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Chapter 1 — The Same Table, Every Morning
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Lena always arrived at the café at 7:18 a.m.

Not because the time mattered exactly, but because her life worked better when it felt predictable. The café—small, tucked between a bookstore and a closed florist—was one of the few places where nothing asked anything of her. No deadlines. No expectations. No small talk she had to perform well.

She pushed open the door, the familiar bell chiming softly overhead. Warm air, thick with the scent of espresso and fresh pastry, wrapped around her shoulders like a practiced welcome. The barista nodded at her without words. They both understood the ritual by now.

Medium latte. Oat milk. No sugar.

Lena slid into her usual seat by the window, placing her bag carefully beneath the table, coat folded neatly beside her. She took out her phone, though she didn’t look at it yet. She never did, not right away. First came the pause—the moment she allowed herself to simply exist before the day claimed her.

Only then did she glance across the room.

The woman was already there.

Same table. Same posture. Black coffee. Book open, one finger resting against the page as if she might pause reading at any moment. Dark hair pulled back loosely, a few strands escaping around her face. She always wore something comfortable—soft sweaters, worn jackets, jeans that had clearly lived a life.

Lena didn’t know her name.

But she noticed her absence when she wasn’t there.

The realization unsettled her the first time it happened. She’d arrived to find the table empty, the chair pushed in neatly, untouched. Lena had stared at it longer than necessary, a strange sense of disappointment settling in her chest. She’d told herself it meant nothing. People come and go.

Still, she looked for her every morning after that.

The woman—the reader, Lena called her silently—never looked up for long. Sometimes their eyes met, briefly, accidentally. No smiles. No acknowledgment beyond a shared awareness. It was enough.

Lena sipped her latte slowly, heat seeping into her palms. She tried to focus on the quiet murmur of conversation around her, the hiss of steaming milk, the scrape of chairs against the floor. This was her calm before everything else—before work, before responsibility, before being the version of herself everyone expected.

Across the room, the reader turned a page.

Lena didn’t know why that small sound felt significant, why it lodged itself in her awareness. She didn’t know why she imagined what the woman’s voice might sound like, or what kind of life unfolded beyond that table.

She only knew that mornings felt slightly better when the table across from hers was occupied.

When it was time to leave, Lena packed her things carefully, slipping on her coat and standing just a moment longer than necessary. The reader looked up then, just briefly, eyes meeting Lena’s with quiet curiosity.

No smile. No greeting.

Just recognition.

Lena stepped outside into the crisp morning air, heart steady, unaware that this quiet ritual—this unspoken routine—was already changing her life.

Some loves begin loudly.

This one began at the same table, every morning, without a single word spoken.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2 — Familiar Without Knowing
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Lena noticed the absence immediately.

It wasn’t something she expected to register—not consciously, not with the quiet jolt it delivered. She stepped into the café at 7:18 a.m., the bell chiming its familiar greeting, and before her brain had time to settle into routine, her eyes moved to the table across the room.

It was empty.

The chair was pushed in. The tabletop bare except for a faint ring where a cup had once rested.

Lena paused just inside the doorway, hand still wrapped around the strap of her bag. A strange, hollow feeling settled in her chest—quick and uninvited. She frowned slightly, annoyed at herself. It shouldn’t matter. She didn’t know the woman. Had never spoken to her. Didn’t even know her name.

Still, the café felt... off.

She ordered her latte, accepted it with a nod, and took her usual seat by the window. The sunlight streamed in just as it always did, dust motes floating lazily in the air, but the moment felt thinner somehow. Less anchored.

She tried to focus on her phone. Emails. Notifications. The quiet pull of the day ahead. But her attention kept drifting, drawn to the empty space where someone had been, consistently, without ever promising to stay.

She probably just changed her routine, Lena told herself.

People did that. Lives shifted. Mornings changed. There was nothing personal about it.

And yet, the following day, the table was empty again.

So was the next.

