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The Space Between Us

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 – Unexpected Encounter
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Mischelle pulled her coat tighter around her shoulders as she stepped out of the brisk March air into the cozy warmth of the café. Steam curled from the cups on the counter, a welcome contrast to the chill that had crept into her bones. She wasn’t in the mood for small talk, for the casual acquaintances who might comment on her hair or her coat. She just wanted her coffee—black, strong, and fast.

Her eyes scanned the room, taking in the familiar bustle: the barista moving with precise efficiency, a couple laughing quietly in the corner, the soft hum of music weaving through conversations. And then... she froze.

Gordon.

He was standing by the counter, leaning casually against the polished wood, a half-smile tugging at the corner of his lips. His dark hair fell in a way that seemed effortless, but she knew better. There was always an effortlessness about him that drew attention, and yet, for some reason, he never sought it. He noticed her immediately, eyes widening for a brief instant before the smile widened into something warmer, something familiar.

“Mischelle,” he said, voice low but unmistakable.

She felt her chest tighten. Just the sound of her name on his lips carried months of unspoken words, of missed opportunities, of feelings that had hovered just beyond acknowledgment. She managed a smile, small and cautious, and stepped closer.

“Gordon,” she replied, her voice steadier than she felt. She could feel the old, familiar pull—the magnetic tug of proximity, of familiarity, of something unspoken that had never quite died.

He straightened, running a hand through his hair, and for a moment they just stood there, suspended in the half-light of the café. The barista looked mildly impatient, but neither of them seemed to care.

“It’s... been a while,” he said finally.

“Yeah,” she admitted. “Too long.”

There was a pause, a moment heavy with possibilities, and then Gordon gestured toward an empty table by the window. “Mind if I join you?”

“Of course,” she said, sliding her bag onto the chair beside her. She kept her hands folded neatly in her lap, though her heart was hammering. Months of distance, of avoiding thoughts of him, of carefully navigating her own tangled feelings, all seemed to unravel in a single heartbeat.

They ordered their drinks, small talk filling the space while they waited. Gordon asked about work, about her family, about the little things that mattered in her day-to-day life. She found herself relaxing into the rhythm of his questions, the genuine interest he always carried, the way he listened.

“You’re still... you,” he said finally, a hint of a smile playing on his lips. “Even more than I remembered.”

She raised an eyebrow, amused and slightly flustered. “That’s... vague.”

“It’s not,” he said quickly. “You know exactly what I mean. You’re sharp, perceptive... and somehow, even after all this time, you still make me question everything.”

Her chest warmed, though a flicker of uncertainty crept in. She remembered the last time they had been together—the misunderstandings, the missed chances. The memory was bittersweet, a sharp mix of longing and regret. She hadn’t intended to get pulled into it again, but here he was, standing—or rather, sitting—right in front of her, undoing all of her careful emotional defenses.

“Gordon...” she began, but the words faltered.

He leaned back in his chair, eyes locking with hers. “I know. I don’t want to make this awkward. I just... wanted to see you. And I guess I’m glad I did.”

Something unspoken hung between them, a fragile thread that neither wanted to pull too hard, yet neither could ignore. Months of separation hadn’t erased the connection, the subtle tension, the curiosity that lingered in the small glances, the accidental brushes of hands, the laughter that came easier than it should have.

She caught herself staring at him for a moment too long, and he caught it too, smiling softly. “You’re thinking something,” he said, voice low, intimate.

She laughed nervously, shaking her head. “Maybe. Or maybe I’m just wondering why you’re still capable of doing this to me—making me think too much.”

“I’m not sorry,” he said with a grin, though his eyes softened. “If I were, I’d never look at you the way I do.”

Her heart skipped. That was the thing about Gordon—he could disarm her with a look, with a word, with the quiet, deliberate way he made her feel seen. She was aware, suddenly, of the space between them, the months of distance, the unspoken truths. And yet, she also felt a sense of inevitability, as though none of that distance had ever really existed.

They talked longer than she intended, about books, movies, mutual friends. The conversation was easy, familiar, and yet tinged with a subtle undercurrent of tension that neither acknowledged outright. Every laugh, every shared memory, every fleeting touch of their hands on the table reminded her of what had been, and what could be.

At one point, Gordon leaned forward slightly, eyes serious. “Mischelle... I’ve thought about you. More than I probably should have.”

Her pulse quickened. She wanted to tell him the same, but words tangled on her tongue. She didn’t want to lay herself bare too soon, not after months of careful self-preservation. And yet, the honesty in his eyes made her want to risk it all.

“I... I’ve thought about you too,” she admitted finally, voice barely above a whisper.

