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The story is fiction.

Except for the characters and scenes, which are: not.
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Prologue
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The human heart beats once, then journeys—long or short, from first breath to last. A million gazes, endless words, unfulfilled dreams. Yet the goal, vital as breathing, remains constant. It's the childlike joy of releasing a kite on the beach, a fleeting moment we wish could stretch forever. Bliss. That's the ultimate quest. We yearn for the day the wind will rise by the sea, lifting our rainbow kite higher and higher.

We are not alone in this yearning. Everyone, in their own way, wishes for happiness.

This story might unsettle you, dear reader. It may even offend. Disappointment might settle if you resist accepting its characters for who they are. But remember: everyone seeks happiness. It is a fundamental right. To live. To live happily. Keep this in mind before you judge.
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Paris
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Always a rush. The city hummed with a frantic energy, everyone running, everyone late. Inside, Rosa stared at her reflection, the white veil a ghostly halo around her head. The lace Princess dress cinched her waist, exaggerating her shapely breasts, transforming her into a porcelain doll. For today, at least, she felt pretty, slender, perfect. In minutes, she'd whisper her 'yes' – a momentous, joyful 'yes' to a man she'd shared five years with, a man who'd proposed just weeks ago. A question she'd thought would never be spoken aloud. Yet, her smile felt stiff, a stranger on her lips. She strained for it, but joy wouldn't bloom. Instead, a cold knot tightened in her stomach, making her hands tremble. This wasn't excitement. No, not at all.

"Well, Rosa! My beautiful!" Her father’s voice boomed, a wide, proud smile splitting his face. She managed to mirror his happiness, a fragile replica.
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The Notre Dame bells pealed, a triumphant roar across Paris. Rosa emerged, a wide smile plastered on her face, leaning into the blond man who matched her height. A grand spectacle, a river of people showering them with rice.

"HAIL THE NEWLYWEDS!"

White doves burst into the sky, a flurry of beating wings.

[image: ]

The door clicked shut. The lock snicked into place.
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Arcachon
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"How about that?" The bald man stumbled into the cluttered second-hand car and motorbike shop, a finger jabbing toward a small, sleek motorbike.

Across from him, the woman in worn jean shorts and a faded brown top merely squinted at the fiery red Kawasaki. Her long brown hair, usually pulled back, cascaded around her shoulders. She ran a hand through it, a quick, restless gesture.

"Two hundred," he rattled off, "new seat, newly imported. Lady just sold it to me, needed cash. Immaculate condition." He gripped the handlebars, his eyes sweeping over her. "She was hot, just like this bike. It'd suit you. Fair price too, only two thousand five hundred and fifty."

But her attention had drifted. Her gaze, sharp and assessing, landed on something else as she ruffled her hair again. "What about this one?" she murmured, already walking towards the far fence. She pulled back a torn plastic sheet, revealing a dusty, mud-caked wreck.

"You're kidding me, young lady!" He barked a laugh. "An idiot hit a truck with that thing at two hundred kilometers an hour a year ago! Not even good for spare parts! No one's fixing that up in a million years!"

The woman didn't reply, her eyes still fixed on the ruin. "How much do you want for it?" She turned, her expression unreadable. He stared at her, amazement widening his eyes.

"A hundred euros."

"I'll give you two hundred if you bring it to me." She dug into her back pocket, pulled out her wallet, smiled, and peeled off the bills.

"Well... it won't make a motorbike..." The bald man took the euros, shaking his head.
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I. Arcachón
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The Golf Paradise

June 2nd, 22:35

Light spilled from the garage of the tiny house by the sea. The woman wiped her oily hands on a rag, her gaze fixed on the disjointed metal components. Hours she'd spent like this, yet a slow, satisfied smile spread across her face. "Now, my little wasp," she murmured, a sweet endearment, "what's missing to make you buzz for me?"

"A lot!" A man's voice, deep and gruff, came from the doorway. He leaned against the frame, a leather jacket slung over his shoulders.

"Hi!" She extended a hand, her grip firm. The long-haired, burly man avoided her eyes, staring at the ground.

