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It reveals how you already move with each other."
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CHAPTER ONE
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The Trip That Almost Broke Us

The problem didn’t start at the airport.

It started earlier than that—somewhere in the quiet space between planning something together and realizing, too late, that you weren’t actually doing it together anymore.

At first, the trip felt like ours.

That’s how these things begin. You sit side by side, usually on a couch or in bed, one of you scrolling while the other leans in just enough to see what’s on the screen. There’s a kind of closeness in that moment—shared attention, shared curiosity, the feeling that whatever you’re about to choose belongs to both of you.

“Look at this one,” he said, tilting his phone toward me.

The video played—clear water, sunlight hitting the surface just right, people laughing somewhere in the background like happiness was something you could just walk into if you picked the right place.

I leaned in closer, my shoulder pressing lightly against his.

“That’s nice,” I said.

“Nice?” he repeated, smirking slightly. “That’s more than nice.”

I smiled. “Okay, yeah. It’s really nice.”

He kept scrolling, but slower now, like he was narrowing something down. Not just a destination—but a direction.

“We should go somewhere like this,” he said. “Just get away for a few days.”

There it was.

The idea.

And for a second, it felt easy.

“Yeah,” I said. “We should.”

No hesitation. No second-guessing.

Just agreement.

And in that moment, it felt like we were still in sync.
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But somewhere between that moment and the moment we actually left—

Something shifted.

Not loudly.

Not in a way you could point at.

Just... subtly.

Like a conversation that loses its rhythm without either person realizing it right away.
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It started with the planning.

“Okay, I’m gonna look at flights,” he said one night, already halfway into it before I even responded.

I glanced over from where I was sitting, watching him scroll with focus that felt... different.

“Okay,” I said.

He didn’t look up.

“I’ll just find the best option and book it.”

That word—I’ll—sat there longer than it should have.

Not wrong.

Not aggressive.

Just... singular.

“Wait,” I said, sitting up a little straighter. “Let’s look at it together.”

He paused, just for a second, before handing me the phone.

“I mean, it’s pretty straightforward,” he said. “I know what I’m looking for.”

“I know,” I replied, softer. “I just wanna be part of it.”

He didn’t argue.

But something about the way he leaned back—slightly, almost imperceptibly—felt like a shift.

Like I had stepped into something that was already moving without me.
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We sat there side by side, looking at flight options.

Times. Prices. Layovers.

“Morning flight is cheaper,” he said.

“I hate morning flights,” I replied.

He glanced at me. “It’s like a hundred dollars cheaper.”

“I’d rather pay more and not feel dead the whole day.”

He shrugged. “That’s fine.”

But it didn’t feel fine.

Not fully.

Because the energy had already changed.

It wasn’t a disagreement.

It was something smaller.

Less defined.

But it lingered.
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That pattern repeated itself.

Not in obvious ways.

In quiet ones.

He took the lead.

I followed.

He made decisions quickly.

I adjusted to them.

Not because I had to.

Because it was easier.

He booked the hotel.

“It’s in a good area,” he said. “Close to everything.”

“Looks nice,” I said.

And it did.

Clean. Bright. Well-located.

Everything you’re supposed to want.

But I didn’t choose it.

I approved it.

And that difference, as small as it seems, matters more than people realize.

Because over time, approval isn’t participation.

It’s distance.
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By the time everything was booked, the trip looked perfect.

Flights confirmed.

Hotel set.

Rough plan in place.

From the outside, it looked like we had done exactly what we were supposed to do.

Planned a trip together.

But inside that process—

We had already started separating.
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The night before we left, we packed.

That’s another moment people don’t think about.

Packing tells you a lot about someone.

He packed with precision.

Everything folded. Organized. Placed exactly where it needed to go.

I packed in stages.

Picking things up. Putting them down. Reconsidering. Adding things last minute.

“You’re gonna forget something,” he said, watching me move around the room.

