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			A work constructed under the structural model ANIT — Narrative Architecture of Textual Invariance.
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All rights reserved.
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			Author’s Note

			This work was not born from the intention of writing two short stories.
It was born from restlessness.

			From my experience as a systems analyst and programmer, accustomed to seeing structure before surface, and from the observation that the order of elements can completely transform the final result.

			After encountering the concept of the Möbius strip—not in its thesis of infinity, but in its structural continuity—and reflecting on the idea of the collective unconscious proposed by Carl Gustav Jung, I realized that certain ideas seem to exist before us, waiting to take form.

			From this combination of structural logic and human inquietude came the realization that the same material, reorganized, could produce entirely different destinies.

			Here, there is no rewriting.

			No removal of passages.

			No parallel versions written to guide the reader toward different conclusions.

			There is only reorganization—where even the intonation of the dialogues is preserved, without any lexical or punctuation adjustments.

			The idea emerged in the midst of another work already published, like a detour that insisted on existing. I did not know whether it was possible. I persisted, nonetheless.

			Möbius and suiböM were born from this almost fading logical vision that accompanied me for days, until the structure finally sustained itself.

			The reading method suggested in this book is not an imposition.
It is guidance.

			If the reader chooses to ignore it, they are free to do so.

			But the way one moves through the text will determine the experience that follows.

			I have learned, both in life and in logic, that decisions alter trajectories.
What we choose not to do today may be done by someone tomorrow.
The paths chosen yesterday are what made us who we are today.

			In this work, the text remains.

			The order decides, folds upon itself, and creates new destinies.
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			Editorial Note

			This work is structured according to the ANIT model — Narrative Architecture of Textual Invariance.

			The two narratives presented here were constructed from the exact same textual units, with no lexical alteration, suppression, or addition between them. The difference lies exclusively in their structural reorganization.

			The method was subjected to computational verification, ensuring absolute material identity between the versions, including the preservation of punctuation and intonation.

			This is therefore a literary experiment sustained by logical architecture, in which transformation does not occur in the words themselves, but in their order.

			ANIT does not propose rewriting.

			It proposes reorganization. 
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			Dedication

			I dedicate this work
to restlessness,
to the idea that was almost abandoned,
to the mistake that revealed structure,
and to the moment when order finally made sense.

			I dedicate it
to the paths not taken,
to the possibilities that coexist,
and to the decisions that made us who we are.

			To the silent persistence
that continues even when logic says, “perhaps not.”

			To my family —
especially my beloved daughter, Nicole Salgado;
my mother, Cida Salgado;
my brother, Rodrigo;
my nephew, Leoni de Pádua;
and my dearly missed father, Antônio de Pádua, may God keep him.

			Even with the disagreements every family goes through,
we remain united.
And that is worth more than any gold in the world.

			And finally,
to what I have not yet done —
but could have done.

			In short:
to consequence.  

		

	
		
			Preface — Möbius & suiböM

			This book is not duplication.
It is reorganization.

			What is presented here are not two different stories, but two arrangements of the same material. The difference lies not in the word, but in the order.

			ANIT — does not propose thematic variation, nor later reinterpretation. It proposes structural displacement.

			The material remains.
The consequence changes.

			In this work, the text was not altered to produce new effects. It was rearranged to reveal that the effect was already contained within the structure.

			The experience the reader will have depends on the path chosen — not because different texts exist, but because organization defines destiny.

			This is not about infinity.
It is about decision.

			What is presented here is simple in form and rigorous in construction: the same narrative exposed under different architectures.

			If there is estrangement, it is part of the mechanism.
If there is recognition, it is as well.

			This book does not ask for interpretation in advance.
It asks for attention.

			Structure does not explain.
It demonstrates.

			Read with method.
And observe what remains.

			— The Editor 

		

	
		
			How to Read This Book
[image: Illustration of a Möbius strip formed by intertwined red and blue clouds, symbolizing a single structure with inverted narrative organization.]

			This work presents two narrative architectures composed of the same textual units.
No word has been altered.
The difference lies exclusively in the structural organization.

			It is a single written work, yet capable of producing distinct narratives and experiences.

			It is recommended to read the first version in its entirety before beginning the second.

			If the reader chooses to read the versions in immediate sequence, it is not necessary to reread every identical paragraph in full.
Paragraphs position the structure.
Dialogues shift the narrative axis.

			The key to the transformation lies in the voices: when the lines remain the same but change position, the one who carries them also changes — and with that, the meaning.

			Guilt and absolution, permanence and loss, lead to different trajectories.
Directions change.
Destinies change.
Even the presences that emerge within the narrative change.

			For a richer experience, a pause between the readings is recommended.