"When you said 'bike,' I thought Davidson or a Charlie... This is a pile of junk!"

"Darling, it's a Honda! A CB 150R 'little wasp,'" she corrected, still smiling.

"This?!" He waved a dismissive hand toward the scattered parts, a loud laugh escaping him. "I'll swallow my own bike if that thing ever runs!"

"Fantasy, fantasy!" She playfully nudged Philip's head.

"You aren't a hundred."

"When was I ever!?" She laughed again, the sound light, then heard the front door open.

"Sweetheart..." A gentle, tired voice floated from the house.

"Good evening, Mrs. René," Philip mumbled, but the woman didn't even glance his way.

"Aren't you tired yet?" Adeline's mother asked, her voice heavy with sleep. Adeline smiled.

"Just getting a few things together."

"Okay. But quietly, I'll be up in a couple of hours."

"Good night, Mum," she said, her smile soft.

Silence settled, broken only by the distant lapping of waves. Adeline moved to the workbench, while Philip remained by the door, his eyes still fixed on the pile of iron.

"Does your mother know you broke up with Vanda?"

"Of course, she does." Adeline waved a parts list at him, then gestured vaguely towards the wreckage. "She picked it up from the front of the house."

"Why?"

"I was drunk as a skunk. It was dark. Thought I'd be asleep in my room by the time the sun came up. But I lay in the doorway."

Philip stayed silent, a slight smile playing on his lips.

"Bothering you, is it?" Adeline muttered, though she didn't look up from her list.

"What?"

"That my mother treats you like air. Relax, she does it to every guy."

Philip grumbled, a low sound in his throat.

"She'll get over it."

"When?" Philip pressed. "She should greet me."

"I know..." Adeline sighed, a deep, weary sound. "But she's in her asexual period. She doesn't care about anyone or anything."

Philip sighed too.

"By the way!" Adeline spun around, her eyes bright. "When do you have time for art?"

"Art?"

Adeline held out her left arm. "Whatever you want!"

Philip finally smiled, crouching beside a piece of metal on the floor. "Aren't you in a hurry, little girl?"

"No."

"I think you are. It hasn't even been a week since Vanda left, and you're jumping into things. You should think a little more calmly."

Adeline gnawed on her lip. "I'm trying, Phi."

"I can see..."

"When I have it together, I'm going to Paris."

"Wha," he laughed, incredulous. "Where to?"

"Paris!" Adeline repeated, a sweet, almost mischievous smile on her face.

"To the metropolis?"

"There are a lot of f***ing Parises in the world!" Adeline threw her arms wide, laughing freely.

"What for?"

"I'm just going to pop up, have a look around, and come back."

Philip narrowed his eyes, a thoughtful expression on his face. "What will happen to your mother in the meantime?"

"She'll survive a weekend!" Adeline turned back to her list. "There's a tensioner by your leg. Just give me the code."

Philip bent down, examining the broken part. "I hope it's only three days, because the workshop will die without you," he muttered.

"I didn't know I was vital! Code?"

"AlSiCu30009256 TR-1125."

"Thanks!" Adeline said, already jotting it down.

"Regarding your mother..." Philip began again.

"Don't mind me!" Adeline cut him off. "I'd be happy if she finally had someone, but this is it. Besides," she looked at him, a glint in her eye, "she won't be interested in you. She's never been into cool men. Short hair, suit, shirt, average guy. Big romantic," Adeline said, pursing her lips. "That's how he twisted women's heads, and then got the hell out of here!" She turned back to her page, eyes scanning the list.

"You're going up to Paris for him?" Philip asked, a new note in his voice.

"I'm going to the march."

"The Pride march? In August?"

"Yes."

"Girl, do I have a sign on my forehead that says 'idiot'?" Philip leaned against the wardrobe, arms crossed, and Adeline chuckled. "Baby, one thing: your bike won't be ready by then! Two: you and the fuss... I'm laughing my ass off! What do you want from your father? You don't even know where he lives."

