
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



  	
	    
	      Also by Micah Blaze

	    

      
	    
          
	      The Final Cut Series

          
        
          
	          Rehearsal For The End

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Zariah Files

          
        
          
	          Death at the Cookout

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Hired To Hate Me

          
        
      

      
    
    


REHEARSAL FOR THE END

by Micah Blaze

Copyright © 2025 Micah Blaze

––––––––

[image: ]


All rights reserved. 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 permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

First Edition: 2025

ISBN: Assigned by Draft2Digital for distribution purposes.

Get updates on upcoming books, audiobook drops, and personal commentary.

Follow & Subscribe:

Instagram: @micahblazepresents

Author’s Note

This is not a love story. It’s a seduction wrapped in performance.

Every word in this book was placed with intention—like footsteps on a darkened stage, rehearsed and quiet and deeply calculated. You won’t find heroes here. What you’ll find are mirrors—subtle, disarming, and just reflective enough to make you question who’s watching whom.

If you feel a little off-balance while reading, good.

If you feel like someone’s too close, perfect.

And if you find yourself siding with the wrong character—well, that just means the script is working.

Welcome to Rehearsal for the End. The lights are already down.

Don’t worry about missing your cue.

You’re already in it.

—Micah Blaze
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Chapter Two – “Line Reading”
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Part 1 – “The Cafe Table”

It took me three mornings to confirm your schedule.

You come here Thursdays and Sundays. Always around ten. Always alone. You sit at the same table—second from the window, but not the one directly next to it. You don’t like being watched, but you like watching. Control, again.

You order a black coffee, no sugar. A slice of orange if they have it, which they almost never do. You bring a notebook, not a laptop. That’s how I knew you were serious. Artists use notebooks. Tourists use screens.

So today, I arrived at nine forty-five.

I picked the window seat, not your usual one. I wanted you to feel the choice was yours.

I brought Camera Lucida—Roland Barthes—marked the passage about the “punctum,” the detail that punctures the image and haunts the viewer. I left the book open on the table, casually. Just enough underlined to suggest I wasn’t trying to impress anyone. Just enough margin notes to make you curious.

You walked in, wrapped in denim and silence. Hair pulled back. Eyes scanning. Not for danger. For space.

You ordered the same thing.

When you turned and saw the full tables—only mine with a spare chair—you paused. Not long. Just enough for me to look up, meet your eye, and offer a small, non-threatening nod.

You gestured toward the seat.

“Mind if I...?”

“Not at all.”

You sat. No thanks. No apology. Clean. Efficient. I liked that.

A beat passed.

You glanced at my book. Tilted your head.

“You reading that for fun or punishment?”

I smiled, just the right amount of surprised.

“Fun. But also, I like to suffer.”

You laughed. Not big, but real.

“Same.”

That was the moment.

That’s when I knew you didn’t remember me from the gallery. Not yet. Not consciously. That thrilled me more than if you had. Because it meant this meeting could still feel like fate.

You took out your notebook, opened it to a page half-filled with handwriting. You didn’t start writing right away. You sipped your coffee. Settled in.

We didn’t speak again for a few minutes.

But we were already in conversation.

Part 2 – “She Speaks in Edits”

You didn’t speak again until page two of your notebook. I watched your eyes narrow as you reread something you'd scribbled earlier—crossed out half a line, rewrote it beneath with sharper corners. That was when you looked up at me.
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