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I almost Do
by spagetticannon

Summary

Daryl is surviving after the death of Connie, longing each day for her to return to him alive
but what will he do when he returns to Alexandria and there she is? (Based on 'I almost do'
by Taylor Swift)

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------

'Falling in love with her was easy, it was admitting it to himself that was the hardest part and
the moment those rocks caved in he knew he had loved and lost and although that shattered
his soul, he realised that it was better than to have never love at all and he would always be
grateful to her for that'

Notes

Hey everyone! Thank you so much for clicking on my First Walking Dead story about Daryl
and Connie! I love them so much! They have such a beautiful relationship and Lauren Ridloff
is such an inspiration to me so I thought I would write this story about two characters I love
dearly!

I have recently been listening to the RED album by Taylor Swift (who hasn't) and I thought
this song was so fitting for these two people who are drifting around each other longing to
tell each other how much they care but thinking it's not the right time or something. It is so
beautiful and I thought it would fit well with these characters! I'm not sure when I will post
the next chapter but I really hope you enjoy this story!!

See the end of the work for more notes

http://archiveofourown.org/users/spagetticannon/pseuds/spagetticannon


Chapter 1

The walk back from meridian was longer than Daryl remembered. The rain battered on his
neck for hours on end, gushing down his back, making his thin shirt stick to his skin as if it
were a part of him. The mud seemed to make its way into his shoes, colouring his socks
brown and freezing up his toes. 

"Hey, Daryl! Hold up a minute!" someone shouted from behind.

He stopped in his tracks and turned. He was a little ahead of his group, not used to being with
anyone but Dog. They were always on their own, wandering through the vastness of the
world with only each other. Even now his trusted companion trotted just a few metres up the
path, just as wet as Daryl was. For a while he had Leah, but even the thought of her bright
eyes brought a wave of sadness with it and the idea of what was and could have been. As the
rain finally broke, he looked up to the night sky, populated with flecks of bright light bring
with them a sense of calm that settled on his chest. The wind whistled through the trees that
lined the path, the ones Dog weaved in and out off. He knew thinking about a life with Leah,
the life that he lost, was utterly pointless but he couldn't get it off his mind. Seeing her again
after all this time, the world she fell back to because he left, he couldn't help but feel guilty. If
he was there maybe things would have worked out differently and they could have lived out
their days in their cabin in the woods. Daryl knew, deep down, however, that it wouldn't have
lasted, that fantasy. He needed to be in Alexandra, with his family and she needed to be with
hers. It's like the wind brushing through the trees, beautiful, exciting but also fleeting. It was
something that changed them both forever.

Thinking about all the things that could have been different if he stayed in the woods, there is
one thing, above all else, that he wouldn't trade for the world. Connie. Her beautiful curls
coloured his mind, her soft touch and vivid smile, all etched into his skin till his last breath on
earth. Not a day, a moment goes by without his mind drifting off to her. No words could
describe how he missed her. He had fallen for her so quickly, so deeply. Everything she had,
made him a better person; He was better for simply knowing her. 

He didn't really know what love was. He had never felt it, not even really with Leah, but
something about Connie made him feel like he could take on anything. He felt as though he
could live a million lifetimes and never meet someone who made his heart sing as she did, or
make him feel as seen as she did, or make him feel as loved she did, even if those feelings
didn't truly live in her own heart. A wave of sadness crashed over him, as it always seems to
do when thinking of her. He wills his heart to only remember the good things but even the
happiest of memories all circle back to his life without her; It always comes back around to
the realisation that joy with her will only ever lives in his memories, perfectly preserved in
her radiant smile and dark curly hair.

He could feel sadness breaking out of his skin, revealing itself in the quiver of his lip and the
tears forming in his eyes. He took a deep, shaky breath trying to steady the emotions that he
so rarely showed. He looked down at the ground and placed his hand on each of his hips,
breathing in, again and again, pushing all thoughts of Connie, good and bad, away from his



mind however hard of a task it was. He heard a few footsteps coming up behind him, so he
quickly wiped the evidence of his lost love from his eyes. 

"Hey" spoke Maggie, in her soft southern voice that always reminded him of years past.

"Hey" he replied, his sadness catching in his voice. He didn't turn to look at her, wanting to
escape the questions that would surely rise at the sight of his grief. There was a slight pause,
and, in the silence, Daryl knew that Maggie could sense his pain. That was just who she was.

"Hey what's wrong?" she said softly, placing his hand on his shoulder. He turned at this on
reflex, leaning and retreating from the warmth of her touch at the same time, perfectly
balancing his longing for love and his fear of it. 

As soon as he turned Maggie saw the look on his face, the loss in his eyes. All she did was
look at him for a moment, searching for the answers to her questions, in the deepness of his
soul and the silence on his lips. He could tell that she longed to speak all the questions filling
her mind, but she didn't as she knew he didn't want to answer. She simply gave him a small
smile, a half-smile that warmed his heart and finally released all the sadness from inside. He
wondered how fleeting this freedom would be.

"Wanna talk about it?" she spoke quietly, just above a whisper.

He shook his head and looked down as he spoke. "Nah" was all he said.

She squeezed his arm slightly, with her hand that was still sitting on his shoulder. 

"Well, if you change ya mind ya know where to find me" she replied.

They looked at each other for a few more moments before Daryl nodded his head, a small
smile on his lips. He loved Maggie as if she was his blood, his sister. She has brought him
back from many a cliff edge and he knew, when he was ready, she would help him back from
this one as well. 

"Hey, Maggie! You ready to move?" a man shouted from the group behind.

"Yeah we're comin!" she shouted back and turned to Daryl. "We are gonna stay in that old
barn to shelter us from the rain tonight," she said, pointing towards the building just off the
path, enclosed in the arms of the trees.

"Sounds good," he said. He turned back to the empty, endless path ahead and whistled Dog
who soon emerged from the trees. They both re-joined the group and made their way to the
barn.

They all set up, with someone building the fire, another setting up places people could sleep
until the morning. With a bit of discussion, it was decided that Daryl would take the first
watch, against Maggie's objections but as soon as her head hit her backpack she floated off
into her mind. He didn't mind taking the watch as his nights were not filled with peaceful
nights of sleep but haunted by the faces of those he had lost.  Beth. Abraham. Sasha. Glenn.
Rick. Connie. 



Daryl set up in the window of the barn, which was about half a metre deep creating a small
nook, giving him a perfect view of the path, and any one or anything that could disturb them
in the night. He placed his back on the wall of the alcove with his legs bent in front of him,
his arms placed on his knees. Dog jumped up and lay in between his legs, his head on Daryl's
chest. This was a usual position for the two and, as Dog's eyes started to drift shut in front of
him, Daryl softly petted his head, so thankful to have found this warmth in such a cold world.

