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    This work is dedicated to all the beautiful people I met along the way and who inspired me and illumined me.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Two souls with but a single thought, two hearts that beat as one."

— John Keats
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Chapter 1.1 – A Sunday Glimpse
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Sunday mornings were supposed to be slow. Ideally, I would have watered my plants on the terrace, taken my time with breakfast, and basked in the lazy comfort of a day without alarms. But here I was, rushing, double-checking my notes, stuffing extra pencils into my bag, and wondering why I had signed up for additional classes in the first place.

Rizzie, my best friend, had bailed on me. Again. She had her own Sunday traditions—McDonald's runs and shopping sprees. I didn’t mind. It gave me an excuse to come alone, walk at my own pace, and let my thoughts wander.

And then I saw him.

He was standing by his bike, casually washing it, his sleeves rolled up, muscles flexing with effortless grace. The sun caught in his hair, highlighting streaks of brown that I hadn’t noticed before. He was a picture of ease, the kind of confidence that wasn’t loud but undeniable.

For a brief second, I forgot about my schedule, my classes, my never-ending to-do list. Time slowed.

He was the kind of guy who didn’t need to try. Some people had presence, and then there was him—an effortless, unspoken magnetism that made you look twice. I wasn’t the only one who noticed. A group of girls passed by, giggling, throwing glances his way.

I quickly snapped out of my daze and hurried past. The last thing I needed was to be late again.

My school had a special place for latecomers—right in front, lined up for everyone to see. I had been there one too many times, half-asleep, watching the minutes tick by. But today, I was determined to be on time.

As I turned the corner, a honk made me jump. A sleek black bike rolled past me, and I didn’t need to look twice to know who it was.

Him.

His gaze flickered toward me—just a fraction of a second, but enough to send my heart into a sprint.

I wasn’t sure if he noticed me, standing there in my simple white tee and faded blue jeans. I wasn’t flashy. I didn’t have a car to flaunt or trendy wet wipes to show off like some of the girls in my class. I was just... me. Classic, low-maintenance, running late as usual.

I exhaled, shook my head, and walked faster.

It was just another Sunday morning. Nothing had changed. Except for the tiny, undeniable truth.

I was already looking forward to the next time I’d see him.
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Chapter 1.2 – The Unavoidable Encounter
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Monday were not manic.

The alarm was relentless. I hit snooze—once, twice—until reality crashed in. I was going to be late. Again.

I threw on the first decent outfit I could find, wrestled with my bag strap, and sprinted out the door. The streets were alive—the honk of school buses, the scent of fresh bread from a nearby bakery, the distant chatter of early risers. Somewhere amidst the chaos, I blended in.

Until I saw him.

The hum of his engine was unmistakable. I didn’t have to look up. I already knew.

He leaned casually against his bike, fingers tapping the handle, his white tee sharp against his black jacket. Sunlight caught the sharp lines of his face. Effortless. Unbothered. Completely unaware that my heart had just skipped a beat.

Or maybe not.

For a fleeting second, his gaze brushed over me. A flicker of recognition? Amusement? I couldn’t tell. But it was enough.

"Move it!" The prefect’s voice snapped me back.

By the time I turned again, he was gone.
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