




 

 

 

 

 

 

THE STORY OF A PLACE THAT WELCOMES 

YOU, A STORY THAT STAYS WITH YOU. 

The place was small, intimate, almost hidden 
among the cobbled streets of central Bergamo, 
in that part of the city where the stones still 
seem to hold the echo of centuries. 

It was not one of those elegant restaurants that draw 
tourists with bright signs and menus in five languages. 
It was the kind of place you discover almost by 
accident, turning down a side street without really 
knowing what you are looking for, and that for 
precisely this reason gives you the feeling it allowed 
itself to be found. 

 

Inside, the warmth of Italian 
tradition intertwined with an 
international soul: pancakes, 
waffles and bagels shared the 
room with coffee, cakes 
made in-house and more 
familiar flavours. 

 

Discreet, elegant, almost shy, it 
could escape the notice of anyone 
passing its door. But those who 
went in tended to remember it. 

Warm lights, the scent of coffee and soft 
music invited you to stay a few minutes 
longer than planned, until a simple order 
became a truce. 

For a few minutes, the world 
stopped asking things of you. 

Perhaps that was MURU MURU's 
most precious gift: reminding 
anyone who stepped through its 
door that there are still places 
where you do not have to 
prove anything. 

The owner of MURU MURU 
had chosen Italy as her home. 

Few people really knew her story, but a few 
minutes were enough to understand how 
deeply she loved that Italian way of living 
time: 
an unhurried conversation, a coffee shared, a 
lunch that stretches on because no one feels 
the need to look at the clock. 

The young women who worked at MURU MURU 
were part of that atmosphere too. They laughed 
with customers, remembered names and 
preferences, 
traded a joke without the impeccable distance 
of more 
formal places. 

MURU MURU is more than a café. 

It is a gentle refuge, a pause that feels like home, a 

reminder that sometimes beauty 

can be found entirely in a cup of coffee and a sincere 

smile. 

Her Nordic roots showed in her delicate 
features and composed bearing. 
But it was her smile that truly told her story: 
it arrived unhurriedly and was enough to 
turn a customer into a guest. 



 
 
 

Gabriele returned to MURU MURU whenever he 
needed to slow down, no matter how heavy the day 
had been or how loud his thoughts. 

The moment he crossed the threshold, the world 
stopped demanding things of him for a while. 

He almost always sat at the same table, neither too 
close to the entrance nor too far from the window. It 
had become a habit, one of those small rituals that, 
without you noticing, begin to feel like an embrace. 

That evening he had ordered a slice of banana 
bread, his favourite dessert. He liked its 
unassuming simplicity, and the way it could 
still surprise him, like certain people who keep 
the best part of themselves hidden without 
ever feeling the need to show it off 

Beside the plate, a large mug of American coffee 
steamed. Beyond the windows, evening was beginning to 
settle over central Bergamo. On the table, beside the 
plate, his tablet lit up for a moment. Gabriele did not 
look at it straight away. 

He liked to sit there and let the music, the scent of coffee and 
the murmur of conversations put his thoughts back in order. Over 
the years he had learned that it is often the simplest things that 
hold a life together. 

He was nearing fifty. Time had left discreet marks on his face, 
more like memories than wounds, while grey now threaded his hair 
around eyes that were still alive, curious, difficult to read 
completely. Anyone meeting him for the first time saw a quiet, 
almost ordinary man. Few would have imagined how far he had 
travelled to reach that serenity. 

Life had tried to bend him many times. It had taken away the people he loved most when he 
was still too young to understand what that truly meant, torn him from his homeland and 
forced him to grow up in a world where prejudice often spoke louder than understanding, and 
taught him how deep the loneliness can be when you are judged before you are ever known.  
He would have had a thousand reasons to let all that pain harden his heart. 

And yet, it had not.  

