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    To everyone who has ever looked back and wished they could relive one more ordinary day.
For the friends who became family, the first loves we never forget, the laughter that echoed through school hallways, and the memories that seemed small until time revealed how precious they were.
And to those unseen guardians—whether faith, family, or friendship—who quietly walked beside us while we learned who we were becoming.
This book is for you.


    



  	
        
            
            The boy who once hid beneath a blue blanket must learn to step into the man he is becoming.
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Chapter One

A New Beginning
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The first day of high school arrived faster than Noah expected.

It felt like only yesterday he had been sitting in the gym at middle school graduation, listening to names being called while wondering where the time had gone. Now summer was over, the mornings were cooler, and a brand-new school waited for him on the other side of town.

Noah stood in front of the bathroom mirror, adjusting the collar of his shirt. He wasn’t nervous. At least, that’s what he kept telling himself.

Samuel leaned against the bedroom wall. Or at least he appeared to. Watchers didn’t really get tired. They didn’t need to sit or lean or rest. But after nearly fifteen years of watching Noah, Samuel had picked up a few habits.

“You’ve checked your hair six times,” Samuel said.

Noah ran a hand through it again.

Samuel smiled. “Seven.”

Of course, Noah couldn’t hear him.

Noah grabbed his backpack and headed downstairs. His mother was already making breakfast while his father sat at the kitchen table finishing a cup of coffee. The smell of bacon filled the house.

Everything felt normal.

Which somehow made the day feel even stranger.

His mother looked up as he entered the kitchen.

“Nervous?”

“No.”

“You sure?”

“Yep.”

She laughed.

“Your father said the same thing before his first day of high school.”

His father looked up.

“I wasn’t nervous.”

“Sure you weren’t.”

Noah smiled despite himself. The familiar banter helped. For a moment, it felt like any other morning.

Then he looked at the clock.

And remembered.

High school.
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The school was enormous.

At least compared to middle school.

The parking lot seemed endless. The building looked twice as large. Students moved in every direction as they poured toward the entrance.

Freshmen. Sophomores. Juniors. Seniors.

Some looked confident. Some looked terrified. Some looked like they had already been awake for three days.

Noah climbed out of the truck and stared at the front entrance.

Samuel appeared beside him.

“Well.”

Noah adjusted his backpack.

“Yep.”

“That’s definitely a building.”

Noah took a deep breath. Then another.

Then he headed inside.

The hallways were packed. Lockers stretched endlessly in both directions. Voices bounced off the walls. Everywhere Noah looked, there were people.

More people than he thought existed in one school.

Someone bumped into him. Another student hurried past. A teacher directed traffic near a stairwell.

Chaos.

Complete chaos.

Then a familiar voice cut through the noise.

“Noah!”

He turned and immediately spotted Ethan weaving through the crowd with a huge grin on his face.

“Tell me I’m not the only one completely lost.”

Noah laughed.

“You’re definitely not.”

“Good.”

Ethan looked around.

“We’ve been here five minutes and I already have no idea where anything is.”

“Same.”

Samuel noticed some of the tension leave Noah’s shoulders. That was Ethan’s gift. He made things feel manageable even when they weren’t.

Then another voice joined them.

“Found you.”

Both boys turned.

Maya stood nearby with her backpack slung over one shoulder. Despite the chaos around them, she looked perfectly calm.

“How?” Ethan asked. “We’ve been looking for each other for ten minutes.”

“I followed Noah’s panic.”

Noah rolled his eyes.

“I wasn’t panicking.”

Maya smiled.

“Sure.”

Ethan laughed.

Samuel did too, even if nobody else could hear it.
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Their first classes came and went. Teachers explained rules, handed out syllabi, and talked about expectations. Most of it blended together, but Noah paid attention.

High school felt different.

The teachers treated students differently too. Less like children and more like people who were expected to figure things out on their own.

That realization both excited and terrified him.

By lunchtime, Noah felt like he’d already lived through an entire week.

The cafeteria looked like a stadium. Tables stretched across the room. Students filled nearly every seat. Noise echoed everywhere.

Ethan looked horrified.

“This is impossible.”

“It can’t be that bad.”

“It’s that bad.”

Maya pointed toward an empty table.

“Let’s just sit before someone else takes it.”

The three of them settled into their seats. For a moment, everything felt familiar again.

Just like middle school.

Only bigger.

Around them, hundreds of conversations blended into a single roar.

Noah looked around the room and realized something.

Nobody cared who he used to be.

Nobody knew about the hallway incident.

Nobody knew about Tyler.

Nobody knew about awkward middle-school dances.

Nobody knew any of it.

For the first time in years, Noah wasn’t carrying a reputation.

He was just Noah.

