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Through the Years: Our Unfinished Story

“A love too strong to end... and too unfinished to forget.”
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Dedication
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To the man who stole my heart and changed the way I saw love—

for the laughter we’ve shared, the tears we’ve cried,

the lessons we’ve learned, and the memories that will live forever.

For every moment, from the first hello to the times we thought it was the end,

you have been my best friend and my greatest challenge. .

This is for the years we’ve lived and for the chapters we’ve yet to write.

For our unfinished story.

Acknowledgments

First, I thank God for allowing our paths to cross and for keeping our story alive, even when it seemed broken beyond repair.

To Calvin—thank you for being my first true love, my greatest lesson, and my safe place, even in the chaos. Without you, there would be no Through the Years.

To our children—Jr., Carleigh, and Carter—you are the best parts of our love story. Every laugh, every hug, every “I love you” makes the journey worth it.

To my family and friends who have seen us through every chapter—thank you for your patience, your honesty, and your prayers.

And finally, to anyone who has ever fought for love when it would have been easier to walk away—this book is for you. May you know that love is worth fighting for, even when it’s imperfect.

Prologue – The Story Isn’t Over

Love stories often end with a happily ever after—two people riding off into the sunset, untouched by life’s storms. But ours... ours is different. Ours is a love that has lived through years of passion and pain, through sweet beginnings and bitter endings, through silence and reconciliation.

I didn’t meet him in a whirlwind romance movie scene. There were no scripted lines, no perfect moments. Instead, there were small encounters, brief conversations, and a pull I didn’t fully understand. We were just two eighteen-year-olds who had no idea what the next fifteen years would hold.

We have lived in tiny apartments and our first home, shared late-night bus rides and quiet mornings. We have fought loudly and loved fiercely. We have been best friends and strangers, partners and enemies—all while somehow remaining bound to each other.

Our story is far from perfect. In fact, it’s jagged and messy, stitched together with moments of forgiveness, resilience, and undeniable connection. We have walked away from each other and found our way back more than once. And even now, after everything, the truth remains—he still makes me laugh, and I still get butterflies when I’m near him.

This book isn’t a fairytale. It’s a testimony.

A testimony that love isn’t always pretty, and it isn’t always easy—but when it’s real, it’s worth fighting for.

Our story isn’t over.

It never was.
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Chapter 1 – Eighteen
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(The Year It All Began)

I had just graduated from high school, the summer air heavy with that feeling of possibility you only get once in life. My cap and gown were packed away, the congratulations had been said, and I was finally free to chase whatever came next. That night, I was supposed to be going to a party—nothing out of the ordinary for an eighteen-year-old. But first, I needed my heels.

My cousin G-man had them, so I stopped by to pick them up. That’s when I saw him for the first time.

He was with G-man—because, of course, they were best friends. I remember the way he looked at me, curious but reserved, like he was quietly trying to figure me out. Later, I’d learn he thought I was younger than him, and maybe that’s why he didn’t say much. Just a quick hello, a passing glance, nothing that screamed this is the moment your life changes. But it was. I just didn’t know it yet.

The second time we crossed paths was at a family cookout in the park. The smell of barbecue hung in the air, kids ran through the grass chasing each other, and the sound of laughter bounced off the trees. He had a girlfriend then, so we didn’t talk much. But when he heard I’d recently been in a car accident, he came over to check on me. It was a short conversation—barely a handful of sentences—but it stayed with me. He didn’t have to care. But he did.

The third time was at my aunt’s house. The guys were outside playing ball, and he came in, sweat on his forehead, a grin on his face, asking me for some water. We ended up laughing about my missing tooth, and I learned he had a twin. Back then, I couldn’t tell them apart to save my life. I only knew him as “the one with the job,” and that became my little nickname for him. I didn’t realize at the time how much he liked that I noticed.

Three times. That’s how many times life put us in the same place before anything happened. You know the saying—third time’s the charm. But for us, it was the fourth time that mattered most. On the Fourth of July, under a sky lit up with fireworks, we made it official.

Looking back now, I realize those first three meetings weren’t just coincidences—they were pieces of a puzzle coming together. And if I’ve learned anything in the years since, it’s that sometimes love doesn’t crash into you all at once. Sometimes, it shows up quietly, in small moments that don’t feel important until you look back and realize... they were everything.
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Chapter 2 – The Fourth of July
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(The Night It All Changed)

The Fourth of July had always been one of my favorite holidays—the kind of day where the air feels alive with celebration. My aunt’s yard was packed with family, friends, music, and the smell of barbecue drifting into the warm summer evening. Kids raced barefoot through the grass with sparklers, their laughter mingling with the crack and pop of firecrackers in the distance.

He was there, standing with G-man, talking and laughing, his presence somehow louder than the noise around him without him even trying. Every so often, our eyes would meet. It wasn’t constant, but it was enough to feel like something invisible kept tugging us into each other’s orbit.

We didn’t spend the night glued together. Instead, it was little things—a quick joke when our paths crossed, the way we’d end up near each other when the fireworks started. There was an ease about it, like we didn’t have to force anything. And maybe that’s why I felt so drawn to him—he made me feel comfortable without even trying.

As the night wound down and people started saying their goodbyes, G-man and I offered him a ride home. It wasn’t far, but something about that short drive felt different. There weren’t many words, but the air in the car was thick with the unspoken.

When we pulled up to his house, I got out too. I walked him to the porch while G-man stayed in the car. We hugged—just a simple goodnight hug. But when we started to pull away, he didn’t let go right away.

For a second, we just stood there, his eyes locked on mine, the porch light casting a soft glow over both of us. Then, without a single word, he leaned in. His lips met mine, warm and slow, and the world around us seemed to vanish. My heart was pounding, my breath caught somewhere between surprise and surrender.

When we finally pulled back, he smiled—half shy, half certain—and said, “I feel like I’m melting.”

I laughed softly, but inside, I knew exactly what he meant. That kiss wasn’t just a kiss—it was the start of something real. Something that, even then, I think we both knew could change everything.

Looking back now, I can see it clearly: that was the night we stopped being two people who kept running into each other and started being us. And for all the years, trials, and storms that would come later, I’ll always hold that night close. Because it was the first time I knew what it felt like to kiss someone and feel your heart say, Yes. This is it.
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