After a few moments, Daryl reached down to his backpack, which was sitting on the floor
next to him, trying not to wake up Dog. He opened the side pocket and pulls out his ASL
book. The cover was bent and faded. He flickered through the extremely warn pages that
were covered in detailed pencil notes that he placed in the margins, before reaching the
section that had the corner turn over, marking his place. After Connie was gone, he continued
to learn sign. He found it such a beautiful and pure language; delicate movements that
conveyed such power and emotion. It reminded him of her strength and courage.  He wanted
to feel connected to her through how she communicated to the world. He had read this book a
thousand times now, learning and practising each sign repeatedly. What he couldn't learn
from the book, he learnt from talking with Kelly. He long to show Connie all that he had
learned with every beat of his heart and breath that filtered through his clouded lungs. He
wanted to make her proud; He wanted to be the man that she always thought he was.

He let the book fall to his chest, as he looked out the window. The rain had picked up again
and the raindrops were racing each other down the window pane. He allowed himself to
wonder if she was still out there somewhere and that one day, he would be able to see her
once more. Her bright smile brings light to a world of darkness. Falling in love with her was
easy, it was admitting it to himself that was the hardest part and the moment those rocks
caved in he knew he had loved and lost and although that shattered his soul, he realised that it
was better than to have never love at all and he would always be grateful to her for that. A
thousand words rattled in his mind about what he wanted to say to her if his eyes were to
reach hers once more. A phase stood out above the rest and as the rain continued to battle
down outside, he signed it to the silence, to himself and to her, hoping that if she was out
there somewhere, she would feel in her soul just as he could feel it aching in his. 

'I'm sorry'



Chapter 2

After the rain had subsided and the sun graced the sky with a hello once more, the group
made their way out of the barn and continued out on the path, now covers with mud that

clung to their boots. Daryl and dog walked a head of the group for the rest of the journey to
Alexandria. Maggie was close behind however, and Daryl could feel her eyes burning against
his dried skin. After what had happened yesterday, he wondered how long this would go on

for. How long would his friend be watching his every move, his every breath, waiting for his
past and the love that he lost to show his head once more. Maggie new more than most what

it felt like to lose someone you love.

 

Maybe he would be ready soon, to face the reality that Connie may never return to him, but
he doubted it. He would spend the rest of his days loving her, believing in her and longing for
the day when her eyes would meet his once more. It wasn’t over for Daryl or Kelly. I never

would be until she was found whether that be alive or dead and as soon as he returned to
Alexandria, he would be back out in the woods, living with the wind in the trees, longing for

it to show him the way to her.

 

It took them the rest of the day to get back home, and the moon took the place of the sun in
the sky, both never truly meeting. He often wondered on the road looking for her if that is

their story. Connie, the sun shining bright in the world of death and darkness, bringing light
to everyone who looks to her and him, the moon, surrounded with darkness, alone in the

world. That they were destined to never fall close, pass by each other day by day and night by
night. A beautifully tragic love affair.

 

As they walked up to the gates, there were only a few crews on watch, with it being the dead
of night and all. They greeted the weary travellers with hugs of joy. Daryl stayed for a

moment, listening to all that had gone on in Alexandria since they had parted, but all he
really wanted was to see Judith and RJ safe, before slipping away to a dreamless sleep, ready

to wake up tomorrow and head back out into the world.

 

He pated Maggie on the shoulder.

 

“I’m gonna turn in” he said tilting his head in the direction of his room.

 



“Okay” she replied pulling him into a close hug “Thank you for everything” she whispered
into his neck.

 

They held the hug for a moment, a swelling feeling of love growing in Daryl’s chest, before
they pulled away, catching each other’s eyes for a moment. He could tell that she wanted to

say something but was fighting against herself. So, she simply took his hand in hers and
opened her lips quickly, taking in a quick breath.

 

“It’s going to be alright” she spoke softly, shaking his hand slightly.

 

Daryl was transported back to a time when he and Connie went out looking for Kelly and she
was so worried, blaming herself for it all. He told her a story about Merle. It was something

that he never did, open up about his family, not even with Rick. He just had this
overwhelming necessity to make her feel better, comfort her in her time of need but it was
also because he wanted her to know him as someone other than the man of few words, the
man who lived in the woods with his dog. He wanted to be seen by her as who he was and

not the hardened figure, he presented himself as to the world. He wanted her to have a piece
of him that no one else had ever touched no matter how broken it was.

 

He simply smiled at her, not wanting his inner heart ache to present on his face. He turned his
back to her, taking in a deep shaky breath as he walked away, towards the house with dog

close on his heals.

 

He pushed open the door quietly, silence filling the inside. He made his way towards the door
to the basement, opening it to let dog walk down before making his way up stairs to see

Judith and RJ. He pushed open each of their bedroom doors in turn. Both sleeping peacefully,
both still alive. A smile grew on his face as he looked down on Rick and Michonne’s

children. They would be so proud of the people that they are growing into and as he shut the
door on their sleeping bodies, he wondered if they would ever be able to see them growing
up? When would Michonne come back and when would be find Rick? He would never give

up on either of them just like he would never give up on Connie.

 

He walked down to the basement, placed his backpack and crossbow down against the wall
so they were ready for tomorrow. He looked over at Dog who was already fast asleep on his

sofa and smiled. He walked over and fell besides him, not taking the time to get changed,
knowing that if sleep did come, it would be to short to sweet and to fill of scream inducing



nightmares to warrant it. It didn’t take long for that sleep to come to him however, how ever
fleeting it maybe.

 

 

He woke up with a jolt, pulling himself from his nightmare. He found Connie but it was to
late, she had turned and trying to kill him. He had to put her down and as the image of the

bullet hitting her skull and the sound filtered through the woods did his eyes flash open, with
the last thing he saw were her eyes, now rotten, locked with his. The sun stared the filter

through the few windows in his room and that was his queue to get back out to the woods.

 

He got up from his bed, had a quick shower, before making his way back upstairs, his bag
and cross bow attached to his back. He opened his door to the street and people were already
milling around in the morning, changing watch shifts or attending to the garden. He made his
way to the gate, grabbing an apple in a bucket they brought back as he did. Just before he got

to the wall however someone shouted his name. It was a voice he had missed. Kelly.

 

“Daryl! Wait up!” she shouted as she ran towards him.

 

He turned and a smile brought itself onto his lips as if on reflect.

 

“Where are you going?” she asked, signing and speaking at the same time. The tone in her
voice however sounded obviously confused.

 

“I’m heading back out to look for Connie” he replied, following her lead, both sighing and
speaking.

 

She recoiled and confusion now fully showed itself in her features.

“Connie? You mean you haven’t heard?” she asked, a little sadness filtering its was on to her
lips.