"Phi," Adeline nodded, her voice calm and determined, "my wasp will be ready by August, and my tattoo too. If you won't do it, someone else will! My father's... Only."

"Only?" Philip prompted, and Adeline sighed. "Listen, girl. He's been gone for over ten years, why are you making a fuss when everything's finally calmed down?"

"I just want to see him, that's all."

Philip pressed his lips together, a silent acknowledgment. "You're a grown person. You can do what you want." He turned fully to Adeline.

"Of course," she said, moving towards him with the list in her hand.

Philip took the paper, looked it over, and let out a long sigh. "You could buy a whole motorbike for the price of these parts! What's the big deal?"

"That I build it myself!" Adeline's smile spread, genuine and radiant. "It's all mine."
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Paris
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22:47

The soft click of the lock was the only sound as the door slowly opened. Rosa slipped into the silent darkness of the apartment, setting her bag down with a barely audible thud.

"Where have you been?" A low voice, taut with suppressed anger, sliced through the quiet from the doorway opposite.

"In a meeting, Alessio," Rosa replied, her voice carefully neutral as she moved towards the kitchen.

"In a meeting? You couldn't answer your phone? I called you!"

"It was on mute." Her hand reached for the fridge door, fumbling slightly.

"With whom have you been?" Alessio started towards her, his footsteps heavy.

"What?" Rosa turned, her heart beginning to thump a frantic rhythm against her ribs.

"With whom have you been?" Alessio’s voice rose, a clear threat.

"With no one, I had a meeting! I have a meeting every Monday!" Rosa's voice was firm, but the frantic beat in her chest accelerated.

"A meeting? Every Monday?" The question hung in the air, heavy and menacing. Alessio's jaw tightened, a muscle jumping in his cheek.

"I'm sorry, I'm sorry it took so long," she began, taking a hesitant step towards him. Her hand trembled as she prepared to embrace him. Alessio grunted, a guttural sound, but after a quick, perfunctory hug, he turned and headed for the living room.

Rosa sagged against the cool kitchen counter, exhaling a heavy, shuddery breath.

That's it.

Just a bad day. Everyone has them, right? Days when nothing feels right, nothing pleases, and the world seems to conspire against you.

It happens. It happens often for some, rarely for others, but it happens.

Rosa glanced towards the living room, where Alessio's silhouette was visible against the faint glow of the TV. She loved him, she truly did. Even his silly ramblings.

Alessio had always been this way. Possessive. Jealous. Of anything, of anyone. Because that's how much he loved her.

Didn't he?
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As the marketing director of the Cordon publishing house, her mind was a whirlwind of responsibilities. New authors, looming deadlines, and now, the director was sick. It was all a heavy weight.

In the living room, Alessio settled onto the sofa, engrossed in a new film. He reached out, pulling Rosa close, snuggling against her as he closed his eyes.

"I love you..."

"I love you too..."
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3.
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July 7.

"You are in for Phi," Adeline muttered, munching on something unseen.

"Who is Phi?" the woman at the sink asked, her voice muffled by the running water.

"My boss," Adeline mumbled around a mouthful, then pulled out a cigarette and lit it. "Only six years younger than you..." She turned to her mother, a glint in her eye. Her mother paused, plate in hand, then grumbled.

"Younger!" Her mother snatched the plate from Adeline. "Go out if you want to poison yourself to death! At least don't do it in front of me." The smoke, trapped in the still air, clung around Adeline. She looked at her mother, swallowed, then coughed.

"Thanks, Mum!"

"It's a pity Vanda's gone..." Her mother muttered, her voice laced with anger, as she began washing dishes. "You didn't smoke that damn poison then!"

Adeline's gaze softened, a pang of sadness in her chest as she looked at her mother. She stood, heading for the door. "But she's gone."

She's gone... Adeline sank onto the stony beach, watching the setting sun bleed across the horizon. She is gone.

