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    For those who dare to chase the moon, knowing that the journey may take them farther than they ever imagined. To the ones who understand that love is not just a destination, but a voyage. May you find your path, and may it lead you exactly where you need to go.And to the strangers who become more than just people—they become the reasons we dare to dream. You make us believe in the beauty of unexpected connections. This one's for you. 

      

    



  	
        
            
            "We are all born with the same desire—to be loved and understood. And yet, the greatest discovery we ever make is not that someone loves us, but that we can love and understand ourselves. When we find someone who sees us as we truly are—raw, unpolished, and honest—that is when we are truly free to love. But love, like the moon, isn't always something we can touch. It's a glowing light that guides us, sometimes in the darkest hours of our lives, showing us what we are capable of, even when we don't know it ourselves. The moon is a constant reminder that love is not about possession, but about growing together in the light of something greater than ourselves."— Tessa Campbell

      

    


Preface

There are moments in life when we meet someone, and in a single conversation, something shifts inside of us. Maybe it's the way they listen, or the way they laugh. Perhaps it's the raw honesty that flows so easily between you, or the sense of peace you feel when you're near them. Whatever it is, it’s undeniable—these are the moments that make us question everything we thought we knew about love, life, and ourselves.

In Chasing the Moon, I invite you to take a journey through one of these moments. It begins with two strangers, sitting across from each other, a quiet night settling around them. Their words are light, but the conversation is heavy with possibility. Each one has their own path, their own dreams, their own burdens—but when they speak to each other, they begin to see a future that wasn’t there before.

But here’s the thing: love is not without its complications. It’s not just about passion, connection, or chemistry—it’s about choice. It’s about deciding what you’re willing to sacrifice to build a future with someone. It’s about understanding that sometimes, love isn’t enough to make all the pieces fit. And yet, we still chase it—because it’s worth it.

This book is for the dreamers, the lovers, and the ones who know that sometimes, the most powerful thing you can do is follow your heart, even when it seems to lead you down a road less traveled. In the pages that follow, you’ll meet two people who are willing to give it all up for a chance at something real.

So, if you’ve ever wondered whether love is worth the sacrifices it asks of us, if you’ve ever found yourself standing on the edge of something big—something uncertain—this story is for you. Let’s chase the moon together.
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Chapter One: The Midnight Encounter
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It’s strange, how life has a way of presenting you with exactly what you need, even when you’re not looking for it. That night, I had no intention of meeting him. I wasn’t even supposed to be at that café. But there I was, sitting in the corner, nursing a half-finished coffee, as the world outside passed by in a blur of headlights and streetlights. I had been restless for weeks—tired of my job, tired of my routine, tired of feeling like I was missing something. I didn’t know what that something was, but I hoped I’d find it.

I was staring at the swirls in my coffee when I heard the soft chime of the doorbell. A man walked in, his coat collar turned up against the cold night air. His eyes swept over the room, briefly meeting mine before he chose the table directly across from me. There were plenty of other empty tables, but for some reason, he chose that one.

I didn’t think much of it. I wasn’t looking for a conversation, and I certainly wasn’t looking for someone to disrupt my quiet evening. But there he was, settling in with a sigh that carried the weight of a long day. He didn’t look particularly remarkable, but there was something about him. Something that drew me in despite myself. Maybe it was the way he carried himself—an ease in his movements, a confidence that suggested he knew who he was. Or maybe it was his eyes. They were thoughtful, like they had seen more than most, yet still held a warmth that made you feel safe.

The waiter approached, and he ordered a coffee, black. A simple drink, yet there was an intensity behind it, as though even the smallest of choices mattered to him. It was then that our eyes met again, this time with more intent. He smiled—a brief, polite curve of his lips—and I couldn’t help but smile back.

“You seem like you’ve had a long day,” he said, his voice low but inviting, as if it were the most natural thing in the world to strike up a conversation with a stranger at midnight.

