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			Dedication

			
		
     
To everyone.
To the strangers who smiled at the right time.To the ones who stayed.To the ones who left too soon.To the quiet conversations in waiting rooms, on sidewalks, in places we never planned to remember.
This story is for you.
For every fleeting encounter that lingered longer than expected.For every pair of eyes that met yours and changed something, however small.For the moments that seemed ordinary but later revealed themselves as turning points.
We are shaped not only by the people who walk beside us for years, but by those who cross our paths for seconds. A word. A glance. A shared silence. These fragments of connection become threads in the fabric of who we are.
To those who made me reflect.To those who made me feel seen.To those who never knew the impact they had.
I dedicate this book to everyone who has ever been someone's brief but unforgettable moment.
And to you, reader — may you recognize the power of your presence 

      

    



  	
        
            
             There are moments that do not ask permission before they change us.They arrive quietly—between one breath and the next—and yet they carry the weight of destiny in their silence.
A room filled with strangers can suddenly feel sacred.Time, once restless, slows to a trembling hush.Two souls, unknown to one another moments before,stand at the fragile crossing of their separate histories.
We are taught that meaning is built over years,that love and understanding must be measured in permanence.But sometimes truth reveals itself in fragments—in a shared glance that lingers too long,in words almost spoken,in the quiet recognition of something both distant and deeply familiar.
There are encounters that do not stay,yet they echo.They awaken questions we did not know we were asking.They stir hidden longings and expose unseen fractures.They remind us that beneath our guarded exteriors,we are all waiting to be seen.
Perhaps connection is not about possession,nor about promises carved into the future.Perhaps it is simply the sacred acknowledgmenthowever brief that two lives have touched in the vastness of existence.
And though paths may divide as suddenly as they met,the soul does not forget.It carries the imprint forward—like a quiet ember sheltered from the wind,glowing softly in the chambers of memory,proof that even the shortest meetingcan alter the architecture of a heart forever.

      

    


David's phone rang as he was walking to the library. He answered, expecting a friend or maybe a telemarketer. But it was his mother's voice on the other end. "David, where are you?" she asked, sounding a bit frazzled. David replied, "I'm on my way to the library, Mom. Why?" His mother's response caught him off guard: "Can you come to the police station instead? I need help with some documents." David agreed, curiosity piqued, and changed his route to head to the police station.

As he arrived at the station, David pushed open the door and scanned the lobby. His eyes landed on his mother, who was standing near the counter, and he made his way over to her. But before he reached her, his gaze drifted to a girl sitting on a bench, chatting with her mother. She looked up, and their eyes met in a piercing gaze that lasted for approximately 15 to 20 

seconds. Time seemed to stand still as they locked eyes, and David felt a spark of electricity run through his entire body. The girl seemed to feel it too, her eyes widening slightly as she took in a sharp breath. For a moment, they just stared at each other, the world around them melting away. Then, she quickly looked away, her cheeks flushing slightly.

David's heart was racing as he approached his mother, still reeling from the intense connection he felt with the mysterious girl. "Hey, Mom," he said, trying to shake off the strange feeling. "What's going on?" His mother explained the documents she needed help with, and David listened intently, but his mind kept wandering back to the girl. Who was she, and why did he feel such a strong connection to her?

As David listened to his mother's 

explanation, his mind wandered back to the mysterious girl. He couldn't shake off the feeling that their eyes meeting had been more than just a coincidence. He found himself glancing over at her, trying 8to catch another glimpse. She seemed oblivious to his gaze, chatting with her mother and laughing. David's heart skipped a beat as he wondered what it would be like to talk to her, to get to know her better.

He forced himself to focus on the documents his mother needed help with, but his thoughts kept drifting back to the girl. Who was she? What was her story? Why did he feel such a strong connection to her? David's curiosity was piqued, and he found himself wanting to know more about her.

As they finished up the paperwork, David's 

mother smiled and patted him on the back. "Thanks, sweetie," she said. "I really appreciate your help." David smiled back, feeling a sense of satisfaction. But as they turned to leave, his eyes met the girl's again, and his heart skipped a beat.

As David's eyes met the girl's again, he felt a jolt of excitement. She smiled slightly, and David's heart raced. He quickly looked away, trying to play it cool, but his mind was racing. What was happening? Why did he feel this way? He couldn't remember ever feeling such a strong connection with someone before.

David's mother nudged him, and they walked out of the police station together. As they stepped out into the bright sunlight, David couldn't help but glance back at the girl. She was watching him, a hint of a smile on her face. David felt a 

flutter in his chest, and he quickly looked away, feeling a bit self-conscious.