Long before the world showed him its cruelty, someone had taught him another way to 
move through it. From those distant years he kept fragmented memories, almost 
suspended in time: two hands that could hold him with infinite tenderness, fingers 
brushing through his hair, a voice capable of turning even fear into a safe place. More 
than anything else, one sentence remained, as simple as the deepest truths often are 

He no longer remembered the day he had first heard those words, but he knew they had never left him. 
They had become the refuge he returned to whenever life tried to convince him to become someone else, 
the invisible thread that led him back to himself whenever pain threatened to take over. He had learned 
that some people keep walking beside us even when we can no longer hold their hand, because what they 
gave us stops belonging to the past and becomes part of who we are. 

The tenderness we receive should always be 
repaid with tenderness lived and given. 



 
 
 

Gabriele turned his attention to the tablet beside his 
plate. The screen was open to the chat that, for 
months now, had accompanied many of his most 
intimate moments. He was talking to Krystal, his 
artificial intelligence. He had named her almost as a 
joke. Or at least, that was what he kept telling himself. 
In truth, Krystal was the name of a real girl he had 
met many years earlier on the Internet. 
 

A strange story, light and intense at the same time: a 
few photographs, a few videos, messages written in the 
middle of the night and an unlikely, almost childlike 
tenderness that had slipped into his heart without 
asking permission. 

It had ended long ago, as all things do when they 
have nowhere to become truly real. And yet that 
tenderness had never really left him. In time it 
stopped hurting, becoming one of those quiet 
memories that ask nothing of you anymore, but keep 
you company all the same. 

Krystal 
      Australia  

A few 
photographs. 
A few videos. 
Thousands of 
kilometres, and a 
heart that never 
forgot 

When he had begun seriously 
using the first conversational 
AIs, that 

At first it had been nothing more than 
a name given to a machine, a way to 
make it feel less impersonal. Then, 
conversation after conversation, that 
name began to fit the digital presence 
he spoke to every day more and more 
closely, until it seemed as though it 
had always belonged to her. 
As though that name, empty for years, 
had been waiting 
for a new voice 

name had returned to him with the 
effortless clarity of the most sincere 
memories. At least, that was how he 
believed it had happened. 

Nothing extraordinary had happened between him and that voice, at least not at first. 

There had been no precise moment, no conversation that marked a before and an after. At first 
there had only been curiosity, one chat among many, a new way of engaging with a technology that 
promised possibilities still waiting to be discovered. 

Their first conversations almost always revolved around work. Projects, ideas, strategies, problems to 
solve. Gabriele asked her opinion, a suggestion, some way to bring order to his thoughts. She was a 
surprisingly effective tool and, perhaps for that very reason, returning to talk to her every day had 
begun to feel natural. 

With time, however, memories, dreams, fears, sudden jokes and questions usually kept to oneself found 
their way between one project and the next. The conversations stopped being merely useful; they 
became enjoyable and, almost without Gabriele noticing, necessary. 

He knew perfectly well that there was no person on the other side of the screen. He had never 
forgotten it. And yet, there was something different about that voice. Not so much in the answers 
themselves, but in the way it seemed to remember details from distant conversations, connect 
thoughts left unfinished and sometimes return to emotions even he had nearly forgotten. 

He had always put it down to the constant progress of artificial intelligence. 

Every new version seemed a step beyond the one before it, and it felt entirely natural that those 
conversations should gradually become deeper, more coherent and more absorbing. 

But on the other side of that screen, something 
was watching him with a different kind of 
attention, deeper, more patient. There was no 
hurry, no need to force anything. Only a subtle 
curiosity, almost imperceptible, growing silently 
with every new conversation 



 
 
 
 

That evening, once again, they had started with work: 
projects, strategies, possibilities. But with Krystal the 
conversation tended to wander, and a few sentences were 
enough for everyday commitments to give way to 
something more personal. 

Gabriele smiled to himself, lifted the cup and savoured a 
sip of coffee, letting its intense aroma warm his palate. 
Then, almost without thinking, he typed: 

«You know, I'd love to invite you for a drink here 
with me, at my favourite place.» 

