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To those who survived quietly.
To those we lost before we could say enough.
To anyone who ever wondered if they were still seen.
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Preface

This story is a work of fiction. The characters, events, and conversations have been shaped to serve the narrative.
But the heart of this book is real.
Still Seen was born from lived moments. From fear that doesn’t announce itself. From faith tested in places no one prepares you for. From the kind of silence that settles into a hospital room when joy and loss stand too close together.

My wife almost lost her life giving birth to our second miracle baby. After years of being told it would be difficult for her to conceive due to polycystic ovaries, we learned early how to carry hope carefully. What we did not expect was how quickly celebration could turn into survival. Or how fragile everything could feel in the moments meant to define happiness.

There are experiences that don’t leave you. They reshape you. They ask questions you don’t know how to answer out loud. They live in your body long after the moment passes.

This book lives in that space.

It is about grief that goes unnoticed. About men who don’t always know how to speak their pain. About love that survives interruption. About faith that doesn’t always sound confident, but remains present anyway.

Most of all, it is about being seen. Not applauded. Not understood completely. Just seen, in the middle of fear, growth, doubt, and becoming.

If you have ever felt invisible while holding everything together, this story is for you.

You are still seen.

Author’s Note

This book took longer to write than I expected. Not because the story was unclear, but because some parts of it asked me to slow down and sit with things I had learned to move past quickly.

Still Seen is not a retelling of my life, but it carries pieces of it. Pieces of fear, faith, love, grief, and the quiet work it takes to keep going when the world doesn’t pause for you. Some moments were imagined. Some were reshaped. Others were written as honestly as I could manage without turning this story into something it was never meant to be.

I wrote this book for people who don’t always know how to explain what they’re carrying. For the ones who show up, provide, protect, and perform while feeling unseen inside their own lives. For the families learning how to breathe again after loss. For anyone who has ever been strong because they didn’t believe they had another option.

If this story resonates, I hope it doesn’t just remind you of pain, but of resilience. Of the way faith can exist alongside doubt. Of how healing doesn’t always look like closure, but sometimes looks like presence.

Thank you for trusting this story. Thank you for holding space for it.

And most of all, thank you for being here.
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Chapter One

Revelation

Jason hadn’t left the house in weeks. Not really. Work didn’t count. Work was muscle memory. Wake up, commute, nod at people, come home. The house stayed dim even during the day, blinds half-closed like the place was squinting at the world. Silence filled the rooms in a way that felt loud. The breakup hadn’t been loud at all. No shouting. No drawn-out explanations. Just the moment.
The door opening. The wrong body in the bed. The understanding that something had ended without asking his permission. After that, Jason learned how to disappear in plain sight.
At night, he read the Bible. Slowly. Not searching for answers as much as somewhere to sit with the questions. He’d grown up around faith, knew the rhythms of it, but this felt different. Less ceremonial. More desperate. When he reached Revelation, something shifted. It wasn’t fear that moved him. It was clarity. A sense that isolation wasn’t protection anymore. That staying hidden was starting to feel like disobedience. So he closed the book. Put on real clothes. Picked up his keys. And drove.

Spencer’s house was alive before Jason even reached the front steps. Laughter spilled onto the sidewalk. Music pulsed through the walls, bass low and steady. People crowded the porch, drinks in hand, smoke curling upward into the night. Jason hesitated, hand on the door frame. Then he stepped inside. The room was thick with motion. Conversations overlapping. Music changing mid-thought. Someone shouting toward the kitchen. Someone else dancing like nobody was watching even though everyone was.

Spencer spotted him and cut through the crowd with a grin. “Look who finally remembered he got family.” Jason smiled, smaller than he used to. “Just needed to see you.” Spencer clapped him on the shoulder. “You here now. That’s what matters. Drink, eat, do something reckless.” Jason laughed softly. “We’ll see.” He drifted through the room, nodding at faces he half-recognized, letting the music carry him without asking anything in return. That’s when he noticed her. She wasn’t loud about her presence. Didn’t need to be. Sitting slightly apart, drink untouched, posture relaxed but alert. Her eyes met his for a second too long to be accidental. Then she looked away, like she hadn’t meant to.

Jason felt it then. That pull. Not urgency. Recognition. He checked his phone to buy himself a second. No new messages. No emergencies. Just quiet. He walked over. “Hey,” he said, voice calm. “Mind if I sit?” She looked up, studied him, then nodded. “Sure.” “I’m Jason.” “Megan.” They shook hands. Her grip was warm, steady. “So,” he said, glancing around, “what brings you here tonight?”

She smiled, a little crooked. “My cousin needed an excuse to leave early.”

Jason chuckled. “Solid reason.”

They talked without rushing. About nothing important. About everything adjacent to important. She laughed easily, but there was a carefulness underneath it, like she chose her words with intention.

