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Becoming Visible 
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Chapter 1 – Unseen

[image: ]


Blake adjusted the scarf around his neck, tugging it higher to cover the faint shadow of stubble along his jawline. The city was alive as always—honking taxis, hurried footsteps, and the occasional street musician strumming an upbeat tune—but Blake felt like he was moving through it all as a ghost. Invisible.

At twenty-six, he had thought he’d have more of himself figured out by now. Early in his transition, every day was a small negotiation with the world and, often, with himself. Some mornings, he woke up feeling like the person he was meant to be. Other mornings, the reflection in the mirror seemed like someone else entirely, someone still trapped, still uncertain.

The coffee shop at the corner of 8th Avenue and Pine was his usual escape. The barista knew him by name, which made him feel a little less like a shadow. Today, he sat at his favorite table by the window, laptop open but mostly ignored, his fingers drumming anxiously against the keyboard. He watched people pass by, couples laughing, friends chatting, the city oblivious to the small dramas playing out inside its walls.

Blake’s eyes lingered on a woman walking her dog, the leash stretching taut as the dog pulled eagerly ahead. He envied the ease with which she moved through the world—seen, acknowledged, confident. He sipped his coffee, feeling the warmth spread through him, and tried to remind himself that this was a journey. Visibility wasn’t instant. It was incremental, a series of small victories.

Then he noticed him.

A man at the next table, leaning over a notebook, pen moving fast. There was something magnetic in the way he concentrated, his dark hair falling into his eyes. Blake felt a jolt he didn’t quite understand, a curious mix of intrigue and nervous excitement. He looked away quickly, hoping the flush in his cheeks wasn’t too obvious.

“Hey,” a voice interrupted his spiraling thoughts. “Do you know if this place does oat milk?”

Blake blinked and looked up. The man from the notebook was standing there, smiling, casual, like he belonged here. Something about the way he tilted his head, the soft curve of his smile—it made Blake’s heart skip. He realized he hadn’t even answered the question.

“Uh... yeah, they do,” Blake managed, his voice sounding foreign to his own ears. “I think the barista is making it right now.”

“Thanks,” the man said, moving toward the counter but glancing back once. “I’m Alex, by the way.”

Blake swallowed hard, the name sticking in his mind like a spark. “Blake.”

The exchange was fleeting, but for Blake, it lingered. Something about Alex made the world seem both larger and smaller at the same time—larger because there was someone who could possibly see him, and smaller because he didn’t know yet if he could be seen safely.

He closed his laptop, forcing himself to focus on something mundane—email, errands, the hum of the city—but the name Alex echoed in his mind like a promise. For the first time in a long while, Blake felt a flicker of possibility, a reminder that maybe, just maybe, being visible wasn’t as impossible as he feared.

For now, though, he would remain unseen. But tomorrow, he thought, maybe tomorrow would be different.
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Chapter 2 – Reflection
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Back in his tiny apartment, Blake sank into the worn armchair by the window, the city lights flickering through the blinds like a private constellation. He pulled his journal onto his lap, the leather cover soft from years of use. Writing had always been his refuge, a place where he could be fully, unguardedly himself.

He flipped to a blank page and hesitated. How do you capture a moment that felt like it could change everything? He glanced at the coffee-stained page across from it, filled with notes on hormone schedules and therapy appointments, reminders of a life in transition. But tonight, he wanted to write something different—something raw.

There’s a guy... Alex. I don’t even know him, really, but... something about him.

Blake paused, tapping his pen against his lips. His chest tightened, a mixture of excitement and anxiety. He wasn’t used to feeling this way about anyone, let alone someone who seemed out of reach. There was the obvious barrier—their worlds weren’t meant to collide, not easily. And yet, he couldn’t stop thinking about that brief exchange at the coffee shop.

He wrote, letting the words spill onto the page without judgment. He smiled at me. Not just polite—like he actually saw me. I felt... lighter, I think. Like I wasn’t just... here. Invisible, like I usually am.