I hesitated, surprised by his observation. It wasn’t something I’d been particularly aware of, but when he said it, it was like a switch had been flipped. Maybe I had been exhausted all along, without even realizing it.

“I suppose,” I replied, my voice sounding more guarded than I intended. “It’s been one of those days.”

He nodded as though he understood. “I get it. Life has a way of wearing you down, doesn’t it?”

I didn’t know why, but his words felt comforting. For the first time in what felt like forever, I didn’t feel so alone in my restlessness. We were two strangers, and yet in that moment, we shared something unspoken. A mutual understanding, perhaps, of the weariness that comes from trying to keep up with a life that feels like it’s moving just a little too fast.

“So, what brings you here at this hour?” he asked, genuinely curious.

I paused. The easy answer would have been to say I just needed some quiet time, that I was trying to escape the noise of my own thoughts. But there was something about him that made me want to tell the truth—something that made me feel like he might understand, even if we were still strangers.

“I guess I’m just... looking for something,” I said softly. “Something I can’t quite put my finger on.”

He tilted his head slightly, studying me as if he could see past my words, past the walls I had built around myself. “You’re not the first person to come here looking for something,” he said. “I think a lot of us do. But we don’t always know what it is until we find it.”

His words lingered in the air, and I realized in that moment that this conversation, though casual, was beginning to mean more than I had expected. I hadn’t anticipated a stranger seeing me so clearly. But here we were, two people who, in the span of a few minutes, had already shared more than I had with some people I’d known for years.

As he spoke, I couldn’t help but notice the way he carried himself—there was a vulnerability behind his words, a quiet truth that matched the softness in his eyes. It was like he was letting me in, even without knowing me. And for the first time in a long while, I felt like maybe I could let someone in, too.

“So, what do you do?” I asked, my curiosity getting the best of me.

He smiled, a genuine warmth spreading across his face. “I’m still figuring that out,” he said. “Aren’t we all?”
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Chapter Two: A Moment of Vulnerability
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The hours passed in that small café like a slow, steady rhythm. The sounds of clinking mugs and soft murmurs from other patrons faded into the background as our conversation flowed, taking turns neither of us expected. There was something about the late hour, something in the stillness of the night that made it easier to speak freely. It was as if the darkness gave us permission to lower our guards. The world outside felt far away, distant, and all that remained was the flickering warmth of the overhead lights and the shared space between us.

At some point, I found myself talking about things I hadn’t planned on sharing. At first, I tried to keep the conversation light, asking him questions about his life, his experiences, and how he ended up here, at this same table, at this same moment in time. But with every answer he gave, he opened up just a little more, his words revealing layers of a person I hadn’t expected to find.

His story was simple but profound. He spoke of growing up in a small town where everyone knew everyone, where the pressure to fit in was suffocating. He told me how he had left, chasing bigger dreams, only to realize that they came with their own set of complications. There were disappointments, missed opportunities, and the kind of loneliness that settled in when you found yourself disconnected from everything and everyone you once knew.

“I think,” he said, running a hand through his hair, “I spent so much time trying to escape who I was, trying to be someone else, that I forgot how to just... be myself. I thought if I was different, if I changed, things would get better. But they didn’t. They just got... harder.”

His voice had a quiet honesty that made it impossible not to listen. I could hear the weight of his words, the unsaid truths that lingered between them. He wasn’t just talking about his past; he was sharing a part of himself that most people keep hidden. And yet, as he spoke, I didn’t feel the need to shy away. Instead, I found myself leaning in, wanting to hear more.

There was something deeply vulnerable about him. And for a moment, I wasn’t just hearing his words—I was feeling the emotion behind them. It was in the way his hands trembled slightly when he reached for his coffee, or the way his eyes seemed to soften when he spoke of his family, even though he didn’t fully understand his relationship with them. I could see how much he longed for connection, for something real. And it made me wonder if I, too, was searching for that same kind of understanding.

In the past, I’d always been careful about who I let in. I had built walls around myself, each one higher and thicker than the last. It was easier that way, to keep people at
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