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For those who loved so completely

they didn't notice what it cost until it was already paid.

You are not alone in the burning.

“To lose the ache would be to lose the last piece left.

Because nothing feels more real

than the endless remembering of someone loved.”
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CHAPTER ONE
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FASCINATION

The Sweetness Before the Wound

──────────────


It didn't begin as something dangerous.

That's what I keep telling myself.

It felt like clarity, like finally understanding what the world had been withholding.

I didn't choose the fixation.

I just stopped choosing against it.

And by the time I noticed what was happening, the noticing was already part of the problem.



First Sighting

———
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YOU WALKED INTO THE room.

I rearranged my whole interior

without being asked.

I didn't even have your name yet.

I was already building you a place to live.

— ✦ —

Pull

──────

I leaned toward you before I meant to.

The way a plant doesn't decide toward light,

just moves, and the moving is the decision.

I told myself: I'm just paying attention.

I told myself that for a long time.

You didn't notice.

That was part of it, actually,

the not-noticing.

How you could be the center of my whole gravity

and not feel it.

The indifference of a sun.

That's what you were.

And I kept orbiting anyway.

I called it warmth.

It wasn't warmth.

It was proximity to something

that doesn't know you're there.

— ✦ —

––––––––
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INNOCENT

———
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I TOLD MYSELF: THIS is harmless.

I was already keeping a record.

Times I'd seen you.

How you held your coffee.

Which side of the room you preferred.

Harmless.

— ✦ —

Admiration (Before It Became a Problem)

──────

I studied you the way I studied

nothing else in school,

obsessively, privately,

with a terror of being wrong.

The slope of your attention

when something caught you.

The way you held a thought

before releasing it to the room.

I was building a library of you

before I knew I was inside it.

And then I caught myself, mid-sentence,

someone talking to me,

answering them about something unrelated,

and realized I had not thought of a single thing

other than you

in eleven days.

I didn't stop.

That's the part.

I knew, and I didn't stop.

— ✦ —

Already

———
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I WASN'T IN LOVE WITH you yet.

I had just stopped being able

to imagine a day

that you weren't somehow in.

So: not in love.


Fine.

Fine.


— ✦ —

Before the Damage

──────

There is a version of this story

where I walk past you

and keep walking.

Where I notice, the way you notice weather,

briefly, without consequence,

and return to my ordinary life

completely unchanged.

I visit that version sometimes.

In it, I sleep well.

In it, I am not writing this.

In it, my hands don't know the shape

of a name I'm not supposed to be thinking.

I used to think the other version was better.

I still think it was.

I just can't stay there.

Something keeps dragging me back here,

to the version where I saw you

and lost the thread

of every other story I was telling myself.

The version where you ruined the comparison.

— ✦ —

Statistic

──────

I learned your schedule.

Not because I planned to.

Just because I paid attention

every day

until I knew.

Tuesday mornings, early.

The corner table if it's available.

You take your time leaving.

I told no one.

I am telling you now

because I've decided

honesty about damage

is still honesty.

I learned your schedule.

I rearranged mine around it.

I called it coincidence

every time it worked.

That's the part I can't write prettily,

the calculation that I dressed up as accident,

the want that I dressed up as fate.

I knew exactly what I was doing.

I just needed it to look like

I didn't.

— ✦ —

The Warning I Mistook for Wonder

──────

My hands shook the first time you spoke to me.

I called it electricity.

My thoughts circled you at 3am.

I called it inspiration.

I started measuring days

by whether I'd seen you,

good days: yes.

Bad days: the other kind.

I had so many gentle names for what was happening.

A man who calls his fever

"just warm"

and keeps refusing the medicine.

I loved the fever.

That's what no one tells you,

how good it feels

before it breaks you.

How you'd choose it again.

How you're choosing it again right now,

reading this,

knowing exactly who this is about,

not doing anything about it.


Same.


Gravity

———
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I DROVE HOME AND REALIZED

I had not been driving.

I had been thinking about the way

you said my name once,

six days ago,

like it was a question

you already knew.

I sat in the dark car

outside my house

for a long time.

Not getting out.

Not ready to name it.

Not ready to lose

the last thirty seconds

of pretending I was fine.

— ✦ —

Becoming

──────

I used to have opinions about things

unrelated to you.

A self with edges.

Preferences.

Days that began and ended

without you as the reference point.

Now when people ask what I've been thinking,

I give them the approved answers:

work, the world, the season.

Inside, there is only the ongoing project

of translating everything I encounter

into something that reminds me of you.

The color of a coffee cup.

The specific silence before rain.

A word in a sentence that starts

the same way your name starts.

I am bilingual now.

My first language is ordinary life.

My second is you.

I speak the second one more fluently.

I am losing the first.

— ✦ —

Superstition

———
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IF YOU TEXT ME, THE day works.

If you don't, something is slightly wrong

with the structural integrity of reality.

I know that's not rational.

I check my phone anyway.

I check my phone anyway.

I check.

— ✦ —

Something Borrowed

──────

I borrowed hours with you.

Side glances. The spaces between your sentences

where you let me exist near you.

I kept them all.

Organized them.

Built a whole life from the margins,

the almost-looks,

the laughs that almost included me,

the one time you touched my arm

while making a point

about something else entirely.

I thought: this is enough.

I thought: I can live on margins.

No one told me

that borrowed things collect interest.

That someday the debt would be

the size of an actual life,

the one I didn't build

while I was building this.

I wasn't falling in love with you.

I was spending everything I had

on the idea of it.

There's a difference.

I just found it too late.
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CHAPTER TWO
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DEPENDENCY

Given Freely. Willingly. Without Reading the Terms.

──────────────


At some point, wanting you stopped being a feeling and became a function.

I didn't notice the transition.

I only noticed that when the function was interrupted, a missed message, a change in tone, a day without your name in it, the rest of my life stopped working correctly.

Something had been restructured.

The load-bearing wall had been moved.

I was still standing.

But I was standing differently.



Dosage

———
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I FIGURED OUT THE EXACT amount of you

that keeps me functional.

One message in the morning.

One moment of being chosen.

One proof.

Below that, the day drags.

Above it, I can't think.

I keep this knowledge to myself.

It embarrasses me.

I keep adjusting the dose anyway.

— ✦ —

First Belief

──────

I waited for your message like it was

permission to exist.

I know how that sounds.

I knew how it sounded then.

I waited anyway,

phone face-up,

sound on,

the whole ridiculous apparatus

of someone who has made

another person's attention

into oxygen.

I had stopped wanting before you.

I want you to understand that.

The heart was quiet.

I had arranged for it to be quiet.

Then you,

without asking,

without knowing,

turned the sound back on.

I should have been frightened.

I was grateful.

That's the problem with gratitude,

it doesn't check whether the thing

you're grateful for

is good for you.

It just opens you.


Wide.

Wide.


— ✦ —

Devotion

──────

I built you something inside me.

I want you to know
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