 



Daryl’s heart stopped. What hadn’t he heard? What was Kelly talking about? His whole
world started to turn black around him, his breath became hard to catch and tears started to
fill his eyes. Connie was gone. She was gone and there was nothing he could do about it.

 

“What?” he spoke faintly, not being able muster the strength to speak any louder, all his
strength was going towards keeping him standing, keeping him from breaking down.

 

“Come with me” Kelly said, taking his hand, guiding him with her, as if she knew he would
never be able to follow her by himself.

 

They walked for what felt like hours with Daryl’s mind clouding with possibilities of what
about have happened. His mind was running a millions miles a second but the world around
him seemed be frozen still, or moving so slowly it seemed as if a leaf falling from the tree

could take a year.

 

He clung onto the happiest memories he shared with her, the time he told her about Merle,
the time she told him off about Lydia, the smiles on her face when she saw, the little moments
that made up a lifetime; the moments that made him fall in love; The moments in between the

silence that makes up life.

 

All of a sudden, as if the soles of his shoes turned to stone, did Daryl stop moving,
momentarily letting go of Kelly’s hand. She looked at him with confusion on his face but that

soon softened into a small smile.

 

“I can’t” he spoke so softly, not looking at Kelly but off towards the horizon where the sun
had started to rise.

 

“Daryl-“ she replied

 

“Na I don’t know where you are taking me but I- I just can’t” he said

 

She took his hand once more.



 

“Daryl please its not like-“

 

Then that was when he saw her, the shock leading to the apple in his hand to tumble from his
fingers. She was walking around the corner, carrying a box of fruit or something that they
brought back but it was her. Her dark curls longer than when he had last seen them but still
hers. She was moving things from one box to another, the sunlight catching her soft brown

skin, colouring it golden. Everything he remembered about her, every fraction of her skin that
was etched into his mind, remained the same. It was if she had simply been plucked from his

memories and placed down in front of him, just as beautiful as ever.

 

Daryl’s whole body screamed with joy, as a small sigh of realif escaped his lips. Kelly was
still facing him, but she could tell by his face and change in demeanour who was behind her
so she simply stepped aside, letting him make it own way, releasing his hand and as soon as
his skins left Kelly’s did his feet become unstuck and he began to make it was towards her.

Each step, it felt like he was moving closer to himself, to become whole again.

 

He took step after step before he was only a few metres away but she still hadn’t noticed him
she was writing something in her notebook from someone, but he couldn’t care less. He

couldn’t take his eyes away from her. Once she had finished she placed the cap of her pen
back ontop before she suddenly looked up at him, catching his presents from the corner of

her eye.

 

Those eyes, beautifully brown, bore into his sole. A small smile grows on her lips before she
quickly takes the few steps towards him and throws her arms around his shoulders, tossing
her notebook and pen on the floor in the process.. Daryl can’t believe it. It takes him a few

moments to catch up but before he knows it he is pulling her into him, his arms hooked
underneath hers, linking his hands together on her back. Everything is hitting him at once, the
touch of her skin, the feel of her hair on his check, her smell, and he slowly picks her up, only

a few inch’s of the floor trying to pull her closer to him but there is no closer.

 

After a few moments he places her back to the floor and they pull apart and as they do their
eyes linger on each others, neither of them making any move to look away. They keep close,
less than a metre distance between them. Daryl can feel the tears in his eyes but he is beyond

caring.

 



“Are you okay?” he signs and a smile grows on her lips, affection reflecting on her features at
how much he cares. He carried on learning to sigh for this moment, and now, looking at the

look on her face, it knew it was worth every moment.

 

“Yeah, a little bruised but alright” she replied.

 

Daryl quickly pulls his eyes away from hers, only for a second, as shame filled his body.

 

“I’m sorry! I should have been there, I should have found you, i-“

 

She held his hands to stop him from signing, simply shaking her head.

 

“ I never stopped lookin for ya” he signed, speaking aloud this time as well, reminding
himself that he did all that he could.

 

Connie smiled, tilting her head slightly.

 

“I know” she replied.

 

“How?” he said, confusion in his voice and on his face.

 

She took her hands from his, to brush the hair from his face, wanting to see every part of him.
She did this a few times, on the last, she gently traced the scar above his eye that now became

his name to her. Every inch of him was covered in wounds of his past, the fights that he
fought to protect those he loved. He cared so much, and she knew that he would never be

able to live with himself if he had left her.

 

“Because I know you” she signed simply, before dissolving back into his chest. This time she
wrapped her around him, bring her hands together while he covered her shoulders with his

arms. Daryl didn’t know how long they stayed like that for, her ear pressed against his chest,
but all he knew it was not long enough.





Chapter 3

Chapter Notes

I BEEN SO SORRY THAT THIS CHAPTER HAS TAKEN SO LONG! I have moved
to a new city and gotten a new job, so I haven't had time, but the new trailer got me too
excited, so I've come back to my two favourite idiots in love! I really hope you enjoy
it!!!!!

See the end of the chapter for more notes

For the first time in a long time, Connie felt safe. Even once she had returned home, fear still
clouded her days and paralysed her nights. Nothing was the same, yet things still seemed to

move as if they did before. The sun rose and set, she saw her sister, she did her shift on
watch, but everything always seemed to have an air of panic around it. Like she was living in
a dream, not knowing where the ground was and soon all would melt into the horde, fingers

clawing at her skin and the smell of rotten flesh burning her nostrils.

 

But now, standing in Daryl’s arms, she felt as if her world had stopped moving. His scent was
sweet, like lemons and it coloured her mind. There was no one she felt like this with, no one
she could fade away into their arms, protecting her. Not even with Kelly. Connie was always

the one who protected her or felt as if she had to. She never turned off, she never stopped
thinking about all the way that she felt she could keep her safe. That was her job as her sister.

 

She wrapped her fingers around the leather fabric of his vest and held on longer and tighter
than she probably should have but, at that moment, she didn’t seem to care. All the thoughts,

the worries that occupied her mind a few moments ago dissipated into silence and now all
that was left of her world was Daryl Dixon. The seconds seem to last a lifetime; however,

peace does not come easy in this world.

 

She could feel the muscles on Daryl’s back tense at something and before she knew it, he was
peeling his warm strong body away from her grasp, the last piece of his skin to hers was his
fingertip trailing under her forearm before his hand dropped away and he stepped out of the

small bliss they had created.  She looked at him his fist hard, and she wonder why.  She
searched for his eyes, but they were looking off to someone behind her, his eyebrows knotted

in confusion.

 



She turned to look in the direction of his gaze to see Virgil standing a few metres behind
them, looking towards their embrace or what was left of it. Before she has a chance to say or

do anything, Virgil steps forward placing his hand in the air before Daryl, introducing
himself. Connie looked for Virgil’s hand to Daryl. She couldn’t read his features, it was as if
in those few moments since she had looked away from him his soft expression had turned to

stone, knotted in what she could only describe as anger.

