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			Chapter One

			The Glimmering Night

			As I sat in the sitting room with my family, eyes glued to the TV screen, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of detachment. I wasn’t a fan of TV shows, but this particular series had everyone talking. Little did I know, this episode would change everything.

			The scene unfolded before my eyes; a charming actor TK, whose real name was Toni, who had piercing eyes that seemed to see right through to the soul, was pursuing the lead actress Nancy. His irresistible smile when it graced his lips was like the first ray of dawn, chasing away the shadows. But it was the way he looked at her that caught my breath. His eyes were a twilight sky that held so many untold stories. His gaze was like a whispered promise, a gentle caress that left me feeling exposed and vulnerable.

			For a short instant, our eyes met – or so it felt. It was love at first sight through the screen, a connection sparked, so pure and true, in cyberspace where hearts aligned, a digital dream, where love entwined. The room around me melted away, leaving only the thrum of my heartbeat and the sensation of being seen. It was as if I’d known him before, like our souls had crossed paths in a past life.

			A spark of excitement ignited within me, and I couldn’t stop smiling. Hope and unadulterated joy swelled in my chest. I felt an inexplicable connection to Toni, a sense that our souls were intertwined in ways I couldn’t yet comprehend.

			

			That night, as I drifted off to sleep, Toni’s face lingered in my mind’s eye. I closed my eyes, and my subconscious took over, weaving a dream that felt more real than reality itself.

			In the dream, Toni and I strolled hand in hand through a starlit forest, the soft rustle of leaves beneath our feet being the only sound breaking the silence. His laughter echoed through the trees, a melodious harmony that filled my heart with joy. The forest was alive with magic, and I felt like I was walking on air.

			As we walked, the trees parted, revealing a breathtaking lake that shimmered like diamonds in the moonlight. We settled beside the lake, watching the stars twinkle above us like a celestial showcase. The world felt at peace, and I knew, at that moment, I was exactly where I was meant to be.

			The first rays of dawn crept through the blinds, painting stripes of pale gold across my bedroom floor. I stirred, a languid stretch rippling through my limbs, but the lingering warmth of the dream held me captive. It was as if a veil of stardust still clung to my skin, a tangible reminder of the magical night I’d spent in the dreamscape. The scent of sweet perfume, a delicate floral fragrance I couldn’t quite place, lingered in the air, a phantom echo of the enchanted forest. I sat up, the memory of Toni, his laughter, his eyes, flooding my senses with an intensity that made my heart ache.

			

			The dream wasn’t just a fleeting illusion; it felt like a portal, a glimpse into a parallel reality where Toni and I were destined to interconnect. The way he looked at me in the dream, a look of pure, unadulterated adoration, was something I’d never experienced before. It was a look that bypassed the surface, delving deep into the recesses of my soul, acknowledging a connection that transcended the boundaries of the waking world. I closed my eyes, trying to recapture the feeling, the sensation of his hand in mine, the soft rustle of leaves beneath our feet, the shared silence punctuated by the gentle rhythm of our breaths.

			At this point in my life, love was a distant, almost forgotten concept. My breakup with Thuto had left a gaping wound, a raw, aching emptiness that seemed impossible to fill. It wasn’t just the loss of a relationship; it was the loss of a future I’d envisioned, a future painted in warm hues of shared dreams and mingled destinies. The world had become a monochrome canvas, devoid of the vibrant colours that once defined my existence. Each day was a struggle, a monotonous cycle of routine and solitude. The winter of my heart seemed endless, a perpetual frost that numbed my senses and stifled any spark of hope.

			But the dream, with its vivid imagery and emotional intensity, had planted a seed of possibility, a fragile ember of hope in the desolate landscape of my heart. Toni, with his radiant smile and soulful eyes, had become a beacon, a promise of warmth and light in the midst of my emotional winter. The idea of falling in love again, of experiencing the joy and vulnerability of intimacy, felt both terrifying and exhilarating. It was like standing on the edge of a precipice, unsure whether to leap into the unknown or retreat into the familiar comfort of solitude.