A woman leaned in suddenly. “Meg, I’m almost ready.”

Megan sighed. “Of course you are.”

Jason raised an eyebrow. “I’m guessing that’s my timer.”

“Looks like it.”

“How much time do I have?”

She glanced at her phone. “Fourteen minutes.”

“Plenty,” he said. “Enough to get your number.”

She laughed, reached for his phone. “Let’s see.”

She typed it in, handed the phone back. “Use it wisely.”

Then she stood, paused, and glanced back over her shoulder just long enough to be intentional.

Jason stayed seated, heart doing something unfamiliar.

Later, driving home, the city lights blurred past him. He didn’t turn the radio on. Didn’t reach for his phone.

He just drove.

Something had cracked open. Not healed. Not fixed. But open enough to let air in.

At the same time, Megan sat in the passenger seat of her cousin’s car, watching the city retreat through the window.

“You okay?” her cousin asked.

“Yeah,” Megan said. After a beat, “I think so.”

She didn’t explain the weight she carried home with her. The unfinished life waiting behind her front door. The man she was disentangling herself from slowly, carefully, out of necessity more than comfort.

She only knew one thing for sure.

That conversation had lingered.
And some moments, however small, marked the beginning of change.
Jason pulled into his driveway and sat there for a moment before going inside.

The house felt different.

Still quiet.
But no longer closed.
He went to bed with his phone face down on the nightstand and slept without dreams for the first time in weeks.

Morning came late and fast.

Jason woke to light slicing through the blinds and the sharp, unwelcome realization that his alarm hadn’t gone off. His phone buzzed in his hand before he even checked the time. Five missed calls. All from his manager.

He swore quietly, rolled out of bed, and pulled on clothes without thinking. Toothbrush. Keys. Wallet. The mirror caught him for half a second. He looked tired, but not hollow. That felt new.

He made it to work just in time to slide into his seat, breath still uneven, mind already racing ahead to meetings and deliverables. The day swallowed him the way it always did. Emails. Deadlines. Conversations that required presence without intimacy.

Still, her name floated up between tasks.

Megan.

He didn’t text her. Not yet. He told himself he didn’t want to rush anything. That some things needed space to breathe.

Across town, Megan stood in her kitchen staring at a sink full of dishes that weren’t hers alone. Morning light revealed the parts of her life she usually kept blurred. Josh moved through the apartment shirtless, unbothered, already loud without saying anything.

“You going out later?” he asked, opening the fridge.

“Yeah,” she said. “Work stuff.”

He smirked. “Must be nice.”

She didn’t respond. She grabbed her bag, stepped out onto the balcony, and let the door slide shut behind her. The air was cool. Quiet. She pulled out her sketchbook and let her hands move without thinking, painting shapes that felt like distance.

Her phone vibrated.

Unknown Number.

She stared at it for a second, then smiled despite herself.

Jason:
Hope work’s not too crazy. Just wanted to say I enjoyed meeting you.
She typed back slowly.

Megan:
It was nice meeting you too.
That was it. No pressure. No explanation.

But the bridge had been built.

Over the next few days, the messages came in quietly. A joke about a song playing on the radio. A photo of a terrible lunch. A shared laugh stretched across hours instead of minutes. They didn’t pry. They didn’t demand.

They just showed up.

When they finally met again, it was midday. A small café halfway between their worlds. Jason arrived early, ordered coffee, chose a seat by the window. Megan walked in carrying her calm with her, sunlight catching in her hair.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hey.”

They sat. Talked. Paused. Let silence sit without scrambling to fill it.

Spencer texted Jason midway through.

You different lately. In a good way.

Jason smiled and didn’t answer right away.

That evening, Jason pulled up outside Megan’s place to take her to dinner. Josh was there. Of course he was. Wandering around in boxer briefs like it was a performance. Saying things just loud enough to be heard. Blocking the bathroom door while Megan tried to get ready.

Jason stayed calm. Steady. Present.

When Megan finally stepped out, dressed and composed, Jason met her eyes and held them.

“You ready?” he asked.

She nodded.

They walked past Josh without ceremony. No scene. No victory lap. Just air between them and the door closing behind.

Dinner was slow and warm. Megan talked about her past without unloading it. Jason listened without fixing it. He didn’t interrupt. Didn’t rush her through the hard parts.

“That must’ve been heavy,” he said when she finished.

“It was,” she admitted. “Still is sometimes.”

“I get that,” he said quietly.

She believed him.

As the night wore on, music crept into the conversation. Jason mentioned work without posturing. Megan talked about art like it was something alive. Names surfaced. Projects. Possibilities.

The world was circling back in.

Later, driving her home, Megan rested her head against the seat and watched the road stretch ahead.

