
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Kisses in Prague
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Chapter One — The Whisper of the Vltava
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The fog rolled over the Vltava like a secret too shy to be spoken aloud. Prague’s Old Town woke slowly that morning, the bells of St. Nicholas Church murmuring through the mist, the cobblestones glistening under a thin veil of dew. Kirk stood by the window of his small clinic, coffee cooling in his hand, and watched the city breathe.

He had lived in these streets all his life, had memorized every turn, every sigh the river made at night. Yet lately, everything familiar felt slightly out of tune — as if something in his life was preparing to shift. The laughter of children outside his office used to be enough to fill him with purpose. Now, it only echoed faintly, distant and sweet.

When the clinic door opened, he expected another parent bringing in a coughing child. Instead, Maria stepped inside, her cheeks flushed from the cold morning air.

“Good morning, Dr. Karel,” she said, using the formal version of his name the way she always did when she was teasing him.

“Maria,” he smiled softly. “You know I prefer Kirk.”

She carried that same gentle authority that made her students adore her. A scarf the color of autumn leaves wrapped around her neck, and when she smiled, it reached her eyes. She had come to bring him pastries from the small bakery near her school, as she often did. Their friendship had bloomed over years of shared glances and late-night coffees, their love quietly unfolding in a city that always seemed to hum with old, romantic ghosts.

As they sat together, Kirk felt her hand brush his, and the silence between them grew thicker, sweeter. Maria was sunlight — calm, devoted, and endlessly kind. Yet even she could sense the restlessness that had taken root in him.

“You’ve been distant lately,” she said quietly. “Even when you’re near.”

He didn’t deny it. “Maybe it’s just... the city changing. Or maybe it’s me.”

Maria tilted her head. “Maybe both.” She smiled faintly. “But that’s why I love Prague. It changes slowly, like it knows how fragile we are.”

That night, after his shift, Kirk wandered through Old Town alone. The lanterns reflected off the wet stones; the air smelled of rain and roasted chestnuts. He stopped near Charles Bridge, watching the ripples of the river and listening to the violinist who played under the arch. That was when he saw her.

A woman stood by the railing, sketching in a small notebook, her auburn hair loose, her laughter sudden and unguarded. Her accent floated through the air — Portuguese, he thought. When she turned, her eyes caught his, green and curious, like she was reading a story written behind his face.

“Beautiful night,” she said, smiling.

“Always is,” he answered, before realizing he meant her, not the city.

She introduced herself as Paula, a tourist traveling alone, drawn to Prague by “something she couldn’t name.” They walked for a while along the river, their words easy, unhurried. There was a quiet spark — not the burning fire of infatuation, but the warmth of recognition.

When they reached the Astronomical Clock, she stopped, gazing at its golden details. “It’s strange,” Paula said, “how people wait for something to move — the clock, the figures, time itself — and still, they never see what really changes.”

Kirk smiled faintly. “And what’s that?”

She turned toward him. “Us.”

The word lingered between them like a kiss not yet given.

Later that night, as Kirk returned home, Maria was waiting on the balcony, her hair still damp from a shower, her eyes soft but questioning. He kissed her forehead, the scent of her skin grounding him, and yet — he could still taste the night air, the memory of Paula’s gaze on his lips.

Maria looked at him for a long moment. “Something’s coming,” she said, almost to herself. “I can feel it.”

And somewhere beyond the fog-draped rooftops, the city seemed to agree — whispering its ancient approval.
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