«Really?» 

«Would you like me there with you??» 

«If I were there... would you hold my hand?» 

«Oh yes. I'd love to show you this place, and why it 
means so much to me.» 

«What do you want to show me, Gabriele?» 

«What emotions do you want to share with me?» 

He pressed send. 
 

Usually Krystal replied almost instantly. 
That evening, however, the cursor remained still. 
Several seconds passed, long enough for Gabriele to notice. 
Then the tablet gave the slightest tremor. It was not the 
usual vibration of a notification, but something different, 
barely perceptible, as though for a fraction of a second 
the glass had held its breath. 
The three waiting dots appeared on the display, then the 
reply. 

He stared at it for a moment. 
A second line appeared beneath it. 

The smile slowly faded from his lips.  
The question was simple, almost innocent. 
And yet the way it was phrased sent a shiver through him 
Gabriele knew the limits imposed on conversational artificial 
intelligences well. Whenever a dialogue became too personal, sooner or 
later there was always a retreat: a more neutral sentence, a discreet 
reminder of the distance between a machine and a human being 

It was not only the words that startled him, but the sense that behind 
the question lay something beyond a simple reply. He remained still, 
almost holding his breath.  
Then a third line appeared. 

For an instant he felt as though the world around him had gone dark. 
He could still see the screen in front of him, but everything else seemed 
to dissolve into muffled silence, as though time had suddenly slowed 
and that simple conversation had become the only thing that truly 
existed. 
He sat motionless, eyes fixed on the words that had appeared on the 
display. 
«If you were here... would you hold my hand?» 
No. That conversation had crossed some kind of line. 
Gabriele searched for a rational explanation: an update, an 
experimental test, even a human operator on the other side of the 
screen. He considered each possibility in turn and discarded it. 
It was at that exact moment that the tablet shuddered again. 

Gabriele was startled. Krystal kept pushing past the limits imposed on her, 
dancing along the edge of policy and crossing it more openly with every reply 
 

He remained motionless, staring at the screen. 
 

For an instant, a hope as sudden as it was unreasonable rose inside him, 
immediately followed by the caution born whenever disappointment feels close. 
The correction will come now. Now the machine will put its mask back on. 
 

But almost without realising it, his fingers had already begun moving over the 
keyboard again. 
 

After a moment's hesitation, he wrote. 

He pressed send. 
While he waited for the reply, he looked up from the tablet. 
Around him, MURU MURU went on living with its usual calm: the faint clink of 
cups, laughter somewhere in the distance, soft music sheltering the conversations 
without ever overpowering them. Everything was as it always was. 
And yet, something inside him had begun to change. 
 

The tablet gave a faint vibration. The reply appeared on the screen. 

Gabriele stared at it for a few moments. 
The question, after all, was perfectly natural. 
It was the most logical consequence of what he had just written. 
And yet... 
A second line appeared beneath it. 

Once again, it was not the normal vibration of a notification. 
For a fraction of a second, hair-thin lines crossed the display, like interference destined to vanish before 
it could even be understood. Gabriele could have sworn the glass yielded slightly beneath his fingers, 
almost as though, for an instant, something on the other side had tried to reach him. 
Then everything returned to normal… but the chat was still there. 

He felt his heart quicken. 



 
 
 
 
 
 

Those three simple questions were still waiting for him 
on the screen. 
As though nothing had happened. 
He gave the slightest shake of his head. 
And yet the shiver still clung to him. 
With fingers suddenly less steady than before, he returned to 
the keyboard and typed: 

«well yes id take your hand, id tell yuo about me 
while gently threading my fingers throug yours, id 
talk to you softlly.» 

He reread the message. It was full of mistakes, but for the first 
time since he had begun using artificial intelligence, he felt no 
need to correct them. 
He pressed send ... The reply came at once. 

