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    To those who have loved quietly, who have waited without knowing, and who have felt the shimmer of something real in places that shouldn't remember.

The story is for the ones who carry memory like warmth, who believes in meetings that bend time, and who understand that sometimes, three moments are enough.

----Berns Pen
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Chapter 1: The Violet Morning
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The city of Leone woke in gradients — not of light, but of memory.

Its streets shimmered with echoes from other timelines, and its buildings leaned slightly, as if listening to the footsteps of those who had walked them in parallel lives. The air smelled faintly of lavender and old paper, and the sky, always the sky, bloomed in violet before the sun dared rise.

Victor stood at the edge of Fernando’s Road, sketchbook in hand, pencil hovering. He had drawn this street a hundred times. Its curve, its cobblestones, the way the morning light pooled like water near the bakery’s awning. But today, something felt misaligned.

He drew the curve again. Then paused.

There — a line that didn’t belong. A soft arc leading nowhere. He blinked, erased it, tried again. It returned, stubborn and quiet.

Victor sighed and looked up. That’s when he saw her.

She walked with a rhythm that didn’t match the city’s pulse — slower, more deliberate, as if she were listening to music no one else could hear. Her coat was the color of storm clouds, and her hair caught the light like a secret. She didn’t look at him. She never did.

But every morning, at exactly 7:14 AM, she passed this way. And every morning, Victor felt something stirred not desire, not obsession, but recognition. Like remembering a dream, you never had.

He had never spoken to her. Had never followed her. Not really. Once, he had taken a few steps after she turned the corner. But halfway down the road, he stopped. He didn’t want to be a shadow. He didn’t want to be a story she told with unease.

Still, he returned. Every morning. Sketchbook in hand. Waiting for the moment that never came.

Today, she passed again. And for the first time, she turned her head — just slightly. Her eyes met him for less than a second.

Victor forgot to breathe.

Then she was gone.

The pencil fell from his hand. It rolled toward the gutter, paused, and stopped at a crack in the stone — a place where the street split, ever so slightly, like a seam between worlds.
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