She flicked the ash from her cigarette, staring at the smoldering tobacco. "To America. Because she couldn't have gone further to continue her studies. After all, it was just an adventure..." she murmured, her voice hollow as she looked out to sea. A heavy sigh escaped her. She'd poured everything into that adventure. Everything. Detachment felt impossible now. She tried, but it was hard to revisit the good days, those happy, joyful moments. It was impossible. When she loved her.

She loved her... Adeline closed her brown eyes, a painful smile twisting her lips. A sweet, soft-lipped smile, a white cheek emerging from the waves, dark blonde hair gently brushing fragile shoulders. I love you!

"Liar!" Adeline frowned, her eyes snapping open, glaring at the endless sea. But the tears, an undeniable welling from her soul, slowly tracked paths down her cheeks.
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4.
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She strolled along the golf course, her white and green dressing gown flowing casually around her. She adjusted the brim of her baseball cap and a small, anticipatory smile touched her lips as she spotted the small electric two-seater golf cart.

"Finally!" The well-to-do man waved her on, his voice sharp with impatience. "I've been standing here for half an hour!"

"Half an hour... Oh my God!" Adeline's smile widened playfully. "Hello," she greeted, dropping her bag beside the cart.

"Good afternoon," he grumbled, his shoulders slumped. "Last week was the maintenance." He was a man whose emotions rarely shifted, his face a placid mask.

Adeline merely looked at him, a knowing glint in her eyes. "The law of chaos," she stated, unlocking the back of the trolley and starting it up.

"What?"

"Everything falls apart. Everything," she shrugged, pulling out a meter. "Everything ends, and everything leads to destruction."

The man's mouth twisted in a grimace. "Can you fix it?"

Adeline looked up at him, but at that moment, a splash of oil hit her face. "Son of a bitch!" She growled, wiping her face with the back of her hand, a streak of grease across her cheek. "Yes! Everything can be fixed!"
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Pieces. Adeline worked, fitting together the fragments of the little wasp. Pieces, like her own heart. Vanda leaving was one thing, but the deeper cut was that Vanda hadn't even fought for their relationship. That was the most painful part.

She replaced the front wheel, a low grumble rumbling in her throat. A whole year. That's how long it had lasted. A whole year. Yet, looking back, it seemed impossibly short.

It was just a year. She remembered the day they'd officially become a couple. Her twenty-fifth birthday. A friendship that had simmered for years finally overflowing. The party had grown hazy, and Vanda... Vanda... The girl who loved red dresses had giggled, her words still echoing: Sometimes I'd like to kiss you!

It had been so sweet... Adeline tightened the steering wheel, moving on to the back wheel.

She had been happy. A memory, now sharp with pain. Everything had become a painful memory. Painful.
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The needle vibrated gently, tracing intricate patterns on her slightly tanned skin.

"How is your mother?" Philip asked quietly.

"She's fine."

"Still... reserved?" Philip rephrased, careful.

"Phi, she's not reserved..." Adeline smiled as Philip wiped away dark burgundy liquid. "Patience."

"Uh-huh..."

"I can't believe you want her so much!" Adeline laughed, the sound light but with an edge.

"Want her?" Philip asked, refilling the needle. "You don't know what love is."

"Haha..." she scoffed, looking out the window, a flicker of something raw in her eyes.

"You don't know, girl. Not yet."

"Of course."

"It's not a question of whether you want it or not, whether it's right or wrong."

"So what is it?" Adeline snapped, her patience wearing thin.

"Your mother is a beautiful woman."

"Because it's all about appearances?" Adeline interrupted Philip, her voice sharp.

"Like these roses," Phi returned to his work, his voice even.

"It's disgusting!" Adeline pulled her lips away in disgust, and Phi stopped, the needle hovering.

"Are you joking? I'm almost done, and you tell me now!"

"I mean, you're stitching me while thinking of my mother!"

"Girl!" Philip sighed, lowering his head, a weary but fond expression on his face. "I was talking about the roses! The symbol of true love. The love that you can only truly enjoy if you nurture it and cherish it, without claiming it as your own, protecting it from everything." Adeline tilted her head, listening. "The roses are sweet-smelling and brightly colored, but that's why they have thorns, to protect themselves from greedy thieves. Only those who can handle them can truly enjoy it."