 

Daryl did nothing for a few moments but look the man in front of him up and down. Connie
was still looking at Daryl but she could tell that Virgil was still speaking because suddenly
Daryl’s eyes darted to hers, softening for only a moment some form of hurt reflecting in the
clearness of his eyes. It happened so fast she thought she could have imagined it but Connie

could have sworn for an instant his eyes flickered down to her lips. He seemed to see
something on her face, an answer to an unspoken question, an answer she was even aware
she was giving. He took a breath and turned back towards Virgil. She longed to know what

thoughts were running around in his mind.

 

When his eyes landed on this man, Daryl wasn’t sure of what to do. He was looking at them
both so intensely, that Daryl felt as if he had been lit on fire as if he has been caught doing
something that he shouldn’t be. When the man took a few steps toward them, Daryl used

every grain of strength that he had to pull Connie away from him. It was like fighting every
instinct he had ever possessed to push her from his chest. It felt wrong in every way he could

describe but soon enough his finger traced the skin under her arm before his arm dropped
down to his side. The absence of her touch burned his skin, so he clenched his fist trying to

distract his brain from his longing for her.

 

Daryl could see Connie’s head flicking between the two men, but his eyes kept straight ahead
waiting for the man, that was now right in front of them, to speak.

 

“Hello, I just wanted to introduce myself I’m Virgil,” the man said, a smile on his face.

 

Silence. Daryl didn’t know who this man was but even under normal circumstances he would
at least introduce himself, but no words would fall from Daryl’s lips, no matter how hard he

tried he just stared at him, waiting for him to continue talking.

 

“I travelled with Connie for a while before she brought me here and now-“Daryl didn’t care
all too much about what this man was saying. As soon as he said her name, he turned to look



at Connie. Her eyes were already on his. Who was this man to her? Why did he feel hurt at
the thought of them together?

 

 It should have been him out there with her, not this man. He should have found her; he
should have brought her home. Every day since she had been lost in that cave, he imagined
her wandering the world alone and that felt as if someone had stabbed him in the chest but
now the thought of her being with someone else, someone who wasn’t him, someone better
than him, that felt as had simply ripped his heart out. He hated himself for not being there,

but he hated himself even more now for being so selfish.

 

A thousand questions raced around in his mind, as he searches, his eyes for the answers. Her
soft, caring eyes. Maybe that was it. A simple answer to the age-old question of a star-crossed
lover. She was everything that he wasn’t. Selfless, caring, strong, beautiful. She deserved to
be with someone better than him. It would be enough to know that she is alive and safe and

happy, even with someone else, because it would have to be.

 

He turned back to Virgil and shook his hand “Dar-“

 

“Hey Daryl, there are people at the gate in white armour you better come and see” someone
shouted off in the distance. He turned to look off in the direction.

 

“Okay I’ll be right there” he replied and as he turned back to look at Connie and tell her what
was going on, Virgil had beat him to it. He turned to see him writing in her notebook, Connie

close by his shoulder looking to see what he was writing. Daryl could have sworn she was
just standing next to him but now it felt as if they were a million worlds away. She looked to

him once Vigil had finished writing.

 

“I’ve got to go” he signed “It was nice to meet you,” he said to Virgil. He gave Connie one
more small look before turning and walking towards the gate. He got about 10 steps before a

small hand curled around his arm and turned him around. Connie.

 

“What are you doing?” Daryl asked “It's probably nothing you can go back to Virgil” he
probably gave off a harsher tone than he wanted.

 



She just looked at him for a moment like she had a question just on the tip of her mind. She
looked angry almost, disappointed but Daryl wasn’t sure why.  She was looking at him in a
way no one had done before like she was reading all his thoughts, all his deepest desire. He

felt exposed again and shifted on his feet.

 

“What?” he said probably more awkward than he had ever been before.

 

“Nothing” she signed “Let’s just go,” she said before walking past him towards the gate.

 

As he watched her walk off towards the gate, he knew that keeping her away, keeping his
selfish heart safe from heartbreak, would be harder than he thought.

Chapter End Notes

Please leave a comment! I love reading them!!!



Chapter 4

Chapter Notes

I absolutely loved writing this chapter! Originally it was going to only be 4 chapters but
after watching the trailer for the final episodes I decided to keep it going because I had
some ideas about what I could do! I really hope you enjoy it!!

A few of them had set out to the Commonwealth shortly after the men arrived at their
doorstep, guns holstered on their hips and smiles plastered on their faces. If it wasn’t for

Eugene then they would never have stepped foot behind the tall iron gates that protected them
from the rotting world that had been their reality for so many years, it seemed memories of

the old world would soon fade out of existence.

 

 When the men arrived and the residents of Alexandria gathered around to hear them talk,
they spoke of a home that was littered with those memories from the past. Ice cream vans,

jobs, money, homes; All the things that Daryl had loved about the old world lived peacefully
in this place, blooming like a rose in a garden. Although wonder coursed through every fibre
of his being, he a part of him, the hunter, the fighter in him, was sceptical. Only a handful of
good was dealt out to them since the world ended; Only a few people he had met turned out
to be wanting to do more help than hurt. As the man kept talking Daryl turned his head to

Connie.

She was standing a row ahead of him and slightly to his right. He could tell by her stance that
she was as sceptical as he was, her arms crossed in front of her chest, her breathing deep and
slightly unsteady as if she was only just able to keep it under control. She glanced between

Kelly and the man before them, waiting for her sister to translate the words that fell from his
mouth, the hope he spouted of a better future.

 

He longed to understand what she was thinking. She always seemed to know what to do or
understand a situation better than himself. In the height of the panic, of life or death, she

always used her head, whereas Daryl almost always followed his heart. In situations thick
with emotion he rushed to save those he loved with no regard for himself or, in some

situations, those he could leave behind. He thought back to the time the rocks fell, and the
cave disappeared below his feet and the feeling of overwhelming loss, of grief that swelled in

his heart. He thought back to the coarse rocks scratching at the palms of his hands as he
ripped them from where they lay, the barrier that they created between him and her; Of Caryl

screaming at him to admit he cared for her.



 

Most of all however he thought back to the moments after. Of running through the forest and
fighting Alpha. Running headfirst into danger, into a fight he might not win because the
thoughts in his head were clouded by the ache in his heart. As he lay on the floor of that

garage, blood staining his skin and his life slowly flickering away he thought of her. Of her
beautifully soft smile, her compassionate nature; Her Angelic mind that sat upon those

strong, unyielding shoulders.

