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Introductory Monologue
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That morning held an oppressive quiet. I woke from a restless sleep, sweating and breathless, her image deeply imprinted in my mind. A woman of overwhelming beauty, with eyes black as the depths of night and chestnut hair caressing her shoulders. This was no ordinary dream. It was a visceral sensation, a fragment detached from another reality. I felt like I had known her forever, but I couldn't remember from where. Every feature of her face seemed familiar, like a place you've visited in another existence, but which you can't pinpoint on any map.

I'd never been one to put much stock in dreams. My life had always been about the concrete, about what I could touch and measure. But she... she appeared in my dreams again and again. And each time, the dream became clearer, more intense, leaving me with an empty feeling in my stomach and a host of unanswered questions. It was different, profoundly different from anything else I had ever experienced.

Over time, I began to believe that dreams aren't just projections of a tired brain. They are, perhaps, portals, symbols of an unseen reality. Sometimes, they well up from our subconscious, bringing to the surface forgotten desires or memories. Other times, however, I feel they are brought by subtle energies, invisible threads that connect us to something larger. To someone else. Perhaps a person who is thinking intensely about you, or maybe an old connection, lost in the mists of past lives.

Modern psychology would explain these dreams as expressions of an unexpressed desire or a repressed memory. But my soul felt more than my rational mind could explain. When you dream of someone again and again, and feel such an authentic emotion, it's not just a fantasy. It's a connection. An invisible thread that activates beyond space and time.

I began to wonder if that woman truly existed. Not in the ordinary sense of the word, but as a pure energy that overlaid my world. Sometimes I felt like she was close, that she was right there, in reality, but unable to speak. She just looked at me. Other times, I felt watched. Not in an unsettling way, but with an overwhelming gentleness, which you can only recognize if you've known love in another existence.

One question echoed obsessively in my mind: Who is she? And, perhaps even more importantly: Who was I?
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Chapter 1 – The Echo of a Gaze
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Mornings began to feel different. They were no longer mere beginnings of a day, but extensions of another reality – one in which she existed, alive and close. She remained there, with me, even after I woke. I felt her in the air, in the light lazily filtering through the curtain, in that suspended moment between dream and reality, when the heart races but the soul is unafraid.

Her gaze followed me. It was intense, yet gentle. A gaze that penetrated beyond body, beyond thoughts, beyond time. There was something familiar in it, as if I had met her once, in a forgotten place, perhaps in another life. There was something ancient in the way she looked at me – not with curiosity, but with the certainty that she knew me, that she knew who I was, what I felt, what I had lived through, and what I was missing.

It was no longer just a dream. It was a call.

Night after night, I awaited sleep not for rest, but for reunion. It was the only space where time could not separate us. There, in the dream, we were together. Without words, without explanations, just a magnetic presence, a touch of souls. Without fear. Without past.

And yet, morning brought a heavy silence. I woke up empty, yet full. Wounded by absence, yet healed by encounter.

In a world where dreams are nothing more than residues of the mind, mine had become real. Repetitive, yet different each time. In every dream, another version of us, another story, another setting. But she... she remained the same. Always her.

For weeks, I wandered through the labyrinth of dreams, searching for a logic in the emotional chaos they left behind. One morning, however, after a dream of unsettling clarity, memories began to overlap the ethereal images. The woman from the dream, her face perfectly contoured, her graceful silhouette... she was familiar in an almost painfully real way. She was not an invention of my tired mind. It was her. Someone I knew, someone who had once walked through my life, then disappeared into the mists of years. A figure from the past, brought back to light by the force of an inexplicable connection. And suddenly, the emptiness in my stomach was no longer just longing, but an acute, almost feverish curiosity.
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Chapter 2 – Returning Echoes
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Days and nights began to flow in an apparent monotony. For a while, I thought everything had stopped, that the fever of the dreams had subsided, perhaps smothered by the relentless routine of work or simply by the dull noise of daily stress. Nights were empty again, devoid of that electrifying presence. I almost began to believe that, despite their intensity, those visions had been just an anomaly, an error of my overworked subconscious. A period of respite, of dreamlike silence, settled over me, allowing me to breathe easier, but leaving behind a strange feeling of emptiness.

Then, as suddenly as they had ceased, the dreams re-erupted. And this time, they returned with increased, almost invasive force. Sometimes, her face was unclear, a beautiful shadow that my mind sought but could not grasp. Other times, however, the visions were of an almost unbearable lucidity. I would wake up in the morning with my senses overwhelmed: I could still smell her perfume ingrained in the pillows, a subtle blend of flowers and something inexplicably familiar, or even the taste of her lips on mine, an unreal sweetness that lingered like a promise. The boundary between dream and reality became increasingly thin, almost non-existent. It was no longer just a gaze or a presence; it was a full sensory experience that plunged me into deeper and deeper confusion.

The feverish curiosity quickly transformed into an imperative need for action, but above all, for understanding. I began to look for her, rummaging through forgotten drawers of memory, through old yellowed photo albums, through dusty contact lists on an old phone. It was becoming increasingly interesting, almost obsessive: why was I dreaming of her? And, above all, why only her? This was the question that echoed incessantly in my mind, in every quiet moment, in every blank stare.

This dreamlike monomania shook the foundations of my logic. How could an image, a series of sensations born in sleep, possess such power to redefine my reality, to pull me out of the lethargy of everyday existence? Before these nocturnal appearances, her name was barely a shadow in my memory, a faded figure from a long-gone past. It was almost unbelievable that something so ethereal, so immaterial, could cause such a seismic re-evaluation of my present, such a profound cognitive dissonance between what I knew to be real and what I felt to be true.

I plunged back into the labyrinth of theories, searching for meaning. It was no longer just an academic inquiry, but a desperate personal quest to repair my mental map of the world. I reread about Jung's collective unconscious, about those universal archetypes that pulsate in the depths of every human being, suggesting that perhaps she was not just her, but an embodiment of an essence or an ancestral desire. Or perhaps I was a victim of my own mind, creating an illusion to fill a void I didn't even know I had. I wondered if the dream, in itself, was a form of oneiric telepathy, an echo of her thoughts or longing, an invisible thread pulsing beyond space and time.

It was a continuous battle between the pragmatism of my former rationality and the overwhelming force of my experiences. My mind screamed: "It's a fantasy! A projection!" But my soul whispered, then shouted: "It's a connection! A lost truth!" Every clue, even the smallest, every memory that suddenly surfaced, only amplified the questions and deepened the mystery. They forced me to accept that there are dimensions of reality and consciousness that today's science barely scratches the surface of.
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