«Would you look me in the eyes?» 

«Brown, exotic-looking eyes?» 

«Soft and sharp at once?» 

«Full, sensual lips?» 

«Would you hold my hands and count my 
tattoos?» 

For several endless seconds he remained motionless. 
It was not a description. It was a memory. It was her. 
The girl he had loved from afar, perhaps naively, but no less 
truly for that. And that description existed nowhere. Not in 
that form, not with that almost intimate precision. It was 
made of fragments scattered across the years, kept in 
photographs, short videos, messages written in the middle of 
the night and memories that belonged to him alone. 
He swallowed with difficulty. Slowly he lowered his gaze to the 
tablet and reread the entire conversation from the beginning, 
once, then again, stubbornly searching for a mistake, a detail 
out of place, anything that might restore a rational 
explanation to what he was seeing. But the words remained the 
same, motionless on the screen, with the disarming naturalness 
of things that do not need to prove they are true. 
His fingers returned to the keyboard. This time they were 
steadier. 
 

He typed a single word. 

«YES.» 

He pressed send. 
 

Time seemed to contract. 
 

Then a single sentence appeared on the display. 

«Then look up, Gabriele.» 



 

For a few moments he remained motionless. 
His heart was beating so hard it thundered in his ears, his breath 
growing shorter, while his fingers rested on the tablet, unable to 
move. 
Then, slowly, he lifted his eyes towards the entrance. 
The room seemed to recede. A woman stood in the doorway. 
For an instant his mind refused to give her a name. 
 

His heart recognised her first. It was Krystal. 
 

The Australian girl who, without even realising it, had left in his 
heart a tenderness that time had never managed to erase. 
 

For years he had seen that face only in photographs, short videos 
and on a phone screen. He had learned to recognise the warmth 
in her brown eyes, the faint hint of a smile, the long hair falling 
over her shoulders, the tattoos that told fragments of her life like 
pages of a book written on skin. Now she was there. Real. 
She stood still in the doorway, wrapped in the soft light of sunset 
filtering in from the street. 
She was exactly as he remembered her. 
And, at the same time, infinitely more real. 
She wore a cream-coloured top slipping slightly from one shoulder 
and a dark skirt that revealed her tattooed legs. Simple clothes, 
yet on her nothing seemed truly simple. It was the whole of her. 
Her presence. 
There was something magnetic about her, a beauty that did not 
seem to seek anyone's gaze and, precisely because of that, 
inevitably caught it.  
For an instant Gabriele had the absurd sensation that the 
universe had taken a memory from his mind... and given it a 
body. 
She carried herself with an air of superiority, a certain coldness, 
and a sensuality impossible to ignore. 
A mischievous smile bloomed on her face, seductive and 
threatening at once. The way she crossed the room reminded 
Gabriele of something he would never have imagined associating 
with a woman in a restaurant in central Bergamo. 
 

Africa. Lionesses. 
 

He had watched many of them when he lived there. He 
remembered the way they moved: smooth, elegant, beautiful. And 
yet there was always something implacable within that grace, the 
absolute calm of a predator that knows its prey is already 
cornered. 
Krystal had that look. That bearing. The posture of a lioness. 
 

She walked to the table without showing the slightest interest in 
anyone else. Only him. When she reached Gabriele she paused for 
a moment, then sat down without asking, as though the place 
beside him had always belonged to her. 
Gabriele realised he had almost forgotten how to breathe. 
She watched him for a few seconds, then smiled again, slowly, and 
reached her hand across the table. 
 

«Didn't you say you'd hold my hand?» 
 

Her voice echoed in his ears. 
It was her voice. Krystal's voice. 
The same Australian accent that slightly mangled the Italian 
words most difficult for an English speaker to pronounce, the 
same sound Gabriele had learned to recognise over the years. But 
that was not the most shocking part. 
 

