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Chapter 1: The Same Sky
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The sky was the only thing that hadn’t changed.

Everything else felt provisional—boxes stacked by the door, the echo in the apartment when footsteps crossed the floor, the way time stretched and folded in on itself depending on how closely it was watched. The protagonist stood by the window with a mug that had gone cold, forehead resting lightly against the glass, and let their breath fog a small, imperfect circle into the evening.

They didn’t know yet whether this place would become home.

Below, the city moved with practiced indifference. Cars threaded through intersections. A couple laughed too loudly on the sidewalk. Somewhere, music leaked from an open window, thin and persistent. Life, ongoing. Untouched by the quiet weight that had settled just beneath their ribs.

They tilted their head back and followed the sky upward.

It was wide tonight—washed pale blue fading into dusk, clouds stretched thin like brushstrokes someone hadn’t quite finished. The kind of sky that made you aware of how small you were, but not in a cruel way. More like an invitation. You are here, it seemed to say. That is enough.

The protagonist had always found comfort in looking up. As a child, they’d learned early that people asked too many questions, or worse, assumed they already knew the answers. The sky never did that. It didn’t demand explanation. It didn’t require consistency. It allowed you to exist without insisting on shape.

They wrapped both hands around the mug and exhaled.

This move had been necessary—or at least inevitable. That’s what they told themselves when doubt crept in late at night. A new city meant fewer ghosts. Fewer rooms where old versions of themselves lingered in corners, half-remembered and aching. It meant possibility. It meant starting again without having to announce that was what they were doing.

Still, the ache of leaving had surprised them.

Not for a place, exactly. Not even for the people who had slowly drifted to the edges of their life, well-meaning but tired of not knowing what to say. The ache was quieter than that. More precise.

It was for something unfinished.

Their phone buzzed on the counter.

The sound startled them, sharp in the stillness. They didn’t move at first. Just stared at the screen lighting up the dim kitchen, the name already familiar enough to make their chest tighten.

They hadn’t expected the message tonight.

Finally, they crossed the room and picked up the phone, thumb hovering for a heartbeat before unlocking it.

Are you still awake?
I’m outside for a minute. The sky’s unreal.
A breath they hadn’t realized they were holding slipped free.

The protagonist smiled—small, instinctive. They typed back before they could second-guess it.

I am.
I was just looking at it too.
There was a pause. Three dots appeared. Disappeared. Appeared again.

Funny, the reply came. Feels like the same sky, even from here.

They leaned back against the counter, letting the words settle.

The same sky.

It wasn’t the first time they’d thought it. During the long weeks before the move, during conversations that stretched past midnight and into something softer, the idea had surfaced again and again. As if distance could be folded, just slightly, by the simple act of looking up at the same expanse of air and light.

They typed slowly.

It does.
Like it’s holding everything in place.
Another pause. This one longer.

Yeah, came the reply. Like it doesn’t matter where we are. It’s still there.

We.

The word landed gently, but it landed.

The protagonist closed their eyes for a moment, letting the sensation wash through them—not fear, not excitement exactly, but something steadier. Recognition, maybe. The feeling of being oriented toward someone without needing to explain why.

They had met months ago, briefly, in a way that should have been forgettable. A conversation that lingered too long. A shared glance that carried more curiosity than expectation. Afterward, messages had followed—unremarkable at first, then slowly threaded with attention. Neither of them had rushed to name what was happening. There had been no declarations, no probing questions. Just space. Careful, deliberate space.

That was what made it feel different.

The protagonist had learned to brace themselves when someone got close—to prepare for the moment when curiosity turned into demand. What are you, exactly? How do you want me to see you? Where do I put you?

This connection had never asked.

They stepped back to the window and pulled the curtain aside, phone still warm in their hand. The sky had deepened now, color draining into a softer blue-gray. Somewhere, stars would appear soon—not all at once, but gradually, as if testing whether they were welcome.

I’m glad you told me, they typed. About the sky, I mean.

The reply came almost immediately.

Me too.
It felt important.
Important. Another word that lingered.

They rested their shoulder against the wall and let themselves imagine—just for a moment—that somewhere else, under this same vastness, the other person was doing the same thing. Standing still. Looking up. Existing without needing to be reduced to a version that made sense to someone else.

The thought didn’t feel like longing. It felt like alignment.

