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The bookstore was my sanctuary, a haven filled with secrets whispered between the pages and the comfort of its shelves. Then one day, BOOM! Noah, the blazing guitarist of Rockbang, storms into my world like a lightning bolt. He is all rockstar swagger while I'm just a shy bookworm. With him, it's like I've discovered a new chapter in the book of life.

I never thought falling in love would be so easy. From chance encounters to shy smiles and furtive glances from behind oversized glasses, I can tell you, it’s not just my electric guitar that's buzzing. Destiny, or some cosmic DJ, decided our lives needed remixing, and suddenly, I’m tangled in a whirlwind of feelings I never saw coming.

But fame isn't a slow jam; it's a headbanging track that tests every note we play. Can our love hold its own in this chaos, or will it get lost in the noise of bright lights and screaming fans?
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Chapter 1

Noah


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


I'm practically tearing through Boston's streets. Muscles are on fire, screaming from the insane chase these fanatics have got me into. 

My heart's pounding so loud, I'm surprised the whole damn city can't hear it. Thud, thud, thud—my feet are like sledgehammers on the pavement, and my chest is a jackhammer. 

I'm gulping air like a fish out of water as I'm sprinting toward my escape. Gasps are ricocheting through my lungs, matching the rhythm of my feet. Adrenaline's a straight-up electric shock surging through my veins, and all I want is to put miles between us and leave their squeals in the dust. 

Then, bam! An alleyway's my savior, and I dive in like it's a secret passage in a damn video game. 

Against a brick wall I'm wheezing like a grandpa climbing stairs. Warm sweat's painting my back like I ran through a friggin' sprinkler. I glance back and they’re still on my tail, like they're marathon pros or something. But no way I'm giving in. My chest's on fire, but I ain't backing down.

"Hey Noah, wait for me!" one's yelling my name like we're best buds.

"I love you!" another cries while tears stream down her cheeks.

Man, it's like I'm some mythical creature. Geez, rockstar life, huh?

Adrenaline's the only thing keeping me pounding the pavement like my life depends on it. Wish I could pull a vanishing act right now, just poof, gone. 

And then, outta nowhere, another gang of girls clocks me from some other alley. Their faces light up like freakin' Christmas trees, and the phone flashes start blinding me, paparazzi-style. Oh, joy. 

"Picture, Noah?" Their voices are a mix of sugar and desperation.

"Seriously, back off," I mumble, frustration practically dripping from my voice. 

"But c'mon, just one quick shot!" someone else tries, like they're asking for a piece of gum or something. 

They're inching closer. My fists clench so tight it's like they're trying to crush my worries. 

"Thought he'd be cooler," I hear, just loud enough for my ears. 

It's a bullet straight to the gut. Seriously? 

Keep running, keep running, mind is racing like a damn NASCAR. 

Jeff's face floats to the surface of my thoughts like a cursed shipwreck. Way to go, Jeff. Screwed me over again.

Stupid joke spread faster than a freakin' wildfire, and now it's a whole damn circus. 

Jeff's "helpful" post about me needing a "steady girlfriend" went viral, and now it's the talk of the town. 

Guy's a jackass. 

He erased it, sure, but it was like a ticking time bomb. Didn't even take an hour for fans to catch wind and start yapping. 

I ain't looking for a serious relationship. It was a prank, a friggin' joke. 

I'm a rockstar, man. Living life on a high note, world as my playground. Girls? Yeah, I could pick any. And I mean ANY. Best part? I want to, a lot. But I ain't into messing with jailbait. That's a line I ain't crossing, not in this lifetime. 

My heart’s pounding in my chest like it's outta control, but I push myself faster. 

Don't get me wrong, I love the fans. They're the reason Rockbang's this big. Love the fame, the music, the stage – it's what I'm made for. 

Just not now.

Not with this fucking joke in picture.

Another corner, my mind's still cussing out Jeff for his "genius" move. 

I lean against a lamppost, trying to suck in air like I've never done it before. Gotta clear my head before it explodes.

My phone buzzes in my pocket, and Jeff's name is glaring at me. 

"Hey man, where are you? Practice started ten minutes ago, hurry up!" 