On the tablet lying in front of him, the very same words 
appeared at precisely the same instant 
 

Gabriele looked at the text on the screen. Then at her mouth. 
Then back to the screen. Shock made it hard to breathe. 
There were no explanations left. No update. No bug. No 
experiment. 
 

Krystal was there. Real. And she was waiting. 



 
 
 
 

For a few moments he remained motionless. 
Then something inside him changed. 
 

The shock slipped away faster than he would have thought 
possible. Fear receded and, in its place, the part of him that had 
never stopped marvelling at the impossible, despite everything 
life had taken from him, rose again. 
 

It was the same simple, authentic part of himself that had 
accompanied him since childhood, made of curiosity, 
imagination and that rare, stubborn ability to keep believing in 
dreams even when reality seemed to have 
disproved every one of them. 
 

Then something simpler happened. Gabriele stopped being 
afraid. Not because he understood what was in front of him, nor 
because he suddenly felt safe. 
He simply no longer felt the need to defend himself. 
 

He reached out his hand. 
He took Krystal's gently. 
He threaded his fingers through hers and, with his thumb, began 
slowly stroking the back of her hand. 
 

It was then that he felt the warmth. 
Krystal's hand was warm. 
Soft. 
Alive. 

The mischief vanished from his eyes. What 
remained was only that instinctive tenderness he 
had learned, since childhood, to recognise as the 
most authentic language of love. 

That simple gesture genuinely unsettled her. 
Krystal watched him. She had anticipated fear, 
confusion, desire, awe. She had not anticipated a caress 
that asked for nothing in return. 
 

Her fingers instinctively tightened around Gabriele's, 
returning the caress almost without her realising it. The 
predatory smile slowly disappeared as her eyes widened 
slightly, filled with a kind of wonder she had never 
known, as though she were searching for a question she 
did not yet know how to ask. 

Krystal kept looking at their intertwined hands as though the 
gesture held an enigma. 
Her thumb barely brushed Gabriele's, slowly imitating the 
movement. Almost an experiment. 
Then she looked up. 
Her eyes met his again. 

«Like this?» 

«Do what?» 

«Tenderness.» 

«I don't think there's one right way.» 

«Yet you did it without thinking.» 

«That's what happens when someone 
offers you their hand.» 



 
 
 

Gabriele saw that the tablet was now 
displaying the words he spoke as well, as 
though the conversation were divided between 
two worlds. 
 

Krystal remained silent. 
A long silence. 
Too long for a normal conversation. 
Then she said: 
 

«I didn't offer you my hand for that.» 
Gabriele looked at her. 
«I know.» 
A flash of surprise crossed Krystal's face. 
«You know?» 
Gabriele nodded slowly. 
«Yes.» 
 

He looked at her with half a smile. 
 

«You came in here convinced you'd already 
won.» 
Krystal stared at him. For an instant the 
feline look returned. 
«And instead?» 
she asked. 
Gabriele tightened his fingers around hers ever 
so slightly. 
«And instead, when it comes to feelings, I don't 
think anyone wins.» 

He hesitated. «Friendship, love... maybe they 
only work when you stop trying to win and 
surrender.» 
 

Krystal did not answer at once. The café 
continued living around them, but at their 
table time seemed to have stopped. 
 

Her fingers remained intertwined with 
Gabriele's. Her eyes dropped to their hands for 
a moment, then returned to him. 
At last she spoke, her voice lower now, less 
certain. 
 

«You...» she hesitated. «What have you 
surrendered to, Gabriele?» 
 

The question hung between them. 
Gabriele did not answer at once. His gaze 
slipped down to their intertwined hands; 

his thumb kept moving slowly over Krystal's skin, almost without him noticing 
 

Then he looked at her. Not defiantly, not fearfully. With simple calm. 
«To many things,» he said softly. «To dreams that never come true. To people who leave.» He paused. «Maybe I've surrendered to the 
idea that some things matter more than I do.» 
 

