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Chapter 1 – Unexpected Collision
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Gregory tightened the laces on his running shoes, the early morning chill biting at his skin as he stretched along the quiet park path. Every morning was the same: measured breaths, steady pace, and the endless rhythm of his feet against the pavement. Discipline was everything. Control was everything.

And then there was Tim.

He appeared out of nowhere—or, at least, that’s how it felt. The rebel with a crooked grin and a mop of unruly dark hair, weaving erratically through the jogging path as if the rules of gravity didn’t apply to him. Gregory’s precise route and Tim’s chaotic trajectory collided with a literal bump.

“Whoa!” Gregory stumbled, catching himself against the stranger’s shoulder.

Tim barely flinched, grinning like it was entirely Gregory’s fault. “Hey, careful there, runner boy,” he said, his voice carrying a teasing lilt. “Didn’t know this path was for elite athletes only.”

Gregory blinked, his chest tightening—not just from the sudden stop. He studied Tim, taking in the crooked smile, the spark in his eyes, the casual confidence that seemed to defy every rule Gregory had ever lived by. “Excuse me,” he said stiffly, adjusting his posture, though every instinct screamed that this was far from an ordinary encounter.

“You’re all tense, huh?” Tim said, stepping back and flipping his hair out of his face. “Relax a little. Life’s too short to run like you’re training for the Olympics every day.”

Gregory bristled, though he felt a strange heat rising to his cheeks. “I... I have a schedule,” he muttered, unsure why he even felt the need to explain.

“Ah, a man of routine,” Tim replied, his grin widening. “I like that. Or maybe I’ll just try to ruin it.”

Gregory opened his mouth to reply, but no words came. Instead, Tim laughed—a low, effortless sound that made Gregory’s pulse stutter in a way that had nothing to do with running.

They lingered in the quiet morning, two very different worlds pressed together on the narrow path. Gregory noticed the way Tim’s eyes seemed to follow him, curious and teasing all at once. It made him uncomfortable. Intrigued. Nervous. He wasn’t entirely sure which feeling was stronger.

“Look,” Gregory said finally, straightening and adjusting his armband. “I need to... continue my run.”

Tim tilted his head, mock disappointment in his gaze. “Sure you do. But maybe I’ll see you around again, runner boy. Don’t get too used to being so... perfect.”

Gregory’s jaw tightened. “I’m not perfect.”

“You might be,” Tim said softly, just close enough that Gregory felt it in his chest. Then, without warning, he veered off the path, disappearing down a side trail.

Gregory exhaled, chest still tight. He shouldn’t have noticed how easily Tim’s words lingered in his mind. He shouldn’t have felt a sudden itch to run faster—not just for training, but to catch up. And yet, somewhere beneath the tension and discipline, a spark had been lit, and Gregory knew this morning encounter was only the beginning.
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Chapter 2 – Friction and Curiosity
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Gregory couldn’t stop thinking about the unexpected collision that morning. Every step of his run, every measured breath, seemed to echo Tim’s crooked grin and teasing words. It was infuriating. How could someone so reckless—so undeniably chaotic—leave such a mark on him with just a few minutes of their presence?

He shook his head, trying to return to his routine, to his focus. Running was simple: rhythm, endurance, discipline. It didn’t involve messy emotions or unpredictable encounters. And yet...

Later that day, at the local café he frequented after his morning run, Gregory found himself sitting across from Tim. Fate, or bad luck, had conspired against him. Tim had chosen the same small table by the window, spinning a coffee cup between his fingers with casual ease.

“Well, well,” Tim said, a playful smile tugging at his lips. “Fancy seeing you here. Didn’t expect a man like you to leave the track.”

Gregory stiffened, sitting taller, trying to hide the flinch that wasn’t entirely from surprise. “I... come here often,” he said carefully, avoiding Tim’s gaze.

Tim leaned back, observing him like a cat studying a cornered bird. “Sure you do. You like structure, don’t you? Predictability.”

“I prefer routine,” Gregory corrected, his tone clipped. But he couldn’t stop himself from noticing how Tim’s dark eyes glimmered with amusement, how his smile seemed to tease out something inside him he didn’t want to admit existed.

Tim reached over the table casually, just brushing the back of Gregory’s hand with his fingertips. “I like that about you. You’re... controlled. Balanced. Stable. It’s... rare.”

Gregory jerked his hand back, startled. His pulse raced, and for once, he didn’t know how to hide it. “I’m not... rare. I’m ordinary,” he muttered, avoiding Tim’s gaze.

Tim tilted his head, leaning forward slightly, his voice dropping to a softer tone. “Ordinary? Maybe. But you’re fascinating. I can’t quite figure you out, and that... drives me a little crazy.”

