals. They lied. Time only revealed how deeply I’d messed up.

Because healing doesn’t come from waiting.

It comes from wanting.

From choosing.

From fighting.

And this time...

I’m ready to fight.

For you.

For us.

For the second chance I never deserved—but hope you might still give.

So, wherever you are tonight, I hope you can feel it—the pull between us that never really faded.

Because this isn’t our ending.

It never was.

This...

is where we begin again.
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Chapter 1 — The Night We Fell Apart
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The sound of rain used to calm me.

That night, it felt like a warning.

Thunder rolled in the distance as I stood in the center of the living room, staring at the half-packed suitcase on the couch. Her clothes were folded neatly—too neatly, like she’d practiced this moment in her head long before it ever happened.

She stood across from me, arms wrapped around herself, eyes red, but dry now. That was what scared me most. When someone stops crying, it usually means they’ve already given up.

“You don’t listen,” she said quietly. “You hear your own anger, but not me.”

“I’m listening now,” I muttered, even though we both knew it was too late.

She shook her head. “You’re listening because I’m leaving.”

The words hit harder than any argument we’d had. Not because they surprised me—but because I knew they were true.

There was a time when I’d show up at her door with flowers for no reason. When I’d stay awake just to listen to her talk about her day. When loving her felt easy.

Somewhere along the way, life got heavy, and I let it crush the parts of us that mattered.

“You think I don’t want this to work?” I asked, voice breaking.
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