
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Until You



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1: Before You
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Noah had mastered the art of existing without being seen.

His mornings were quiet—too quiet. He woke before his alarm most days, staring at the pale ceiling of his apartment while the city outside slowly came to life. There was comfort in routine, in predictability. It meant nothing unexpected could hurt him.

He moved through his day the same way he moved through life: carefully.

The coffee shop on the corner knew his order by heart. Black coffee, no sugar. He liked the bitterness—it reminded him that some things weren’t meant to be sweet. As he waited, he scrolled through his phone without really seeing anything, ignoring the couples laughing at the tables nearby, their fingers brushing, their knees touching.

Love was loud. Messy. Temporary.

Noah had learned that lesson early.

He took his coffee and left quickly, the bell above the door chiming softly behind him. Outside, the air was cool, the kind that bit just enough to keep him present. He welcomed it. Feeling something—even discomfort—was better than feeling nothing at all.



Work was safe. Predictable. Noah liked it that way.

His desk sat near the window, far enough from everyone else that no one interrupted him unless absolutely necessary. He did his job well—efficient, focused, invisible. Praise made him uncomfortable. Attention felt like pressure.

“You ever think about taking a break?” his coworker Jamie asked from the neighboring desk, spinning slowly in his chair.

Noah didn’t look up. “From what?”

“From being you,” Jamie replied with a grin.

Noah exhaled a soft breath that might have been a laugh. “Sounds exhausting.”

Jamie studied him for a moment, then shrugged. “Suit yourself. But you know—life doesn’t wait forever.”

Noah didn’t answer. He already knew that.



That night, his apartment felt heavier than usual.

The silence pressed in as he stood in the doorway, keys still in his hand. There were moments—rare but sharp—when loneliness surprised him. Not because he wanted someone, but because part of him wondered what it might feel like to be wanted.

He shook the thought away.

Wanting led to hoping.

Hoping led to losing.

Noah heated leftover food, ate standing up, and washed the dishes immediately. Keeping things clean meant keeping things controlled. On the far wall sat a framed photograph he rarely acknowledged—two people frozen in a moment that no longer existed.

He turned it face-down without looking.



Later, lying in bed, Noah stared at the dark ceiling again.

He told himself he was fine. That this life—quiet, careful, untouched—was enough. That he didn’t need more. That he didn’t need anyone.

But somewhere deep inside, beneath the walls he’d built so well, there was a question he refused to ask out loud.

What if this isn’t living... but just surviving?

Noah rolled onto his side, pulling the blanket tighter around himself, as if warmth alone could fill the empty space beside him.

He didn’t know it yet—but everything was about to change.

Because this was his life before love.

Before healing.

Before you.
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Chapter 2: Almost Invisible
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The gym was never Noah’s favorite place, but it was efficient.

People came and went without expectation. No small talk required. Everyone focused on their own reflection, their own progress. It suited him. He kept his headphones in, music low, just enough to create a barrier between himself and the rest of the world.

He was wiping down a bench when someone cleared their throat nearby.

“Hey—sorry. Are you using this?”

Noah turned, pulling one earbud free. The man standing there was tall, broad-shouldered, wearing a faded gray hoodie and an apologetic expression. Nothing flashy. Nothing demanding attention.

“No,” Noah replied. “All yours.”

The man nodded gratefully. “Thanks. Appreciate it.”

That was it. Or it should have been.

Noah stepped aside, already mentally moving on, but something made him glance back once—just a flicker of awareness. The man moved with an unhurried calm, adjusting the weights carefully, as if he didn’t feel the need to rush through anything.

Must be nice, Noah thought.



They crossed paths again two days later.

This time, it was at the coffee shop near Noah’s apartment—the same one he visited almost every morning. Noah was waiting for his order when he noticed the familiar hoodie near the counter.

The man turned, holding a cup in each hand, and paused when he saw Noah.

“Hey,” he said, smiling slightly. “Gym guy, right?”

Noah blinked, surprised he’d been remembered at all. “Yeah.”

“Lucas,” the man added, shifting the cups. “Nice to officially meet you.”

“Noah,” he replied, accepting the handshake automatically. Lucas’s grip was warm, steady—not overly confident, not hesitant either. Just... present.

They stood there for a second too long, not awkward exactly, but not comfortable either. There were no sparks. No rush. Just an awareness of another person sharing the same space.
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