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      This book is a work of fiction. All characters and events depicted are purely the fruit of the author's imagination.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      I dedicate this book to my Nonna Carmelita — or Nonna Carmela — who taught me to love through simple gestures and to never give up on what I believe is destined for me.
    

    
      To the songs, the joy, spontaneity, sincerity, and charisma of Matteo and Emiliano, the duo behind 
      Lionfieldmusic
      , whose melodies and laughter were the soundtrack to the creation of this book.
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      Prologue – The First Chord
    

    
      
    

    
      The first note didn’t come from a guitar or a piano — it came from a glance. A frozen moment in time when Eva, unknowingly, discovered Eduardo. Or perhaps it was the other way around. Sometimes, the soul recognizes long before the mind does — before the name, before the geography.
    

    
      It was night. Lisbon slept under a veil of golden lights. Eva drifted through videos and poetry when, like finding a lighthouse in the middle of the sea, she was drawn to him. An Italian musician. Dark hair, eyes that seemed to speak.
    

    
      The song he played wasn’t just melody — it was a calling.
    

    
      The woman who had always believed in practical stories suddenly felt the impossible pulsing in her chest. Eva was grounded, realistic, a mother, a mature woman marked by pain and fresh beginnings. But something in that chord — in the way his fingers touched the strings — made her tremble.
    

    
      It wasn’t desire. It wasn’t longing. It was something ancestral.
    

    
      That night, the silence between two cities was broken by a note that would echo not across distance, but across souls.
    

    
      It was the first chord of a story that not even time would dare silence.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter I
    

    
      A Video, A Vertigo
    

    
      
    

    
      Eva was the kind of woman who carried the weight of the world on her shoulders with the elegance of someone who had learned to turn pain into art. She was 44, with hair as black as an Alentejo night and brown eyes that held both tempests and peace. She lived in a quiet corner of São Paulo, but her soul seemed to dwell elsewhere — Lisbon, Porto, Rome. The world felt too small for her. She raised her young son, Thiago, on her own, and between her daily routines and responsibilities, she cultivated an inner world full of poetry, art, and dreams tucked away in notebooks.
    

    
      
        One evening, while casually scrolling through the internet looking for music to accompany her artistic work, she stumbled upon a video.
        

         A musician.
        

         A man.
        

         A moment.
      
    

    
      His name was Eduardo.
    

    
      Italian, about 34 years old, slightly tousled dark hair, a trace of beard, eyes burning like fireplace flames — eyes that didn’t just look, but deciphered. His presence in front of the camera was hypnotic. He played the guitar as if confessing secrets, and his hoarse, soulful voice didn’t ask for permission — it invaded. His speech was calm, articulate, but firm; his smile, at once gentle and intense. There was something timeless about his modern way — as if he were made of past and future at once.
    