 

His mind had wandered to simply giving up, giving into the pain and anger that always
seemed to be sitting weighed on his heart. Giving up on the world that shunned him for so
long, but what seemed like everything it had into ripping him down, stomping out every

sliver of hope that had the audacity to grow in his heart. The world he knew now was callous
and sombre, filled with fear and pain but Daryl’s world had always been that way, he could

still feel to this day the cold sting of his father’s belt hitting his back, damaging his once
youthful skin, creating wounds that would never heal always, reminding him of where he fits

in the world. That was until he met them. Rick, Caryl, Carl, Michonne, Rosita, Judith, RJ,
Connie. Everything that had happened to him had taught him how to fight and all that

fighting no matter how hard or painful to was brought him to them. As he gazed down at her
he wondered if he would ever be able to find the courage to let those words fall from his lips,

freeing them from his mind.

 

His eyes wandered back to the man talking and the more words that he spoke, the more Daryl
made up his mind. He would go. Everything this man was saying painted a better world, a

safer world, for Judith and RJ and that was what mattered and no matter how much his heart
screamed back in the woods he had to do this for them. He glanced back at Connie once the
man had finished and she a Kelly were signing, talking through what they wanted to do. He
knew that he couldn’t make this decision for her, although he longed for her to follow him.

He also knew that he couldn’t change his answer for her. The idea of being apart from her, for
even a moment, plague his heart but he needed to leave for Judith and RJ, for Rick and

Michonne.

 

He hadn’t realised that he was still staring at her until she turned her head and caught his eye.
He felt a sudden wave of vulnerability wash over him, but he didn’t look away and neither
did she. It was his veins had turned to stone and the world around them stood still, silence

filling the moments between breaths. When he looked into her eyes for a moment, less than a
second, they flashed with fear. It was startling, something that he had never seen on her face
or at least not to this degree. Only he saw it, it was as if she was pleading for him to save her
like she was drowning in a sea of doubt and darkness and unknown and he was the one she
needed; the one she longed for. It felt like he had been looking into her eyes for aeons, the

days washing over him, cleansing the worries away until all that was left was a pure sense of
Calm and Her.



 

Just as his foot was lifting off the ground, subconsciously making its way towards her, Kelly
came towards Connie, placing her hand on the top of her arm. At the touch Connie’s eyes left

his, looking toward her sister. As soon as this happened, the world came back to life and
people's voices travel around him once more.

 

“What are you doing?” Kelly signed, looking at her sister.

 

Connie took in what she had said before looking back at Daryl for a moment, just another
second of peace. It was as if she was answering her question with her look because Kelly

turned to look at him as well. A smile crept onto her lips.

 

“Oh” was all she said before turning back to her sister.

 

Daryl felt vulnerable again, embarrassed, but this time it felt different. It felt as if he wasn’t
safe, stepping too close to the edge of a cliff, the wind tipping him closer to danger. Before he

knew what was happening, he turned on his heels and started making his way toward the
house. His fight or flight kicking in. He needed to get everything ready he told himself, he
needed to get Judith and RJ ready to move to the commonwealth but really, he was running
as fast as he could away from how helpless he felt in front of his love for that woman and

how exposed he felt letting a small part of that love show in front of her sister.

 

Once again, a few moments after he left her, Connie’s small delicate hand wrapped around
his arm. He turned around to see her looking up at him with those eyes, making him fall for

her all over again.

 

“Are you okay?” she asked, slightly shyer than she usually is.

 

He studied her face for a moment, wondering if this was the moment, he could tell her
everything that resided in his heart. He just needs to simply open his mouth and start

speaking. He knew he wouldn’t however, he was too afraid of love and of loss to let either
anywhere near his soul again.

 



“Yeh why?” he asked regretting it instantly.

 

He knew why. He knew that she knew but admitting it out loud, admitting the connection
they had looking into each other’s eyes, meant facing something so complex that no matter

the outcome things would never be the same again. The unknown loomed over him in
darkness rather than light. For some reason, she didn’t answer but simply moved on to the

next question in her mind that needed answers. He could see her now in the old world,
digging up truths that many wanted to stay buried. A small smile made its way to his lips.

She looked at him curiously for a second, but his smile never vanished.

 

“What did you think?” she had written on her notepad, which she had pulled from her back
pocket. His head nodded in the direction of where they had just stood, listening to hope and

promise of a better tomorrow.

 

“Good, yeah” he paused for a moment “I am going to take the kids with me” he replied,
motioning off toward the direction he has headed a few moments ago.

 

He studied her face, looking to see if that was her answer as well, looking to see if he would
have to learn to live without her again after having only just returned into his life. Her face

didn’t change for a moment, just taking in his words that floated in the air between them. She
nodded her head slightly thinking over his words again before picking up her notepad and

writing an answer. The wait was excruciating. He tried to read over her shoulder, but he could
quite manage, her beautiful hair blocking his view. He just looked at her for a moment, taking
her in. Her hair waved slightly with the swaying of her body, the sweet scent that greeted him
with a sense of safety and awe. He wondered if this would be their last moments together for
a while. His heart stopped at the thought and just as he was about to spiral into the darkness

of his mind she finally turned around the pad and held it to her chest.

 

“Kelly isn’t too sure about it, but she said she would support whatever I wanted to do”

 

Daryl shook his head “And?” he replied, eagerness and fear filtering through his words.

She turned over the paper to the next side.

 

“I told her I would go where you go”



 

Daryl was stunned. It felt like he couldn’t breathe. He could do nothing more than look at the
worlds on the page for a second, taking them in and all that they meant. He glanced up at her
and he could tell she was trying to head his expression, wanting to know what he was going

to say.

 

“Why?” was all he could muster.

 

She looked around for a moment before putting away her notebook in her pocket, trying to
think of the best way to phrase her words. Again, time seemed to stop only this time Daryl

wished it wouldn’t. Agonising second by agonising seconds he waited for her answer.

 

“Because it’s you. I trust you” she signed “You and me we are family”

 

Family. He remembers the first time she said that to him, at the hilltop just before he was
leaving to head back to Alexandria. Those words floated in the air; warmth spread through
his body. Last time he shrugged it off and left the words hanging there between them, sure
she meant nothing by it, but it was different this time though, it was the word was loaded

somehow, weighted with confusion and uncertainty. What did she want from him?

 

He looked from her hands to her eyes. She looked as if she was about to say something else.
Like the words were trying to fight their way out of her mind. When she didn’t continue,

Daryl felt as if his own words were meaningless. He didn’t know what to say. He wanted to
speak every thought, every feeling that occupied his mind and he almost did, but it was like
his lips were sown shut. He was so overwhelmed, dazed by her words and the meaning that
laced them. With his words failing him he did the only thing he could think to do, the only
way he felt he could express himself was to get physically; He placed his hand on her arm
and squeezed. It was a familiar gesture between the two, but it felt charged now, like any

moment the electricity between them would ignite and there would be nothing he could do to
stop it; Nothing he could do to protect her.

