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      There are stories a person chooses to tell, and then there are stories that insist on being written because silence begins to feel heavier than speech.

      This book belongs to the second kind.

      Some experiences enter a person’s life so unexpectedly, so far outside what reason has prepared for, that even while living them, the mind keeps searching for language strong enough to contain them. Often there is none. There are only fragments: a feeling, an image, a sentence repeated in memory, a moment that refuses to fade no matter how many ordinary days pass afterward.

      Sometimes life changes through visible events—a move, a divorce, a death, a new beginning. But sometimes it changes through something far more difficult to explain: a night that feels unlike any other night, a sign that arrives where no sign should be, a dream that refuses to remain a dream, a name that begins appearing with strange insistence until coincidence no longer feels like coincidence.

      For someone looking from the outside, such moments may seem easy to dismiss. But living inside them is different. Living inside them means feeling that something has shifted before understanding what shifted. It means trying to continue making coffee, answering messages, cleaning the house, speaking to children, while internally sensing that the structure beneath ordinary life has opened in ways no one else can see.

      This story begins at precisely that kind of threshold.

      It begins after survival.

      Long before the first message, before TikTok, before fake accounts, before names and voices and shadows, there was another life entirely. A long life defined by endurance, sacrifice, motherhood, silence, and the slow erosion that happens when too many years are spent inside conditions that teach a person not to expect tenderness.

      When someone has spent decades learning how to survive pain, freedom itself can feel unfamiliar. Even peace can feel suspicious. A quiet room can feel louder than conflict because there is finally enough silence to hear everything that was buried.

      And inside that silence, questions begin to rise:

      Who am I now?

      What remains of me?

      What part of me survived?

      What part of me disappeared while I was busy enduring?

      For some people, those questions arrive slowly.

      For others, they arrive all at once.

      The pages that follow are not written from certainty. They are written from lived contradiction: wanting truth while fearing it, recognizing deception while still hoping something real exists beneath it, resisting belief while being unable to ignore what felt deeply experienced.

      That is important to understand from the beginning.

      This is not written as proof.

      It is written as testimony to what was experienced emotionally, spiritually, psychologically, and digitally during a very specific period of life when reality itself often felt layered—one layer visible, another invisible, one grounded in ordinary facts, another shaped by symbols, intuition, longing, and unresolved wounds.

      And perhaps that is why the shadows became so powerful.

      Because shadows rarely enter empty places.

      They enter places already searching.

      They enter where loneliness has not fully healed. They enter where the soul still carries unfinished grief. They enter where hope remains alive enough to answer when something calls.

      In another season of life, perhaps an online message would have remained only an online message.

      But timing changes everything.

      A person emerging from years of emotional injury does not encounter attention the same way someone untouched by loneliness does. A word can weigh more heavily. A voice can travel deeper. A kindness—real or false—can awaken entire regions of the heart that had been sealed shut for years.

      And when that happens, logic and longing often begin negotiating with each other in dangerous ways.

      The logical mind asks:

      Who is this?

      Can this be trusted?

      Why now?

      Why here?

      But longing asks a different question:

      What if something impossible has reached me because life is not finished surprising me yet?

      That question is powerful enough to move mountains, or to move a person into places they never imagined entering.

      The digital world intensifies this further because it offers illusion with extraordinary intimacy.

      A stranger can appear at midnight speaking as though they have arrived directly inside a wound they somehow already understand. A name attached to fame can cross into private space within seconds. A screen becomes a doorway, and what enters through it often arrives already wearing the shape of desire, recognition, comfort, or destiny.

      That is why this story cannot simply be reduced to online fraud, though fraud exists within it.

      Fraud alone does not explain why certain messages strike certain people at certain moments with unusual force.

      Fraud explains method.

      It does not explain vulnerability.

      And vulnerability has history.

      I was not naïve in the simplistic sense. I was wounded, intelligent, suspicious, resistant, and deeply aware that something may be wrong even while continuing to search.

      That contradiction is central.

      Again and again, what appears in these pages is not blind surrender but repeated testing: questioning voices, testing language, observing patterns, exposing fake identities, recording details, comparing behavior, saving evidence, and still—despite seeing shadows—continuing to believe that perhaps somewhere behind imitation something authentic may still exist.

      That is emotionally exhausting terrain.

      And yet many people live versions of it quietly, especially now, in a world where technology can imitate closeness faster than trust can form.

      What makes this account unusual is not simply that false identities appeared.

