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Dedication

To anyone who has ever struggled to find their voice.
To the journey of self-discovery, growth, and the quiet victories that often go unnoticed.
And to those who, despite it all, choose to keep moving forward.
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PROLOGUE

There are moments in life that don’t just shape you—they split you in two. The person you were before and the person who stands after.

I never planned for love to be so entangled with the sacred. I was just a girl—curious, maybe naive, but full of hope. Then came Eliah. The one who introduced me to something bigger than myself... and unknowingly, pulled me into a whirlwind I never saw coming.

This isn’t just a story of romance. It’s about awakening, heartbreak, decisions, friendship, competition, pain, forgiveness, growth—and the raw journey of letting go when everything in you wants to hold on.

This is the story of Abena—and the things we survive to find out who we really are. 
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Chapter One: The Invitation 

The sun was soft that afternoon, sliding through the windows of the small outreach center where Abena volunteered twice a week. She was supposed to be helping the younger teens prep for a community event, but her mind was elsewhere—on him.

It had been weeks since they last spoke. Really spoke. The kind of conversation that made her forget the mess, the half-truths, the broken lines between friend and lover. The kind of conversation that made her feel like they were something more than just a situation. She still remembered the first day he invited her here. The place smelled like old books and fresh purpose. He had stood by the door, smiling like someone who already knew you’d say yes.

“You’re going to love this place,” he said. “People here? They see you.”

And he had seen her—before everything blurred. Before she learned about the girlfriend. Before Zelda, with her loud laugh and brighter-than-necessary energy, entered the picture like a storm wearing perfume.

Zelda was here today too, of course. She always was. Laughing too loudly, hugging too long, giving out snacks and compliments like she ran the place. Abena watched as she handed him a boxed meal she clearly hadn’t made, but would definitely claim she slaved over later.

Abena turned back to the group of teens, pretending to be busy. But her stomach tightened when she saw him smile at Zelda—not in the way he smiled at Abena, not that warm, quiet smile—but it still stung.

She wasn’t innocent. She had known the truth—kinda. She knew about the girlfriend. And still, she’d come back. More than once. His words were always just sweet enough, vague enough. She let herself believe the part that was true and ignore the part that wasn’t.

Maybe that was the worst kind of lie—the ones we tell ourselves because they hurt less than the truth.

“Abena,” a soft voice called. It was Liana, her closest friend in the group. “You okay?”

Abena smiled faintly. “Yeah. Just tired.”

Liana raised an eyebrow. She knew better. So did Kemi—her sister who’d been side-eyeing this entire relationship from day one. So did Zara, who was caught in her own complicated love mess, and probably couldn’t even tell if she was rooting for Abena to walk away or not.

Abena took a breath and looked across the room again. He was laughing now, but not with her.

Her phone buzzed in her pocket. A message from him.

“Can we talk after this?”

And just like that, her stomach twisted again. That familiar, painful twist.

She was beautiful. She knew it. Smart. Ambitious. She wanted to be a lawyer. To build a life of truth and meaning and faith. She wanted joy, peace, maybe even a husband one day—not necessarily him.

But still... she missed him.

Not just the lover. The friend.

And she knew—one day—when she was ready, she’d walk away for real. She’d study harder. Glow harder. Build her future until the past looked like nothing but a lesson.

But today? She just wasn’t sure

The room was still, the kind of stillness that made every sound louder—the hum of the lights, the distant footsteps of someone locking up, the uneven rhythm of Abena’s own breathing.

He was still there. Not touching her. But too close to think clearly.

“I keep telling myself I’ll stop,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “That the next time I walk away; it’ll be the last. That next time, I’ll mean it.”

He didn’t respond.

“I hate that you make me feel like I’m not enough to be chosen, but just enough to be kept,” she added.

That one hit him. She could tell by the way his eyes dropped and his lips parted like he wanted to speak but had no words yet.

“You’re not the only one who feels stuck,” he said eventually. “You think I don’t wish this was simpler?”

“You have a girlfriend,” Abena shot back, folding her arms. “It should be simple.”

He exhaled sharply, like she’d knocked the wind out of him.

“I didn’t plan this,” he muttered. “I didn’t plan you.”

“That’s the thing,” she replied, her voice shaking. “You never plan anything. You just... let it happen. And we’re all the ones who get hurt.”

There was a long pause.

“You’re angry,” he said gently.

“I’m tired.”

He looked at her. Really looked. “You’re beautiful, Abena. You know that, right?”

“Don’t,” she said quickly.

“What?”

“Don’t do that now. Don’t try to soften me when I’m finally starting to harden.”

He was quiet.

Then, softly: “I miss the way you used to talk to me.”

“You mean before I learned who you really were?”

His jaw clenched.

“No,” he said. “Before you stopped believing I cared.”

She looked at him, eyes glistening. “I think part of me still believes. That’s the problem.”

Neither moved. The tension between them was quiet, but loud in all the ways that mattered.

Then her phone buzzed again.

A message from Liana.

“Are you still there with him? Please don’t let him talk you back in. You’ve come too far.”

Abena read it. Didn’t reply.

He was watching her face, trying to read her thoughts.

“I should go,” she said softly.

He nodded slowly. “Will you come back?”

She didn’t answer.

Instead, she picked up her bag, walked past him, and didn’t look back until her hand was on the doorknob.

“I miss the friend too,” she said without turning around. “But I’m starting to realize the price of keeping you around is losing myself. And I can’t afford that anymore.”

She walked out.

And he let her.
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