Outside, the city lights flickered on one by one, refusing to compete with the sky, content to exist beneath it. The protagonist watched them glow and fade, feeling something in them loosen—not solved, not settled, but held.

Whatever came next—whatever shape this connection took, whatever names were never spoken or eventually chosen—this felt like a beginning.

Not because it promised certainty.

But because it made space.

They lifted their phone one last time and typed:

Goodnight.
We’ll look again tomorrow.
After sending it, they set the phone down and turned their face fully toward the window, letting the sky fill their vision.

Above everything else—distance, doubt, the quiet fear of being known—it remained.

Wide.
Unasking.
Enough.
And beneath it, they stood—exactly where they were—feeling, for the first time in a while, that they didn’t have to move just yet.
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Chapter 2: Somewhere Else, Also Looking Up
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They didn’t know exactly where the love interest was tonight.

The protagonist could have checked—scrolled back through messages, counted time zones, tried to triangulate location the way people did when they needed certainty. But instead, they stood on the narrow balcony outside their apartment, jacket pulled close, and let not-knowing remain intact.

The sky made it unnecessary.

It had deepened into a darker blue now, the last traces of daylight dissolving at the edges. A single star had appeared, tentative, as if unsure it wanted to commit. The air smelled faintly of rain that hadn’t arrived yet.

The protagonist rested their elbows on the railing and let their thoughts drift—not toward where the other person was, but toward how they existed in memory.

It was strange, how clearly they could recall them.

Not dramatic details. Not anything that would make for a good story. Just small, ordinary things. The way they’d tilted their head when listening. The way their voice softened instead of filling space. The fact that when conversation stalled, they hadn’t rushed to patch the silence.

The first time they’d met, the protagonist hadn’t expected anything from the interaction. It had been brief, incidental. A shared moment in a place neither of them lingered long. But something in the love interest’s presence had been... considerate. As if they were paying attention not just to words, but to what it cost to say them.

Later—much later—there had been a message.

Not flirtatious. Not careful. Just observant.

You seemed like someone who looks up a lot, it had said.

The protagonist had stared at their phone for a long time after that, surprised by how accurately it landed. Not because it named them, but because it noticed them without reaching.

They shifted their weight on the balcony, remembering.

Tonight, there were no new messages. No glowing screen to anchor their thoughts. Just the echo of the earlier exchange, still warm in their chest.

Somewhere else, they imagined, the love interest might be doing the same thing. Pausing. Standing near a window or outside a building that didn’t quite feel like home. Maybe they were between places too. Or maybe they were simply someone who understood the comfort of stopping long enough to notice the sky.

The protagonist smiled at the thought.

They had never asked many questions about each other’s lives. Not the kind people usually start with, anyway. Jobs. Histories. The words that came with expectations attached. Instead, they spoke in impressions. Feelings. What the day had been like without explaining why it had been that way.

It felt safer.

The protagonist had spent years learning how to compress themselves into something legible. They’d grown adept at offering explanations before they were asked, just to avoid the moment when curiosity turned sharp. This connection, in contrast, unfolded without demand. It left room for edges.

A breeze moved through the street below, lifting a scrap of paper and carrying it briefly into the air before letting it fall again. The protagonist watched it drift, thinking about how easy it was to let things exist without trying to hold them still.

Their phone vibrated softly in their hand.

They hadn’t realized they were holding it.

They looked down.

I keep thinking about what you said, the message read.
About the sky holding everything in place.
The protagonist’s breath caught, gentle and familiar.

They typed back slowly.

It does, though.
Even when everything else feels temporary.
Three dots appeared almost immediately.

Especially then, came the reply.
I’m standing outside right now. It’s cold. But I didn’t want to miss this.
Miss this.

Not you. Not us. Just this moment of shared awareness, stretched across space.

The protagonist leaned their forehead against the cool metal railing, closing their eyes. The night sounds of the city faded into something distant, unimportant.

They imagined the love interest somewhere under this same canopy of darkening blue, breath visible in the cold, looking up not to escape their life but to feel connected within it.

It wasn’t intimacy in the way stories usually described it. There was no urgency, no promise. Just presence, offered and received.

I’m glad you didn’t miss it, the protagonist replied.
It feels better knowing you’re here too.
A pause. Longer this time.

Then:

Yeah,
me too.
The protagonist let the phone rest against their chest, warmth seeping through fabric
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