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    To those who dare to explore the past, knowing that some stories are better left untold. This journey is for you.
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Prologue
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In the quiet, forgotten corners of Angono, the air was thick with history. Ancient stones whispered secrets of long-lost tales, and the shadows seemed to move with a life of their own, carrying the weight of time. Among the town’s narrow streets and hidden alleys, there existed a place few dared to speak of, let alone enter.

The gallery was buried in the heart of this silence, a sanctuary of art left undisturbed for centuries. Its walls were adorned with relics of a bygone era—portraits, landscapes, and sculptures from the early Spanish colonial period. The eyes of the figures in the paintings seemed to follow those who entered, their gaze unrelenting, as if guarding their secrets from the prying eyes of the present.

But the gallery’s true treasure lay deeper, in a room that no one knew existed, save for one. It was a portrait unlike any other—hauntingly beautiful, almost alive, its subject a woman whose eyes held the weight of centuries. And beneath her gaze, a curse lingered—El Pasado, the past that should remain undisturbed.

It was said that the portrait was a window, not just to the past, but to another time, another world—one where time folded in on itself, and the boundaries between the present and what had already been were no longer clear. Those who looked too closely would find themselves pulled into the depths of El Pasado, never to return the same.

In the shadows of the gallery stood the Keeper, an old woman whose eyes had seen too much of the world. She was the guardian of the balance, a protector of the thin veil between past and present. She had watched over the gallery for years, waiting, always waiting.

One evening, as the sun dipped below the horizon, the Keeper felt it—the stirring of time. Someone had entered the gallery. Someone had found the portrait.

And now, time itself was shifting.

“Some things should never be awakened,” the Keeper whispered to herself, her voice a fragile wisp in the empty gallery. Her gnarled fingers traced the edges of a Tarot card—a symbol of fate, of choices yet to be made.

She had seen this coming for years, the prophecy that foretold of a young man and woman whose fates would intertwine with the cursed portrait. They would be drawn into El Pasado, into the heart of time’s most dangerous secret, where the past was a living, breathing entity that could change the future with the slightest touch.

The old woman knew the dangers of meddling with time. She had witnessed it before—people lost, lives shattered, histories rewritten. The past was not something to be altered; it was something to be respected, feared even. But now, the cycle was beginning again. Someone was about to disturb the balance.

With a deep breath, the Keeper reached for her Tarot cards and drew one—the Hanged Man.

Change was coming.

And this time, the stakes were higher than ever before.

In the stillness of the gallery, the past began to stir.

And with it, the destiny of two souls who were about to embark on a journey beyond time—a journey that would test their courage, their love, and the very fabric of reality itself.

The Keeper’s warning had been clear: Some art should remain undisturbed. But the portrait’s gaze was too alluring, its pull too strong. For once the past awakens, it will not go quietly.

And neither will those who dare to challenge it.
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Chapter 1: The Portrait
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The sun dipped low over Angono, casting a golden hue across the town's streets. Diego strolled through the narrow alleys, a habitual wanderer with a love for art and history. He had spent countless afternoons exploring the art galleries nestled in this small artist haven, where murals and sculptures dotted the streets like silent sentinels of a rich past.

On this particular day, however, his path led him somewhere unfamiliar—a narrow cobblestone street that seemed almost hidden from view. There was something about the way the light flickered off the walls, or perhaps it was the eerie quiet that hung in the air, but Diego felt an inexplicable pull toward the end of the alley.

At the far corner stood a building that looked more like an abandoned relic than an art gallery. Its facade was worn, the windows clouded with dust, and a faded sign hung above the entrance, barely legible: "La Galería de El Pasado."

Diego hesitated. The gallery seemed out of place, as if it had been forgotten by time itself. He glanced around, seeing no one, and stepped inside.

The air was thick and musty, filled with the scent of aged wood and canvas. Dim lights flickered above, casting long shadows across the room. The walls were lined with paintings—portraits of men and women from a distant era, their eyes hauntingly lifelike. Diego wandered through the space, studying the artwork with a curiosity that bordered on reverence.

But then his gaze fell upon a painting at the far end of the gallery. It was a portrait, unlike any he had ever seen. A young woman, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders, stared back at him from the canvas. Her eyes, so vivid, seemed to reach out to him, as if she were alive within the painting. Diego froze.

There was something unsettlingly familiar about her. He blinked, his mind racing. It was her—the girl he had seen on the bus just days ago. The same delicate features, the same enigmatic expression. How could this be possible? His heart began to race.

"She's beautiful, isn't she?" a voice croaked from behind.

Startled, Diego turned to see an old woman standing in the corner, her frame hunched with age. Her eyes were sharp, however, observing him with an intensity that made him uncomfortable.

"Who is she?" Diego asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

The old woman hobbled closer, her cane tapping softly against the wooden floor. "That," she said, nodding toward the portrait, "is Ana. And you'd do well to leave her be."

Diego frowned. "What do you mean?"

The woman gave him a long, hard look before speaking again. "Some art should remain undisturbed. You’ve been drawn here for a reason, but tread carefully, young man. El Pasado has a way of holding onto the souls of those who don’t respect its boundaries."

Before Diego could ask more, the woman turned and shuffled away, disappearing into the shadows of the gallery.

Diego’s eyes flickered back to the portrait. The pull toward the painting was undeniable, an invisible thread connecting him to this mysterious woman. Ignoring the old woman's warning, he stepped closer, his hand reaching out to touch the surface of the canvas.
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Chapter 2: The Infatuation
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For days after visiting the gallery, Diego found himself consumed by thoughts of the painting. He could barely focus at work, and his usual conversations with friends became fleeting, distracted exchanges. The image of the woman—Ana—was etched into his mind, her eyes following him everywhere.

Claire, a close friend who had known Diego for years, noticed the change in him almost immediately. They had always shared a deep connection, though Diego seemed blissfully unaware of Claire’s growing affection for him. To her, Diego had always been more than just a friend. But now something had come between them.

"Diego, are you okay?" Claire asked one afternoon as they sat together at their favorite coffee shop. "You've been distant lately."

Diego looked up, his thoughts still elsewhere. "Yeah, I’m fine. Just... thinking."

"About what?" Claire pressed gently.

He hesitated, debating whether to tell her. Claire had always been a steady presence in his life—logical, grounded. How could he explain the pull he felt toward a woman in a painting?

"It’s nothing," Diego muttered, turning away.

But Claire wasn’t convinced. She had seen this side of him before—the way he obsessed over things he couldn’t fully understand. "Diego, talk to me. Is it about the gallery?"

Diego blinked. "How did you—?"

"You mentioned it last week, right after you went. You’ve been acting strange ever since." Claire studied him closely, her concern growing. "What did you see there?"

Diego sighed, running a hand through his hair. "It’s just... there’s this painting. A portrait. I can't stop thinking about it."

Claire frowned. "A painting?"

He nodded, his eyes distant. "It’s of this girl... Ana. She looks exactly like someone I saw on the bus. I don’t know why, but I feel like I know her. Like she’s waiting for me."
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