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CHAPTER ONE
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Evan

The sky was still the color of deep ink when Evan Reyes stepped out of the precinct and into the early morning chill. The air carried that quiet, suspended feeling that only existed between night and sunrise — a pocket of time where the world seemed to hold its breath. After twelve hours on shift, exhaustion settled into his bones, familiar and heavy.

He tugged his jacket tighter and headed toward the café on the corner. The streets were mostly empty, save for the occasional delivery truck or the distant hum of a bus beginning its route. Streetlights cast long shadows across the pavement, and Evan let the rhythm of his steps drain the night out of him.

The café glowed warm against the dark — a beacon of gold light. Mrs. Patel kept it open twenty-four hours, more out of love than profit. “Everyone needs a place that doesn’t disappear when the world gets loud,” she’d once told him.

He pushed open the door. The bell chimed. The scent of coffee and baked bread wrapped around him.

“Good morning, Officer Reyes,” Mrs. Patel called. “Rough night?”

“Not the worst,” he said. “The usual, please.”

He took his seat by the window — the one with the wobbly table leg he always meant to fix.

And there he was.

The man from the mornings.

Same booth. Same latte with extra foam. Same blueberry muffin he picked apart piece by piece. Dark hair falling over his forehead. Quiet. Gentle.

Evan didn’t know his name.

But he noticed him.

Mrs. Patel set down his coffee and murmured, “You should talk to him.”

Evan nearly choked. “I do not look at him like that.”

“You do,” she said, walking away.

He stared into his cup, cheeks warming.

He glanced up again — and froze.

The man was looking back.

Just a flicker of eye contact. Just long enough for something in Evan’s chest to shift.

He didn’t know the man’s name.

But for the first time in months, he felt awake.

And that scared him more than any night shift ever had.
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NOAH

Noah Kim typed another line into his spreadsheet, then deleted it. His fingers trembled slightly with the familiar morning anxiety. He took a sip of his latte, grounding himself.

He liked the café. It was predictable. Quiet. Safe.

Except for one thing.

The police officer.

Noah didn’t know his name, but he knew his routine. He arrived around 6:15 every morning, exhausted but composed. He ordered the same drink. Sat in the same seat. Looked out the window like he was memorizing the world.

He was handsome in a quiet way — steady, solid, gentle.

Noah tried not to stare.

But sometimes he did.

This morning, though, something was different.

Because when Noah looked up — the officer was already looking at him.

Their eyes met.

Just a moment.

Just long enough for Noah’s breath to catch.

He looked away quickly, cheeks burning.

He wasn’t used to being seen.

But the officer’s gaze hadn’t felt invasive.

It had felt... warm.

He risked another glance.

The officer was staring out the window now, but his posture was different — more alert. More aware.

Noah’s heart fluttered.

He didn’t know what this meant.

But for the first time in a long time, the morning didn’t feel heavy.

It felt like the beginning of something.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Noah

Work began as usual — fluorescent lights, burnt coffee, the clatter of keyboards. Noah slipped into his cubicle, took a breath, and reached for his laptop charger.

It wasn’t there.

Panic rose.

He must have left it at home.

Jordan peeked over the divider. “You okay? You look like you’re about to faint.”

“I forgot my charger,” Noah whispered.

Jordan blinked. “That’s it? Dude, I thought you were dying.”

“I have a deadline.”

“Borrow one.”

“They don’t have my model.”

“Go home.”

“I took the bus.”

Jordan winced. “Oof.”

Noah felt his chest tighten.

Then—

“Everything okay?”

Noah turned.

The officer.

In his office.

In uniform.

Looking at him with concern.

Noah’s breath caught.
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EVAN

Evan hadn’t planned on stopping by Noah’s office. But he’d seen Noah leave the café in a hurry, worry etched on his face.

He’d followed a quiet instinct.

“You okay?” he asked.

“I forgot my charger,” Noah said, embarrassed.

“That’s an easy fix,” Evan said. “I can drive you.”

Noah blinked. “What? No, I couldn’t—”

“You didn’t ask,” Evan said gently. “I offered.”

After a moment, Noah whispered, “Okay.”

They drove to Noah’s apartment. Noah retrieved his charger. They drove back.

“So... what do you do?” Evan asked.

“Data entry,” Noah said. “It’s not exciting.”

“Not everything has to be exciting to matter.”

Noah looked at him — really looked.

Something warm bloomed in his chest.
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CHAPTER THREE
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The Call

A noise complaint sent Evan and Maya to the Maple Street office complex.