      It is the way those identities collided with an already-existing inner narrative shaped by visions, symbols, spiritual meaning, and a deeply personal interpretation of signs that had begun before any online contact ever happened.

      That sequence matters.

      Because before there were conversations, there was already a private event that felt impossible to explain: the night walk, the strange darkness, the unexpected bus, the repeated image, the black heart, the challenge spoken aloud, and the dream that followed soon after—an experience described not merely as a dream but as something bodily remembered with unusual force.

      Whether a reader interprets that spiritually, psychologically, symbolically, or skeptically will depend on their own framework.

      The book does not demand agreement.

      It only asks the reader to understand that for the person living it, these moments formed one continuous thread.

      And once a thread like that begins, every later event attaches itself to it.

      The human mind naturally searches for coherence. The heart searches even harder.

      That search is what built this book.

      Not certainty.

      Not proof.

      Search.

      If longing were simple, deception would not work so well.

      But longing is never simple.

      It carries memory inside it—memory of what was missing, what was denied, what was never spoken, what was hoped for and buried because hoping became too expensive. And when a person has spent enough years teaching themselves not to expect softness, the smallest gesture can feel magnified beyond its actual size.

      A kind sentence arrives and sounds larger than it is. A voice note sounds warmer than it may deserve. A repeated greeting begins to carve familiarity where no real history exists. The human heart is not weak because it responds to tenderness. It is human because it does.

      This is one of the truths hidden beneath the pages that follow.

      What appears here may sometimes sound unbelievable to someone reading from a safe distance: the repeated conversations, the declarations, the sudden intensity, the promises, the emotional acceleration, the requests, the contradictions, the endless cycle of one account disappearing while another appears in its place.

      But distance simplifies what lived experience complicates.

      Inside the moment, events do not arrive neatly labeled as false or true. They arrive mixed—one sentence sincere enough to soften suspicion, followed by another strange enough to trigger alarm. A phrase sounds copied, then a response feels unexpectedly personal. One shadow reveals itself quickly; another survives longer because it learns how to echo what the listener most wants to hear.

      And perhaps the most dangerous thing about shadows is this: they do not always appear threatening.

      Often they appear attentive.

      They appear patient.

      They appear admiring.

      They appear to listen.

      For someone who has gone years carrying too much internally and speaking too little of it aloud, being listened to—even falsely—can create an opening wider than expected.

      That opening is visible throughout these chapters.

      The messages preserved here are not simply evidence of digital impersonation. They are also evidence of emotional movement: how language affected mood, how hope rose and fell, how discernment sharpened, how disappointment accumulated, and how every false encounter somehow still failed to extinguish the search itself.

      Because even after recognizing deception, the search continued.

      That may confuse some readers.

      Why continue after the first lie? Why continue after the second? Why continue after the first shadow?

      Because the search had already become larger than the people behind the screens.

      At some point, it stopped being only about who was writing messages and became about what those encounters were awakening internally: questions of identity, worth, destiny, trust, and whether the strange beginning that preceded all of this meant something real still waited somewhere beyond imitation.

      That is why the title Red Rose matters.

      A rose is beautiful, but beauty is never the full truth of a rose. A rose carries thorns inseparably. It cannot offer one without the other. To reach for it carelessly is to bleed.

      This story follows that same structure.

      There are moments of warmth here—moments that genuinely softened loneliness, moments that created laughter, moments that gave energy to days that might otherwise have remained emotionally flat. But beside every softness stands something sharp: manipulation, pressure, performance, financial motives, emotional testing, repeated masks.

      And still, the pages do not belong only to pain.

      They also belong to transformation.

      Because while shadows multiplied online, something else was happening offline: a woman rebuilding herself in visible and invisible ways.

      The reader will notice this quickly.

      The conversations do not unfold in isolation. Between them are scenes of physical exhaustion, attempts at reclaiming the body, experiments with appearance, hospital visits, sleepless nights, emotional collapses, determination, and repeated private decisions to keep moving forward despite confusion.

      That parallel journey matters because without it, the messages can be misunderstood.

      The digital story alone would suggest only pursuit.

      But beneath pursuit is reconstruction.

      Hair changes. Piercings appear. Walking becomes discipline. Pain becomes motivation. Reflection becomes confrontation. Every small act becomes symbolic because each one answers the same internal demand:

      Become someone you can bear to meet in the mirror.

      That demand is not vanity.

      It is recovery.

      And recovery rarely happens elegantly.

