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There are wounds no one sees.

But they bleed anyway.

Some from the heart.

Others from hope.”
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PROLOGUE: THE KIND OF NAKED YOU DON’T SEE
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She never touched me.

Not the way lovers do.

Not the way a woman pulls a man into her skin like a promise.

But somehow,

she peeled me open anyway.

She saw the boy in me I tried to kill.

The cracks I covered with laughter.

The silence I never shared with anyone.

She undressed the parts of me that I was still learning to name.

The soft, the scared, the still healing.

And when I stood there—naked in a way clothes could never hide—

she looked away.

That’s how it begins.

Not with betrayal.

Not even with pain.

But with a slow unraveling of the man I thought I was,

in front of someone who never asked to know me that well.

This is not a story about her.

It’s a story about what I became

after giving too much to someone who never asked me to—

but never stopped me either.
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CHAPTER 1: WHEN HER LAUGH TOUCHED ME FIRST
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She didn’t walk into my life.

She glided in—like someone who had already been here in another lifetime.

Not loud. Not striking. But enough to make silence follow her.

I remember her laugh first.

Not what she wore.

Not how she looked.

But the way her laugh curled around the air like it belonged there.

I wasn’t looking for anyone.

In truth, I was finally learning to enjoy my own peace.

But that laugh?

It pulled something from me I hadn’t touched in years—

Hope, maybe.

We didn’t talk much the first time.

But I watched the way she moved.

Like someone who had been broken once—

and learned to carry her scars like accessories.

She wasn’t perfect.

She didn’t try to be.

And I didn’t fall for her face—

I fell for the silence she interrupted inside me.

You know that moment when you meet someone

and suddenly, the world doesn’t feel as loud?

That was her.

That was the beginning.

And I didn’t know it yet...

But she’d already started undressing me—

not with her hands,

but with her existence.
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CHAPTER 2: SHE LET ME SPEAK UNTIL I BELIEVED I WAS HEARD
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I didn't know I needed to talk

until she asked how I was—

and waited.

Not the kind of waiting that feels polite.

But the kind where silence stretches,

inviting you to bring out the parts of yourself

you’ve kept buried too long.

So I spoke.

I told her things I hadn’t said to anyone—

not because I trusted her yet,

but because I didn’t have to fight for space in her presence.

She didn't rush to fix me.

She didn’t offer borrowed quotes wrapped in healing.

She just... sat there.

Still.

Soft.

Present.

And with every word I said,

she undressed another layer of pain—

not by solving it,

but by making it feel seen.

She didn't interrupt.

Didn't turn my pain into poetry.

She just gave it a room

and let it breathe.

It’s strange what a person’s silence can do—

how it can speak louder than noise,

how it can hold you

without touching you at all.

In those moments,

I started to believe in gentleness again.

Not because she gave it to me,

but because she showed me I still had it in me.
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CHAPTER 3: I TOOK HER SIDE EVEN WHEN I DIDN’T KNOW THE FIGHT
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You don’t always know what love is when it starts.

Sometimes it looks like silence.

Sometimes it looks like choosing someone before they’ve chosen you.

With her,

it looked like defending what I didn’t understand.

She’d come to me tired—

not always with stories,

just with sighs,

and the weight of wars I didn’t witness.

And I stood beside her,

not because I was sure she was right,

but because I knew how the world can break a woman down

and blame her for the bruises.

I took her side

when the air between us was thick with unspoken things.

When I didn’t know who she was fighting—

a friend, a memory, her own mind—

I stood behind her anyway.

It wasn’t about logic.

It was about loyalty.

It was about being the kind of man

who doesn’t need all the facts to offer all his faith.

She didn’t always notice.

She didn’t always ask.

But I was there.

I took her side

even when she started to drift from mine.

Because love, to me,

wasn’t a scoreboard.

It was sacrifice.
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CHAPTER 4: SHE WAS ABSENT IN ALL THE WAYS THAT MATTERED
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She was there.

Physically.

A presence that filled the room,

but not the space in my life where I needed her the most.

We spoke,

but never really talked.

She answered,

but never really heard.

She smiled,

but never really saw me.

There are silences louder than arguments,

and I lived in them.

I lived in the moments where I reached out—

not for her hand,

but for her attention,

her affection,

her effort.

And she was absent.

Not in the leaving,

but in the staying.

In the way she scrolled through her phone

while my spirit broke quietly beside her.

In the way she nodded,

but never asked how I was really doing.

In the way she made me feel

like my love was something to be tolerated,

not treasured.

There is a loneliness that comes

from being unseen by the one you’ve undressed your soul for.

And I carried it like a second skin.

I stayed.

Not because it didn’t hurt—

but because I kept hoping the real her

would return to me one day.

The her that once held me with intention.

The her that used to look at me like I was enough.

But I learned something about absence:

It can live in the heart

long before someone walks out the door.

And she was gone.

Long before I ever let her go.
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CHAPTER 5: EVEN MY PRESENCE FELT LIKE AN INVASION TO HER


[image: image]


There came a time when just being in the same room as her

felt like I was trespassing.

Not because I had done something wrong—

but because love, once welcomed,

had become a burden she no longer wanted to carry.

I used to walk through the door with excitement.

Now I entered like a stranger,

careful not to knock over whatever peace she had left without me.

My footsteps became apologies.

My voice—an intrusion.

My laughter—uninvited noise.

She didn’t have to say it.

Her body said it for her.

The way she turned her shoulder when I reached for her.

The way her eyes shifted past mine

as if I was furniture

that had outlived its place in her home.

Even my silence annoyed her.

Even my breathing seemed too loud.

And still, I stayed.

I stayed thinking maybe love could be rebuilt

if I just showed her enough of it.

If I just kept being present,

she would remember what it felt like

to love me back.

But I learned:

Presence means nothing

if someone has already made room for your absence.

And one of the hardest things I’ve ever done

was sit next to someone

and feel like I wasn’t supposed to be there.

Not because of hate,

but because the space where love once lived

was now occupied by walls

I had no key for.
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CHAPTER 6: I WAS LOYAL TO HER SILENCE
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She didn’t speak much—

not when it mattered.

But I stayed.

She didn’t say she loved me back—

not the way I said it to her,

with my chest wide open

and my voice trembling with hope.

But I stayed.

There were days she’d shut down completely,

her emotions locked behind a wall I couldn’t scale,

and all I had was the sound of my own heartbeat

echoing in the quiet she left behind.

Still—I stayed.

I was loyal to the silence.

To the long pauses between her affection.

To the messages she read but didn’t reply to.

To the promises she never made, but I kept believing in.

Because I thought maybe

her silence was just another kind of language—

and I tried to translate it into something soft.

Maybe she was hurting.

Maybe she needed time.

Maybe she was trying.

Maybe I was enough if I just kept showing up.

But here’s what I never said out loud:

Her silence was not gentle.

It didn’t hug me.

It didn’t heal me.

It didn’t see me.

And still, I gave it everything.

Because I believed in the version of her

that only lived inside my hope.

There’s a kind of loyalty that looks like love—

but it’s really just fear in disguise.

Fear of letting go.

Fear of being wrong.

Fear of being alone.

But if I have to beg for words,

if I have to chase
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