			

			I rose from the bed, the dream’s afterglow still clinging to me like a second skin. The apartment felt sterile, devoid of the magic that had permeated my dreamscape. I wandered into the living room, the muted sunlight filtering through the curtains, casting long shadows across the empty space. I picked up a framed photograph of Thuto and me, our smiles frozen in a moment of carefree happiness. A pang of sadness pierced my heart, a reminder of the love that had once been. But as I looked at the photograph, I realised that the past was just that – the past. It was a chapter that had closed, leaving room for a new story to unfold.

			I placed the photograph back on the shelf, a sense of resolve settling within me. The dream had awakened something within me, a longing for connection, a yearning for love. Toni, the actor on the screen, the man in my dreams, had become a symbol of this longing, a representation of the future I dared to imagine. It was a foolish notion, a fantasy woven from the threads of dreams and desires, but it felt undeniably real.

			The day unfolded in a blur of mundane tasks and fragmented thoughts. I found myself constantly replaying the dream, dissecting every detail, searching for hidden meanings and subtle clues. The scent of the perfume, the way Toni’s eyes brightened when he smiled, the feeling of his hand in mine – these sensory details were etched into my memory, vivid and persistent. I couldn’t shake the feeling that the dream was more than just a figment of my imagination; it was a message, a signpost pointing me towards a new direction.

			

			As the day drew to a close, I found myself drawn back to the television, the screen that had served as a portal to my dreamscape. I scrolled through the streaming service, searching for Smoke and Mirrors, the show that had introduced me to Toni. I found the episode, the one that had sparked this unexpected connection, and pressed Play. As Toni appeared on the screen, his smile radiating warmth and charm, a peaceful recognition settled over me. It wasn’t just the character he played; it was the man behind the persona, the soul that had resonated with mine in the realm of dreams.

			I watched the episode, my eyes glued to the screen, analysing every nuance of Toni’s performance. His expressions, his gestures, his voice – they all held a depth, a sincerity

			that went beyond what the screen could normally convey. It felt as if he was speaking directly to me, acknowledging the connection that had formed between us. The dream had blurred the lines between reality and fantasy, creating a space where anything seemed possible.

			

			Chapter Two

			Shattered Dreams

			I thought I knew what love was. I thought I had found it in the arms of Thuto, the man with whom I’d shared four years of my life. He was the second man I’d ever dated, but Thuto was my first real love—or so I believed. I loved him fiercely, with a devotion that bordered on worship. But as it turned out, I was merely a placeholder, a temporary comfort until the true love of his life finally appeared on the scene. A harsh realisation, a bitter pill to swallow after investing so much of myself.

			Thuto was a striking figure. Tall and muscular, with a neatly trimmed moustache that framed his mouth, he possessed a certain artistic flair. His bald head, smooth and gleaming, added to his air of confidence. He was light-skinned, a detail that, in retrospect, seemed to carry undue weight in his own mind. He was a renowned artist, respected and well-known in our community. His talent was undeniable, his presence captivating.

			And yet, throughout our four years together, a shadow hung over our relationship, a constant source of unease. He refused to be seen with me in public. Our dates were confined to the privacy of my apartment or his studio, hidden away from the prying eyes of the world. It was as if I were a secret, a hidden indulgence he dared not reveal.

			

			I tried to understand. I rationalised his behaviour, telling myself it was because of his artistic temperament, and his need for solitude and focus. I made excuses for him to my friends, inventing stories about his demanding work schedule, and his aversion to the social scene. But deep down, a nagging voice whispered that something was terribly wrong. I yearned for the simple validation of holding his hand in the street, of sharing a meal in a restaurant, of being acknowledged as his partner. But these simple gestures were always denied, leaving me feeling like a part of myself was constantly hidden, unseen, unloved.

			Nothing I did was ever enough. I cooked his favourite meals, I listened patiently to his endless discussions about art, and I supported his career, attending every gallery opening and every exhibition. I showered him with affection, offering him the unconditional love I so desperately craved in return. But it was never enough. There was always a distance, a subtle but impenetrable barrier between us. I felt like I was constantly striving, trying to earn his affection, to prove myself worthy of his love. It was an exhausting dance of devotion and disappointment, a cycle that left me feeling more and more inadequate.

