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Beirut awoke under a fragile dawn, a veil of amber and ashes thrown over its chipped roofs. The city, as old as a forgotten poem, throbbed with a life that mixed the echo of centuries with the rumor of the present. Its winding alleys, carved into warm stone, quivered under the first rays, while a scent of burning coffee nestled against the piquant notes of "zaatar" (thyme) and the fleeting caress of mint. The breeze, coming from the nearby sea, carried a discreet salt to the balconies, a salty kiss that made the light curtains fold. Each wall, each cracked arch, seemed to whisper a prayer of love or a cry of defiance, as if the city itself refused to bend under the weight of time.

In this tender, almost hesitant light, the inhabitants emerged from their dreams, their eyes still heavy, but their hearts beating with a secret hope. The market was already coming to life, its hoarse voices and laughter rising like an imperfect melody. Children ran between the stalls, their bare feet brushing the warm ground, while the old men, sitting on rickety stools, sipped their coffee and scanned the horizon. Beirut was not just a city; it was a living canvas, a painting where each gesture, each look, sketched a still uncertain destiny. This gentle tumult would bring Lina and Rami's lives together, without them knowing how much it would change.

Lina walked into the heart of the souk, a slender figure draped in a light linen dress, her black hair swaying like a restrained wave. Born in a house where traditions weighed more heavily than the walls themselves, she had grown up between imposed silences and rules engraved in her father's severe gaze. But a fierce desire to breathe beyond the invisible bars forged for her burned within her. Her eyes—two obsidian shards in which an indomitable light danced—lingered over the details of the market: an old woman braiding sprigs of jasmine, a shard of exploded pomegranate staining a merchant's fingers, a burst of laughter escaping from a stall. Each step she took was a silent revolt, a heartbeat that cried out: I am more than what they want of me.

A few blocks away, in a narrow studio where light filtered through a dusty window, Rami squinted at his canvas. His hands, stained with ochre and blue paint, trembled slightly as he traced a curve, a desperate attempt to capture the soul of Beirut. For him, this city was not a mere setting: it was a wounded lover, a muse with a thousand faces, who oscillated between the pain of ruins and the beauty of new mornings. He lived alone, surrounded by unfinished canvases and silences filled with the friction of his brushes. Occasionally, he paused, holding his breath, and pondered whether his colors could one day depict something beyond his own solitude. He did not know that at that precise moment, a young woman with fiery eyes was walking towards him, carried by a wind that neither of them could yet name.

Destiny, discreet and cunning, wove its work in the shadows. At thmet briefly, exchanging furtive glances amid the hanging fabrics and swirling fabrics and the smoke of the braziers. A distant flute, mixed with the hoarse song of a muezzin, floated in the air, carried by a breeze that made the leaves of the fig trees dance. The walls of the city, witnesses of extinguished loves and stifled revolts, seemed to vibrate with a new breath, as if they knew that something immense was approaching.

Lina stopped in front of a silver stall, drawn to a pendant, a tear of chiseled metal, suspended from a chain as thin as a thread of hope. She took it between her fingers, moved by its simplicity; by the way, it seemed to carry within it the trembling hands of a craftsman, the patient hours of an old love. She raised her head, and her eyes met those of a stranger a few steps away. He was tall with disheveled hair; he had a chip of paint on his cheek, and in his gaze, she saw a gleam that pierced her. There was no word, no gesture, just a suspended moment when the entire world seemed to hold its breath. Her heart pounded hard, as if it recognized something that she herself did not yet understand.

In his studio, Rami felt a sudden heat rise to his cheeks. He put down his brush, his fingers still wet with paint, and approached the window. Outside, the sun was rising, bold, streaking the ground with golden reflections. He closed his eyes for a moment, letting the noise of the city envelop him—the cries of the vendors, the ringing of the bells, and the laughter of a child. Then, for no apparent reason, an image popped into his mind: a woman with black hair, a look that seemed to say, I've been looking for you forever. He opened his eyes again, his breath short, his heart pounding as if he had just been running. Was it a dream or a sign?

Their lives, still fragmented, were already shaping the contours of this morning. Through the prayers rising from the mosques, the shouts of voices in the market, and the hurried steps of passers-by, a plot was emerging: that of a love ready to defy the walls of the past. Lina and Rami, each carrying their chains and their dreams, were unaware that they were walking towards each other, guided by a force greater than themselves. Their meeting, still veiled, sparkled on the horizon like a rising star in a stormy sky, the promise of a fire that would consume everything in its path.