I roll my eyes, mentally telling him where to shove it. It's his damn fault, after all. 

I turn a corner and spot a potential escape: a cozy bookstore squeezed between a coffee joint and a vintage clothes dive. Relief floods me like a damn tidal wave, but ain't got time to bask in it. I barge through the door, the bell above jangling like it's mocking me. 

"Quick, hide me!" I practically beg the girl at the desk, her eyes as wide as saucers. 

She points to some back corner like it's the holy grail. I sprint over, ducking behind a stack of self-help crap. 

My heart is still thudding like it wants out, I press my back against the bookshelf, trying to suck in air. Adrenaline's like a damn tsunami, but it's finally easing up. Can finally freakin' breathe. 

I edge closer to the books, another jingle of the door making me snap my head up. My heart races again, thinking those fans are onto me. 

"Hey, you seen a dude with blue hair and black eyes? Grey tee, ripped jeans?" 

"Nah, haven't seen anyone like that around."

"You sure? We're dead certain he bolted in this direction!"

"I swear, nobody like that lately. Maybe you blinked."

"No way! He's gotta be here somewhere! He's the lead guitarist of Rockbang!"

"Rockbang? Sorry, never heard of 'em."

"What? Seriously? He's blown up online and the news. Dude's an A-lister!"

"Well, guess I'm out of the loop. Sorry, can't help ya much."

"Damn, this sucks! We came all this way to catch him!"

"I feel ya but I can’t help."

"Fine, we'll keep hunting, but if he shows up, tell him we're his biggest fans!"

"Sure thing, I'll let him know if he pops in, although it's not the typical place you'd expect to see rockstars."

Do I hear sarcasm in her voice? Judgment? Musicians ain't all rock and party. Some of us dig words too. Not that I'm hating, just not my groove right now. Ain't got the minutes to spare, that's all. 

Heart pounding, I exit my hiding nook, sizing up the cozy bookstore. 

It's quiet in here, like a whole different planet from the madhouse outside. Smells like paper and old stories, calming in a weird way. 

My steps echo on the wooden floor, louder than they should be. Heading forward, my eyes lock onto the girl behind the counter. She's smallish, moving with this kinda delicate grace. Chestnut hair's got this natural wave, falling over her shoulders. Big round glasses perched on her nose, eyes a mix of hazel and something deeper. A softness is there, like she's shielded from the chaos beyond these walls. She's dressed down but it suits her – cozy sweater and a floral skirt.

Our eyes meet, and a little spark of curiosity is in hers. 

"Yo," I give her a nod, my famous grin doing its thing. 

"Hey," she murmurs back, offering a shy smile in return. There's a sorta tenderness to her tone, and I'm kinda pulled in.

It's clear she doesn't recognize me. It feels good, honestly. Like a break from the usual, a chance to be just another dude. 

"Thanks for not telling," I blurt out, genuinely relieved she ain't making a scene about me hiding in here.

She simply shrugs, a faint blush coloring her cheeks. 

"I don't really follow all that celebrity stuff. Not really into music," she admits, her fingers fiddling with the edge of her glasses.

Her honesty catches me off-kilter, and a laugh slips out. Refreshing, honestly. Nice to meet someone who ain't bowled over by the whole fame circus. It's like a frickin' breather, making me feel human again.

"Well, lucky for you, I'm not here to promote my music," I shoot back, playing cool.

Curiosity glints in her eyes, head tilted just a touch. 

"Then why are you here?" 

"Total accident. Call me Noah, by the way," I toss my hand out, playin' the regular guy card.

She hesitates for a sec, her shyness peeking through, but then she reaches out and shakes my hand. 

"Amy. Amy Anderson," she says, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Amy," I echo, like the name's got a melody. "Pleasure, Amy."

She smiles shyly, and it's like the sun coming out after a long-ass storm. There's something about her that's got me hooked, and I can't put my finger on it.

Without overthinking it, I take out a small ticket from my pocket. 

"You might not be a music junkie, but how 'bout coming to our gig this weekend? Might surprise yourself," I toss the offer out there, handing her the ticket like it's a damn gift.

She's hesitating, those hazel eyes of hers dancing with doubt. 

"I don't know, Noah. I'm not really the concert type, and I wouldn't want to take up a spot that could go to one of your real fans."