			And then, the final blow. He made his relationship with his new girlfriend public. Suddenly, he was doing all the things he’d refused to do with me. Holding hands in public, romantic dinners, weekend getaways—all the things I had longed for, all the things he had denied me. It was a cruel twist of the knife, a public declaration of my insignificance.

			

			He did everything with her that I wished we had done together. And to add insult to injury, they later married. The wedding photos, splashed across social media, were a stark reminder of my failure, a testament to the fact that I was never the one he truly desired. The truth, when it finally arrived, was a devastating blow, but in a way, it was also a relief. The charade was over. The truth, however painful, was finally out in the open.

			The memories of that relationship were still haunting my mind, a constant reminder of my worthlessness. His words still echoed in my mind: ‘You’re not the type of woman I want to spend the rest of my life with.’

			The world, once vibrant and full of promise, had turned into a desolate wasteland. It wasn’t a sudden cataclysm, but a slow, agonising erosion of hope, a gradual descent into the abyss of despair. The breakup wasn’t just the end of a relationship; it was the shattering of my belief in love itself, a seismic event that had cracked the very foundation of my being. The laughter that once filled my days was replaced by a hollow silence, a void that echoed with the ghosts of what had been.

			Depression, a malevolent entity, had taken up residence within me, its dark tendrils wrapping around my heart, suffocating any warmth of joy. It wasn’t just sadness; it was a profound emptiness, a sense of being adrift in a vast, indifferent ocean. The simplest tasks, once effortless, became monumental challenges. Getting out of bed felt like climbing a mountain, each step a Herculean effort against the crushing weight of apathy. The world outside my window continued its relentless rhythm, oblivious to the storm raging within me.

			

			I lost all hope, not just for love, but for happiness itself. The future, once a canvas of endless possibilities, had become a bleak, featureless landscape. The dreams I’d nurtured, the aspirations I’d held dear, seemed like distant echoes, fading into the oblivion of despair. I was a ghost, a shadow of my former self, wandering through the ruins of a life that had been irrevocably altered.

			The relationship had been a brutal education, a harsh initiation into the cruelties of love. It wasn’t just the heartbreak; it was the realisation that I had been blind, naive, and utterly vulnerable. I had poured my heart and soul into a relationship that was built on shifting sands, a foundation of illusion and deceit. The lessons I learned were etched in pain, seared into my memory like brands on my soul.

			The most devastating lesson was the immutable truth: if a man doesn’t love you, nothing can change his mind. No amount of pleading, no act of sacrifice, no desperate attempt at transformation could ignite a spark of genuine affection. It was a cold, hard fact, a truth that shattered the romantic illusions I’d clung to so tightly. I had tried everything, bending myself into shapes I didn’t recognise, compromising my own needs and desires in a fruitless attempt to win his love. But it was like trying to coax warmth from a stone, an exercise in futility that only deepened the pain.

			The humiliation was a slow, insidious poison, seeping into my self-esteem, eroding my sense of worth. It wasn’t just the grand gestures of betrayal, but the subtle, insidious ways he chipped away at my confidence, the casual dismissals, the veiled criticisms, the constant reminders that I wasn’t enough. He had a talent for finding my insecurities, exploiting my vulnerabilities, and twisting them into weapons of emotional warfare. I felt exposed, raw, and utterly defenceless, like a wounded animal left to the mercy of a predator.

			

			Conversely, I learned the profound truth about reciprocated love. If a man truly loves you, there is no hesitation, no ambiguity, no room for doubt. He knows, with an unwavering certainty, that you are the one. It isn’t a matter of calculation or convenience; it’s a deep
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My heart longs for you
Every single day
From the first time | saw you
| knew you were the one
Oh twin soul
How long will you run way from me
| travelled near and far searching for you
Your love is my light through the darkest night
Every time | see your face
My heart swells with joy
Your eyes shine bright like stars in the moonlight
You are all | want, my dream so bright

My soul yearns for you with all its might
A flame that burns like a supernova’s kiss
A heart desire to be with you for eternity

And love you wholly all days of our lives





