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Introduction
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They say the first time you meet someone who changes your life, it’s unforgettable. But what if you don’t even realize it until years later?

I’m Yuki Sakai — a girl who’s spent most of her life overthinking everything, scribbling secrets in a battered journal, and pretending to have it all figured out. School was always a blur of classes, awkward moments, and endless daydreams about things I didn’t quite understand.

Then, one spring morning, I bumped into him. Literally. He dropped his backpack on my foot, muttered a half-hearted sorry, and walked away. His locker was next to mine. And just like that, my world tilted.

Who was he? Why did he seem so familiar, yet so distant? And what was this strange feeling I couldn’t shake?

This is the story of notes passed in silence, messages sent in secret, and a love that wasn’t meant to be simple — but maybe, just maybe, was meant to last.

Welcome to our story. Welcome to From Notes to Vows.
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Part 1: School Days

Chapter 1: The Locker Next to Mine

[image: ]




I still remember the exact moment when I first saw him — not because he did something grand or cinematic. No. He dropped his entire backpack on my foot and muttered a sorry like he meant anything but that. His locker was next to mine. My heart never stood a chance.

Spring had a way of making everything feel like it was on the edge of something — new beginnings, fresh starts, and awkward first days. The school corridors were a swarm of noise and movement, but I was busy overthinking the most important question of the morning: how not to embarrass myself before the lockers.

As I juggled my bag and books, I slammed straight into someone. Literally.

“Sorry about that,” he said, his voice calm and just a little guarded. I looked up.

He had this effortless kind of warmth, but his eyes held something quiet, like he was keeping a secret from the world — or maybe just from me. His dark hair was messy enough to look like he didn’t care, but something about it was exactly right.

I muttered a clumsy, “It’s okay,” but my gaze stuck to him like glue, even after he gave a polite nod and turned away without another word.

Classic me: already overanalyzing. Was he annoyed? Am I that forgettable?

“Earth to Yuki,” Aoi’s voice pulled me back to reality. She smirked. “You just bumped into Mr. Mysterious himself, huh?”

“More like Mr. ‘I’m Going to Pretend I Didn’t See You’,” I replied, a dry smile tugging at my lips.

We headed to class, but my thoughts kept drifting back to him.

Inside the classroom, the usual buzz of settling in felt distant. My eyes kept darting toward the back where he sat, slouched in his chair, fiddling with the strap of his backpack like it was the only thing keeping him grounded. The teacher’s voice droned on about the syllabus, but I barely caught a word.

“Yuki?” Aoi’s whisper snapped me out of my daze just as the teacher’s gaze landed on me.

“Uh—sorry, what?” I blurted out, cheeks burning.

“Focus!” Aoi mouthed with a teasing grin.

I nodded quickly and forced myself to pay attention, though my mind was still tangled in thoughts about the boy behind me.

During lunch, Aoi and I found a quiet corner in the courtyard. I spilled everything — how he looked, the way he barely glanced my way but still managed to stir something inside me.

“Maybe you should write him a note,” Aoi suggested with a mischievous sparkle in her eyes. “You know, like in those old movies.”

I laughed, but the idea planted itself somewhere deep inside. Maybe a note was a safer way to say something without tripping over my words.

As the bell rang, we packed up to head back inside. Just as I turned toward the hallway, I almost collided with him again.

His eyes met mine, calm and steady this time.

“Hey,” he said softly. “I think I owe you another sorry.”

I blinked, my heart skipping. “It’s okay,” I managed, voice barely above a whisper.

For a moment, neither of us said anything, the noise of the school fading away like it never existed. Then, with a small smile, he turned and walked off.

I stood there longer than I should have, wondering if this was really happening or if I’d imagined the whole thing.

———
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BY THE TIME I REACHED home, my legs ached and my brain was mush. The streets were quiet, but inside me, everything still buzzed.

The door creaked open before I even turned the handle.

“You’re late,” my older brother Kaito announced, popping his head out from behind the doorframe. “Did you get detention already?”

“Thanks for the faith,” I muttered, stepping inside and patting him on the head — which was dumb, because he was taller and older and halfway through college, but it annoyed him enough to be worth it.