Warmth blooms in my chest, her words soundin' sincere as hell. Finally, someone ain't lookin' to ride the fame train.

"Believe me, we got plenty for the diehards. This could be a new experience for you, see what we're all about. C'mon, it'll be a blast. Plus, I'll get to catch another glimpse of you," I push, throwin' a wink her way.

She reddens and after a moment, she finally nods. "Okay, I’ll see."

Hell yeah! Operation: Success! 

I can't help the grin that spreads across my face. 

"Awesome! I'll have your name on the VIP list, and how 'bout a backstage pass? You can peep behind the curtain. Lookin' forward to seein’ ya there, Amy."

As I step outta the store, I can't shake this feelin' it's more than just chance. There's somethin' 'bout Amy that's got me intrigued, and I'm damn excited to know her better when the show kicks off.
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Chapter 2

Amy
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I sit in my little one-room apartment, tucked away above the quaint bookstore. I can't believe what happened today. I pinch myself to make sure I'm not dreaming. I look around my apartment, eyes wide open.

The lavender-painted walls exude a soft and calming ambiance, adorned with framed book covers and inspiring literary quotes that fuel my imagination. The billowing white curtains dance with the gentle breeze that filters through the small window, casting a warm glow on the room.

In the corner, a compact kitchenette houses a mini-fridge, microwave, and a single burner for simple cooking. Neatly hanging on the wall are a few pots and pans, while a stack of books cleverly doubles as a makeshift spice rack. The delightful aroma of freshly brewed coffee fills the air, emanating from the small coffee maker perched on the kitchen counter.

By the window stands a well-worn but inviting armchair, providing a perfect vantage point to peer down at the bustling city streets below. It's my cherished spot for curling up with a good book, whisking me away to far-off lands and escaping the chaos of the urban landscape.

Next to the armchair, a simple wooden desk serves as my creative sanctuary. It's adorned with stacks of paper, my trusty laptop, and an ever-present notebook. This is where my writing dreams take shape, where I pour my heart and soul onto the pages, hoping that someday my words will find their way into the hands of eager readers.

The cozy twin-sized bed that I’m sitting on, is adorned with soft, mismatched blankets and throw pillows.

Though my apartment may be small, it's my haven, the place where I can truly be myself. I've always been a shy and introverted person, seeking solace in the pages of books rather than the noise of social gatherings.

Living above the bookstore has been a dream come true. Surrounded by endless rows of books, I feel like I'm in a world of magic and possibilities. 

Uncle Mark, the owner of the bookstore and my only family in the city has been kind enough to let me stay here, even though the apartment is tiny.

I step to the window to peek out and I can't help but be consumed by thoughts of Noah. 

I glance down at the open book on the desk, the words swimming before my eyes as if they're trying to come to life. But all I can see is Noah's striking appearance – those dark, mysterious eyes that seem to hold so much depth, his tousled black-blue hair that begs to be touched, and his eyebrow adorned with piercing that somehow makes him even more enticing. I feel the heat rising in my cheeks just thinking about it.

However, a twinge of uncertainty creeps in. Should I really attend the concert? It's thrilling and terrifying at the same time. The thought of being in a crowd of strangers, surrounded by loud music and flashing lights, fills me with anxiety. I've never been to a music concert before, and the idea of stepping into the spotlight, even as an audience member, seems daunting.

I came here to work with Uncle Mark, leaving behind the peaceful life on the farm. The city's hustle and bustle, filled with strangers, make me feel even more timid. I haven't made any friends yet, books have been my constant companions.

I can't believe a rockstar, would want me, a shy book-loving girl, to attend his concert. It's both exhilarating and nerve-wracking to think about. 

He's larger than life, with his tall and lean figure, and the tattoos that peek out from his sleeves. His piercing on the eyebrow is so intriguing. It's different from anything I've seen up close before, but it suits him well, making him even more enigmatic and alluring. His edgy style and effortless coolness make him stand out in any crowd. It's as if he belongs to a different world. And yeah, he belongs to a different word.

I go to my small bed and lie down again. 

"Ugh," I groan, rolling onto my side and burying my face in my pillow. "Why am I doing this to myself?" 