The thought surprised him.

Samuel noticed.

Because Noah sat a little straighter afterward.
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After lunch, things got easier.

He found his classes, met a few new people, learned which hallways to avoid, and discovered which teachers seemed cool.

Slowly, the building became less intimidating.

Not small.

Never small.

Just possible.

By the time the final bell rang, Noah was exhausted.

Students poured into the parking lot. Relieved laughter filled the air as everyone escaped for the day.

Ethan immediately appeared beside him.

“We survived.”

“Barely.”

“I thought that math teacher was going to assign homework until graduation.”

Maya joined them.

“I liked her.”

“You would.”

“That’s because I’m smarter than you.”

Ethan pointed dramatically.

“See? This is what I deal with.”

Noah laughed.

A real laugh.

The kind that came easily.

The kind that hadn’t always come easily.

Samuel watched them standing together in the afternoon sunlight and found himself thinking about the little boy he’d first met all those years ago.

The boy who hid behind couches.

The boy wrapped in a blue blanket.

The boy who was scared of almost everything.

That boy still existed somewhere inside Noah.

But he wasn’t leading anymore.

Something else was.

Confidence.

Experience.

Growth.

Noah looked back at the school before climbing into his truck. The building didn’t seem quite as intimidating now.

Still big.

Still unknown.

But manageable.

A challenge.

Not a threat.

As he started the engine, Samuel smiled.

Because Noah was right about one thing.

Today was a beginning.

But it wasn’t just the beginning of high school.

It was the beginning of becoming the man Noah would one day be.

And for the first time in a long time, Samuel wasn’t worried about whether Noah could handle what was ahead.

He already knew he could.

The road home stretched before them, and together—seen and unseen—they headed toward whatever came next.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two

The Girl Beside Him
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By the third week of school, high school no longer felt enormous.

It still felt big.

But not impossible.

Noah knew where his classes were. He knew which stairwell got crowded between periods and which hallway to avoid when the upperclassmen were changing classes. He knew which teachers assigned too much homework and which ones actually made class interesting.

Most importantly, he had settled into a routine.

Every morning he met Ethan near the front entrance.

Every afternoon he and Maya walked together to the parking lot.

Life had found a rhythm.

And for once, Noah was enjoying it.

Samuel noticed.

It was one of the first times in years that he wasn’t constantly worrying about something.

No bullies.

No major disasters.

No near-supernatural accidents.

Just normal life.

Which, Samuel had learned, was often the greatest gift of all.

It was Friday afternoon when Ethan finally got tired of watching Noah and Maya act ridiculous.

The three of them were sitting together at lunch when Ethan slammed his tray onto the table dramatically.

“That’s it.”

Noah looked up.

“What’s it?”

“You two.”

Maya frowned.

“What did we do?”

Ethan pointed at both of them.

“You’ve been dating for almost a month.”

Noah blinked.

“Okay?”

“And somehow you’ve only gone on one actual date.”

Maya looked at Noah.

Noah looked at Maya.

Neither of them spoke.

Ethan leaned back in his chair.

“See? That’s exactly what I’m talking about.”

Samuel laughed.

Ethan wasn’t wrong.

The two of them spent nearly every day together, yet somehow neither one seemed capable of planning anything.

“We’ve been busy,” Noah said.

Ethan groaned.

“That’s the worst excuse I’ve ever heard.”

“It is not.”

“It absolutely is.”

Maya smiled.

“What would you suggest then?”

Ethan pointed toward the exit.

“Go somewhere.”

“That’s your advice?”

“Yes.”

Noah shook his head.

“You’re incredibly helpful.”

“I know.”

Samuel couldn’t help smiling.

Some things never changed.
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The following evening, Noah found himself standing awkwardly on Maya’s front porch.

A small bouquet of flowers rested in one hand.

The other hand was shoved into his pocket.

He had been standing there for nearly thirty seconds.

Samuel sighed.

“You’ve faced bullies, middle school dances, and public embarrassment.”

Noah adjusted the flowers.

“But apparently ringing a doorbell is where we draw the line.”

Of course, Noah couldn’t hear him.

After another few seconds, Noah finally pressed the button.

The door opened almost immediately.

Maya smiled.

And suddenly Noah forgot every nervous thought he’d been having.

“Hi.”

“Hey.”

There was a brief silence.

Then Maya glanced down.

“Are those for me?”

Noah looked at the flowers.

“Oh.”

Smooth.

Very smooth.

Samuel covered his face.

Noah quickly handed them over.

“Yeah.”

Maya laughed.

“They’re beautiful.”

The nervousness eased immediately.

Just like it always seemed to around her.
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An hour later they were walking through a small shopping center near town.

The sun was beginning to set.
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