You left your phone on the kitchen bench.

Nothing dramatic. No hidden perfume. No lipstick on a collar. Just a
rectangle of light vibrating softly among unpaid bills, a grocery list, the
ordinary furniture of a shared life.

| picked it up the way one reaches for a falling glass.
And there it was.

A name | did not know. Words that already belonged to another version of
you.

Outside, rain moved across the windows in long grey strokes. Inside,
something quieter began. Not anger at first. Love is rarely that efficient.

First came confusion. The strange sensation of standing in a room you know
by heart and finding a doorway where no doorway should be. How long had
it been there? How many evenings had we sat across from each other,
speaking of small things—whether the basil needed watering, whether winter
would be harsh this year—while another story grew in the shadows between
us?

You stood across the kitchen. | watched your face search for words. There
are moments when two people understand that a truth has arrived and will
not leave. This was one of them.

You said, "l didn't know how to tell you."

And | thought:

No.

You knew.

You simply hoped the telling would never be required.

The kettle cooled. The rain continued. Everything remained exactly where it
had been. The mugs. The chairs. The half-burnt candle. Only the future had
moved.

| asked how long.

You answered.

The number entered the room like a third person.
Months.

Months of goodnight kisses. Months of shared breakfasts. Months of asking
me how my day had been while carrying another life inside your pocket.



| wanted to hate you. That would have been easier. Hatred creates distance.
Love remains. Even wounded, it refuses instruction.
That was the cruelty of it.

| still knew the shape of your hands. Still remembered which songs made
you cry. Still carried a hundred small maps leading back to you. The heart
does not erase itself simply because evidence appears.

You said, "l love you."

The words landed heavily between us. Not false. Perhaps that was the
problem. If they had been false | could have discarded them. Instead they
remained, complicated and breathing, like a bird trapped inside a house.

| looked at you and saw every version at once. The woman | met. The
woman | trusted. The woman standing before me now. All of them were real.

That was what hurt.
Not that you had become someone else.
That you had remained yourself while doing this.

Outside, the rain kept falling. Inside, an entire landscape disappeared
without making a sound. And still, even then, some stubborn part of me
noticed the jasmine candle you had lit before | came home.

A small kindness from a person who had broken something precious.

| remember thinking how strange love is. How it survives far beyond the
moment it is asked to. How it sits quietly among the ruins, touching familiar
objects, unable to believe the house is gone.