      It happens in fragments, contradictions, stubborn decisions, private tears, failed attempts, impulsive changes, and moments when the body protests long before confidence returns.

      What the reader witnesses here is therefore not simply someone trying to find another person.

      It is someone trying to return to herself while believing another presence may somehow be linked to that return.

      That belief may be interpreted differently by different readers.

      Some will read these pages through faith, through psychology, through trauma theory, through digital vulnerability, and through spiritual symbolism.

      All are possible.

      Because human experience rarely belongs entirely to one category.

      A dream can be psychologically meaningful and spiritually charged to the dreamer at the same time.

      A coincidence can be emotionally transformative even if another person calls it random.

      A false message can still reveal a true wound.

      And a shadow can still force a person to confront truths they had delayed facing for years.

      That is why these pages remain valuable even where certainty is impossible.

      They document process.

      And process often reveals more than conclusions.

      The preserved conversations may at times seem repetitive—and that repetition itself is part of the truth.

      Fraud repeats. Shadows repeat. Patterns repeat. Declarations repeat because scripts repeat.

      And yet within repetition, subtle differences begin teaching discernment: which phrases feel copied, which emotional strategies recur, which demands appear early, which stories shift, which language betrays inconsistency, which urgency signals pressure.

      Over time, the same woman who initially hoped to be denied begins recognizing structure.

      This matters because discernment here is learned in real time.

      Not before.

      During.

      That learning carries emotional cost.

      Every recognition of another false voice creates two simultaneous reactions: relief at discovering deception, and grief that truth has not yet appeared.

      Relief and grief become companions.

      And perhaps that is the hidden rhythm beneath the entire manuscript: every time a shadow disappears, hope and disappointment arrive together.

      That rhythm shapes everything. It shapes tone and memory. It shapes why so many conversations were preserved instead of discarded. Because preserving them became a way of saying:

      This happened. I saw this. I learned this. I changed here. And for many people, documentation is how meaning is built after confusion.

      A saved message says: I was here. A screenshot says: I did not imagine all of this. A chapter says: this sequence belongs somewhere larger than private chaos.

      That larger place is this book.

      The reader should also understand something else before continuing: not every chapter asks to be judged quickly.

      Some chapters are uncomfortable because discomfort belongs honestly to what occurred. Some messages reveal tenderness beside absurdity, sincerity beside manipulation, poetry beside obvious scripts, and emotional openness beside startling requests.

      That contradiction is not editorial accident. It reflects reality as it unfolded. Very few people living through emotionally charged situations experience them in clean literary categories. Life does not separate itself politely into “credible” and “incredible” while one is still inside it. Instead, things arrive tangled, and meaning often appears only later, after enough distance has formed.

      This book preserves much of that tangle deliberately. Not to confuse. But to remain faithful to how it felt while happening. And perhaps most importantly, this is not only a story about searching for a person.

      It is a story about what happens when a person emerging from long emotional survival encounters the possibility—whether real, false, symbolic, or projected—that love may still exist in some form they had once declared impossible.

      Even if that possibility arrives first wearing shadows.

      The shadows matter because they test what remains.

      They test patience, discernment, loneliness, and dignity. They test whether a person can continue searching without losing themselves entirely to illusion.

      And beneath all of that remains one quiet question that follows every chapter: What happens when a heart that once chose never to open again hears something—anything—that sounds like destiny?

      This book does not answer that question immediately.

      It walks through it.

      Message by message.

      Shadow by shadow.

      Until what remains can finally be seen more clearly than what first appeared.
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      It was five minutes to two in the morning when I decided to go out for ice cream.

      Even saying it now sounds ridiculous—like a small craving that shouldn’t matter. But that night, everything felt wrong from the moment I stepped outside. The darkness didn’t feel normal. It felt thick, almost alive, like I’d walked into a place I wasn’t supposed to enter.

      It was the kind of feeling you get when you cross a line you didn’t know existed.

      My legs started tingling as I walked, like my body was warning me before my mind could catch up. I remember thinking, This is too dark. The night is too dark. Not just “oh, it’s late” dark—something deeper. Something that pressed against my skin.

      For a moment, I stopped and almost turned around. I actually thought, This ice cream isn’t worth it. I should go back.

      But I didn’t.

      I argued with myself like I always did when fear tried to grab me.

      It’s just another night. Like every night. I’m not a little girl afraid of the dark. It’s all in my head. Stupid. Just go. It’s ice cream.

