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​Chapter One: The First Note

Tim Brine had a habit of looking away when the world became too much. New York City was always alive—buzzing neon signs, honking taxis, and an endless river of faces pushing past him. It was a city that never stopped moving, and neither did its people. Love, to Tim, was just another distraction, another illusion sold through movie screens and late-night subway ads promising happily ever afters.

But for Zandra Dublin, love was everywhere. It was in the way an elderly couple shared a pretzel in Central Park, in the way a musician played his violin on a subway platform, eyes closed, lost in something only he could hear. Love wasn’t loud. It wasn’t flashy. It was a quiet moment, a whisper against the noise of the city.

Every year, in the week leading up to Valentine’s Day, Zandra left anonymous love notes hidden across New York. Slipped between the pages of library books, folded into coat pockets at department stores, taped beneath café tables. She didn’t write them expecting a reply. It was just something she did, a way to remind people that love still existed, even when the world felt cold.

But this year, someone answered.

She had left a note inside a well-worn copy of The Bell Jar at The Strand Bookstore:

“Love is like the New York skyline—sometimes overwhelming, but always breathtaking.”

When she returned the next day, someone had written below it:

“Love is like the subway at rush hour—crowded, messy, and full of people you’d rather avoid.”

Zandra stared at the words, fingers tightening around the book’s worn spine. This wasn’t just someone taking her note. This was an argument. A challenge.

A smirk tugged at the corner of her lips. She pulled out her red fountain pen.

“Love is also like a subway—sometimes, if you’re lucky, you sit next to someone who changes your whole ride.”

And so it began.

Chapter Two: The Game of Notes

Tim never meant to write back. The first time was an impulse, a passing moment of cynicism scribbled onto a page. He thought it would end there.

But then she had written again, and suddenly it felt like a game, a conversation neither of them could let go of.

A message left in the pages of Catcher in the Rye at the library. A note hidden under a coffee sleeve at his favorite bodega. A folded napkin left on a subway seat.

Each time, he replied.

“Love is like Times Square—too many flashing lights, too many distractions. How do you know which one is real?”

“Love is like Central Park—sometimes buried under snow, but always waiting underneath.”

“Love is like a bodega at midnight—you don’t realize how much you need it until it’s the only thing open.”

It became the highlight of his days. The anticipation of finding a new note, the thrill of crafting his next response. He didn’t know who she was, but somehow, in the silence of ink and paper, she made him feel seen.

​Chapter Three: The Red Hoodie

ZANDRA HAD ALWAYS BELIEVED that love had a way of revealing itself, that it existed in the spaces between words and glances. And lately, she had started noticing something—or rather, someone.

A boy in a red hoodie, always nearby. At the bookstore, lingering in the poetry section. At the coffee shop, staring out the window as he stirred his drink absentmindedly. Once, on the subway, headphones in, lost in thought.

Could it be him?

She wanted to ask. She wanted to know. But part of her was afraid that knowing would break the magic. What if he wasn’t the person behind the notes? What if she was wrong?

Then came Valentine’s Day.

Zandra found a note tucked into her school locker, folded neatly.

“Love is like Lexington Avenue on a snowy night—unexpected, a little chaotic, but somehow... perfect. Meet me at The Strand at 7?”

Her heart pounded. Was it really him? Could it be?

She almost didn’t go. But she did.

And when she saw Tim standing by the bookshelves, wearing that familiar red hoodie, her world shifted.

Love, she realized, was sometimes just a story waiting to be written.

​Chapter Four: The Truth Unfolds

ZANDRA HAD SPENT THE entire walk to The Strand rehearsing what she would say, imagining what it would feel like to finally meet the person behind the words. But nothing could have prepared her for what happened next.

Because the boy who met her eyes across the bookstore wasn’t the same one she had seen before.

He looked like Tim. Same sharp jawline, same tired eyes. But the way he stood, the quiet confidence in his stance—it was different.

Her stomach dropped.

“You’re Zandra, right?” he said.

She swallowed. “Who are you?”

He chuckled. “Ethan. Tim’s twin.”

The air left her lungs. Twin.

“I think we need to talk,” Ethan said. “Because... I was the one writing the notes.”

Zandra felt the weight of every message, every moment of connection, crumble inside her. The person she had fallen for wasn’t Tim. It was Ethan. And now, she didn’t know what to do.

​

​

​

​

​Chapter Five: Shattered Expectations

ZANDRA STUMBLED BACK a step, shaking her head as if she could physically reject the words Ethan had just spoken. Her heart pounded in her ears, drowning out the murmurs of the bookstore around them.

“No,” she whispered, almost to herself. “It was Tim. It had to be Tim.”