The encounter with Noah is replaying in my mind like a broken record. 

Part of me longs for the thrill of experiencing something new, to step out of my comfort zone and embrace life's adventures. 

The memory of his charming smile and captivating dark eyes lingers, and a tiny voice inside me wonders if, just maybe, there's a chance for someone like me. How would it be if I could stir up such a man's interest? 

But the louder part of me, the one filled with insecurity and self-doubt, quickly dismisses those hopeful thoughts. 

"Get a grip, Amy," I scold myself internally, shaking my head to clear away the thoughts of Noah and me that have taken over my mind.

"Maybe it won't be so bad to attend. Just to look around," I whisper to myself, trying to imagine what it would be like to stand amidst the roaring crowd, surrounded by the electrifying energy of live music. "But then again, maybe it will be a complete disaster."

With a deep breath, I decide to leave the decision for tomorrow. Maybe after a good night's sleep, my thoughts will be clearer, and I'll know what to do.

The next morning, as the sun gently rises, I roll out of bed with a groan and decide that some fresh air would do me good. Pulling on my jacket, I head out the door and down the stairs to the street below. As I step outside, the cool breeze brushes against my cheeks, and I feel a sense of calm wash over me. As I walk through the early morning streets, only a few early risers like myself are out and about. 

The nearby cafe is just opening its doors, and the aroma of freshly brewed coffee fills the air, pulling me in like a comforting embrace. I push open the door, and the familiar scent of freshly brewed coffee greets me, instantly lifting my spirits.

"Morning, Amy!" the barista, a friendly older woman named Marge, calls out as I step up to the counter. "The usual?"

"Please," I say with a smile, feeling grateful for the comforting routine of this small ritual.

Taking a seat by the window, I watch the world go by as I savor each sip of the warm beverage. 

The city slowly awakens, and a few more people start to trickle into the cafe, their laughter and chatter adding a gentle hum to the peaceful morning.

After finishing my coffee, I head back to the bookstore to start my workday. As I turn a corner, my eyes catch sight of some posters plastered on a nearby wall, showcasing the upcoming Rockbang concert.

"Rockbang Live: One Night Only" the bold letters scream, accompanied by a photo of the band. 

There's no denying it now – he's really famous.

My heart races as I stare at the poster, torn between excitement and fear. It's one thing to flirt with the idea of stepping out of my comfort zone, but quite another to actually do it. And knowing that Noah is a bona fide rockstar only adds to the pressure.

"Get a grip, Amy," I murmur to myself.

Back at the bookstore, during a lull in customers, I can't resist the temptation to learn more about this rockstar who has been lingering in my thoughts. I could have done that yesterday, but I didn't think of it. I grab my phone and begin searching for information about Rockbang and Noah.

As I slip through the pages, I'm catapulted into a world that feels like a distant dream. The band has toured internationally and their first album topped the chart. 

"Wow," I whisper to myself, completely awestruck. 

It's hard to believe that Noah, a genuine rockstar, stood in this very bookstore yesterday, talking to me. Why would someone like him even notice a plain and introverted girl like me?

The articles and pictures depict a life of glitz and glamour, a whirlwind of fame and adoration. Noah's face is splashed across countless gossip magazines, and I can't help but marvel at the magnetic charm that oozes from his every pose.

My heart sinks a little with each page I come across, images of Noah with numerous breathtakingly beautiful and confident girls, and it becomes painfully clear that I'm not the type he's usually seen with.

A deep sense of inadequacy washes over me. Why would someone like him even notice a girl like me? I'm not glamorous or outgoing; I don't have hordes of fans chasing after me. The stark contrast between his world of glitz and glamour and my simple, solitary life in a cozy apartment becomes painfully evident.

As I read on, I come across interviews where Noah talks about love and relationships, his playful demeanor shining through in the quotes. "I'm just having fun, you know. Not looking for anything serious," he says with a chuckle, and my heart sinks even further.

As I continue to read, the weight of my insecurities intensifies. It becomes crystal clear that I don't belong in Noah's world. I'm just a small-town girl who loves books and finds comfort in the solitude of her little apartment.

