
North Star: A Novel About Brandon

A heartfelt literary romance inspired by the poems and memories shared about Brandon — a story about healing, trust, motherhood, patience, and finding a love that feels like home.
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			Dedication

			
		
    Dedication
This book is dedicated to Brandon.
You came into my life when I had almost forgotten what real love felt like. After everything I had been through, I didn't know if someone like you even existed.
But you proved me wrong.
You didn't just love me—you showed me what love is supposed to feel like. Safe. Patient. Honest. Real. You stood beside me when I was still learning how to heal. You never used my past against me. You never made me feel like I was too much or not enough.
You stayed.
And that one thing changed my life more than words can ever explain.
You turned my world upside down—in the best way possible. You brought light into places that had been dark for years. You reminded me that I am worthy of love, of peace, of happiness.
We love you. We appreciate you more than you will ever fully understand. You are not just important—you are a part of our hearts, our healing, and our future.
Thank you for choosing me.
Thank you for standing by me.
Thank you for loving me the way I always deserved.
You matter.
More than words could ever hold.
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Chapter One – The Girl Who Stopped Believing
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I used to believe all men were storms.
Not the kind that watered gardens or cooled the air after unbearable heat. The destructive kind. The kind that arrived loudly, shook everything apart, and disappeared before the damage was cleaned up. I had spent years surviving wreckage—broken promises, empty apologies, silence where love should have been. Somewhere along the line, I convinced myself survival was safer than hope.
Then Brandon walked into my life.
Not with grand speeches or dramatic declarations. He didn’t arrive like lightning. He arrived like steady rain after drought. Quiet. Patient. Real.
At first, I didn’t trust him.
I watched him carefully the way wounded people do. I waited for the mask to slip, for the impatience to show, for the moment he’d reveal he wanted something from me that I couldn’t give. But Brandon never demanded pieces of me. He simply sat beside me and listened. Really listened.
The first time he met my daughter, I held my breath the entire evening.
She had become cautious too young. Life had taught both of us to scan people for exits before we ever searched for comfort. But Brandon knelt beside her like he already understood fragile things deserved gentleness. He asked about her favorite cartoons. He listened to her stories about imaginary dragons and schoolyard drama like every word mattered.
And she laughed.
Not the polite laugh children use around strangers. A real laugh. Loud and bright and free.
I remember standing in the kitchen doorway watching them together while something painful cracked open inside my chest.
Hope.
I hated how badly I wanted to trust it.
Over the following weeks, Brandon became woven into the quiet spaces of our lives. He remembered the little things—the way I took my coffee, the songs my daughter replayed endlessly, the nights I grew silent because my thoughts became too heavy to carry out loud.
He never pushed.
That was the thing that undid me.
Most people wanted access before they earned understanding. Brandon earned understanding before he ever reached for access.
One night laying in bed I asked why he was so patient with me 
He looked at me for a long moment before answering. And he said because you deserve it and 
“Because you’ve spent too long believing you have to survive love instead of receive it.”
No one had ever said something so honest to me so gently.
I turned away because tears embarrassed me. Brandon didn’t call attention to them. He simply pulled a blanket of us.
That became his language.
Presence.
Not loud promises. Not impossible guarantees. Just steady presence.
And somehow, that felt more healing than anything else ever had.
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Chapter Two – Learning How to Breathe Again
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There were nights Brandon would drive across town just because he sensed something was wrong in the way I texted.
He’d show up with coffee or food I forgot to eat or some ridiculous joke that made my daughter laugh so hard milk nearly came out of her nose. He never announced himself like a hero. He acted like loving people was the most natural thing in the world.
I didn’t know what to do with that kind of kindness.
Trauma teaches you suspicion. It teaches you to search for hidden conditions attached to affection. But Brandon never kept score. He loved quietly, steadily, consistently.
One evening, I found him sitting on the floor helping my daughter finish a school project involving glitter, construction paper, and absolute chaos. He looked completely exhausted from work, but he still smiled at her crooked paper stars like they belonged in a museum.
“Do you think Mom likes stars?” my daughter asked.
“She loves them,” Brandon answered. “Especially the ones that help people find their way.”
Then he glanced at me.
And suddenly I understood.
He had become my North Star without ever asking to be.
The person I searched for in every crowded room.
The face my eyes found first.
The voice that quieted the panic in my chest.
That realization terrified me.
Because loving someone means risking loss.
I tried to hide how deeply I was falling, but Brandon noticed everything. One night while we sat on the hood of
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A LOVE LETTER TO THE MAN WHO SAVED ME
WITHOUT EVEN KNOWING HE COULD.

YOU BROKE
THE CHAINS

I COULDN'T SEE,
AND GAVE ME
THE BREATH
I THOUGHT
1 LOST
FOREVER.
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