"Shakespeare lost in you, Phi!" Adeline grinned.

"No, it's not. I've just reached an age and seen some things," he replied, a hint of weariness in his voice.

"Wise old man!" she chuckled, leaning back, the pain of the tattoo a faint thrum. "I loved her! With all my heart!"

"And she loved you too?" Phi asked, turning to look at Adeline seriously, his gaze piercing. "Is it possible that you have thought too much of it all? Perhaps Vanda was only a kind girl, not wanting to hurt you when she found out what she wanted, considering that you've been friends since childhood."

Adeline wrinkled her nose, a flicker of anger in her eyes. "You don't go into bed with your best friend."
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August 3rd.
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Rosa deftly packed the shopping cart, list in hand, when her eyes snagged on a display of luscious, sexy red lingerie on sale. Her gaze lingered, drawn by the vibrant lace. She imagined the feel of it, a thrill sparking through her, and licked her lips hungrily. "Hm?" she hummed, picking up the lacy piece and holding it against her curvy breasts.

Suddenly, Alessio was behind her. "What are you doing?"

"Do you like it?" Rosa asked, a mischievous smile playing on her lips.

Alessio's expression remained serious. "You don't need that!" He snatched the set from her hand, tossing it sloppily back onto the shelf. "You have enough underwear! Let's go!" He pushed the shopping trolley away, his movements sharp. Rosa watched him go, puzzled, then looked back at the discarded garment. She sighed. It wasn't the first time Alessio had sucked the joy out of life, to put it mildly. It happened when she wanted to buy jewelry, when she wanted to update her wardrobe with new pieces... Or when she wanted to try a new body lotion.

What's old is good, it's good what you have! You don't need it.

It's not new. That was it.

Everyone has that in their relationship, right? She tried to convince herself, but the hollow feeling in her stomach persisted.
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The little wasp finally buzzed. "That's it, girl!" Adeline slapped the newly built motorcycle on its sleek side, then wheeled it out of the garage.

The Honda’s new black and yellow paintwork gleamed, refracting the sunlight like polished obsidian. It purred, a low, contented rumble like a kitten curled up for a nap. New seats, new lights, brand new wheels—a testament to her hours of painstaking work.

Adeline turned onto the city street, stopping to rev the engine. The powerful roar vibrated through her, and moments later, the house door swung open.

"Adeline!" Philip stood in the doorway, poking his long hair from his face, eyes wide with disbelief. "It's a Honda, girl!" He grinned, and Adeline killed the engine.

"Yes!" She pulled off her helmet, her long hair springing free, shaking it out.

"I can't believe it's finished!" Philip exclaimed, circling the bike, examining the engine, a hand scratching his bearded chin. "It's amazing!"

"Now what?" he asked.

"So what now?" Adeline echoed, a glint of anticipation in her eyes.

"There's still a week to the festival. What are you doing until then?"

"I'm getting rid of a few things for now. Will you come with me?"

"What?" Philip wondered, his brow furrowed.
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The clippers whirred, a sustained drone, as dark strands of hair drifted like falling leaves onto the white tiles.

"I'll listen to you," Philip grumbled, but his eyes softened as the newly shorn Adeline turned. Her hands were tucked into her pockets, a familiar posture of quiet defiance. With her hair dramatically shortened, her face seemed to bloom, more open, her neck and shoulders unburdened. A wave of lightness, of freedom, washed over Adeline. This new pixie cut, short yet unmistakably feminine, felt a hundred times more comfortable than the long hair that had often tangled around her. She grinned at Philip, who looked equally rejuvenated, a fresh energy about him.

"Fifty percent more chance of being seen by my mother now."

"Foolish girl!" Philip laughed, the sound warm and genuine.
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6.
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The two motorbikes idled, their engines rumbling softly, then slowed to a stop in front of the small house. Adeline’s eyes widened, fixated on the sleek, black, expensive car gleaming in the driveway.

"A guest?" Philip murmured, sensing her unease.
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