Inside, the house was warm, and the air smelled like miso and soy sauce — home. My mom, still in her work clothes but with her sleeves rolled up, looked up from the kitchen counter. “Yuki, welcome back. First day okay?”

I nodded as I dropped my bag by the stairs. “Uneventful.”

Dad gave me a tired smile from the living room where he was buried in his laptop. “That’s better than catastrophic.”

I offered a shrug, then went upstairs and flopped onto my bed. My uniform was wrinkled, my hair a mess, and my brain full of exactly one thing: him.

Who was he?

I reached over and opened the drawer beside my bed. My journal stared back at me like a friend who already knew the truth.

I picked up my pen, hesitated, then scribbled on the page:

Today, I met him — the boy with the locker next to mine. I don’t know his name yet, but I think I’m going to write about him anyway.

Just as I was about to close the book, my phone buzzed on the desk beside me.

“Did you get my note?”

My breath caught. I hadn’t sent any note.

Who could it be?
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Chapter 2: The Message
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The morning sun spilled through my window, but I barely noticed. My mind was still tangled in the message that had popped up late last night. I kept replaying the locker encounter on repeat — and the mystery boy’s calm apology.

Aoi was already waiting by the school gate, a knowing grin playing on her lips.

“You’ve been acting all weird since this morning,” she said, eyes sparkling with mischief. “Got a secret crush or something?”

I groaned. “Not really.”

She laughed. “Uh-huh. Sure.”

Aoi grabbed my arm and tugged me toward a bench near the cherry blossom tree, where petals drifted lazily in the soft breeze.

Just then, my phone buzzed in my pocket. My heart did that annoying flip-flop thing as I glanced at the screen.

“Waiting for your reply.”

No name. No clue who.

I shoved the phone back in my pocket and tried to focus on class, but my thoughts kept slipping back to that boy — the one who dropped his backpack on my foot, the one who apologized so quietly it almost felt like a secret.

What if this was the start of something I wasn’t ready for?

The morning classes dragged on in a blur. I caught snippets of lectures and scribbled down notes, but my mind kept wandering back to the message—and the boy with the locker next to mine.

During break, I found Aoi again, who was busy teasing Takuya Ishikawa, our class clown. I leaned against the lockers and let my thoughts swirl.

Who could have sent that message? Why? And how did they even get my number?

I glanced around the hallway, half expecting to spot him lurking nearby. But no sign of the quiet boy who’d made such a small but unforgettable impression.

Later, as the break ended, the bell rang and students poured inside the classrooms, I felt a strange pull in my chest. Maybe it was curiosity. Maybe it was something more.

I tucked my phone into my bag, its screen dark now, but the question stayed with me.

Who was he?

The afternoon passed in a similar haze. I tried focusing on math problems, but numbers twisted into patterns I couldn’t follow. Even when Aoi nudged me or Takuya made a goofy face from across the room, my mind snapped back to the message.

During lunch, I sat with Aoi and Takuya under the wide canopy of the ginkgo tree in the courtyard. The golden leaves fluttered down like tiny confetti, settling on our books and hair.

“So, you’re not telling us who’s got your phone blowing up?” Aoi teased, passing me a sandwich.

“Not yet,” I said, hiding the screen from their view.

Takuya grinned. “Maybe it’s a secret admirer. Or a spy.”

“Spy?” Aoi laughed. “Yeah, right. Maybe the mysterious locker guy is some undercover agent.”

I smiled, the image oddly comforting. Spy or not, the mystery boy had already managed to shake up my world.

After lunch, I found myself lingering near the lockers again, hoping for another accidental encounter. But the corridor stayed busy and indifferent, filled with students rushing to their next class.

Just as I was about to give up, a small slip of paper fluttered out from between two lockers and landed at my feet. I bent down to pick it up.

In neat handwriting, it said: “Meet me by the old oak tree after school. Come alone.”

My heart skipped a beat. Was this a joke? A prank? Or something real?

I glanced around quickly, but no one was watching. My fingers tightened around the note as a mix of excitement and nerves swirled inside me.

The final bell rang, and as the halls emptied, I made a decision. Whatever this was — I was going to find out.

As the last students streamed out, the school grounds emptied fast. I stayed behind, my heart pounding louder with each step toward the old oak tree at the far edge of the campus. The branches stretched wide above me, casting long shadows in the late afternoon sun.