By the fourth morning, Lena stopped pretending it didn’t matter. She felt the absence like a missing note in a familiar song—something subtle, but unmistakably wrong. She found herself lingering longer than usual, eyes flicking up every time the door chimed, hoping—without admitting it—that the woman would walk in.

She didn’t.

Lena left the café that morning with a weight she couldn’t quite name, frustration curling beneath it. She scolded herself for caring, for allowing a stranger to take up space in her thoughts. It was ridiculous.

Still, she noticed how empty the café felt when she wasn’t there.

Three days later, Lena arrived later than usual, caught in traffic and irritation. She pushed open the café door with less ceremony than normal—and froze.

The table wasn’t empty.

The woman was there, black coffee steaming gently in front of her, book open, posture familiar in a way that made Lena’s chest tighten. She hadn’t realized how much she’d memorized the details until they were suddenly back where they belonged.

Relief washed through her before she could stop it.

She ordered her latte on autopilot, heartbeat a little too loud in her ears. When she turned, their eyes met—longer this time. Longer than before.

Something shifted.

The woman’s gaze softened, curiosity giving way to something warmer, more aware. Not a smile—not quite—but recognition. As if she, too, had noticed the absence. As if she, too, understood the strange familiarity of someone known only in passing.

Lena felt her breath catch, just slightly. She looked away first, embarrassed by the intensity of such a small moment.

She took her seat, hands trembling faintly as she wrapped them around her cup. Across the room, the woman returned to her book, but she didn’t turn the page right away.

Neither of them spoke.

They didn’t need to.

Something unspoken had formed in the quiet space between two tables—a recognition without context, a familiarity without history.

Lena sipped her latte, warmth blooming in her chest, and for the first time, she wondered what it would be like to know the woman who shared her mornings.

Not yet.

But soon.
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Chapter 3 — The First Words
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The café was busier than usual.

Lena noticed it the moment she stepped inside—the low hum of overlapping conversations, the scrape of chairs being pulled closer together, the barista moving faster than normal. Every table was occupied. Every familiar corner felt suddenly crowded.

Except one chair.

The chair across from her.

Lena hesitated, latte in hand, eyes drifting instinctively to the table where Ivy sat. The woman looked up at the same moment, as if sensing her gaze. For a second, neither of them moved.

Then Ivy gestured to the empty chair.

“You can sit here,” she said.

The words were simple. Gentle. Unassuming.

Lena blinked, caught off guard by how easily her body responded. “Oh—thank you. I mean... if you’re sure.”

“I’m sure.”

Lena slid into the chair, heart beating faster than necessary. Up close, Ivy seemed even more real—faint freckles across her nose, a softness around her eyes that made Lena feel oddly at ease.

They sat in silence for a moment, both suddenly unsure what came next.

“I’m Lena,” she said finally, the words tumbling out faster than she intended.

“Ivy,” the woman replied, smiling softly. “Nice to finally... say something.”

Lena laughed before she could stop herself. “Yeah. We’ve been very committed to ignoring each other.”

Ivy’s smile widened. “We were very good at it.”

As if on cue, Lena’s elbow brushed her cup. The latte tipped, coffee sloshing dangerously close to the table’s edge.

“Oh—”

Ivy reacted instantly, steadying the cup with her hand. “Saved it.”

Lena exhaled a relieved laugh. “I swear I’m not usually this clumsy.”

“I don’t believe you,” Ivy said lightly. “But I appreciate the entertainment.”

Their laughter overlapped, brief and unpolished, easing the tension between them. It wasn’t electric. It wasn’t dramatic. It was just... human.

They talked in short bursts after that—about the café, the crowd, how busy mornings had become lately. Nothing personal. Nothing revealing. But something comfortable settled between them, like a shared exhale.

When Lena finally stood to leave, she hesitated.

“See you... around?” she asked.

Ivy nodded. “Same table. Same time.”

Lena smiled as she stepped outside, realizing that for the first time, the routine included words.

And that somehow made everything feel closer.

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





