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Chapter 1 — The Sound of His Own Name
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The waiting room was too bright. Adrian had always thought clinics were supposed to make you feel safe, but the hum of fluorescent lights and the soft tapping of keyboards only made him more aware of the quiet tension in his chest.

He glanced at the clock. Five minutes late. The kind of late that stretched time, making every second echo louder in his head.

Then the door opened.

“Adrian Vale?”

The voice was calm, steady — and warm. When Adrian looked up, his breath caught slightly. The man standing in the doorway had dark eyes that seemed to see more than they should, framed by neatly trimmed hair and an expression that balanced professionalism with kindness.

“I’m Dr. Amini,” he said, offering a reassuring smile. “You can come in.”

Inside, the clinic room smelled faintly of coffee and antiseptic. Adrian sat down, clutching the edge of the chair as Shervin reviewed his file.

“So,” Shervin began gently, “you’re here for your follow-up from surgery? How are you feeling?”

The question was simple, but it lingered with a depth that made Adrian’s throat tighten.

“I’m... good,” he managed, then added honestly, “Mostly. Still figuring some things out.”

Shervin nodded, setting down the file. “That’s part of it. Healing isn’t just physical.”

Their eyes met briefly — long enough for Adrian to feel something shift. It wasn’t attraction exactly, not yet. It was recognition — of gentleness, of understanding.

The consultation passed easily. Shervin explained recovery steps, answered questions, and made sure Adrian laughed at least once before leaving.

At the door, Shervin hesitated. “You’re doing well, Adrian. Be kind to yourself — that’s the hardest part, but the most important one.”

Adrian nodded, smiling faintly. “Thanks, Doctor.”

As he walked out into the cool city air, his heart felt lighter — though he couldn’t quite say why.

He only knew that Shervin’s voice, and the way it had wrapped around his name, stayed with him all the way home.
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Chapter 2 — Between Appointments
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The rain had a way of softening the city — blurring edges, dimming lights, making everything feel a little slower, a little more intimate. Adrian liked that. On days like this, he could walk unnoticed, a quiet observer among umbrellas and wet pavements.

He had ducked into a small café near the bookstore after work, his sketchbook tucked under one arm. It was one of those places that smelled of cinnamon and comfort, where time seemed to pause between songs.

He was flipping through pages — rough sketches of city corners, people in motion — when a familiar voice interrupted his thoughts.
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