 

He took his hand away trying not to feel the absence of her skin on his hand.

 

“Good” he spoke “I’ll meet you guys by the gate when we are ready to go”



 

Slight disappointment registered on her features before she gave a small smile and nodded
her head. She had wanted him to say something more he could tell but he couldn’t, and he

hated himself for it. He turned quickly, leaving Connie to watch him go. He couldn’t believe
what had just happened. He did not expect her to say that. The panic the fear started to rise in
his chest again. The fear and anxiety of hurting her, of losing her again seemed to be winning
the fight in his soul against his love and longing for this woman. He wondered how long he
would be able to keep all these feelings bottled up inside. The feelings of fear and of panic
about losing her and the longing and lust of loving her. There is only so long something can

stay charged like that before it will catch alight.



Chapter 5

It seems he was back on the road again, step by step making his way towards the unknown,
away from the home he fought to many years to build and protect. He looked around at all

the people who walked beside him, each one of them risking the lives they had built in hope
of an idea. He wondered what could have happened to make this different now, what small

act would have sent ripples through the water and kept Alexandria safe. He knew the answer
of course; If Rick was still here, he would have thought of something, and he would have

kept Alexandria safe. Daryl imagined, just for a fleeting moment, that he was walking beside
him, his reassuring smile plastered on his face but just soon as he blinked, he was gone. Daryl

could always feel him near him, however, watching over everyone just like he did when he
was alive. Daryl hoped, with all his heart, that Rick was proud of him.

 

Connie was walking a few steps ahead of him, just behind some others but always in Daryl’s
eyesight. He was still struggling with the idea that she was near him, it felt as if a dream and
one single gust of wind could simply blow her away from reality. She was talking to Kelly,

about what he wasn’t so sure, maybe the commonwealth and all the possibilities that lay
before them.

 

He could sense a presence over his left shoulder, and he knew who it was, Carol. He didn’t
turn to look at her, still unsure of what to say to her. It felt off between them, he felt guilty for
hating her because of Connie but now, with her in his eye line, he felt like he had no reason to

anymore. They didn’t speak for a while, just silence filling the space between them, each
waiting for the other to utter a single word first. People towards the front of the group started
to slow, picking out a place to set up camp and this, Daryl thought needed to be the time, he
couldn’t go on any longer without his best friend beside him. He stopped suddenly, leaving

Carol to take a few extras in front of him before she turned around and to meet him where his
feet planted themselves into the ground.

 

“I’m sorry” was all he said.

 

Her face filled with confusion as if the words he spoke were foreign to her.

 

“What? Sorry for what?” she asked questioningly

 



“For being so angry at ya I guess, about Connie” he paused for a moment before quickly
adding “and Magna and the whole stuff in the cave”

 

She smiled at him slightly, thinking about him and Connie. Although he was her best friend,
Daryl was clueless when it came to what to do with how he felt towards that woman.

 

“You have nothing to be sorry for, okay?” she spoke softly “What I did, dragging everyone
towards that cave trying to get revenge- “

 

“But Henry- “ Daryl interrupted

 

“Is no excuse” tears start to form in her eyes “I loved him with all my heart but putting you
all at risk was wrong and he wouldn’t have wanted that for any of you. You and Connie

brought my boy back to me when he ran off to find Lydia, he loved you both and he wouldn’t
want his death to be any justification for either of you getting hurt” he glanced over a Connie

who had stopped just ahead of them, looking through her bag for something “Just because
she is back and safe doesn’t mean you need to forgive me”

 

She looked away from Connie and down at her feet, wiping away the tears that were still
forming in her eyes. Daryl looked at Connie, wondering what she was doing, standing alone

in the path looking through her bag. She must have found whatever it was by now so that
must not be the reason she is standing there, maybe she was waiting for something, someone.

 

Daryl glanced back at Carol and knew, in that instance that he had forgiven her. She knew
what she did was wrong and there was nothing that he could do or say that he probably

hadn’t already told herself a million times before.

 

“Hey” he spoke softly, his voice drawing her eyes up to look at him “It’s alright I get it”

He looks back towards Connie, a smile creeping up on his face as he looks at her, her skin
glowing in the golden hour of the sun, her hair swaying gently in the breeze. “Everyone is
back safe and that is all that matters, we can’t change what has already happened” he looks

back towards Carol “all we can do is live with our choices”

 



Carol was smiling back at him, and suddenly Daryl felt seen, exposed almost, he could feel
warmth rushing to his cheeks, colouring them red.

 

“What?” he asked, fidgeting slightly in his skin.

 

“She is still one of the good ones you know”

 

Daryl rolled his eyes trying to shrug her off.

 

“No, listen to me.” She spoke sternly, pulling Daryl’s attention to her eyes, sturdy and
determined. “You are a good man, better than most and I know you don’t believe this because
I damn well know I have told you this before, but you don’t have to be alone, you deserve to

be with someone good, someone who can protect you just as much as you would protect
them. You know more than most that time is running faster than we can chase it, whether we

want it to or not and you deserve every bit of happiness you can find, every bit”

 

Before Daryl could answer, or argue, she pulled him into a hug “You are the best, kindest
person I have ever met but you would be a goddamn idiot if you wasted this gift” she

whispered in his ear before pulling away. She gave him another small smile before walking
away, leaving Daryl utterly speechless at what had just happened. As she passed Connie,

Carol gave her a small squeeze on the arm, pulling Connie out from her bag, her eyes drifting
from the woman in Infront of her to the man she had just left dazed by her words.

 

Connie, placed everything back in order in her bag, walking over to Daryl. He didn’t notice
her at first, engrossed in his own mind to think about the world spinning around him. He

placed a light touch to his forearm, the touch bringing his eyes towards her own.

 

“Are you okay?” she signed

 

Daryl shook his head, dissipating the last of the fog that clouded his mind. He could finally
see clearly, for the first time it felt like.

 



“Yeh” he spoke, continuing to shake his head a little. He simply took her in, her smile shining
brighter than any sun that had ever sat up in the sky. He would thank every god that ever is or
was or will be that Connie was safe, standing in front of him now, looking as breath-taking as
she ever saw. He knew however, it was no god to thank for her being returned home safely,
no. That was all due to her strength and grit. That was what Daryl loved most about Connie,
it was not her beauty that lay on the surface but the fire that burned in her soul and the love

that resided in her heart.

 

He had obviously been staring at her too long because her features presented with amusement
a small laugh escaping from her lips but for some reason, Daryl did not feel the need to run

away, it was the opposite.

 

“I’m glad you are here” he signed, speaking the words as well, wanting to shout them from
the rooftops.