      At that time in my life, I wasn’t feeling good in my own body. I was heavy. I felt swollen with sadness and exhaustion and things I didn’t know how to fix. I used to joke—cruelly, to myself—that I was like a whale washed out of the sea and stranded on a beach. I laughed when I said it, but the truth underneath it hurt.

      And then something truly bizarre started happening.

      It was like fog came down out of nowhere. Not a gentle mist—something that lowered itself toward the ground and wrapped around the street. The air changed. I could taste metal in my mouth, sharp and strange, like I’d bitten a coin. The whole atmosphere felt like it was closing in, like something was circling me.

      I remember thinking, Something is wrapping around you.

      And then I saw it.

      A bus.

      At that hour, in that town, there shouldn’t have been any buses. This wasn’t a big city. It was a city, yes, but it functioned like a village—after ten o’clock, nothing ran. Nothing moved. The streets went quiet, like the whole place powered down.

      But here was a bus, moving toward me as if it had been sent directly to me.

      It didn’t feel real. It felt like the kind of thing that appears in movies when the world shifts and you know something supernatural is happening. The lights inside the bus looked too bright, too sharp, almost like they were glowing from another reality. Even the driver looked strange to me—like he was focused in a way that wasn’t normal, like he had a specific purpose and nothing else existed.

      And on the side of the bus, there was an advertisement.

      A movie poster.

      It was for a film connected to Keanu Reeves—something called Palerina… Ballerina… I don’t even know how to spell it correctly, but I know what I saw. I know the face. I know the name.

      That was shocking enough on its own. But what made it feel impossible was this: we didn’t have publicity like that in my town. Not on buses. Not like that. If anything was advertised, it was usually local—something coming to town—and even then, it would be posted in one of the few designated places, not rolling through the streets at two in the morning like a message.

      I stood there staring like my brain couldn’t decide whether to believe my eyes.

      Then I kept walking.

      The store I’d planned to go to was closed. Of course it was. So I told myself there was another one farther ahead, and I headed that direction, still trying to shake off the strange feeling in my legs, the metallic taste, the fog that didn’t make sense.

      And then I saw more publicity for the same movie.

      Again.

      It was like the town was suddenly covered in it—when it never was before. And as I moved forward, I looked down and froze.

      On the sidewalk, right in front of me, there was a giant black heart.

      Not a little scribble. Not something half-washed away. A big, perfect heart shape—dark, solid, intentional. It looked so real I felt like I could touch it. Like I could wrap my arms around it. It was so there it almost didn’t belong on pavement.

      And something in me snapped.

      I started screaming at God.

      Not quietly. Not politely. I mean screaming—out loud—in the middle of the night like I’d lost my mind. A grown woman, my age, standing alone in the dark, shouting up at the sky.

      Because in that moment, I knew. I didn’t have a logical explanation, but I felt the message landing in my body like a stone.

      And I didn’t want it.

      I had made my decision. I had decided I didn’t want love. I didn’t want another relationship. I didn’t want to do that again—hope, pain, disappointment, the slow humiliation of needing someone and not being chosen.

      I’d spent moer than two decades in an abusive marriage, and I was finally free.

      So I yelled at God the way you yell when you’re cornered.

      No. I told you I don’t want this. I don’t want a relationship.

      And then I said something I still remember word for word because it came out of me like a challenge:

      If you want me to have love, then come down here and propose to me yourself. Come down here and propose to me by yourself. If you’re not going to do that… bye! Bye!

      I was shaking when I said it. It wasn’t graceful. It wasn’t holy. It was raw and angry and terrified all at once.

      Afterward, I felt the “oh no” feeling—like I’d said something I shouldn’t have said. Like I’d pushed back against something bigger than me.

      I didn’t even want to look anymore. I just wanted to get home. I felt exposed.

      But when I lifted my eyes again, my gaze landed on that poster. Keanu Reeves. The same face, the same name, again.

      And something in me hardened into a bargain.

      I looked at the poster and said, Fine. You want love? No problem. You see him?

      And I pointed—like I was pointing at a locked door.

      I’ll accept love only from him. Only from him.

      I didn’t say it because I expected it to happen. I said it because I knew it couldn’t. I knew there was no possible way, not in a million years, that a man like that would ever come into my real life. That was the whole point. It was a safe refusal disguised as a condition.

      I was basically telling God: This is impossible, so leave me alone.

      I went home and fell asleep harder than I had slept in years.