“This feels different,” she said.

Jason nodded. “It does.”

Neither of them said what it meant.

But both of them felt the choice forming.

And somewhere between the stoplights and the quiet hum of the engine, the butterflies began to close, not with certainty, but with intention.

Sometimes, that’s enough.

Jason didn’t kiss her that night.

The car idled outside Megan’s building, headlights washing the brick in a soft, indifferent glow. The moment hung there, delicate, the kind that could shatter if rushed.

“Thanks for dinner,” she said.

“Anytime,” he replied. Then, after a beat, “I mean that.”

She smiled. Not wide. Not performative. Real.

Megan stepped out, closed the door gently, and walked inside without looking back. Jason waited until the lobby light swallowed her before pulling away. His chest felt tight, but not anxious. Full. Like something had been set down inside him instead of taken.

Later, alone at the kitchen table, he opened a notebook he hadn’t touched in years. The first page was blank, accusatory. He stared at it, pen hovering, then finally wrote one sentence.

I don’t know how to slow down.

He closed the book immediately, heart pounding, like he’d confessed something dangerous.

Across town, Megan lay awake beside Josh, his back turned, phone lighting his face in quick flashes. She stared at the ceiling and thought about how quiet Jason had been. How careful. How present.

She thought about how strange it felt to be seen without being consumed.

The next morning came with routine and responsibility. Jason packed his lunch, answered emails before eight. Megan moved through her day with a lighter step, sketchbook tucked under her arm like a secret.

They didn’t text until late afternoon.

Jason:
Hope today treated you kindly.
She smiled at the word kindly. Typed back.

Megan:
It tried. I survived.
Jason:
That counts as a win.
They met again days later. Then again. Walks instead of dinners. Coffee instead of wine. They learned each other in fragments, letting the picture assemble itself naturally.

Jason noticed how Megan went quiet when overwhelmed, how she listened more than she spoke. Megan noticed how Jason never checked his phone when she was talking, how he chose his words like they mattered.

Pressure built elsewhere. At work. At home. In the places Jason usually absorbed stress until it calcified. But something was shifting. He didn’t drink as much. He went to bed earlier. He wrote one sentence a night.

Megan started drawing faces again. Not perfect ones. Honest ones.

One evening, Spencer called Jason, voice cracking with exhaustion masked as humor.

“You ever feel like you’re holding everything together with duct tape?” Spencer asked.

“All the time,” Jason said.

They laughed, but it didn’t erase the weight. Just made it bearable.

By the end of the month, nothing dramatic had happened. No declarations. No disasters.

Just two people choosing presence over noise.

And that quiet decision, made again and again, was the most dangerous thing of all.

Because once you begin to feel whole, you can’t pretend you were never broken.
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Chapter Two

Fault Lines
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THE CITY HAD A WAY of pretending nothing ever changed.

Jason noticed it on a Tuesday. Same traffic. Same corner coffee shop. Same elevator music humming like it always had. Yet something underneath his routine had shifted, subtle as a hairline crack in concrete.

He was smiling more. Not the practiced kind. The accidental kind.

Megan’s name lived in the back of his thoughts, not loud enough to disrupt, just steady enough to anchor. He didn’t rush to text her anymore. He let the space breathe. For the first time in years, he wasn’t chasing a feeling. He was letting one approach him.

At work, that calm made him dangerous.

Ideas came quicker. Meetings bent in his favor. People listened when he spoke. Jason had always been good, but now he was focused. The kind of focus born from clarity, not hunger. His boss noticed. So did competitors.

Opportunity circled.

Across town, Megan felt the tension in her own home before she could name it. Josh wasn’t cruel. He was careless. Missed conversations. Half-heard sentences. Promises postponed into thin air. She’d learned to survive on almost.

But after Jason, almost tasted bitter.

She didn’t tell Jason about Josh. Not yet. She didn’t lie either. She simply spoke around the edges, describing her days, her art, her exhaustion. Jason never pressed. That restraint felt like respect, and respect felt intoxicating.

One night, rain pinning the city down, they sat in Jason’s car again. Different street. Same quiet.

“You ever feel like your life looks right from the outside,” Megan said, staring through the windshield, “but wrong once you’re inside it?”

Jason nodded. “Every version before now.”

She turned to him then. Really looked. The honesty in his eyes unsettled her.

“I don’t want to be a mistake,” she said softly.

“You’re not,” he replied without hesitation. “But I won’t make you one either.”

That was the line. The fault line.

Because restraint is easy until it isn’t.

They pulled apart before it crossed into something irreversible. Megan went home, heart racing, knowing clarity had a cost. Jason drove until the rain thinned, gripping the wheel like it could keep him grounded.

That night, Jason wrote three pages instead of one.