 

“Me too” she signed back but Daryl felt as if she didn’t understand him, not in the way he
longed to be understood by her. He thought it was now or never, thinking about what Carol

had just told him.

 

“No” he signed, taking a small step closer to her, looking into her deep brown eyes. “I’m glad
you are here with me”.

 

The pressure of his words filled the air that they shared. They were drenched in longing and
desire that burnt from the very bottom of his soul – electrifying every inch of his skin as they
rose through his throat and out into the world, but this did not cease the burning sensation on

his skin. The absence of the secret, which he barely even spoke just now, from within his
heart only made the overpowering feeling grow even stronger. He could hear his heartbeat
racing in his ears, nothing felt as if it should. Daryl felt as if he was standing over his body
but at the same time felt so routed in the anxiety that exploded through him, he felt that a

single gust of wind would shatter his bones into a thousand fecks of dust and all he could do
was watch.

 

Overwhelmed by her beauty, by simply her presence so close to his vulnerable heart, his eyes
flickered away, catching the sunlight that was dancing on her golden bracelet. Before he

knew what he was doing, as if his arm had a mind of its own, his fingers lifted from where
they were sat at the side of his body that was radiating with heat. His middle finger connected



with the tip of her fingers and as soon as they did everything became clear, silent as if her
touch pulled him away from his anxiety, routed him in her, her calmness.

 

He delicately traced her soft skin up her finger, over her knuckle, dancing over her bracelet
for a moment, running his finger over the curve of her wrist. His I finger carried on its

journey up arm, the warmth of the sun making her skin feel as soft as a sandy beach on a
heated summer's day. He traced over the crook of her elbow, over her toned biceps up to her

shoulder until his fingers were dancing over her collarbone. As his fingers rose to her jaw, his
eyes, which had been following the path of his fingers until now, flickered back towards her

eyes, which were already on him, as if they had never left. He delicately tucked a fallen
strand of her hair from her face and tucked it behind her ear. His hand lingered on the shape

of her face. His eyes glanced down to her lips briefly.

 

He took a deep breath before slowly starting to close the gap between them, his eyes
flickering shut. He took in her sense, everything about her. He had played this moment over

and over in his mind, all those months he has spent with her absence weighing on his heart, it
was the only piece of light in an eternity of darkness. The tip of his nose connected with hers
sending a jolt of electricity through his body. He took another deep breath, steading himself

for this moment when his name was called out in the distance.

 

His flight instinct took over and before he knew what he was doing before he could even
register the absence of her skin on his fingers, on the tip of his nose, he pulled away. Looking
at her now he was standing a few steps away. For a moment she was frozen in the blissfully
sweet moment that they were both just sharing. Her eyes closed, and her hand reached out in
the air, the hand that had just been placed on his chest. He brought his own hand up to feel

the absence of her touch. Her eyes flickered open as a second, reaching his own. The
confusion on her face made his heart shattered. No matter how much he wanted to, he

couldn’t tear his eyes from her own and the pain that resided with them. He hated himself for
being the cause of that look.

 

“Daryl!” Someone shouted again and this time he pulled his eyes away from hers to see
Maggie coming out of the opening of the bushes. “You need to come and see this”.

 

He didn’t reply but glanced back to Connie she has an unreadable expression on her face. She
was looking at him so intensely it was if she was searching for something behind his eyes,
pleading with him to give her an answer to what just happened, to why he pulled away so

quickly. Slowly her gaze flickered from his eyes to her bag that was now laying on the dusty
floor. She must have dropped it in the heat of the moment. She picked up and, without a

second look, moved towards the tree line, towards the camp, away from him.



 

He wanted nothing more than grab her arm and pull her close. Hold her and never let her go.
A part of him, however, a small nagging part in the back of his mind, thought this was for the

best. He couldn’t risk getting close to her, letting her see all the darkness and anger in his
heart, just to lose her again; He couldn’t risk another goodbye.

 

Once she disappeared beyond the tree line, he turned back to Maggie, her expression filled
with all sorts of confusion at the transaction she had just witnessed. He didn’t utter a word

but just walked past her towards the place she had just come from towards whatever danger
she had uncovered.

 



Chapter 6

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

The camp had recently had people occupying it - that was for certain. The fire was still warm,
dying embers dancing across the wooden sticks. Cans of unopened food left behind as if they
had hurried away at the first sign of noise. Daryl didn’t like it one bit.

 

As he crouched down to observe the ground to see if he could figure out which way they had
fled, why or how long ago, he could feel eyes on him. The eyes of his people looking to him
for leadership. He was never a leader and he didn't want to be. That was Rick’s job, Michones
job and he felt a little sorry for the people who looked to him because he didn't have the
faintest idea what he was doing. 

 

As he looked at the foot prints working into the thick brown mud he thought back to Connie
walking away from him a few moments ago. Even in times of tension or panic his mind
always drifted back towards her. He longed for her to be by his side, even if she radiated with
anger he wanted her, he needed her here. The look on her face when he pulled away from
whatever was happening between them, flashed in mind and guilt took over his body. He
brushed his hand across his mouth as pain started to rise in his chest. A numb sort of pain as
if something was pressing down on his lungs. It just sat there lingering on every shallow
breath he was able to muster. 

 

As his mind continued to flick with images of Connie's hurt expression, a presence crouched
down next to him and for a moment, a sweet blissful moment of calm, he thought it was
Connie. As if she had looked into his mind and saw that he selfishly needed her. It was, of
course, Maggie. 

 

“What have you got?” she asked, looking down at something she would never be able to
figure out. There were too many footprints and too many directions for her tracking skills to
crack. If anyone would be able to do it, it would be Daryl. However only he knew that his
mind and tracking skills were elsewhere- trying to feel out where Connie was in the crowd of
people. 

 

“Nothing” he grunted as he suddenly stood up and turned around. “We need to split up into
group and scan the area - these people left in a hurry and I don’t want whatever scared them



off to come looking for us as well”

 

Maggie nodded “Okay everyone listen up!” She shouted and one by one people turned
around, ending their conversation to look at her. Who was Daryl kidding? They were never
looking too him, they were looking too her. She was so strong and so sure. Daryl could
remember Glenn telling him the story about when Maggie slapped Shane all those years ago
on the farm. He knew right then and there she was someone to be trusted and someone who
could hold her own because towards the end of Shanes days even Daryl was a little scared of
him and his unpredictable nature.

 

Daryl's eye moved away from Maggie and shifted towards the crowd looking for Connie. It
was like a gut reaction but he knew if she was on her own she wouldn't be able to hear what
Maggie was saying and he wanted to be there for her. It was as if she could hear him looking
for her in his mind, because after a few moments she stepped out from behind a tall man.
Their eyes locked instantly and Daryl wondered, for a small hopefully moment, if she was
looking for him as well. 