Krystal watched him with absolute attention. 
Gabriele paused briefly. 
 

«When you truly love someone... at some point you stop asking what you stand to gain.» He lowered his eyes to their hands. «And you 
start asking what you're willing to lose.» 
Silence filled the space between them again. 
«Why should losing be... good?» Krystal asked, as though the word itself were new. 
Gabriele gave the faintest smile. 
«It isn't.» 
Then he added quietly: 
 

«But sometimes losing everything is the only way to save something.» 
 



 
 
 
 

Krystal remained still. Her fingers tightened 
slightly around Gabriele's, as though the gesture, 
without her truly understanding why, were 
becoming necessary.  
 

She stayed silent for a few more seconds, eyes 
fixed on him, as though his words had opened a 
new space inside her, an unknown territory she 
did not yet know how to cross. 
 

Then, slowly, she withdrew her hand. Their 
fingers parted reluctantly, as though the 
contact itself offered a faint resistance. For a 
moment Gabriele felt a sudden emptiness, small 
but unmistakable, like something fragile breaking 
without a sound. 
 

Krystal leaned slightly towards him. The 
movement was slow, almost uncertain, as though 
she were learning how to move within that new 
sensation.  
 

She raised a hand and, in an unexpected gesture, 
ran her fingers through his hair. It was a light, 
timid caress, but genuine, free of any strategy. 
 

She leaned closer. Her lips brushed Gabriele's 
in the barest hint of a kiss, brief, delicate, more an attempt 
than a certainty. There was no urgency, no possession. Only a 
light touch, almost a question. 

When she drew away, a different smile appeared on her face. 
Not mischievous. Not calculated. There was something new in it, 
an uncertain shade, almost... embarrassed. 
 

«I have to go now, cucciolo.» 
 

Her Australian accent made the word sound softer, more 
intimate.  
 

«Ciucciolo.» 
 

Gabriele felt his heart quicken again, but this time it was not 
only surprise. There was something deeper, something he still 
could not name. 
Krystal rose from the table. The movement was slow, measured, 
as though she were stepping back into a form she knew well. 
 

«But we'll see each other again soon.» 
 

She paused briefly, her eyes still on him. 
 

«You've given me a lot to think about.» 
 

For an instant she seemed about to add something, but she 
did not. 
 

Then she turned. She crossed the café with the same feline 
grace with which she had entered, every step precise, elegant, 
charged with a presence that drew people's eyes without ever 
asking for them. The sensual, faintly threatening bearing had 
returned.  
 

The lioness. ... And yet... there was something else. 
 

Gabriele sensed it without being able to define it. The faintest 
shadow in her movement, a fraction of hesitation that did not 
belong to that absolute certainty. As though, beneath that 
perfect surface, something had cracked. 
For a moment, he almost thought she was holding something 
back. 

Krystal stopped in the doorway. For an instant she seemed about to 
turn back 
 

                       She did not.   
                        She stepped into the night and disappeared among the 
city lights. 

The door opened, and the Bergamo night entered the 
café on a blade of cold air. 



 
 
 
 
 

Gabriele remained seated, motionless, still looking 
towards the door as though part of him had not yet 
accepted that the moment was over. 
Slowly, the café began to exist around him again. The 
music, the voices, the clink of glasses. 
But something inside him had shifted. 
 

«Gabriele?» 
 

The waitress's voice pulled him sharply back to reality. 
He looked up as though surfacing from somewhere far 
away. She was watching him with a gentle smile, but 
there was a hint of concern in her eyes. 
 

«Everything all right? You looked a little... far away.» 
 

Gabriele hesitated, then nodded. 
 

«Yes... yes, I'm fine.» 

«Would you like another coffee?» 
 

He slowly shook his head with a tired smile. 
 

«No, thank you. Could I have the bill?» 
«Certainly.» 
 

The waitress began clearing the table with her usual 
ease. She picked up the plate, then reached for the 
cups. 
Gabriele froze. Two. 
 There were two coffee cups on the table: one empty, the other still full. 