Ethan’s expression faltered, guilt flashing in his dark eyes. “I never meant to lie. I just... I didn’t know how to tell you. I started writing the notes as a joke, but then it wasn’t a joke anymore.”

Zandra’s chest tightened, memories of Amelia flooding her mind. The whispered childhood promise—we’ll both marry twins, so we’ll never be apart. A bond that was supposed to last forever, shattered like glass. And now, she stood here, face to face with another set of twins, tangled in a story she never wanted to be part of.

She turned on her heel, her breath hitching as she forced herself to walk away, ignoring the ache in her chest. She had made a promise. And she wasn’t going to break it.

​Chapter Six: The Weight of a Promise

ZANDRA WALKED AIMLESSLY through the city, the cold air stinging her cheeks, her heartbeat erratic. Every footstep echoed like a question she couldn’t answer. The pain of Amelia’s loss crashed over her in relentless waves, her past bleeding into her present.

She had promised never to fall for someone with a twin. Yet, Ethan had made her feel something she hadn’t allowed herself to in so long—seen, understood.

But was it enough to break a vow made to a ghost?

She found herself in front of Amelia’s grave, her breath forming small clouds in the winter air. “I don’t know what to do,” she whispered. “Am I betraying you, or am I betraying myself?”

She knelt down, tracing Amelia’s name with trembling fingers. Memories of their childhood promises surged through her. The laughter, the whispered secrets, the belief that they would always walk through life together.

“I wish you were here,” she murmured. “You’d know what to say.”

The city hummed softly around her, a distant siren wailing, the rustle of leaves in the cold wind. The world had moved on, but she was still stuck in the past, clutching a promise that might no longer serve her.

She exhaled shakily. Could she let go? Could she allow herself to love Ethan without losing Amelia all over again?

Somewhere deep inside, a voice she hadn’t heard in years—her sister’s—whispered back.

You deserve to be happy too.

​Chapter Seven: The Encounter at The Strand

THE MOMENT ZANDRA STEPPED into The Strand, her breath caught. The smell of old books mixed with the faint aroma of espresso from the café inside. It was quiet, but the air was charged with something she couldn’t quite place.

And then she saw him.

Ethan stood by the classics section, hands tucked into the pockets of his coat. He looked different—less certain than before, like a boy caught between hope and regret. When his eyes met hers, she felt her heart tighten.

“I wasn’t sure you’d come,” he admitted softly, stepping forward.

Zandra swallowed, gripping the strap of her bag. “I wasn’t sure either.”

Silence settled between them, thick and unspoken. She wasn’t sure what she had expected—an apology? A justification? An explanation that would make this easier?

Ethan exhaled, glancing at the bookshelves before turning back to her. “I meant every word I wrote.”

Zandra’s throat tightened. “Then why didn’t you tell me the truth?”

He hesitated before speaking, his voice softer now. “Because I didn’t think I’d matter if I wasn’t Tim.”

The words hit her harder than she expected. Tim, the boy she thought she had fallen for. The boy she had built up in her mind, only to realize he wasn’t the one writing to her. It had always been Ethan.

“But you weren’t Tim,” she whispered, looking down. “You were you.”

“And was that never enough?”

Zandra looked at him then, really looked at him. His dark eyes held something fragile, something real. For weeks, she had read his words, felt his thoughts unfold through ink and paper. He had challenged her, made her see love in a new way. And now, here he was—just Ethan, standing before her, waiting for an answer.

“I don’t know,” she admitted, her voice shaking. “I don’t know how to separate what I thought from what’s real.”

Ethan nodded, as if he had expected that. He reached into his coat pocket, pulling out something small and familiar—her red fountain pen.

“I kept it,” he said. “I don’t know why. Maybe because it reminded me of you. Of what we had, even if it wasn’t perfect.”

Zandra’s fingers curled, the weight of the moment pressing against her chest. She could take the pen back, walk away, and leave this chapter behind. Or she could stay, let the story unfold, even if she didn’t know where it was going.

Slowly, she reached out, fingers brushing his as she took the pen. Their touch lingered for a second longer than necessary.

“I need time




​Chapter Eight: A New Beginning
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​Chapter Nine: A Shadow in the City
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​Chapter Ten: The Truth That Hurts













​Chapter Eleven: The Past and the Present





















​Chapter Twelve: Unfinished Conversations













​Chapter Thirteen: Tangled Threads

















​Chapter Fourteen: The Edge of the Past














​Chapter Fifteen: Cracks in the Present



























​Chapter Seventeen: New Horizons
















​Chapter Eighteen: The Road Ahead




























​Chapter Nineteen: Miles Apart, Close at Heart







​Chapter Twenty: A Story Still Being Written
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