“I won’t,” I replied.

“You always do.”

I smiled slightly. “That’s why I bring extra.”

“That’s not the same thing.”

“It works.”

He shook his head, but there was no real frustration behind it.

Not yet.

Still light.

Still normal.

But even then—

There was a difference in how we approached things.

Control versus flexibility.

Structure versus flow.

Neither one wrong.

But together?

Potentially explosive.
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The morning of the trip, everything felt slightly off.

Not bad.

Just... tight.

Like something was waiting to happen.

We got ready in silence more than usual.

Not uncomfortable silence.

But not connected either.

Just... parallel.

“You ready?” he asked, grabbing his bag.

“Yeah,” I said.

We walked out together.

Locked the door.

Got in the car.

And for a moment—

It felt like we were stepping into something new.
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But the truth is—

We were bringing everything with us.
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By the time we got to the airport, the energy had already shifted again.

Not dramatically.

But enough.

Enough that the smallest thing could tip it.

And it did.
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“Did you bring the charger?” I asked.

Simple question.

Normal question.

But the response came back fast.

“Yeah. I packed everything.”

There it was.

That edge.

Sharp enough to catch.

Not sharp enough to call out immediately.

But I felt it.

“I was just asking,” I said.

“I know.”

But the tone didn’t match the words.

And that’s where things start to go wrong.
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We stood there in line, people moving around us, bags rolling, announcements echoing overhead.

And suddenly—

We weren’t just two people going on a trip.

We were two people standing inside a moment that had shifted without permission.
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I looked at him.

He didn’t look back.

And something inside me tightened.

Not anger.

Not yet.

Something closer to... awareness.

Like I had just noticed something I couldn’t unsee.
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“Why are you being like that?” I asked.

He turned slightly.

“Like what?”

“Short.”

“I’m not being short.”

“You are.”

A pause.

Then—

“I said I packed everything. What else do you want me to say?”

There it was again.

Same words.

Different weight.

And just like that—

We weren’t talking about the charger anymore.
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We were talking about something we hadn’t said yet. We were still standing in line, but the moment had already moved somewhere else.

That’s the thing about tension—it doesn’t stay where it starts.

It spreads.

Quietly.

Into posture, into tone, into the way you look at each other—or don’t.

I shifted my weight, adjusting the strap of my bag on my shoulder, trying to decide whether to let it go or push it further.

That decision matters more than people realize.

Most arguments aren’t about what’s said.

They’re about that split second after—when you choose whether to escalate or release.

And I didn’t release it.

“Okay,” I said, but it didn’t sound like okay.

It sounded like I was closing something off.

He noticed.

Of course he did.

He always noticed tone—just not always what caused it.

“What?” he asked, finally looking at me.

“Nothing.”

That word—nothing—is never nothing.

It’s everything that didn’t get said.

He let out a short breath, not quite a sigh, not quite frustration.

“If it’s nothing, then don’t say it like that.”

I laughed once, under my breath. “Like what?”

“Like there’s something wrong.”

“There is something wrong.”

Now we were in it.

Fully.

And neither of us had meant to be.
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The line moved forward. We followed.

Step by step.

Conversation paused, but not resolved.

That’s another mistake people make—they think silence equals progress.

It doesn’t.

It just gives the tension somewhere to sit.
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We got through security without another word.

Shoes off. Bags scanned. Belts back on.

All of it automatic.

All of it easier than what was happening between us.

By the time we reached the gate, the moment had settled into something quieter—but heavier.

We sat down.

Not too far apart.

Not close either.

Just... enough space to feel it.

He pulled out his phone again.

That had become his default.

Not avoidance, exactly.

More like... retreat.

I watched him for a second.

The way his thumb moved across the screen, steady, focused on something that wasn’t me.

And I felt it.

That familiar thought creeping in.

Why am I the one noticing this?

That’s where resentment starts.

Not in big
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