What was going on? David wondered. Was this the start of something? He couldn't shake off the feeling that their encounter was more than just a coincidence. As they walked away from the station, David found himself glancing back, hoping to catch another glimpse of the mysterious girl.

As David walked out of the police station with his mother, he couldn't help but think about the mysterious girl. He felt drawn to her, but he also noticed that she was with her mother. David respected that and didn't feel comfortable approaching her while her mother was around. He didn't want to intrude or make her feel uncomfortable in front of her family.

David's mind wandered to what could have 

been if they had met under different circumstances. He wondered if he would ever see her again, and if their paths would cross in a way that would allow him to get to know her better. For now, he was content with the brief connection they had shared, and he held onto the memory of their eyes meeting.

As they walked away from the station, David's mother asked him about his day, and he tried to focus on the conversation. But his thoughts kept drifting back to the girl, and he found himself smiling to himself, feeling a sense of hope that their encounter might not be the last.

David couldn't shake off the feeling that their encounter had left on him. He felt a sense of wonder, a sense of possibility. As he walked with his mother, he found himself lost in thought, replaying the moment when their eyes met. He 

wondered what she was thinking, what she was feeling. Was she feeling the same connection that he was?

David's mother noticed his distant expression and asked if everything was okay. David smiled and nodded, not wanting to share his thoughts with her just yet. He wasn't sure how to process his feelings, or what to make of the encounter. All he knew was that he felt drawn to the mysterious girl, and he couldn't wait to see if their paths would cross again.

As they continued walking, David's mind wandered to all the what-ifs. What if they had met somewhere else? What if they had more time to talk? What if... The possibilities swirled in his head, and David felt a sense of excitement and anticipation.

David's thoughts were consumed by the 

mysterious girl as he walked home with his mother. He couldn't help but wonder what her name was, what she liked, and what she was interested in. He imagined striking up a conversation with her, finding common ground, and discovering that they shared similar passions.

As they approached their house, David's mother asked him to help with some chores. David nodded, still lost in thought. He went through the motions, his mind wandering back to the girl. He felt a sense of longing, a desire to see her again and get to know her better.

David's phone buzzed with a text from his friend, asking him to meet up later. David hesitated, unsure if he wanted to socialize or stay home and daydream about the girl. He decided to text his friend back, agreeing to meet up, hoping that getting 

out would take his mind off the mysterious girl.

As David got ready to meet his friend, he couldn't shake off the feeling that he would see the mysterious girl again. He didn't know why, but he felt a sense of optimism, a sense that their encounter was just the beginning. David's friend, Henry, was waiting for him at the café. They chatted about their week, and David tried to focus on the conversation. But his mind kept drifting back to the girl. He wondered if she was thinking about him too, if she was wondering what could have been.

As they sipped their coffee, Henry noticed David's distant expression. "Hey, man, what's up?" he asked. David hesitated, unsure how to share his thoughts. "Just thinking about something that happened earlier," he said vaguely. Henry raised an 

eyebrow, intrigued. "Tell me more," he said, leaning in.

David thought about opening up to Henry, but something held him back. He didn't want to jinx the possibility of seeing the girl again, or make it seem like a big deal to someone else. So he just shrugged it off, saying it was nothing important.

As they continued talking, David's thoughts remained with the mysterious girl. He replayed their encounter, analyzing every detail, every glance. He wondered if he would ever see her again, and what would happen if he did.

As David sat with Henry, his mind kept wandering back to the mysterious girl. He replayed their encounter, reliving the spark of electricity he felt when their eyes met. He wondered if she had felt it too, if she 

was thinking about him like he was thinking about her.

David's thoughts were a jumble of possibilities and what-ifs. What if they had met under different circumstances? What if they had more time to talk? What if... The questions swirled in his head, keeping him distracted from the conversation.

Henry noticed David's distant expression again and nudged him playfully. "Hey, David, you're a million miles away," he said with a chuckle. David smiled sheepishly, feeling a bit self-conscious about his preoccupation.

Despite the distraction, David enjoyed his time with Henry, but his mind kept drifting back to the girl. He couldn't shake off the feeling that their encounter was more than just a coincidence.

As David and Henry chatted, David found himself wanting to share his thoughts with his friend. He leaned in, a conspiratorial look on his face. "Hey, Henry, I need to tell you something," he said, his voice low.

Henry raised an eyebrow, intrigued. "What is it?" he asked, leaning in closer.

David took a deep breath and launched into the story of the mysterious girl. He told Henry about their encounter at the police station, about the spark of electricity he felt when their eyes met. He described her smile, her laughter, and the way his heart skipped a beat.