Beirut, that morning, was no longer just a city. It was a living heart, a lover who simultaneously wept and laughed, a stage where every fragmented paving stone and every sail flapping in the wind held a stark truth: the moment had arrived. It was time to break the silences, to reach out, and to love each other beyond any restrictions. This first act, carried by the vibrant soul of the city, was not just a prelude: it was an oath, a song of hope and freedom, an invitation to live, to love, to risk everything for the brilliance of a true moment.
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Beirut was waking up gently under the embrace of a caressing morning, a warm breath that glided over the roofs still damp with dew. The shadow of the night retreated slowly, almost reluctantly, leaving a delicate and uncertain light to drape the alleys in a pale veil. In the colorful tumult of the Hamra souk, the air was already vibrating with a chaotic and tender life. The smell of acrid cumin floated, mingled with the scent of coffee that an old man with gnarled hands was grinding, groaning softly with the effort. Children's cries pierced the hubbub, their bare feet clicking on the worn cobblestones as they ran after a skinny dog, a half-eaten loaf of bread clutched against them. 

A gray-haired woman, her threadbare shawl slipping over one shoulder, held out a handful of almonds to a passerby, her trembling fingers dropping a few kernels into the dust. The voices intermingled, hoarse and sing-song and tired; they formed a murmur that seemed to come from the very walls of the city, as if Beirut were whispering its secrets to those who would listen.

It was in this lively disorder that Lina walked, her light steps treading the uneven paving stones with a confidence she did not yet know she had. She wore a light dress in pastel shades, a fine fabric that brushed her ankles and caught the first rays of the sun like a caress. Her hair, inky black, spread out in soft curls on her shoulders, dancing in a discreet breeze that carried the salty smell of the sea and the sweet scent of ripe figs. As the daughter of a family steeped in tradition, she grew up in a home of intense silence, surrounded by her father's unyielding gaze and her mother's nervous hands, constantly busy weaving or scrubbing already clean dishes.

The conventions were there, immutable, a straitjacket that she felt on her skin like a shirt that was too tight. But that morning, something stirred inside her, a strange sensation, a shiver that ran from her belly to her throat, like a call from the most hidden corners of her soul. She did not yet name it, but her eyes, large and deep, scanned the market with a new hunger: a basket of bursting pomegranates, the juice of which stained the fingers of a merchant; an old woman who laughed while showing a missing tooth; a bird that flew away from a stall carrying a shard of bread. Everything seemed more vivid, more real, as if the city were reaching out to her.

The souk buzzed around her, a kaleidoscope of colors and sounds that carried her gently toward a moment she felt approaching without understanding it. She passed a stall of carpets, their red and gold patterns seeming to dance in the light, then stopped for a moment to let a rickety cart loaded with melons cross the alley. A hoarse voice called out something behind her, a merchant joking with a customer, and she smiled without realizing it, caught up in the life that pulsed there, raw and beautiful. Then, at the bend of a shady alley where a fig tree was dropping a few dry leaves, she saw him. The transition was so natural that it seemed written in the paving stones themselves: a silhouette stood there, leaning against a stone wall weathered by the centuries, its contours highlighted by a ray of sunlight that pierced between two buildings.

Rami stood there, almost motionless, as if he had been part of the city forever. He had set a canvas on an easel, a piece of wood that leaned dangerously to one side, and stared at his work with an intensity that made his eyebrows tense. His white shirt, wrinkled and open at the collar, hung over linen pants stained with paint, a man who lived in his thoughts more than in the world. His hands, marked by streaks of ochre and blue pigment, rested on his thighs, fingers clenched as if he were holding back a tremor. He raised his head, perhaps alerted by the sound of Lina's footsteps or by a deeper instinct, and their eyes met. It was a fleeting but sharp flash, a moment when time folded in on itself, when the hubbub of the souk vanished in a held breath.

Lina felt her heart beat strongly, almost painfully, and a heat rose to her cheeks, burning her skin. Rami blinked, a hand mechanically running through his messy hair, as if he wanted to wake up from a dream. He took a hesitant step towards her, his lips parting before finding the words:

“Hello, miss,” he said, his voice low and a little hoarse, tinged with an emotion he couldn’t hide. He rubbed his fingers against his pants, leaving a blue mark on the fabric, a nervous gesture that made him more real.

“Hello,” she replied, her voice trembling slightly, between surprise and a joy she didn’t understand. She tilted her head, a shy smile starting on her lips, her hands playing with a fold of her dress as if to give herself some composure.

The world around them faded to a distant murmur, the clinking of coins in a purse, a child's laughter, the rustling of fabrics being folded. They were alone in that moment, two souls who found each other without having sought each other. Rami stepped forward again, his smile widening in spite of himself, a dimple forming on his left cheek.

“Let me tell you... Your presence here is like a ray of sunshine falling just where it should be,” he murmured, his words simple but heavy on his heart, his eyes searching hers with sincere shyness.

Lina felt her cheeks flush, and she looked down for a moment, staring at the cobblestones as if they could tell her what to say. Then she looked up, more confident than she would have thought:

“Your words... they are sweet, sweeter than anything I have heard in these streets,” she said, her voice gaining strength. She added, almost in a whisper, “It touches me, really. More than you can imagine.”
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