Noah’s building.

Maya smirked. “Fate.”

“It’s a coincidence.”

“Sure.”

They escorted an intoxicated man out of the building.

As they passed a row of cubicles, Evan saw Noah peek out.

Just for a second.

Just long enough for their eyes to meet.

Maya whispered, “He’s adorable.”

Evan nearly tripped.
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THE HALLWAY

Evan returned upstairs.

Noah rounded the corner at the same time.

They froze.

“Hi,” Evan said softly.

“Hi,” Noah whispered.

On one end of the hallway, Maya pretended to read a bulletin board.

On the other, Jordan hid behind a water cooler.

Neither noticed the other.

“You okay?” Evan asked.

“Yeah,” Noah said. “Just surprised to see you.”

“Didn’t expect the call to be your floor.”

Their eyes met — warm, tentative.

“I’m sorry about the audience,” Evan murmured.

Noah laughed softly. “It’s okay.”

A quiet moment settled.

“So... tomorrow morning?” Evan asked.

Noah’s breath caught. “Yeah. Tomorrow.”

Evan smiled. “Good.”

Jordan silently fist-pumped.

Maya mouthed finally.

Noah covered his face. “They’re going to be unbearable.”

“Absolutely,” Evan said. “But we’ll survive.”
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CHAPTER FOUR
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The Next Morning

The café was quiet when Noah arrived. He chose their table and tried not to check the door every ten seconds.

He lasted eight.

Then Evan walked in.

“Morning,” Evan said, warm and soft.

“Hi,” Noah said, smiling before he could stop himself.

Mrs. Patel delivered their drinks with a wink. “Be cute.”

Noah nearly died.
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EASY CONVERSATION

They talked easily — about work, coworkers, raccoons, leftover reheating strategies. They laughed. A lot.

At one point, Noah said, “I like this.”

Evan looked up. “Yeah. Me too.”

Their eyes held.

Something shifted.

They reached for the sugar jar at the same time.

Their fingers brushed.

Neither pulled away.

Not at first.

When they finally did, both were bright red.
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WALKING TO WORK

Evan walked Noah to his building again.

“Thanks,” Noah said softly. “I like starting my day with you.”

Evan’s breath caught. “I like it too.”

They stood close — too close — until Noah whispered, “Tomorrow?”

“Tomorrow,” Evan said.
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THE INCIDENT DEBRIEF

At work, Noah learned the yelling man had been a fired employee from the second floor. The office buzzed with gossip.

At the precinct, Evan learned the man wouldn’t be charged. Maya teased him relentlessly.

“You’re glowing,” she said. “It’s disgusting.”
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TEXTING

That evening, Noah texted:

> Would you maybe want to hang out sometime?  

> Like... an actual date?

Evan replied:

> Yeah.  

> I’d really like that.

Noah smiled until his face hurt.
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CHAPTER FIVE
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Jordan Finds Out

Jordan screamed internally, externally, and spiritually when Noah told him about the date.

“You asked him out? YOU? I’m so proud I could cry.”

Noah hid in his hands. “Please stop.”

“Never.”
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MAYA FINDS OUT

Evan told Maya.

She screamed.

Then she called her wife.

Her wife screamed louder.

Within minutes, a babysitter was booked.

“We’re going full recon,” Maya’s wife declared.

Evan put his head on the desk. “I’m doomed.”

“You’re in love,” Maya corrected.
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CHAPTER SIX
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Getting Ready — Noah

Jordan supervised Noah’s outfit like a fashion-obsessed gremlin.

“That sweater says ‘soft but secretly hot.’ Perfect.”

Noah blushed. “Jordan.”

“You’re welcome.”
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GETTING READY — EVAN

Maya and her wife physically prevented Evan from wearing a plain T-shirt.

They put him in a fitted green button-down.

Both gasped.

“He’s hot,” Maya’s wife whispered.

Evan turned red. “Stop.”

“No,” Maya said. “You look incredible.”
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THE PICKUP

Evan arrived at Noah’s building.

Noah stepped outside.

They both forgot how to breathe.

“You look... really good,” Evan said.

“You too,” Noah whispered.
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THE SPIES

Across the street, Jordan crouched behind bushes with binoculars.

Maya and her wife appeared behind him like chaos spirits.

They stared at each other.

“You’re the coworker,” Maya said.

“You’re the partner,” Jordan replied.

Maya grinned. “We’re going to be best friends.”

Her wife added, “I brought snacks.”

They all dropped into unnecessary crouches.

The date had begun.

And so had the chaos.
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