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Introduction
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What if the person you were meant to love, truly, deeply, forever, was already connected to you across time?

Sarah is a sharp-witted marketing executive who keeps her heart armored, her trust guarded. Kirk is a successful but emotionally distant real estate attorney, carrying the weight of a failed marriage and the quiet belief that true love is a myth. Neither is looking for a relationship. Neither believes in fate. But every night, they meet in the same dream, a dream that feels more real than waking.

Bound by an invisible thread, their souls are drawn together through a phenomenon they can't explain and don't fully trust. What begins as strange coincidence spirals into a shared journey of memory, longing, and rediscovery. As dreams bleed into reality, Sarah and Kirk must confront their deepest fears, their buried pasts, and the very fabric of what connects them, not just in this life, but across many.

This is not a love story that begins with romance. It begins with mystery. With tension. With two people who should walk away, but can’t.

Because something in the universe has locked them together.

And it won’t let go.

Welcome to the Weave.

A place where time remembers.

Where love endures.

And where two hearts will be tested to see if they’re truly meant to find their way home ... again and again.
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Chapter 1 – The Restless Kind
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Sarah sat alone in the office, the only light coming from her monitor and the distant hum of the janitor’s vacuum down the hallway. Another late night. Another campaign riding on her shoulders. She typed the final line of the proposal, hit “Save,” and leaned back in her chair, her spine aching and eyes burning.

Thirty-four. Successful. Respected. And utterly... hollow.

The silence settled around her like a second skin. Her colleagues had left hours ago, their laughter and phone calls now echoes she sometimes missed more than she cared to admit. She pulled her blazer tighter, as if it could shield her from the unease creeping in.

Her friends always called her “the strong one.” The fixer. The woman who knew what she wanted and didn’t waste time. But the truth, the part she never said out loud, was that she didn’t know what she wanted anymore. Just what she didn’t. Another man who only wanted parts of her. Another almost-love that fizzled when it should have flared. Another lesson dressed up as hope.

She powered down her laptop, the screen fading to black, and stood. The familiar ache in her neck reminded her how long she’d been frozen in place. She gathered her things and walked out, heels clicking sharply against the polished floor, the sound oddly loud in the empty office.

The elevator ride down was quiet, reflective. Her own face in the mirrored wall looked tired, even under the soft LED lighting. Her lipstick had faded. Her eyes carried a question she didn’t know how to answer anymore.

Outside, the city pulsed with life. Spring flirted with the skyline, cool air, fresh rain on the pavement, and the faint, fluttering scent of cherry blossoms from trees lining the sidewalk. She paused, letting the night settle on her skin. It was one of those liminal moments, too late for dinner but too early to surrender to sleep.

Then she felt it.

A strange pull.

Not physical. Not quite emotional. More like a whisper under her skin, like the soft hum of something just out of frequency.

She turned her head and spotted a park across the street, one she must’ve passed a hundred times and never noticed. Small and square, hidden between two buildings like an afterthought, it pulsed with quiet invitation.

Compelled, she crossed. The world seemed to still as she stepped inside. Lamplight spilled gold onto damp grass. At the center of the park stood a sculpture, tall, rusted, spiraling upward like a twisted ribbon of metal frozen in time. It wasn’t beautiful exactly, but it was impossible to ignore. A weathered plaque at the base caught her eye.

What’s meant for you will find you... even in your sleep.

She blinked, unnerved. The words struck too close to a place she didn’t like to visit, somewhere between longing and resignation. Artsy mysticism wasn’t her thing. But still... she reached out and touched the cool, rough edge of the sculpture. Just for a second.

Then she turned and walked home, a shiver dancing along her spine that had nothing to do with the weather.
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Sleep came faster than usual that night. No tossing. No overthinking. Just the warm pull of exhaustion and a silence too deep to resist.

And then she opened her eyes.

Not in bed. Not even close.

She stood barefoot in a wide, open field blanketed in silver-blue twilight. The sky shimmered like brushed velvet, stars scattered thick and close. The air was cool, but not cold. The grass beneath her toes was soft, dewy, as if it had just rained. In the distance, a single tree stood aglow, its branches spiraling upward like a dancer mid-turn, tipped with gold, pulsing softly with light.

It felt real. The wind tugging her hair. The earthy scent of damp soil and blooming something. The far-off sound of wind chimes or maybe bells.

She took a step forward, uncertain but unafraid. Then she saw him.

A figure, tall and broad-shouldered, under the tree.

He hadn’t noticed her ... or had he? His head tilted slightly, as if listening to something just behind him. Then he turned. And somehow... she knew. He’d been waiting.

They walked toward each other with the kind of hesitancy that only existed in dreams, where rules bent and time blurred. When they met beneath the glowing branches, neither spoke at first.

He was handsome in a rugged, lived-in way. Not polished. Real. His eyes were a sharp, thoughtful gray-blue, and he studied her like she was something unexpected. Something that didn’t belong in this world ... but maybe did.

“Hi,” he said at last, voice deep and quiet, like a secret.

“Do I know you?” she asked, not moving.

He shook his head slowly. “I don’t think so.”

“But we’re dreaming, right?”

“I think so,” he said, looking around. “But if we are... it’s the realest one I’ve ever had.”

She swallowed, unsure what to say. They stood beneath the tree, shadows flickering around them, and began to talk. About nothing and everything. She told him she worked in marketing. He said he was a real estate attorney. They didn’t share last names. Didn’t need to.

He told her he’d been here before, in this place. “Only once,” he said, “years ago. But the tree wasn’t glowing then.”

She didn’t question it. Dreams didn’t follow logic. But this didn’t feel like a dream. It felt like something else. A pocket in reality. A window neither of them meant to open.

There was comfort in their conversation, a strange ease. The way she didn’t feel the need to be impressive or charming. The way he listened without interruption. The way silence between them didn’t feel awkward, it felt safe.

When she woke, the sun had already begun to rise.

Her bed. Her apartment. Normal.

Except... the scent of grass lingered in the room. And in her palm, a smear of dirt she couldn’t explain.
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Chapter 2 – Echoes on the Edge
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Kirk Rhodes stared out the window of his downtown condo, a half-empty tumbler of scotch warming in his hand. The city glowed below; quiet, steady, reliable. Unlike people.

The leather couch behind him was still indented from where he’d crashed the night before, suit jacket tossed over a chair, tie hanging like a white flag on the doorknob. Another long day. Another property dispute resolved. Another night spent alone.

He didn’t mind the solitude. At least that’s what he told himself. After his divorce, he’d grown comfortable in silence, in order, in the clean lines of his life. Predictable. Contained.

But lately, the silence had started to feel less like peace and more like static.

He set the glass on the windowsill and rolled his neck. His reflection in the glass looked older than thirty-five; his jaw tight, his eyes shadowed. He looked like someone who got things done. Someone people came to for answers. And he was. Just... not when it came to the things that really mattered.

He hadn’t dated seriously in years. Didn’t trust the process anymore. Didn’t trust his judgment, really. Falling in love once had cost him everything; money, time, faith. He wasn’t about to make that mistake again.

He turned away from the window, grabbed the remote, and clicked off the news. Just noise. Everything lately felt like noise.

His phone buzzed.

A message from his sister:

You still coming Saturday? Don’t flake again, Kirk.
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