Gregory swallowed, trying to steady himself. “I... I have to go,” he said abruptly, standing before he could say something he might regret.

Tim didn’t move, just watched him with that unreadable expression. “I’ll see you around, runner boy,” he said lightly. “Try not to fall in love with me before you even know me.”

Gregory’s chest tightened as he walked away, every step an internal battle. He couldn’t deny the pull he felt toward Tim—chaotic, reckless, infuriating Tim. But he also couldn’t give in. Not yet. Not when his world ran on discipline and rules, and Tim existed purely to challenge both.

And yet... as much as he tried to ignore it, the thought of Tim’s smile lingered longer than it should have.
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Chapter 3 – Crossing Paths
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Gregory had thought he could avoid chaos. He had thought he could stay on his carefully plotted path, both on the track and in life. But fate—or perhaps sheer bad luck—seemed determined to prove him wrong.

It began with a drizzle. The kind of morning mist that barely soaked the ground but left everything feeling damp, slippery, and unpredictable. Gregory had planned an early run, hoping to stay ahead of the city’s rush, but the mist had made the park path slick. He moved cautiously, focusing on every step, every breath, every heartbeat.

And then, he saw Tim.

Of course he did. Tim, striding along the path with the kind of abandon Gregory had never understood, his dark hair damp from the mist, a grin plastered on his face as if the rain were nothing more than an invitation. He waved at Gregory—carefree, irrepressible, infuriating.

Gregory’s chest tightened. “Why is it always him?” he muttered under his breath, gripping the straps of his running bag a little tighter.

Tim waved again and jogged toward him, not slowing down. “Hey, runner boy! Fancy seeing you out here!”

Gregory groaned inwardly. He wanted to say something curt, something formal, something to establish boundaries. But as Tim skidded slightly on the wet path, arms flailing for balance, Gregory couldn’t help himself. He reached out instinctively, steadying him with a firm grip.

Tim’s eyes met his, sparkling with amusement. “Saved me? Huh, I didn’t know disciplined runners were also heroic.”

“Don’t make a habit of it,” Gregory said, releasing him immediately. But he didn’t step away fast enough to avoid the spark of electricity that seemed to pass between them.

The drizzle grew heavier, evolving into a sudden downpour. Gregory cursed under his breath as his carefully planned run turned into a soggy battle against the elements. Tim, predictably, didn’t seem to care at all. He stretched his arms out as if embracing the rain, laughing like it was the best thing in the world.

“You’re insane,” Gregory shouted over the rain, though part of him was marveling at how effortlessly Tim seemed to enjoy it.

“And you’re too serious,” Tim shot back, still grinning, though now shivering slightly. “Come on, lighten up! Let’s find some shelter.”

Gregory hesitated. Shelter meant breaking his routine, and breaking his routine was the last thing he should do. But Tim’s easy confidence—and the subtle tug of curiosity he felt—was too tempting to resist.

Together, they sprinted toward a nearby café with a small awning, slippery puddles splashing around their shoes. By the time they reached it, both were soaked, Gregory’s hair plastered to his forehead, Tim’s dark curls forming little rivulets along his cheeks. They laughed, breathless, the shared adrenaline forming an unexpected bond.

Gregory shook his head as he pulled the door open. “I can’t believe this is happening.”

Tim grinned, unbothered by their drenched state. “Relax. It’s an adventure.”

The café was quiet, warm, and smelled of freshly brewed coffee. Gregory took a seat at a small corner table, wringing out his soaked running shirt, while Tim perched casually on the edge of the chair opposite him, still grinning.

“So...” Tim began, leaning on the table and giving him that infuriatingly easy look. “You run every day at the crack of dawn and live in a world of rules and schedules. Fascinating.”

Gregory felt heat rise to his ears. “It’s called discipline,” he said defensively, though his voice lacked conviction.

Tim tilted his head, studying him. “Discipline, huh? Sounds... lonely.”

Gregory blinked. The word cut deeper than he expected. Loneliness wasn’t something he admitted, even to himself. “I... it’s... I have a routine that works,” he muttered, avoiding Tim’s gaze.

Tim’s smile softened slightly. “I get it. I really do. I’ve got my own kind of... chaos, I guess. But I’d rather take chances than follow a path someone else drew for me. You’d probably think I’m reckless.”

Gregory’s curiosity pricked, despite himself. He leaned back slightly, taking in Tim’s energy—the confidence, the unapologetic free-spiritedness. “You... don’t think about the consequences?” he asked cautiously.

Tim shrugged. “Sometimes. Sometimes not. But the thrill’s in the now, isn’t it? Life’s too short to wait for the perfect conditions. You... you seem like the kind who waits forever.”

Gregory exhaled slowly
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