About his parents. About learning love through absence. About how safety had always felt temporary. He didn’t try to make sense of it. He just let it exist.

Meanwhile, Spencer spiraled quietly. Late nights. Louder laughs. Jokes sharpened enough to cut. He told Jason everything was fine. Jason believed him because he needed to.

M. Money was already moving pieces on a different board. Studio sessions bleeding into dawn. Lyrics scribbled on napkins. The hunger hadn’t left him, but it had matured. Less noise. More purpose.

Everyone was evolving.

No one realized yet how violently.

By the end of the week, Josh noticed Megan pulling away. Not physically. Emotionally. That distance scared him more than confrontation ever could.

“Is there someone else?” he asked one night, voice tight.

Megan didn’t answer immediately.

And sometimes, silence is the loudest confession.

Josh didn’t wait for the answer. He filled the space himself.

“You’ve been different,” he said, pacing the living room like the walls had started judging him. “You don’t fight anymore. You don’t ask questions. That’s worse.”

Megan stood by the window, the city lights breaking apart in the glass. “I’m tired,” she said. It was true. Just not complete.

Josh laughed once, sharp. “Tired of what? Me?”

She turned then. Calm. Grounded. Dangerous in her stillness. “Tired of disappearing.”

The words landed heavy. Josh opened his mouth, closed it. He had no defense for something he’d never noticed.

That night, Megan painted until her hands cramped. Shapes collided on the canvas. Colors bled into each other without permission. It wasn’t pretty. It was honest. She didn’t sign it.

Jason felt the shift from miles away. Not intuitively. Practically. Megan texted less. When she did, her messages carried weight, like she was choosing every word.

At work, the pressure sharpened. A rival label was circling M. Money, flashing numbers big enough to distract anyone with ambition. Jason shut it down fast, protecting the project like it was personal. Because it was becoming personal.

Late one evening, Jason found Spencer in the studio parking lot, sitting on the hood of his car, staring at nothing.

“You good?” Jason asked.

Spencer shrugged. “Define good.”

Jason sat beside him. No advice. No fixing. Just presence.

“Everybody’s changing,” Spencer said. “Feels like I missed a memo.”

“You didn’t,” Jason replied. “You’re just early.”

Spencer smiled at that. It didn’t reach his eyes.

The following weekend, Megan and Jason crossed a line without touching.

They met at a small gallery opening. Unplanned. Coincidental in the way destiny likes to pretend it’s innocent. Megan’s work hung quietly on a back wall. Abstract. Raw. Unlabeled.

Jason recognized her hand immediately.

“This one feels like it’s holding its breath,” he said, standing beside her.

She exhaled. “That’s exactly what it’s doing.”

They didn’t linger. Didn’t take photos. Didn’t let the moment announce itself. But something had been seen, and once seen, it couldn’t be unseen.

Across the room, someone snapped a picture anyway. Not of them together. Just close enough to suggest something.

Fault lines don’t break all at once. They whisper first.

By Sunday night, Megan sat alone on the balcony, the unfinished painting drying beside her. Josh was asleep inside. Peaceful. Oblivious.

Her phone buzzed.

Jason: You okay?

She stared at the screen longer than necessary.

Megan: I don’t know how much longer I can pretend.

Jason didn’t reply immediately. When he did, it was simple.

Jason: Then don’t.

Megan closed her eyes. The city hummed below, unaware that something irreversible had just been set in motion.

By morning, the cracks would start to show.

The texting did not arrive like a storm.

It came in inches.

A sentence here. A question there. A shared observation dropped gently into the day, then left alone long enough to breathe.

Jason learned Megan drank her coffee black when she was thinking too hard. Megan learned Jason set alarms he rarely needed, a leftover habit from a life where being late cost more than time.

Days passed. Nothing rushed. Nothing promised.

On Jason’s end, work expanded. Meetings bled into studio sessions. M. Money’s project began to sharpen its teeth. Beats knocked harder. Lyrics cut closer. Jason noticed it, the way art does when life feeds it something real.

On Megan’s end, mornings were careful negotiations. Josh oscillated between indifferent and intrusive. Some days he barely noticed her leaving. Other days he hovered, asking questions that weren’t really questions.

“You been smiling at your phone a lot,” he said one morning, leaning against the counter in nothing but impatience.

“I have friends,” Megan replied, tying her shoes.

Josh scoffed. “Since when?”

She paused. Looked at him. “Since always. You just never asked.”

That afternoon, Jason almost didn’t send the message.

He stared at the screen, thumb hovering.

Jason: Midday tomorrow. Café near the river. No pressure.

Three dots appeared. Disappeared. Returned.

Megan: Okay.

The café smelled like roasted beans and second chances. Sunlight stretched across the floor like it had nowhere better to be.

They
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