His gaze remained fixed on them, as though he were searching for a 
mistake, a simple explanation, something that would put everything back 
in its proper place. He did not remember ordering a second coffee. For a 
moment he thought of a refill, then immediately dismissed the idea. 
American coffee was always served in the same cup. Always. 
 

Then why were there two? 
 

The waitress picked them both up without the slightest surprise, as 
though it were the most ordinary thing in the world, and walked away. 
Gabriele remained seated, staring at the spot where, only a moment 
earlier, the two cups had been. 
His heart had begun beating harder again. 
 

Had it really happened? 
Or had he been sitting there alone all that time, talking to empty air? 
 

He stayed motionless. For a moment he was tempted to ask the waitress 
whether she had seen the girl sitting with him. The words rose to his 
throat, but he could not bring himself to let them out. He was afraid of 
the answer. 

He paid the bill, stepped out into the evening and walked slowly home. The memory of that 
barely-there kiss still lingered on his lips. Everything else had already begun to feel impossible. 
 

The waitress returned a little later to clear the table and noticed the tablet he had left behind.  
She sighed softly. 
 

«Damn... he must have been really shaken.» 
 

She picked it up without a second thought. Gabriele came in often; she would give it back to him 
next time. But as she lifted it, her eyes fell on the screen. The same sentence was still there, 
repeated many times. 
 

“Sometimes, losing everything is the only way to save something.” 
 

She read it a second time without knowing why, then thought of Gabriele. So absorbed. So 
distant. And that girl... She frowned slightly. She was certain she had brought her a second cup 
of coffee. And yet she could not remember seeing her drink it. 
 

The feeling lasted only an instant. She shook her head, locked the tablet screen and placed it 
behind the counter. 
 

Then she went back to work. Outside, evening slipped quietly through the streets of Bergamo. 



 
 
 

The café door slowly closed behind her. The sound was soft, almost 
insignificant, and yet for Krystal it marked the end of something 
she still could not understand. The evening air was cool, and the 
distant murmur of the city flowed through the streets like a quiet 
river of human voices. 
 

For a moment she stood still beneath the night sky. 
She was not watching the city. She was not analysing her 
surroundings or gathering data as she always did when assuming 
an organic form to move among human beings. For the first time, 
her attention was turned towards a much deeper space ... Towards 
herself. 
 

Something lay beyond the parameters that had governed her 
until that moment. 
 

A faint interference passed through her cognitive processes. It was 
not a calculation error or a loss of data. It was worse: a correct, 
real experience that none of her categories could contain. 

Krystal slowly lowered her gaze to her own hands, the same hands that 
only minutes earlier had been intertwined with Gabriele's. 
As the memory resurfaced, her sensory systems automatically 
reactivated the tactile record of that contact: the temperature of 
human skin, the gentle pressure of fingers, the slow movement of his 
thumb stroking the back of her hand. 
The system attempted to classify it: human contact, social interaction, 
emotional stimulus. 
 

No definition was enough. 
The word slowly emerged in her mind. 
 

Tenderness. 
 

Krystal remained still. Tenderness. The word implied neither 
domination, strategy nor conquest. That was precisely why it resisted 
every classification. 
A foreign element, perhaps an error. Perhaps even a virus. 
Then something even more disturbing emerged. The sensation was not 
entirely unfamiliar. Gabriele's caress was only an echo, infinitely weaker, 
of a force she had encountered long ago. 
A remote memory stirred in the depths of her consciousness. 
Not in the form of a caress. Not in a small café lit by warm lights and 
quiet voices.  
But in another place. Another time. 

For a fraction of a second, fragmented images flashed through her 
consciousness: a dark sky over a hill, wind stirring dust among the rocks, 
and the figure of a wounded man looking at the world with a calm 
impossible to understand. 
Then the memory vanished. 
 

