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            "I didn't fall in love with your light. I fell for the shadows you tried to hide."

 —Neev

"Not every love is loud. Some arrive in silence, stay without asking, and break you gently."

—Scutt‑Lee
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Chapter 1: No Expectation
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The world had never owed Leto anything. And he never asked it either. He didn't expect kindness, compassion, or even a second glance. The cold air that clung to the peeling walls of his one-bedroom apartment didn't bother him. Neither did the flickering lightbulb in the hallway nor the distant echo of sirens that lulled him to sleep most nights. His home was quiet, orderly, and bare—the way he liked it. It was enough.

There were no pictures on the wall, no trinkets gathering dust on shelves. Just a thin mattress on the floor in the attic-like bedroom, a metal desk holding his second-hand laptop, and a wardrobe with five identical sets of black clothing. Minimalism, some would call it. For Leto, it was survival. Order. A defense against chaos.

The dark sky that fills his dreams with sadness and nightmares was just another night, a routine that he no longer dwells on. Something that he has lived and accepted as his fate could no longer hunt him. Fear is for those who feel attached and Leto wasn’t, not even to life.

He woke in silence. No joy, no irritation—just the weight of another day pressing down like gravity. The morning was just another hour to exist through. He dressed in silence. Black T-shirt, black cargo pants, black boots. His eyes, grey and flat like overcast skies, never lingered on the mirror. He wasn't searching for anything—least of all, himself.

Leto was born at the tail end of the 90s—a mistake someone had tried to correct. The story was written for him before he could speak. A baby found crying in a park near dawn, wrapped in a hospital blanket, a crumpled note beside him: "I'm sorry." No name. No identity. Just regret scribbled in blue ink.

He remembered none of it, only what the system told him. Four foster homes before he turned eight. Each worse than the last. The fifth one adopted him. A husband and wife with painted-on smiles, the kind that faded behind closed doors. Punishment was their form of discipline. The basement became his sanctuary and prison. He'd eat scraps from plates left on the floor and count the days by the sound of footsteps above him.

His bedroom was in the attic—boiling in the summer, frozen in the winter. A fan was his only savior from suffocation. He didn't cry. Crying never solved anything. He learned silence. Learned to listen. Learned how to exist without leaving a trace.

At sixteen, a punch cracked his cheekbone. That was the night he ran. The streets were cruel, but at least they didn't lie. He slept behind dumpsters, stole leftover fries from trash bins, and learned quickly that pity came at a price. A group of ruffians eventually picked him up after trying to steal from them. Not out of kindness, but because they needed someone to clean their warehouse, run errands, and carry weight. In exchange, he had a place to sleep, and stale bread to eat. He didn't complain.

He had been through a lot and he was living the worst, for all he cared this group of mafia was the most honest people he ever met, at least they didn’t hide who they were under fake smiles and angelical faces. One of them, a fierce-eyed man with tattoos down his neck, told him to take his GED. "You're not an idiot, Leto. Just dead inside. Might as well make it useful." Leto didn't argue. He took the test, passed, and continued to exist.

At eighteen, bruised and bleeding from a beating that left him breathless, Leto walked away from the warehouse. The man let him go. No questions, no fight. "Don't come back," he said. "You're not built for this." Leto didn't look back, he walked on, leaving the past to rot in his shadow.

He worked at convenience stores, construction sites, and overnight shifts at gas stations. Jobs no one wanted. He didn't need much. Just a room, four walls, and internet access to study business through a non-profit online university. His days passed in a monotony that comforted him. Wake up. Work. Study. Gym. Sleep. Repeat.

He never smiled. Never frowned. He didn't feel anything. Emotions were for people who had something to lose. Leto had nothing. Wanted nothing. Expectation was a luxury. And he refused to indulge in it.

As he walked down the stairs of his apartment building, the city outside seemed to stretch on forever. A canvas of steel and concrete, painted with the vibrant colors of humanity. But Leto saw only shades of grey. He passed by the people on the sidewalk, their faces a blur, their voices a hum in the background. He didn't notice the sun shining down, casting a warm glow over everything. He didn't feel the breeze rustling his hair, carrying the scent of freshly brewed coffee from the café on the corner.

He was a ghost, invisible and insignificant, drifting through the crowds. And he liked it that way.

He stopped at the convenience store on the way to the gym, grabbing a bottle of water and a protein bar. The cashier, a friendly woman with a perpetual smile, asked him about his day. Leto grunted, handing her the money. She laughed, used to his silence, and handed him his change.

As he walked to the gym, he noticed a flyer on the community board. "Volunteers needed for local animal shelter." Leto raised an eyebrow. Who volunteered for anything? What was the point? He crumpled the flyer in his hand, shoving it into his pocket.

The gym was a sanctuary, a place where he could lose himself in the monotony of weights and cardio. He moved through the machines, his muscles working on autopilot, his mind numb. He didn't notice the people around him, their sweat-drenched faces, their grunts of effort. He didn't hear the music blasting through the speakers, the rhythm pounding in his ears.

He existed in a vacuum, a world of his own creation. And he liked it that way.

As he left the gym, the sun was setting, casting a golden glow over the city. Leto didn't notice, if he did, he didn’t let it show. He walked back to his apartment, his eyes fixed on the sidewalk, his mind a blank slate.

He didn't expect anything from the world. And the world didn't disappoint him.

But little did he know, his life was about to take a drastic turn. A turn that would shake the very foundations of his existence. A turn that would bring color to his world of grey.

And it would start with a boy, a boy with sunshine in his voice and sparkle in his eyes, a boy who would crash into his life like a meteor through glass.

But that wasn't today.

Today, Leto took the steps down from his apartment, duffel bag over his shoulder, earphones in, hoodie up, and eyes locked on the sidewalk. The world moved around him like a film he had no interest in watching. And the main character was just a ghost walking through the plot, indifferent to every line.

Leto walked for a while, lost in his thoughts, before he arrived at the local park. He sat down on a bench, watching as children played tag on the grass. Their laughter and shouts filled the air, but Leto didn't notice. He was too busy thinking about his life, about the emptiness that seemed to follow him everywhere.

As he sat there, a woman approached him, holding a small dog on a leash. "Hi there," she said, smiling. "Mind if I join you?"

Leto shrugged, not looking up.

The woman sat down beside him, her dog wagging its tail excitedly. "I'm Sarah," she said, holding out her hand.

Leto ignored it, continuing to stare at the ground.

Sarah didn't seem to mind. She started talking about her dog, about how she had rescued it from a shelter. Leto listened, but not really. He was too busy thinking about his own life, about the choices he had made. At that moment he was envious of that dog, it received so much love and affection something Leto never had, only heard of.

As they sat there, a group of teenagers walked by, laughing and joking. One of them caught Leto's eye, a boy with bright blue hair and a mischievous grin. Leto felt a pang of... something. Not quite recognition, not quite curiosity. Something in between.

And then the boy was gone, lost in the crowd.

Leto watched him go, feeling a sense of disconnection. He didn't know why he had noticed the boy, or why he felt a pang of interest. He just did.

As the sun began to set, Leto stood up, brushing off his pants. "I'm going," he said, not looking at Sarah.

Sarah nodded, smiling. "Okay. Nice talking to you."

Leto didn't respond. He just walked away, leaving Sarah and her dog behind.

As he walked, he felt a sense of restlessness. He didn't know what he wanted, or what he was looking for. He just knew that he couldn't stay in one place for too long.

And so he kept walking, lost in his thoughts, until the city lights faded into the distance. No smiles. No tears. No expectations. Just the sound of his footsteps, echoing through the night.
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