      It shocked me—how quickly my body surrendered. For so long, even when I was home, I couldn’t really rest. My mind always stayed alert, like it didn’t trust peace. But that night, I slept. Deeply. Like something had switched off inside me.

      The next day, when I went out and did my normal errands, I noticed something else that made my stomach drop.

      All the publicity was gone.

      Like it had never been there.

      The posters, the bus, the feeling of being surrounded by that name—it was like the whole thing had evaporated overnight. And I didn’t talk about it. I didn’t even let myself think about it too much. Within that week, I almost forgot.

      But it felt like somebody else didn’t forget.

      A week later, I went to sleep again, and I fell into something that didn’t feel like a dream.

      It was close to midnight. There was a moon—bright enough to register, like an almost full moon. And when I closed my eyes, I found myself in a place so dark it felt wrong.

      Not dark like a room with the lights off.

      Dark like the world had been replaced.

      I could feel that somewhere outside that darkness there should have been sky. There should have been something normal. But instead, there was only this heavy blackness, and I was stuck inside it.

      In the distance, I saw a small light.

      It was gentle—white, with a soft blue in it. It didn’t glare. It glowed. It pulled me in like a magnet. I started moving towards the light, counting the beats in my heart like drums within me.

      When I reached it, I realized it was like a round ball of energy, a living light. And beneath it was water—perfectly still, like a mirror.

      I looked down into that mirror-water and saw something that stopped me cold.

      I saw myself.

      It was the first time in my life I felt like I saw myself from outside my own body—from the side, like I was observing a stranger. My body was in the water. My face was near the surface. My hands…I saw my wrists, my pulses. The rest of me was submerged. And beside me there was something like a cane—like a wooden staff planted close to my body.

      And in that moment, I understood something without being told. It felt like I was looking at layers of myself: body, soul, spirit. Like I was witnessing the mechanics of what I was, not just who.

      But the place did something terrifying.

      It absorbed everything I felt.

      When I tried to think, it absorbed the thought. When I felt emotion rising, it swallowed it. Even pity—when I looked at myself and felt a wave of sadness for the woman I’d been—it absorbed that too.

      It was like being trapped in a dark room that ate your feelings the moment you had them, leaving you empty and numb.

      I don’t know how long I sat like that. It felt like a long time—long enough that “time” stopped making sense. And every time I tried to measure it, the place took that thought too.

      Then I noticed waves.

      Not waves like the ocean.

      These waves came in straight lines—like energy traveling on a direct path—touching my body over and over. I tried to see where they were coming from, and when I did, it was like something in my body woke up.

      My body opened its eyes.

      In the vision, it raised its hand toward the waves like it remembered something it had forgotten.

      And then something grabbed me.

      I could feel the grip—real, physical, undeniable—like a hand closing around mine. And it pulled me up and out through those waves, like someone lifting a child out of water.

      I was yanked back into myself so fast it felt like fire.

      My soul and my body—everything—slammed together, and I felt like I was burning from the inside, like I was breathing flames.

      And then I saw him.

      Keanu Reeves.

      His face was right there, close enough that I could feel his breath on my skin. He was looking straight into my eyes. And he hugged me.

      So I hugged him back.

      It wasn’t a long embrace, but it felt like a lifetime was inside those seconds—like something ancient and familiar had finally touched down.

      And then he let go.

      I started falling.

      I reached for his hand, trying to hold on, but I couldn’t. And that’s when I realized what was happening in the real world.

      My body—my actual body—was in my room.

      And believe it or not, I was in the air.

      I was floating above my bed, descending slowly like gravity had turned gentle. I went down until my feet touched, until I was standing—straight up—staring at the ceiling like I had just returned from somewhere my mind couldn’t name.

      It was like the experience was being absorbed into my brain, stamped into me.

      The only words that came out of my mouth were, “What the hell was that?”

      I wasn’t lying down. I was standing on my bed, stunned.

      I wanted so much to go back to sleep, close my eyes, and never get up.

      And I heard my daughter’s voice—worried, from nearby—asking what was wrong. She said she heard me shout. She heard me say it out loud.

      I tried to brush it off. I didn’t know what else to do. I didn’t even understand what had happened, not in a way that fit the world I lived in.

      But there was also a voice inside me—quiet, steady—like it already knew.

      I kept telling myself, I know what that was… but what was that? What am I supposed to do with this?

      Even if I could name it, what then?

      What was I supposed to do—find Keanu and say, Hello. I’m your soulmate?

      I wasn’t someone who chased celebrities. I wasn’t even a “fan” type. I didn
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