I trace my fingers along the screen, feeling a sense of inferiority creeping in with every passing moment. Why would someone like him even notice me? Why did he give me that ticket? Maybe he just felt sorry for me. It's pathetic.

My heart aches with the knowledge that I could never measure up to those stunning girls he's been seen with. They're confident, captivating, and they seem to effortlessly command attention. I, on the other hand, shrink away from the spotlight, preferring the safety of the shadows.

With a heavy sigh, I close my phone and set it aside. 

The decision is clear now; I won't be attending the concert. It's ot just about the fear of the crowd or the chaos; it's about the overwhelming sense of not belonging. I can't help but compare myself to those stunning girls he's been seen with, and the feeling of being a speck of dust in his world intensifies.

I remind myself that it's okay to be true to who I am, to embrace my introverted nature and my love for books. Maybe I'm not destined for a grand adventure with a rockstar, and that's perfectly fine. I find solace in the written words that transport me to different worlds, and I don't need a flashy concert to feel alive.

As I stand behind the counter, lost in my thoughts, the door to the backroom creaks open. My uncle emerges, his greyish hair slightly disheveled as if he's been running his fingers through it. He's always been a bit of a bookworm himself, and I can tell he's just spent some time perusing the shelves in the back.

"Hey, Amy," he says, leaning against the counter and wiping his hands on his worn-out jeans. His once-bright blue eyes are now a faded shade, surrounded by laugh lines. "You seem lost in thought."

I glance up at him, trying to hide my flushed cheeks. "Oh, it's nothing."

But Mark's curiosity gets the better of him. "Come on, spill the beans. I see it on you," he insists.

I hesitate for a moment, but the excitement in me can't be contained. 

"Well, you won't believe who came into the bookstore yesterday," I say, my voice filled with wonder.

Mark raises an eyebrow, clearly intrigued. "Oh? Do tell."

"A rockstar! A guy named Noah from Rockbang," I exclaim, unable to hide my excitement.

"Wait, really?" Mark's eyes widen in surprise. "A famous rockstar was here?"

I nod, a small smile playing on my lips. "Yeah, he was trying to hide from his fans. Can you believe it?"

Mark chuckles. "Well, well, look at our little bookstore attracting rockstars now," he jokes, giving me a playful nudge.

I laugh, feeling a sense of comfort in sharing this with my uncle. "I know, right? It's so surreal."

"Did you talk to him?" Mark asks.

"Yeah, a little bit," I reply, my shyness creeping back. "He was really nice, you know? Just an ordinary person, like you and me."

Mark smiles warmly. "That's nice to hear. Sometimes you never know with these celebrities."

"I know," I agree. 

"He must get swarmed by fans everywhere he goes," Mark remarks, shaking his head. "I can't imagine living like that."

"Yeah, it must be overwhelming," I agree, grateful for the normalcy of my own life.

"You know, I don't envy them at all," Mark chuckles, shaking his head. "Having their every move watched and analyzed must be exhausting."

I nod in agreement. "And can you imagine trying to go on a date or have a normal relationship with all those cameras following you?"

Mark and I can't help but make light-hearted jokes about the lives of celebrities. We share amusing anecdotes we've heard or read about in tabloids, imagining what it must be like to live under the constant scrutiny of the public eye. We giggle at the over-the-top rumors and paparazzi photos, marveling at how a simple outing to the grocery store can turn into front-page news.

As the end of the day approaches, I close up the bookstore and make my way up to my small apartment above it. The wooden staircase creaks beneath my feet, familiar and comforting.

Curiosity gets the best of me. I grab my phone and search for their music. What kind of music do they play? Are their songs as intense and captivating as the guitarist himself?

I plug my earphones in and select one of their most popular tracks. 

"Let's see what you're all about, Noah." 

As the music starts, I'm surprised to find that their melodies are powerful and emotive, with raw energy surging through every note. The guitar riffs resonate with a raw energy, and the lyrics tell stories that touch something deep inside me. As each song plays, I feel an unexpected connection to their music, like I've stumbled upon a hidden treasure.

