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Chapter 1: After the Glow
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The moon had set, the vows grown still,
But morning came with breath to fill.
No fanfare now, no lace, no song—
Just hands that held where hearts belong.
The shop returned to quiet pace,
The rhythm of her sacred space.
Yet something lingered in the air—
A weight, a spark, a subtle dare.
Liam was there, as he had been,
A partner, lover, closest friend.
They worked in sync, with flour and flame,
But nothing ever stays the same.
She caught him once beneath the light,
His gaze turned distant, soft, not right.
A name unspoken in his mind,
A thought she couldn’t quite unwind.
And in her chest, though love had grown,
A shadow stirred she hadn’t known.
Not fear of loss, nor fear of past—
But what if comfort doesn’t last?
The pie still baked, the shelves were full,
But hearts are never fireproof wool.
And as the seasons softly bled,
She wondered where this path now led.
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Chapter 2: The Things We Don’t Say
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The bell rang once at half-past nine,
She swept the floor, refilled the sign.
The cinnamon was soft and warm,
But something trembled past the norm.
Liam came in with coffee black,
A paper tucked inside his back.
“Morning,” he said, his tone still light,
But didn’t meet her eyes just right.
She nodded once, her mind on glaze,
Her fingers lost in sugared haze.
The words they shared were light, polite—
But missing all that made them bright.
They used to talk of dreams and stars,
Of old guitars and coffee jars.
Now lists and orders filled the air,
And “Did you call?” and “Can you care?”
She placed a pie upon the sill,
And felt the silence start to spill.
Not silence filled with comfort’s hum,
But one that made her fingers numb.
He fixed the latch on pantry drawers,
Then paused too long near creaking floors.
She watched him like a distant shore,
A man she knew—but not as sure.
“I’ve been thinking,” he began,
Then stopped and rubbed his weathered hands.
“I might apply to work out west,
Just part-time... just to see the rest.”
She didn’t blink, but her chest fell,
Like wind pulled out the final shell.
“Oh,” she said, with voice held tight—
A single word, a quiet fight.
“I thought we’d—” but she stopped her breath,
Afraid to walk those steps to death.
He didn’t press, he didn’t reach—
They both stood still beyond their speech.
So many things sat on the shelf:
His half-packed bag, her doubting self.
But neither dared to open wide
The truth they’d both begun to hide.
The oven beeped, the timer sang,
And yet inside, her silence rang.
They moved apart, like shadows sway—
Two hearts still close... but lost midway.
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Chapter 3: Half-Filled Cups
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The table held two porcelain mugs,
Both half-filled now, with fewer hugs.
Steam rose between the space they kept—
A space where neither laughed nor wept.
She stirred her drink, but didn’t sip,
A tremble on her bitten lip.
Across from her, he read the news,
But never asked about her views.
He used to mark each word she said,
Now silence grew instead of bread.
Their breakfasts once were flame and fun—
Now ash, still warm, but coming undone.
The jam was sweet, the toast was right,
But something flickered in the light.
His gaze was kind but far from clear,
Like he was here—and not quite here.
She reached to pour him one more cup,
But stopped midway, then gave it up.
He didn’t notice, didn’t blink—
Too lost inside his distant think.
Was it the job? The change of air?
Or something more she didn’t dare
To ask, for fear the truth would come—
That love can fade like autumn sun.
She placed the kettle back in line,
And forced a smile, soft and fine.
But deep inside, her soul grew sore,
From loving someone wanting more.
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Chapter 4: Cracks in the Sugar Bowl

[image: ]


The sugar bowl had cracked that week,
A jagged line, small but bleak.
It sat between the salt and tea,
A quiet mark she didn’t see—
Until one morning, Liam said,
“This needs replacing.” Then he fled
To fix a shelf, to scrub the tray,
To do what he did every day.
But something in the way he spoke
Felt less like words and more like smoke.
She watched his back, then turned away—
There wasn’t much she meant to say.
The bakery still thrived on cue,
The loyal line, the rising view.
She laughed with guests and kissed a child,
But inside, something less-than-smiled.
Liam hummed as he stocked the bread,
But never turned his thoughtful head.
He didn’t joke the way he would,
And she no longer understood.
He’d leave the door just slightly wide,
As if to keep a path outside.
She found his coat still on the hook,
But not his name in her notebook.
The sugar bowl stayed cracked and dry—
Unfixed, untouched, just sitting by.
And she, like it, was chipped, unsure,
If this was love... or something fewer.
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Chapter 5: The Letter She Never Sent
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In the back of her old recipe book,
Tucked behind a worn-out hook,
She found a letter, still unread—
Words she once wrote but never said.
The paper smelled of autumn dust,
Of promises turned into rust.
The ink had faded, but not gone,
The ache still hummed where it belonged.
“Dear Owen,” it began with care,
“I hate how much you’re everywhere...”
She skimmed the lines, her breath grown tight—
It still burned soft, it still felt right.
Not the man, not what he’d done—
But how she’d loved and come undone.
How she had poured her soul in jars,
And cried beneath a thousand stars.
She never sent it, never could,
It wouldn’t fix what never should.
But in her chest, the memory stirred—
A silence shaped by every word.
Liam came in with apple jam,
He didn’t see the note in hand.
He kissed her cheek, but not her gaze—
Two ghosts now drifting through a haze.
She hid the page behind the tray,
And told herself, it’s gone, okay.
But somewhere deep beneath her skin,
The past still knocked, still sought a win.
And though she stood in Liam’s light,
Some parts still whispered in the night.
Not for return—but to confess,
That moving on still holds a mess.
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Chapter 6: A Name on the Wind
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The wind blew sharp through Market Square,
With yellow leaves caught in the air.
She bundled loaves in paper tight,
Then saw a shadow touch the light.
A voice behind her spoke her name—
Not loud, not soft, but just the same.
It wrapped around her spine like thread,
A sound she thought was long since dead.
“Melody?”
She froze mid-tie,
Her chest forgot the how and why.
She turned, and there—just past the crowd—
Stood Owen, shoulders slightly bowed.
His hair was longer, eyes less bold,
A version tired, a little old.
He didn’t smile, he didn’t wave,
He simply stood, unsure, unbrace.
The basket trembled in her hands,
The scent of nutmeg couldn’t stand
Against the storm behind her breast—
A thousand thoughts, none put to rest.
“I’m not here to make things worse,”
He said, his tone more calm than terse.
“I was just passing... saw your stall...
I had to stop, that’s all, that’s all.”
She nodded once, then looked away,
No words could fit, no script to play.
The past came rushing, raw and fast,
And still—he stood—like he’d just passed.
But as he turned to walk again,
The wind whispered his name like then.
And though she stayed, she couldn’t lie—
Her hands still shook, she didn’t try.
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