Henry listened intently, a grin spreading across his face. "Whoa, that sounds like a serious crush," he said, chuckling. David blushed, feeling a bit self-conscious. "I know, I know, it's weird," he said. "But 

there's just something about her..."

Henry nodded, his expression serious. "I think it's cool, man," he said. "You're always saying how you want to meet someone special. Maybe this is the start of something."

David smiled, feeling a sense of hope. Maybe Henry was right. Maybe this was the start of something amazing.

Henry leaned back in his chair, a thoughtful expression on his face. "So, what's the plan?" he asked David. "Are you going to try to find her?"

David shrugged, feeling a bit uncertain. "I don't know, man," he said. "I don't even know her name. But I feel like I might see her again."

Henry grinned. "Fate, maybe?" he suggested. David smiled, liking the idea. "Maybe," he said.

Henry leaned forward again, his eyes sparkling with excitement. "You know, I can help you try to find her," he said. "We can stake out the police station, see if she shows up again."

David laughed, feeling a bit skeptical. "That's a bit extreme, don't you think?" he said. But Henry's enthusiasm was infectious, and David found himself considering the idea.

As they chatted, David felt a sense of excitement building. Maybe, just maybe, he would see the mysterious girl again. And with Henry's help, maybe he could even find a way to make their connection more than just a fleeting moment.

As David thought about the mysterious girl, he couldn't help but feel a sense of longing. He wondered what it would be like to get to know her, to learn more about her interests and passions. He imagined the two of them laughing together, sharing stories, and exploring the city.

David's mind wandered to all the possibilities, and he felt a sense of excitement building. He couldn't shake off the feeling that their encounter was more than just a coincidence. Maybe, just maybe, their connection was the start of something special.

As he sat with Henry, David felt grateful for his friend's support and enthusiasm. He knew that Henry would be there to offer advice and encouragement, no matter what happened next.

David's thoughts were a jumble of emotions and possibilities. He felt hopeful, excited, and a little bit nervous. But most of all, he felt drawn to the mysterious girl, and he couldn't wait to see what the future might hold.

As David sat with Henry, he couldn't help but feel a sense of anticipation. He wondered if he would see the mysterious girl again, and what would happen if he did. He felt a sense of excitement at the possibility of getting to know her better, of learning more about her life and interests.

David's mind wandered to all the what-ifs. What if they had met under different circumstances? What if they had more time to talk? What if... The questions swirled in his head, keeping him engaged and curious.

As he sat there, David felt a sense of hope that he hadn't felt in a long time. He felt like anything was possible, like the universe was conspiring to bring them together. He smiled to himself, feeling a sense of optimism that he couldn't shake.

David's thoughts were interrupted by Henry's voice, bringing him back to reality. "Hey, David, you okay?" Henry asked, noticing his friend's distant expression. David nodded, smiling. "Yeah, I'm good," he said. "Just lost in thought."

As David and Henry chatted, they were joined by a new friend, Blacks. Blacks was a mutual friend of theirs, and he had a lively personality that immediately drew David in.

"Hey, guys!" Blacks said, plopping down in the chair next to David. "What's going on?"

Henry filled Blacks in on the story of the mysterious girl, and Blacks's eyes lit up with interest. "Whoa, that sounds like a great story!" he said. "Tell me more."

David smiled, happy to share his story with Blacks. As they chatted, David felt a sense of camaraderie with his friends. He was grateful for their support and enthusiasm, and he felt like he could be himself around them.

With Blacks on board, the conversation took on a new dynamic. Blacks had a knack for asking insightful questions, and David found himself opening up more and more about his feelings for the mysterious girl.

As they chatted, Blacks asked David more questions about the mysterious girl. "So, 

what's she look like?" Blacks asked, his eyes sparkling with curiosity.

David thought for a moment, trying to describe her. "She's got long, dark hair and piercing green eyes," he said. "She's got a great smile, and she's really confident."

Henry nodded, a thoughtful expression on his face. "I think I know what you mean," he said. "You've got a pretty vivid description going on there."

Blacks grinned. "I think David's got it bad," he said, teasingly. David blushed, feeling a bit self-conscious. "Hey, I'm just interested," he said.

The three friends continued to chat, discussing everything from their lives to their plans for the future. David felt grateful for his friends, who were always 

there to support him and offer advice.

As they talked, David couldn't help but wonder if he would see the mysterious girl again

































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































[image: ]


























































































































































































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
Love, laughter, and adventure -
the moments that bind us together.

Momjgnts
Connéction

DAVID K. LESO

* YOUNG ADULT FICTION *






d2d_images/scene_break.png