I scanned the area, but no one was in sight.

“Hello?” I whispered, my voice barely carrying in the stillness.

The only answer was the rustling leaves overhead.

Just as doubt started creeping in, I felt a presence behind me. I turned sharply, and there he was — the boy from the lockers. His dark hair caught the sunlight, and his eyes held that same quiet intensity.

“I thought you might come,” he said softly.

I swallowed hard. “Who... are you?”

He hesitated, then smiled just a little. “Seiji Hanamitchi.”

The name felt both strange and familiar.

“I’ve wanted to talk to you since the first day,” he said. “But I wasn’t sure how.”

I blinked, my heart skipping again. “Why the note? Why the message?”

He looked down, then back at me. “Because sometimes, it’s easier to say things without words.”

A silence stretched between us — filled with questions, possibilities, and something unspoken. 

For the first time since school started, I didn’t feel awkward or nervous. I just felt... curious.

And maybe, just maybe, ready for whatever came next.

I took a shaky breath, the late afternoon light casting warm shadows across his face. Seiji’s eyes met mine, steady and calm, but there was something guarded behind them, like he was holding back pieces of himself.

“So,” I started, trying to sound casual though my heart pounded in my chest, “why did you drop your backpack on my foot that day? Was that some kind of... introduction?”

He let out a soft laugh, the sound surprisingly warm. “Not my smoothest moment, I admit. I was distracted. The first day, new school year... I wasn’t paying attention.”

I nodded, feeling a little of the tension ease. “I get that. The first days are... awkward.”

“Yeah.” He glanced away for a second, then back. “I guess I wanted to say sorry properly, but I didn’t know how.”

“You could’ve just said it,” I teased, and for the first time, a genuine smile tugged at his lips.

“True.” He smiled, but it didn’t quite reach his eyes.

There was a pause, filled only by the gentle rustle of leaves and distant sounds of the city settling into evening.

“I saw you around last year,” I said suddenly. “In the hallways, the library...”

He nodded slowly. “I saw you too, quite a few times.”

“Really?” My heart skipped.

“Yeah. You’re... different. You don’t just blend in.”

I blinked, surprised. “I don’t know if that’s a compliment or an insult.”

“Definitely a compliment.” He looked down at the note in my hand. “I’m glad you came.”

Seiji took a deep breath, his usual calm faltering just a little.

“There’s something I want to tell you,” he began, his voice low. “I’ve actually known you since our first year of school.”

I blinked, surprise catching me off guard. “Wait... you knew me?”

He nodded. “Yeah. We’re in the same class after all. You were always so focused—studying hard, surrounded by your friends. You never really noticed me. But I noticed you.”

I felt my cheeks flush. “I... I did notice you.”

He looked at me, a small, almost shy smile crossing his lips. “Really?”

“Yeah,” I whispered. “You were always quiet, sitting by yourself, but there was something about you. I guess I was just too wrapped up in everything else to say anything.”

Seiji’s eyes softened. “I wanted to talk to you so many times, but you were always busy. I didn’t want to interrupt.”

I smiled back, feeling a strange warmth spread inside.

​“So this,” I said, holding up the note, “was your way of reaching out?”

He nodded. “I guess I was hoping you’d give me a chance... of becoming your friend.”

I took a breath, heart pounding in a way that felt new and exciting.

“Well,” I said, “you’ve got one.”

A shy smile spread across Seiji’s face, and for the first time, I saw a flicker of something softer behind those quiet eyes.

“So,” he said, shifting his weight, “what do you like to do when you’re not buried in books or being dragged around by your best friend?”

I laughed softly. “Aoi can be relentless. But I guess I like drawing. Nothing fancy—just doodles in the margins of my notebooks.”

“Really? I wouldn’t have guessed that.” He said.

I shrugged. “I’m full of surprises.”

He raised an eyebrow playfully. “I like that.”

We fell into an easy rhythm, talking about school, favorite movies, silly hobbies. The kind of talk that feels both new and familiar, like discovering a song you didn’t know you loved.

“You know,” Seiji said after a pause, “I’m glad I bumped into you. Otherwise, I might’ve kept hiding behind my backpack forever.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
PP LA

written by
Sankti

-





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png
written by

“Sankti





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