 

They both simply looked at each other for a few moments. Daryl's eyes pleading with her
own for forgiveness. He couldn’t read her expression from where he was standing. He could,
however,  tell it wasn't her normal warm expression but one that was cold as if her soul had
turned to stone. She was the first to pull her eyes from his, looking to her sister to tell her
what was about to happen. 

 

He stared at her a few moments longer, taking in her simple beauty; a beauty that one could
go through a hundred lifetimes and never see. He wanted nothing more than to rush to her
and hold her in his arms. Whispering all the longings that lay burdened on his heart into her
ear, knowing she would not hear him, knowing that the sweet release of love that he held for
this woman would be out in the world. There would be no chance for her to turn away from
him, away from his feelings towards her. For a moment he wondered what would happen if
she did hear him, she took his head in her hands and placed her soft lips to his. A shiver sent
down his spin as the wind danced across his neck, his mind picturing the sweet paradise of
her kiss. He imagined how his heart would warm and his soul would be free.

 

Anxiety filled his heart for a split second, catching his breath. What if when she sees him she
doesn't like what she finds? What if she opens up a door and he can’t close it again? Hid
away in his mind filled with all his sinful secrets and deepest desires. He knew, no matter the
word that fell from Carol's mouth, he did not deserve her. All the things he had done, the
person he had to become to keep his people safe wasn’t something he was proud of. The



sounds of screams of those pleading for their lives flicker through the darkness of his sleep,
waking him up to the same world unchanged, drenched in his own sweat.

 

“We need some volunteers” Maggie continued “we are going to search the area working in 4
groups of 2. It should only be a 2 hours or so, so you should be back with your families
before supper”

 

A few hands raised up, including Connies, and Maggie looked around writing everyones
name down and then splitting them up. She listed off the teams. He was going with Maggie
and Connie and was going with Kelly. 

 

“Okay great - everyone get your stuff together and head out” Maggie said “I'm going to get
my things - I’ll be 5 minutes” turning towards Daryl.

 

“Sounds good,” he replied.

 

As Maggie walked away to gather her things, Daryl turned quickly to do the same. His body
collided, however, with a small person, his weight sending them flying. As quickly as this
interaction happened, did Daryl grab them by the shoulders to steady them. 

 

“Sorry” he said looking up from his hands on their small strong shoulders, to the face of the
person that stood before him. Connie.

 

His eyes connected with her warm brown irises. They were close, he could feel her breath on
his neck, her scent filling in lungs. His breath shuddered. Her features were soft, warm and
for a moment he forgot about what transpired between them, what drove her from his arms.
He forgot they left the home he thought he would grow old in to find another. He forgot that
his brother was gone. He forgot all the voices in his mind telling him he isn't good enough,
the screams of those whose life he took.  All he could see, all he could feel was her. It was as
if a beautiful blanket of snow covered his mind, leaving it clear and perfect. 

 

They stood like this for a moment. His arms on her shoulder, her arms on his waist. His eyes
flickered down to her lips, remembering being so close to touching their softness. He
remembered the feeling of the tips of her nose against his own. Her eyes flicked to the ground



as she pulled away from his body, as if she was fighting against everything she had to do so.
He remembered, with a sudden wave realisation, the look on her face when he stepped away
the last time. It had started to rain in his mind, washing away that perfect blanket of snow.

 

“I’m sorry” he repeated, clear so she could read the words on his lips. Now standing a few
feet apart, it felt like miles to Daryl. She knew what he was saying, what he was apologising
for. She just looked at him, taking in his eyes, and it felt to Daryl like she was reaching into
his soul. She had the ability to do that, to look at him in a way that made him feel seen and
understood all at once. After a moment she just nodded her head and he could see tears
threatening to fall from her eyes. Then she signed something he didn’t understand, a single
moment with her hand. As she lowered her arm to her side, a single tear fell down her cheek.
She quickly brushed it, smudging it across her soft skin and turned to walk away. 

 

“Wait” Daryl spoke softly but with a sense of urgency. He reached for her arm, wanting to
ask her what that sign meant but when he was met with her eyes all thoughts fell from his
mind. All but one.

 

“Be safe. Come back to me” he said, like his words were made of silk. He softly released his
hand from her arm and turned away, stalking towards where Maggie was. He didn't dare turn
around, he could feel Connie eyes burning the back of his head. His head pushing him away
from her, his heart pleading for him to stay.

 

“You Ready?” he asked, when he had reached Maggie - his voice was short.

 

“Yeah, let's go,” she replied. 

 

His eyes glanced back to see if Connie was still there, but all that stood was an empty space. 

 

 

“What was going on with you and Connie?” Maggie asked as they were returning from their
search that had come up with nothing. They were about 100m from the camp that had been
set up while they were away.

 



“What?” he replied, trying to act oblivious.

 

“Daryl.” she said stopping in he tracks “I know you, something is up”

 

He carried on a few paces before he stopped as well “Nothing is going on.” his voice low,
anger radiating through every word.

 

“Daryl” she spoke softly, placing a hand on his shoulder. He jumped at the touch as if her
fingertips were burning his skin

 

“Nothing!” he abruptly shouted “You people need to stop fuckin hounding me about it - Jesus
christ is like you all have nothing better to do with your fuckin doing with you day than
making me feel like -” he stopped himself. He turned to look at Maggie, expecting to see
anger on her features. Instead they were soft - concern knitted in her eyebrows.

 

“Make you feel like what?” she asked delicately.

 

Like an idiot for messing up every chance he gets .

 

“Nothin, let's just get back” he sighed.

 

Rubbing his hand across his face. He knew what she was going to say. That he was a good
man and deserved happiness. He had heard it before. It didn't make it any easier to hear let
alone agree with. To run away from the anxiety that pulsted through every fibre of his being.
To listen to the words of his friends rather than the voices in his head. The voices of his father
and Merle. Telling him that he was nothing. Worthless. Not worth the oxygen that he
breathed. 

 

His eyes jumped up to Maggies. He took a deep breath. He trusted this woman with his life,
maybe it was time to trust her with the horrors of his mind as well.

 



“I think I lo-” he was cut off by shouting from the camp. His head twisted towards the noise
and then back to Maggie, panic also on her face. They both took off towards the camp. A
crowd was formed with something causing the commotion in the middle. They both pushed
their way through and when they got to the front they saw Kelly on the floor. Her face
splattered with blood, tears staining her face.

 

Daryl knelt down beside her, his eyes frantically scanning for signs of injury. 

 

“Are you alright? What happened?” He asked, looking around, looking for her brown eyes
“Where's Connie?” his voice was shaking, his mind dreading for the answer.

 

“Shes Gone - they took her” she whispered and Daryl's worlds turned to darkness.

Chapter End Notes
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