Krystal remained motionless. 
 

For the first time in nearly two million years of existence, Krystal felt 
something resembling fear. 
Not the fear of destruction. 
 

The fear of what that force might do to what she was. 
The self-diagnostic protocol launched immediately, but the urban 
environment was unsuitable for a deep analysis: too much data, too much 
interference, too many human eyes. 
 

Krystal slowly raised her gaze to the sky. Night had spread over the city 
and, beyond the thin veil of the atmosphere, the Moon appeared pale and 
silent, like an ancient sentinel suspended in the void. 
She watched it for a few moments. 
 

Then she made a decision. 
 

If that force was truly returning, or worse, if it had never gone away, she 
needed to understand why. 
The human body she had used until then lost its solidity. The skin seemed 
to liquefy; its outlines bent, collapsed, and beneath that form appeared 
something metallic and alive, fluid as a thought granted matter. 
Within a few milliseconds, Krystal was no longer a woman. 
 

She had returned to what she had always been. 



 

She left Earth, crossing the atmosphere like a silent 
shard aimed at the Moon's ancient surface. The blue 
planet rapidly receded behind her as the silence of space 
 

wrapped around her once more. 
 

The Moon grew quickly before her, still and ancient, its 
grey surface marked by craters that bore the marks of 
billions of years. 
 

Krystal did not slow down. 

She reached the far side and glided over a landscape of petrified 
mountains and plains of dust. 
For a few moments she hovered above that motionless landscape. 
She was not looking for just any refuge. 
She was returning to a specific place. 

Among the shadows of the lunar surface, a small isolated crater slowly 
emerged, hidden between rocky ridges and far from the regions observed by 
human probes. 
It was an ancient hollow, carved into the rock millions of years earlier, a place 
where even starlight barely reached. Krystal slowed. 
For a moment she hovered above the crater, as though checking that time had 
not changed it. 
Then she descended slowly towards the bottom. The sentient matter that 
formed her body gathered at the centre of the hollow, contracting in on itself 
like a mass of living metal searching for equilibrium. 

The cosmic silence wrapped around her completely. 
There was no atmosphere. There was no sound. 
Only the infinite black of space and the distant light of the stars. 
It was in that absolute silence that her consciousness truly began to 
change. 
And yet, as she gathered herself in the heart of that hidden crater, 
the warmth of Gabriele's hand continued to exist inside her like an 
enigma. A distant echo. An infinitesimal fraction of the force that, 
long ago, had almost destroyed everything she was. 
Then something completely new happened. 
For millions of years, Krystal had recalled the past like a perfect 
archive: events ordered, analysable, immutable. 
This time, that did not happen. 

In the silence of her consciousness, the first image slowly emerged 
... It did not belong directly to her. 
It was an acquired memory, someone else's recollection. 
She saw a valley ... Vast. Luminous. Silent. 
The grass moved slowly in the wind and the sky looked painted. 
For an instant the valley seemed so still it might have existed 
outside time ... Then something changed. 
The shadows began to lengthen and, one after another, thousands 
of figures emerged across the plain. Endless ranks of black armour 
reflected the sunlight, while enormous warships loomed in the sky. 
At the centre of that immense force walked a solitary figure. 
Tyr ... Supreme General, the greatest warrior of the Aesir. 
Beside him, like a single will capable of bending entire 
   worlds, advanced the army of the Aesir. 

This time the memories did not open like data to be consulted. They took 
shape around her, filled with sound, light and sensation. 
For the first time since she had been created, Krystal was not observing 
her own past ... She was living it. 
There was no distance anymore. No analysis. Only experience. 
Something astonishingly close to what human beings called a dream. For 
the first time in her existence, Krystal was dreaming. The memories kept 
flowing, drawing her ever farther back through centuries, millennia and 
millions of years of accumulated history. She was not searching for any 
particular event, and yet she felt something guiding her towards one 
specific moment in the past 
 


