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This book is a work of creative non-fiction based on the Author’s personal experiences, memories, reflections, and subjective interpretations of past events. While inspired by real circumstances, portions of the narrative—including but not limited to dialogue, timelines, locations, identifying characteristics, and contextual details—have been altered, reconstructed, condensed, expanded, or fictionalised for literary purposes, clarity, and the protection of privacy.

Many names, identifying features, locations, timelines and contextual details have been changed, modified or fictionalised for literary purposes and to protect privacy. In some instances, characters may represent composites of multiple individuals. Any resemblance to any actual person, living or deceased, is coincidental and unintended.

This book reflects the Author’s personal perspective only. Events are described as remembered and interpreted by the Author at the time of writing. Memory is inherently subjective and may differ from the recollections or interpretations of others involved. No statement in this book should be interpreted as a definitive account of objective fact concerning any real individual.

Nothing in this publication is intended to defame, harm, misrepresent, diagnose, or make factual allegations about any identifiable person. The Author makes no claims regarding the character, conduct, motives, mental health, or integrity of any real individual. Any opinions expressed are solely those of the Author and are protected expressions of personal belief and lived experience.

This book does not provide legal, psychological, medical, financial, or therapeutic advice. Readers should not rely on its contents as a substitute for professional guidance. If you require support, please consult a qualified professional.

The inclusion of real-world locations, public venues, or widely known public figures is incidental and for descriptive context only. No affiliation, endorsement, or association is implied.

By reading this book, the reader acknowledges that the work is an expressive, autobiographical narrative and agrees not to interpret it as a literal or investigative account of actual events or persons.

© 2025 by Kevin Gill

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written consent of the publisher. Exceptions are limited to brief quotations in critical reviews and other non-commercial uses as permitted by copyright law.
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What I Believed
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The photographer stood about fifty metres away. She had no idea what was about to happen.

I had spent weeks planning this moment.

The private dinner.
The candles in the sand.
The song was playing softly through the speakers.
Everything was perfect.

The ring sat in my pocket, heavier than I expected, as though it carried the weight of the future I believed we were about to build together.

She turned toward me, smiling, her hair catching the warm Caribbean light.

She thought this was just another photograph.

She had no idea that in a few minutes, I would walk her down a path, get down on one knee, and ask her to marry me.

At that moment, I believed we were beginning the rest of our lives together.

In less than two years, we would be strangers.

But standing there in the Caribbean sun, with a ring in my pocket and a future mapped out in my head, I believed I had found forever.
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Prologue
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Love has a way of rewriting the rules. It sneaks up on you when you least expect it, turns your world inside out, and leaves you breathless—hopeful, terrified, and alive. I wasn’t looking for it. I had spent years fortifying myself against it, building walls so high that even I had forgotten what lay behind them. Love was a risk I had learned to avoid, an unpredictable force capable of unearthing both the best and worst parts of me.

From the moment she entered my life, something shifted. She was different—confident, radiant, and utterly captivating. She made me believe, for the first time in years, that maybe I could let someone in again. That maybe, just maybe, love wasn’t the enemy I had made it out to be.

What followed was a whirlwind—passion and connection, adventure and laughter. We travelled the world together, we shared dreams, and for a time, it felt as though we had defied the odds. But love, as I would come to learn, is not always enough.

This is a story of love found and love lost. A tale of two people who collided like fire and gasoline, burning brightly before the inevitable unravelling. It is a story of the silent warnings we ignore, of the red flags we paint over in shades of hope. It is about the intoxicating high of possibility and the slow, agonising descent when reality no longer aligns with fantasy.

Most of all, it is a story of lessons. Of growth. Of discovering that sometimes, walking away is the greatest act of love there is.

If you’ve ever held onto something you knew was slipping away, if you’ve ever loved so deeply it blinded you, if you’ve ever had to make the impossible choice between fighting and letting go—this story is for you.

Because love changes us, and some love stories, no matter how beautiful, are never meant to last.
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To those who have loved deeply, lost painfully, and found the strength to let go.

To the ones who gave their all, even when it wasn’t enough.

To anyone who has ever held onto hope when they should have walked away.

This book is for you.

May you find peace in your past, clarity in your present, and hope for your future.

Because some love stories aren’t meant to last—but every story teaches us something.
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Love is supposed to be simple. Two people meet, fall for each other, and build a life together. That’s what we all want to believe. That’s what I wanted to believe. But life, love, and relationships are never that straightforward. 

This is a story about love, intense, consuming, and, ultimately, heartbreaking love. It’s about the pursuit of something that felt real, something that felt like it could last forever. It’s about hope, about trying to hold onto something that may have been slipping away from the very beginning. It’s about the blurred lines between passion and obsession, between commitment and control, and between happiness and heartbreak. 

When I met her, I wasn’t looking for love. I was a man who had spent years protecting himself from pain, avoiding emotional risks, and putting my children before everything. But she was different, confident, charismatic, full of life. From the moment she walked into my world, I felt something shift inside me. She made me believe in the possibility of love again. She made me want something I had spent years convincing myself I didn’t need.

Our relationship wasn’t conventional; it was intense from the start. From romantic getaways and grand gestures to doubts and insecurities creeping in when we least expected them, we became tangled in a love that was both exhilarating and exhausting. We travelled the world together, shared unforgettable moments, and built a bond that felt unbreakable. But beneath the surface, cracks were forming cracks we ignored, cracks we papered over with memories and plans, cracks that, no matter how hard I tried, could not be repaired.