			Decisions alter the course, like a fork in the road of life — the paths exist; it is the choice that leads to one destiny or another.

			The text remains.

			The structure decides. 
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PREFACE — Möbius 


			There are lives that move in straight lines — blindfolded — obedient to the cadence of time.

			And there are others — rare, untamed — that refuse the tyranny of chronology… and insist on existing precisely where the clock falters.

			In this tale, you are about to cross one of those frontiers:

			the story that follows — veiled or unveiled — mirrors itself… yet does not recognize its own reflection.

			Here, the past may arrive after the future.

			A gesture seems simple — until its shadow shifts elsewhere.

			Here, an accident is only an instant — until the same shard gleams in two worlds.

			Here, a love is saved — forgiven or broken? across planes that touch by a thread, a lapse, a murmur no one admits to having heard.

			Walk carefully: nothing is out of place… except place itself.

			Each number is a portal.

			Each paragraph, a fold.

			Each silence, a warning.

			What lies ahead is not merely narrative — it is the friction of destinies brushing without crossing, the double breath of a life that repeats, yet does not return.

			Turn the page, if you dare.

			Is time ready to mark — or unmark? Am I the one speaking, or are you the one listening?

			Welcome to the Zones Beyond Imagination1  — to Möbius space.

			By: Lia V. Ardent.

			 

			

			
				
					1	 - Beyond Imagination refers to The Twilight Zone — known in Portuguese as Além da Imaginação (Beyond Imagination) — evoked here because this tale departs from conventional storytelling forms.

				

			

		

	
		
			
The universe we perceive may be only one among many projections of realities beyond our perception.
— Inspired by the reflections of Michio Kaku 1


			

			
				
					1	 - Michio Kaku is a theoretical physicist and science communicator known for his work on string theory and higher-dimensional physics. The epigraph reflects themes frequently explored in his writings on parallel universes and multidimensional reality.
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			The sound — continuous, sharp, unexpected — tore through the room like a blade of light, halting time for a breath no one could claim as their own. In the same instant, her hand lunged forward in a primitive reflex, almost an instinct of life trying to summon another; it fell against his chest, striking with the urgency of someone refusing silence. Everything seemed to unfold in slow motion — the weight of her arm descending, breath caught in her throat, the world around her blurring as if sliding off at the edges. His body gave beneath the impact — not like someone awakening, but like someone returning from a place where time does not answer to clocks — at seven-thirty in the morning. 

			In a slow gesture, still marked by the weight of the late night, a hand reached for the device beside the bed. The face carried that warm, rumpled softness — the gentle imprint of a night consumed in skin and breath; half-closed eyes held the lingering density left by passion that had filled every hour. The alarm was silenced, and the head tilted just enough to catch the time — and in the brief silence that followed, there seemed to be regret at the simple fact that the day had begun. A new cycle came the voiceless murmur. The motel sign, which hours earlier had pulsed sweet and complicit like a forbidden promise, now lay dark, neutralized by the raw light of dawn. Each ray slipping through the crack in the curtain did not illuminate: it exposed. Where pleasure had been, bitterness remained; where the night had seemed to conceal, the day revealed without mercy. 

			“I’m late!” Spoken in a lamenting tone, almost palpable, as if the entire night had been spent awake. 

			“Is it urgent?” 

			“I need to see my husband.” 

			“Don’t worry. I’ll take you to him — it’s more than my duty.” 

			The question came gently, almost as if afraid of spoiling the rare sweetness of that morning — whether they might have breakfast together, a small but habitual gesture, the kind that builds the quiet intimacy of a day. The answer came quickly, wrapped in haste and lateness: no, not today, they had overslept. The sound of that refusal left in him a small, almost childish disarray, which a discreet smile tried to conceal. Even so, his eyes followed her movements — hurried, yet affectionate — and for a few brief seconds wished time could be held by the edge, just to prolong that simple moment which, suddenly, felt too important to lose. 

			“Come on, help me zip up this dress.” 

			“Yes, madam — with great pleasure, my love.” 

			“My lover? My— whatever! Mr. Gustavo Almeida, let this be clear to everyone, is only my driver.” 

			“Particularly personal, very close.” 

			“Stop with the insinuations.” 

			“With all due respect, my sweet dear, if anyone sees us leaving this place, what will they think…” A faint sigh followed, as though the thought had slipped away on its own. 

			“What I mean is… how am I supposed to explain that I was working on a Sunday?” 

			“Here, take your payment. That way you can prove to your wife that you were working — before she kills you,” exclaimed with irony. “Daddy!” 

			“I love when you call me that.” 

			“What kind of filthy fetish is that? Isn’t there enough of that at home?” 