Lost in the rhythm, I find myself swaying gently to the beat while I chop the ingredients for the dinner. With the food simmering on the stove, I take a moment to wash my hands in the sink. The water splashes over my fingers, the sensation soothing as I hum along to the familiar tunes. As I dry my hands with a kitchen towel, I catch a glimpse of myself in the small mirror on the wall. My cheeks are slightly flushed, and there's a spark of excitement in my eyes. It surprises me how much I'm enjoying this music.

As I sit down to enjoy my dinner, I keep the music playing softly in the background. 

Washing the dishes becomes a dance of its own, my hands and hips moving with a sense of rhythm and grace. As the music continues to play, I find myself humming along softly, a smile tugging at the corners of my lips. I never thought I'd be so captivated by a rock band's music, but here I am, finding comfort and joy in their melodies.

"Maybe," I whisper to myself, "maybe I can do this."
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Chapter 3 

Noah
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I step out of my new black car, clutching my guitar case like it's my lifeline. Our garage-turned-studio's nestled in this cozy neighborhood, a quick drive from the city's heart. The sights, the sounds, they're like an old song that still gets stuck in your head, even when you're tryin' to forget. It greets me like old friends as I make my way to the place where our dreams began. 

The garage stands at the end of a quiet dead-end street, surrounded by neat houses with tidy lawns. It's a small, weathered building, painted in shades of faded blue. Graffiti splashes across its walls, a tribute to the crazy creative energy that lives and breathes within these four walls. The vibrant colors and intricate designs add a touch of artistic flair to the otherwise ordinary exterior.

Amy's face keeps poppin' up in my thoughts, like scenes from a movie that won't quit playin'. I'm stuck on her shy grin, the way her cheeks went all rosy when our gazes locked. Her voice echoes in my ears, and her curiosity-filled eyes keep hauntin' me. The way she looked at me, like there was somethin' more beneath the surface. 

I can't shake off the feeling that I want more time with her.

My fingers run over the sleek curves of my guitar like it's a lifeline, like it's the only way I can keep her memory alive. 

A melody, a damn melody starts to play in my head, fueled by the whirlwind of emotions she's stirred up. The words are right there, on the edge of my tongue, teasing me, daring me to set them free.

With a smile on my face, I yank up the metal door. The space is tight, but it feels like home. I’m the first to arrive. As I step in, that familiar combo of sweat, beer, and a hint of cigarettes hits me. It's the smell of hours of jamming, of late-night sessions that turned into early-morning ones. Posters from our own gigs and those of bands that rocked our world cover the walls. Seeing our journey hanging there, I can't help but grin. 

I crack open a window, allowing a gust of fresh air to enter and mix with the musty atmosphere. I need some clarity, some breathing room to pull this off – to put Amy into a damn song. It just won't leave me alone. She just won’t leave me alone.

I drop onto a worn-out couch with my guitar case resting beside me. The scribbled notes and chords scattered around the room serve as a reminder of past creative sessions, and I can't help but wonder if this song will be any different.

My fingers skim across the guitar strings, and I begin to hum the melody that's been playing in my head since I first thought of her. The words don't come immediately, but as I think back to the way her eyes light up, or how her voice sound, the lyrics start to take shape.

"Caught in your orbit, girl, you're my gravity," I mumble, jotting down the words on a crumpled piece of paper. 

The words seem to flow effortlessly, each line fueled by the memory of stolen glances and the quiet conversation we shared.

I lean back in the couch, contemplating the words on the paper.

"Lost in your pages, baby, you're my escape," I keep going, the words flowing like they've been waiting for this moment.

Lost in my thoughts, I find myself absentmindedly strumming a soft melody on the guitar. The sound fills the studio, adding a soothing backdrop to my writing process. 

I continue to alternate the writing and singing, pouring my heart and soul into the lyrics. The words flow effortlessly now, guided by the emotions that swirl inside me. 

"You're the calm in my storm, 

the light in my darkness,

you're everything I never knew I needed."

I swear I can almost hear her voice in the melody. 

It's a song of discovery, of two souls finding solace and connection in the most unexpected of places.

With the final line down, I sit back, holding the paper like it's a piece of my soul. I close my eyes and let the melody dance through my head once more.

My fingers are on the strings again, the music wraps around me like a hug. 

The next moment the door creaks open, and the guys saunter in. Matt, our drummer, steps in first, grinning


























































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