This book is not just about a breakup. It’s about the slow unravelling of something that once felt like it could last a lifetime. It’s about how love can close our eyes to the truth, how we ignore the warning signs because we so desperately want something to work. It’s about the lessons we learn too late, the regrets we carry, and the realisation that sometimes, no matter how much you love someone, love alone is not enough. 

I am not here to villainise, nor am I here to paint myself as the perfect partner. This story is raw, honest, and unfiltered. It’s a reflection of love at its highest and heartbreak at its lowest.

If you have ever loved someone so deeply that you lost yourself in the process, if you have ever fought for a relationship that was already slipping away, if you have ever held onto hope when everything told you to let go then this story is for you.

This is the story of us. The rise, the fall, and the painful truth is that some love stories are never meant to last.
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Chapter 1: Taking it Slow
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From the very beginning, there was something about her that caught my attention in a way few people ever had. It wasn't simply her appearance or her evident charm; it was the quiet strength and determination she carried, a subtle yet unmistakable confidence that resonated deeply with me. I'd spent years cautious, guarded, careful not to rush into things after the upheaval I'd recently been through. My heart still carried the weight of past disappointments and betrayal, and I was determined not to let history repeat itself.
Our first meeting took place on neutral ground a small pub, situated roughly halfway between her home and mine. I'd arrived a few minutes early, parking up and waiting, my nerves surprisingly steady. After all, we'd exchanged plenty of texts, and our conversations had already given me insight into the kind of person she was. She had a strength about her, evident even through brief messages, her words confident, sharp, but also kind.

Still, I was careful to set realistic expectations. She had confided her nervousness about meeting face-to-face, despite coming across as a strong, confident, independent woman through her messages. Her anxiety, she admitted, stemmed partly from the pressure of having to make a good impression after we'd got along so well online. I reassured her, gently telling her to approach it like a business meeting, relaxed, without expectations, and most importantly, to be herself.

As I waited in the pub car park, I watched her car pull up and felt an unexpected flutter of anticipation. When she stepped out, she was smiling nervously, her movements cautious yet graceful. The strength I'd admired in her messages seemed softer now, mingled with vulnerability that intrigued me. There was something about that mixture of confidence and humility that instantly captured my interest. She came across as strong and self-assured, but there were small flashes of vulnerability too, moments where she seemed to second-guess herself before laughing it off.” I felt a subtle shift inside me a quiet acknowledgement that perhaps, despite my cautiousness, this could be something special.

We exchanged small talk at first, punctuated by moments of more meaningful conversation. She spoke about her work with a quiet enthusiasm, her eyes lighting up as she described the challenges and the satisfaction she found in it. I found myself drawn to her intellect, her warmth, and the energy she seemed to bring into every part of her life.

As the evening wrapped up and we parted ways, I knew something had shifted within me. Still, I wasn’t ready to rush. I’d made that mistake before, and I wasn’t about to fall blindly again. So we exchanged a quick, warm goodbye, with an unspoken understanding that whatever this was, we would take it slowly.

In the days that followed, our connection deepened through constant messages, sometimes playful, sometimes profound. Our conversations flowed naturally, bridging the distance between us. Yet, even with each new message that brought a smile to my face, I reminded myself to remain grounded, careful not to be swept away by emotion alone.

We met again soon after at a café. I'd come straight from a business meeting, still dressed in my best suit. She arrived a few moments later, a slight flush in her cheeks, her smile vibrant yet shy.

As she walked into the café she laughed and said she had just seen someone outside, whom she was sure she recognised.

I raised an eyebrow, curious.

It took only a gentle reminder that the person she had mentioned had actually passed away a few years earlier for her expression to shift to mild shock, followed quickly by laughter at her innocent mistake.

We sat sipping our coffees, conversations weaving effortlessly from the mundane to the meaningful. When it was time to leave and I drove away, my phone pinged softly. It was She:

Wow, you looked amazing in your suit. It was lovely to see you again.

Smiling to myself, I replied quickly:

You don't scrub up too severely yourself, either.

The playful exchange continued over the coming days, with our conversations becoming increasingly personal. We revealed more of our vulnerabilities our hopes, fears, dreams, and past pains. With each message, I felt myself inching closer to a depth I'd initially resisted. But with each step closer to her, anxiety rose quietly within me. The fear of repeating past mistakes made me hesitate, constantly questioning if I was ready to let someone in again.

Our third and fourth dates unfolded naturally, effortlessly transitioning from initial cautiousness to a growing sense of comfort and familiarity. We met whenever our schedules permitted, our meetings mostly confined to evenings at quiet cafés or casual walks and nights on the sofa. Our worlds slowly began merging, yet I deliberately kept some emotional walls up, mindful of the vulnerability I carried and the scars I was still nursing.

I reflected on her life, her absolute devotion to her young son, the precise centre of her universe. As a mother to a young boy still in primary school, her world revolved around her son. Introducing myself into their lives felt not just like an intrusion but also a potential complication I wasn't yet ready to embrace fully.

Gradually, carefully, I began to open myself to the possibility of a real future together, letting go of some of the fears I'd tightly held onto for years. My caution never entirely disappeared, but her determination to make things work gave me the courage to trust again, to hope for something lasting.

Our journey had started tentatively, with two cautious people slowly finding their way toward each other. Each date, each conversation, and every quiet exchange of messages carried us gently forward, overcoming the shadows of our past and laying the foundation for something more profound.

And though we were moving slowly, deliberately cautious and mindful of every step, deep down I already knew something fundamental had changed.

She had become far more than I'd
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