He smiled, small but genuine, and reached across the table, brushing his hand against hers. The contact was electric, a spark that traveled through her, igniting feelings she hadn’t allowed herself to confront in months. She didn’t pull away. She couldn’t.

For a moment, the café, the bustling city outside, the months of separation—all of it faded. There was only Gordon, and the space between them that suddenly felt impossibly small, charged with possibility.

And then the barista interrupted, a gentle reminder that time moved forward even when hearts were caught in suspended moments. Gordon laughed softly, retracting his hand, though the warmth lingered in the space where their fingers had met.

“I should... maybe get going,” he said reluctantly, standing. “But... can we do this again?”

Mischelle’s heart leapt. “Yes,” she said firmly. “Yes, we can.”

He smiled, that half-smile that made her weak in the knees, and for a fleeting second, it felt like nothing in the world could come between them. The space between them, once filled with uncertainty and missed chances, was shrinking. And she knew, deep down, that this encounter was only the beginning.
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Chapter 2 – Subtle Pull
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Mischelle walked home through the late afternoon streets, the city buzzing around her in muted warmth. The encounter with Gordon replayed in her mind, each glance, each fleeting touch of his hand, like sparks dancing over dry tinder. Her pulse was still quickened, her thoughts restless. She had convinced herself that months apart had dulled her feelings, that the world had moved on without him. And yet, here she was, acutely aware of the subtle pull he still held over her.

It wasn’t just attraction. It was more. It was the memory of laughter shared late at night, the comfort of someone who seemed to see her in ways few ever had. And yet... she hesitated.

Mischelle had never fit neatly into boxes, never let labels define her. She was bisexual, yes, and had been open to exploring her attractions, but she had never allowed herself to lean fully into them. Not with anyone who mattered. There had always been caution—fear of loss, fear of misunderstanding, fear of opening herself completely. And Gordon... well, Gordon made it hard to hold back, and that scared her.

She remembered their conversation at the café, the weight behind his eyes when he admitted he had thought about her. His half-smile had been both inviting and guarded, and she couldn’t tell if it was hope or fear in the way he lingered over her name.

Her apartment felt small, constricting, as if the walls themselves were pressing her to confront the feelings she had spent months evading. She poured herself a cup of tea, watching the steam rise, curling in lazy spirals into the quiet room. She had always been introspective, prone to overthinking, but right now, overthinking felt like the only way to make sense of the tug at her chest.

Gordon. The name repeated in her mind like a mantra. She thought of his easy laugh, the way his eyes crinkled at the corners when he was genuinely amused. She thought of the subtle tension in their conversation, the unspoken admissions that hovered between words. And she realized, with a pang she wasn’t ready to fully name, that she wanted more than this... than fleeting encounters and polite conversation.

But she didn’t know if she was ready for what that “more” could mean. Not just the intimacy, not just the romance, but the vulnerability of letting someone see all of her—her desires, her fears, the parts she usually kept locked away.

Meanwhile, across town, Gordon walked down familiar streets with the same hesitant energy. His phone buzzed with notifications, but he ignored them, letting the city hum around him as his thoughts returned, as they often did, to Mischelle.

He had prided himself on being in control of his emotions, on managing distance when needed. But there was a different kind of pull that Mischelle stirred in him—one that was equal parts comfort and chaos. She challenged him in ways he hadn’t anticipated, made him question the walls he had built after heartbreaks he hadn’t fully healed from.

Gordon had loved before, intensely, and had been burned. It wasn’t something he carried with bitterness, but with caution, a reminder that even when someone seemed perfect, life could still twist in ways he hadn’t foreseen. And yet... Mischelle made him want to risk it.

He remembered the brush of her hand on the table, the small laugh that followed his teasing remark about a mutual friend, the way her eyes had softened when she admitted she had thought about him too. That moment had been simple, fleeting, and yet it lodged itself firmly in his chest, a reminder of possibilities he had tried to ignore.

At work the next morning, Mischelle found herself distracted, replaying scenes in her head that had nothing to do with spreadsheets or emails. Her coworker noticed her staring off mid-conversation and asked if she was alright. She smiled vaguely and nodded, careful not to reveal the storm inside her.

Her feelings were complicated—not just for Gordon, but for herself. Bisexuality was something she understood intellectually, but emotionally, she often struggled with the balance of attraction, intimacy, and authenticity. With Gordon, the stakes felt higher, sharper. He wasn’t just a passing fancy; he was someone she wanted to explore something deeper with, yet she hesitated to define what that might look like.

During lunch, she caught herself scrolling through her phone, wondering if he had reached
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