The pen paused again. Blake’s stomach fluttered as he relived the moment, the nervous brush of recognition that felt like possibility. He’d spent so much of his life shrinking himself, keeping quiet, making himself small so he wouldn’t be noticed or questioned. And now, here was someone who, in the span of a few words, had made him feel like he could be bigger.

A soft knock at the door pulled him from his thoughts. Startled, he set the journal down. “Who’s there?”

“Delivery for you,” said the voice of the young man outside. Blake opened the door to find a package in his hands. Nothing unusual—he’d been expecting a few online orders—but the delivery man’s bright smile lingered in his mind.

“Thanks,” Blake muttered, closing the door.

He leaned against it, heart still beating faster than it should. Maybe it wasn’t Alex this time, maybe it wasn’t anything at all, but Blake felt the familiar spark of curiosity and nervous excitement—the way anticipation wrapped itself around him, reminding him that life could be more than survival. It could be connection, risk, discovery.

Returning to the chair, Blake opened his journal again. I don’t know where this will go. I don’t even know if I’m ready for it. But maybe... maybe that’s the point. To feel it, even if it’s scary. To let myself exist fully, even for a moment.

As he wrote, he realized something else: being visible wasn’t just about how the world saw him. It was about acknowledging himself, in all the messy, exhilarating ways he was learning to be.

And with that thought, Blake made a quiet promise to himself. Tomorrow, he would look for signs. Tomorrow, he would let the curiosity grow.

For the first time in a long time, he felt a flicker of hope—small, fragile, but unmistakably there.
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Chapter 3 – Crossing Paths
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Blake adjusted his blazer nervously as he entered the conference room. The hum of conversation, the clinking of coffee cups, and the occasional laugh filled the space. Work events always made him a little uneasy, a mix of excitement and self-consciousness. Being early in his transition, he was hyper-aware of how he presented himself—the way he spoke, the tone of his voice, the length of his hair. Every detail felt amplified under other people’s eyes.

He was scanning the room for a familiar face when he spotted Alex.

It wasn’t just the recognition that stopped him; it was the effect Alex seemed to have on him—calm, self-assured, magnetic. Alex was standing near the back, chatting with a small group, a notebook tucked under one arm, pen in hand. Blake felt a flutter in his chest, part nerves, part anticipation.

He hesitated for a moment, unsure whether to approach. But before he could decide, Alex looked up, and their eyes met. The smile that crossed Alex’s face made Blake’s breath hitch, a spark of warmth that felt impossible to ignore.

“Blake, right?” Alex said, stepping closer. There was something in the way he said it—friendly, casual, yet with a subtle intensity that made Blake’s pulse quicken.

“Yes,” Blake replied, trying to sound composed. “Uh... hi.”

“Glad you could make it,” Alex said. “I didn’t expect to see anyone I knew here.”

Blake chuckled nervously, feeling the familiar mix of excitement and anxiety. There was an ease to Alex’s presence, a way of making Blake feel both seen and uncomfortably exposed at the same time.

They lingered near the refreshments, talking about mundane things at first—work, the city, the weather—but the conversation gradually became more personal. Every laugh, every shared glance, seemed to pull them closer, creating an invisible current of connection that Blake hadn’t anticipated.

And yet... the moment was tinged with tension. Blake felt it—the unspoken barrier between them. Alex was brilliant, captivating, and completely out of reach in some ways. Maybe it was the workplace, maybe it was social circles, maybe it was something else entirely. Whatever it was, the connection was undeniable, but Blake knew it was complicated.

“Listen,” Alex said, lowering his voice just slightly, “I don’t know how often we’ll run into each other, but... I’m glad we did today.” There was a pause, a fleeting hesitation, as if Alex wanted to say more but held back.

Blake nodded, feeling a mix of relief and longing. “Me too.”

As they went their separate ways, Blake couldn’t shake the feeling that this was only the beginning. There was something magnetic about Alex, something that drew him in despite the rules, the risks, the uncertainty. The forbidden nature of it made his heart race in a way he hadn’t expected.

Walking back to his desk later that day, Blake reflected on the encounter. Being visible wasn’t just about
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