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This is a second epilogue of Noah that didn’t make the cut in the book.
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Epilogue Two

Julian Hartley-Collins
I remembered a time I wished to be normal. After living in LA a few years, I wasn’t sure what normal was, and it didn’t matter anyhow. I'd spent so long looking at what others had that I'd forgotten to look within. Instead of creating my own place in this world, I'd tried to fit into existing little boxes that had never felt right. 
I knew my place now. I hadn't created it entirely myself. I'd had a lot of help from Noah, not to mention our friends, Dr. Kendall, and the film industry as a whole as I'd started my career. But Noah claimed everyone had outside help in some way or another when making something for themselves, be it connections, relying on friends, turning to religion, trying a new lifestyle—anything, really. 
Though I could argue endlessly that I'd received a bit too much help, I supposed he had a point, and I had no energy to dwell anymore. Life was too short. Life was too wonderful.

A grin tugged at my mouth at that thought, and I rolled over and slipped an arm over Noah's middle. He hummed in his sleep and drew me closer. 
It was still early, and we'd gone to bed late. Yesterday was the BAFTAs. Another surreal first for me. I'd received my first nomination, and Noah had won his second bronze mask. To say I was proud of him didn’t come close to describe it. I was even proud of myself. 
Our family would've been happy for us. I had to believe that. 

We'd come so far, and I wished they could see it. I wished we could share it with them. 

Noah frowned in his sleep, so I brushed a finger over the crease between his brows. He made another sleepy sound, and it smoothed out. 
"Why're y'awake, baby?" he murmured drowsily.

I nuzzled his jaw, his beard smelling faintly of the cologne he wore yesterday. "I don't know." I hadn't gotten over the excitement of being able to travel so much, so perhaps I was still thinking like a tourist. We were in London. Who could sleep? There was so much to see. Every time we ended up here, I tried to catch at least a couple sights. 

"Hmmm, want me to tire you out?" He slid a hand down to my ass and kissed my shoulder. "I could always go for some'a you."
I chuckled and drew my fingers through his hair. "Haven't gotten sick of me yet?"
"Never gonna happen." He made a sound of pleasure when I scratched his scalp. "When were we having lunch with your grandparents?"
"Not until noon. We have a few hours."
I'd been surprised when Grandpa had called to say they wanted to take us out for dinner the day before the BAFTAs. We were on good terms, and they'd visited us twice in LA. But traveling all the way to London for us had felt particularly nice. It made me look forward to seeing them in Pittsburgh a bit more often, a city we otherwise didn't enjoy returning to that much. It simply felt emptier without the rest of our family. 
"You can sleep a bit longer." I reached up and kissed him and then stretched a little. "I think I'd like to brainstorm." I left the bed and pulled on a pair of sweatpants. 

"You can't say that and expect me to fall back asleep."

I looked at him over my shoulder and smirked, finding him watching me with sleep in his eyes. The frown was back, too. 

"I feel like I have some marital rights to know how your project's coming along," he added and sat up. "I show you mine, you show me yours?"
I laughed and had to admit I was curious about his progress. "I suppose that's fair. So, room service and show-and-tell?"
"I'll call." He reached over to the phone to order us breakfast, and I went over to the desk where my notes were.
I'd inherited a substantial amount of money from my parents, and I'd finally figured out what to do with it. It wasn’t enough to start a grand foundation like Sophie and Tennyson had done, but they'd inspired me to do something. 

Noah had jumped on the train, and next summer he'd use the money he'd gotten from Nana and Pops' house to host a sports camp for girls. He'd do it in Mom and Linda's name, probably having guessed I wanted to do something for my dad.

"What stage are you at?" Noah joined me at the desk and sat down across from me. "I need to come up with a name for mine."
I pinched my lips, looking at a note I'd scribbled on the other day. "Idea development here, I guess. I'm beginning to wonder if I've looked at it the wrong way. Growing up, I would never seek out help by checking some bulletin board at school or asking a teacher."
Noah leaned back in his chair, a pensive look on his face, and placed his hands behind his head. "You'd go online."
Exactly.

I wanted to create a place for dads and sons to find common interests. To communicate better, to learn the same language. I'd felt inadequate as a child because I hadn't been into sports and everything else my father had been passionate about. Dad had struggled, too. I knew that now. He hadn't known how to bond with me. It wasn’t really anyone's fault, except maybe ancient social norms that said men had to like sports and pick majors that led to a stable income. 

My head swam with ideas and possibilities. It was a puzzle to solve. Some kids were also the jocks, some dads the art lovers and musicians. Creative minds meeting the physical ones that thrived on action. 
"So the starting point is at two turfs," Noah said. "A community online for those who don't feel assertive enough venturing out yet, and…what, the bar where all the macho dads meet up?" He laughed.

I threw a pen at him and chuckled under my breath. "Maybe a tad too stereotypical?" 

He grinned and shrugged.

My morning was perfect. Noah and I had breakfast together among Post-its and notepads. We drank coffee, linked our feet together under the desk, and researched in silence together. It made me smile. It was very us, to do this. Work together, read scripts, and use each other as sounding boards.

I'd never been so at ease and comfortable in my own skin. I'd worked hard but had many to thank. Much to be grateful for. Much to give back. Everything to fight for. Most of all, the man who'd become my best friend, co-worker, love of my life, and husband.
Noah.
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