			They did not linger. They gathered their belongings and left the room empty — a room they had once imagined would always remain theirs — now shadowed by the knowledge that soon other bodies would lie there, seeking healing, yearning for the unguarded embrace of a love they themselves had once felt pulse within those four walls. 

			“You’d better hurry, or you’ll be late.” 

			[image: Illustration set in a motel room. A man stands behind a woman wearing a red dress and closes the zipper on the back of her dress. In the background there is an unmade bed and curtains illuminated by warm light, creating an intimate indoor atmosphere.]

			“You know… now that I think about it, I already am — a few extra minutes more or less won’t matter after such sweet memories. I’m a master at inventing excuses.” Spoken with a hint of self-satisfaction. 

			“I understand perfectly. I’m always at your disposal, ma’am. You may call me at any hour — I’ll attend to you with great pleasure.” 

			“Thank you. I return the courtesy. I have no intention of dragging you into gossip — nor myself. That’s why you are exclusively mine. The best driver there is.” 

			And within the entwined steps of destiny’s Möbius dance, the wind whispered like words not spoken by the body, yet spoken through it. 

			“What an extraordinary woman you are… so beautiful, so sensual, offering me one of the most remarkable nights of my life. Your company feels like the touch of forbidden angels, and I desire you eternally. Tonight you shone like a dancing angel. I understand your strength and your delicate touch, but — today, tomorrow, or at any time — I will be your guide, leading you toward your destiny. As I always will be, my love.” 

			Spoken for the night, for the day, for what was yet to come and for what had already passed. 

			The couple got into the car and left the parking lot without any urgency, engines and headlights gliding as though the world were slightly out of focus; at the wheel, a distant smile slipped free — the kind that seems to rise from a place where memory stumbles — when, in an abrupt jolt, the car braked hard to avoid something crossing ahead, splitting the silence for a brief second. A breath was recovered, and the dragging tone returned — nearly inert from the haze excitement had left in the voice — saying that the city always reminded him of his own, words slipping out of alignment with the moment: “You are more beloved than my own wife.” She turned her face just enough to follow him with her eyes, unsettled by the lack of sense, murmuring that attention should remain on the road; the reply came — still drifting in that same slow unraveling of speech — that it must have been only the shock of the sudden brake, “things that appear without asking,” it continued, while the car moved forward between highways, thoughts, and everything that had yet to be spoken — as though traveling through a fold in time. 

			The key turned and the engine’s heavy silence dissolved at once, as though the outside world had forced its way into the moment without permission. Mixed sounds — footsteps, voices, scattered noise from a place that never truly sleeps — crossed the air with the urgency of those witnessing something critical. Thoughts, still unsettled, settled against the windshield, blurring the outlines of things as if everything were slightly out of focus. Inside, two bodies remained motionless for an instant that seemed reluctant to end; there was in that arrival a discouragement difficult to name, a weight neither wished to confront. Then the hand that reached for the handle did not hesitate: the door opened with a certain haste, too quick to be casual — whether from fear of being seen or questioned. The opening exposed a brief yet striking moment, the kind time preserves even when memory tries to purge it. After that, everything moved forward, as though there were no choice but to continue. 

			“We’ve arrived.” Said in a tone tinged with melancholy and a certain unrest. 

			“Bastard, what’s that supposed to mean — more beloved than your own wife?” Said with an ironic, uncomfortable edge. 

			“Just once and you’d already be in love with me?” 

			As if fleeing the answer, the door was opened quickly and, like a gentleman, the passenger side was reached and opened for her. 

			“You know that from the very first moment I saw you, what I feel for you has been firm as rock.” 

			A hesitation to argue back; posture recomposed, words left unspoken: “Bastard. In someone else’s arms, indulging himself; they’re all the same — he must say the same thing to the other one.”  

			Noticing the unrest in the expression and the approach of a police officer crossing the courtyard toward the vehicle, the figure quickly returned to the driver’s seat — too late to avoid the unwanted presence. Light knocks echoed against the window; it was the officer, the gesture clearly asking for the window to be lowered. 

			“You know you can’t park here, right?!” Spoken while pointing toward a traffic sign. 

			“I only brought her here… I didn’t want to cause any trouble. She was on the shoulder, so I stopped. I’m leaving, alright?!” 

			His thoughts tangled into a whirl difficult to name — whether from the weight of the moment or from the instinctive fear certain questions awaken in those who would rather not answer them. There was, within, a haste he tried to conceal: the urgency to distance himself from any doubt, from any interpretation that might fall upon him, fair or not. When it became clear the officer intended to prolong the exchange, the harsh screech of tires against asphalt rose as a preemptive reply. He sped off too quickly, like someone afraid of explanations he would not know how to give, vanishing into the horizon before any word could reach him. 
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