
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Photographer from Prague
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Chapter 1 — Arrival in the Old City
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The train slowed as it curved along the coastline, revealing a glimpse of the town Maya had seen only in research photos — terracotta roofs, whitewashed stone, and a harbor glittering like scattered silver.

A postcard come to life.

Maya pressed her forehead to the window, breathing in the view. She had spent the last ten years hopping from city to city for work, but this place felt different even before she stepped off the train.

Quieter. Softer. Like a deep breath she hadn’t realized she needed.

Her camera bag sat heavy across her shoulder — familiar, grounding. It was the one thing that never changed, no matter how many borders she crossed.

Cameras don’t break your heart. Cameras don’t leave.

People do.

The station was small and charming, with uneven stone walls and flowers hanging in sun-worn pots. Maya entered the square outside and inhaled the smell of sea salt and espresso drifting from a nearby café.

She didn’t get far before a voice called out:

“Excuse me! You’re blocking the way— sorry, sorry, I didn’t mean to sound rude.”

Maya turned and saw her.

A woman with cool hazel eyes, dark curls pinned loosely, and a clipboard hugged to her chest. Structured yet soft. Confident yet warm.

Beautiful — undeniably.

Maya blinked. “Oh. I’m sorry, I didn’t notice.”

The woman stepped closer, her expression easing into a smile that was both polite and curious.

“No harm done. First time here?”

“How can you tell?”

Maya adjusted her camera strap.

“You’re looking around like you’re searching for a doorway to another universe.” She extended a hand. “I’m Sofia. I curate the local art museum.”

Maya shook her hand, surprising herself with the little spark that jolted through her skin.

“Maya. Photographer. Temporarily from Prague.”

Sofia’s smile deepened, like she already knew Maya wasn’t the kind who stayed in one place very long.

“Well, Maya, welcome to our little town. If you’re here for the photography festival, the museum is featuring a special exhibit starting next week. You should come by. Consider this your... unofficial invitation.”

“Is that your polite way of telling me I look lost?”

“No,” Sofia said, eyes glinting with mischief. “It’s my polite way of saying you should get a proper welcome. And that you might like what you’ll see.”

Maya felt the corners of her mouth tug upward.

This was not how most assignments began.

Before she could reply, Sofia stepped aside to pass her, the faint scent of jasmine lingering in the air. “Enjoy the town, Maya from Prague. And stop by the museum — I’ll be there.”

Maya watched her walk away, sunlight catching in her hair like a halo. The square suddenly felt warmer, brighter.

She hadn’t even been in the town ten minutes...

...and already she had found something — someone — worth photographing.

As Sofia disappeared around the corner, Maya lifted her camera and snapped a photo of the sunlit street she had just crossed.

But she knew the real picture she wanted was walking away with a clipboard and a smile she could feel in her chest.

A strange feeling settled beneath her ribs — not quite excitement, not quite fear, but something softer.

Maybe this small old town had more waiting for her than she expected.
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Chapter 2 — The Gallery
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The museum was smaller than Maya expected — a single historic building tucked between a bakery and an old stone tower. Its windows were tall and narrow, letting in warm ribbons of afternoon light. A hand-painted sign above the door read: Town Art Gallery — Since 1928.

Maya pushed the door open, and the soft chime announced her arrival.

Inside, it smelled faintly of linen canvas and old books — comforting, familiar in a way that reminded Maya of her early days studying photography in Prague. She let her gaze drift across the exhibits: impressionist landscapes, modern sculptures, a few portraits of long-dead local figures.

“It’s small, but it has a soul,” a voice said behind her.

Maya turned, and there she was — Sofia — holding a stack of flyers and wearing a simple cream blouse that caught the light like soft silk. Her smile was warm but knowing, as if she’d expected Maya to show up.

“You came,” Sofia said, though it sounded more like I hoped you would.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





