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	Why did you lock the door?


 

	Chapter 1

	 

	A United Family

	 


The golden rays of the morning sun filtered through the expansive windows of Chantira’s home, spreading a warm and welcoming light across the living room. The decor, a blend of minimalist modernity with cozy touches, reflected the harmony that reigned in that space. The aroma of fresh coffee and pancakes filled the air, while soft laughter echoed through the room, forming a perfect symphony of family life. It had been four years since Chantira, with her characteristic determination and elegance, proposed to Ananya. That moment had marked the beginning of a journey where love, respect, and companionship intertwined.

	Pimchanok, or Nok as everyone affectionately called her, sat at the breakfast table. Her wavy brown hair cascaded softly over her shoulders, and her bright blue eyes sparkled with excitement as she fervently sketched in a well-worn notebook, a daily companion. Each line she drew was accompanied by a mischievous smile, which widened as she proudly held up her drawing for Ananya.

	“Look, Mama, this is my hotel! It’s going to have a giant pool and a huge chandelier at the entrance!” Nok exclaimed, lifting the notebook as if presenting a masterpiece.

	Ananya leaned slightly forward, examining the drawing with a loving glint in her eyes. Her wavy brown hair framed a serene face where her blue eyes shone like a cloudless sky. “It’s wonderful, Nok,” she replied, gently stroking her daughter’s head. “But I hope that chandelier is easier to install than the one in the real hotel.”

	Observing them from the head of the table was Chantira. Her impeccable posture and elegant black suit stood out against the softness of the scene. Her straight black hair fell down her back with a flawless shine, and her golden eyes, usually so resolute, softened as she took in the moment of happiness. She held a coffee cup in her hands, letting its warmth and aroma bring her a rare moment of tranquility. For Chantira, these morning minutes were precious—a brief pause before diving into the demanding world of business.

	“Nok, go grab your backpack. It’s almost time,” said Chantira in her firm voice, though wrapped in a softness she reserved only for Ananya and Nok.

	The little girl sprang up, disappearing down the hallway, her footsteps echoing lightly. Once Nok was out of sight, Ananya rose and approached Chantira, placing a gentle hand on her shoulder. “I love seeing her like this,” Ananya murmured, referring to Nok’s enthusiasm. “She has so much of you in her, you know?”

	Chantira set down her cup, allowing a soft smile to escape—something only Ananya could elicit with such ease. “I hope she has more of you,” she replied in a slightly playful tone, reaching out to hold Ananya’s hand.

	Ananya leaned in and placed a brief but affectionate kiss on Chantira’s cheek. “You’re too modest, you know that?” she said, resting her forehead against Chantira’s in a tender gesture that seemed to freeze time. “We’ll have a long day, but she reminds us why it’s all worth it.”

	A few minutes later, Nok returned to the room, her backpack slung over her shoulder and her vibrant energy lighting up everything around her. “Ready?” she asked with a radiant smile.

	Chantira and Ananya exchanged a final knowing glance, as if silently telling each other that, no matter the day’s challenges, this small family was the center of their world. Walking Nok to the door, they knew the day ahead promised to be long, but every step was guided by the strength of the love they shared.

	***

	The drive to school was peaceful, with the city still waking up to another bustling day. In the back seat, Nok sat swinging her legs as she chattered nonstop about her plans for the day. “We have a math test today, but I already studied! And after that, I’ll draw during recess!” she said, her eyes sparkling with youthful excitement.

	Ananya, seated in the front passenger seat, turned slightly to smile at her daughter. “I’m sure you’ll ace the test, Nok. And I want to see those drawings later, deal?” she said, her voice full of encouragement.

	Chantira, behind the wheel, kept her focus on the road, but the corner of her lips curved into a subtle smile. “Remember to pay attention to your teacher and not spend all of recess drawing—you need to play with your friends too,” she said, her tone blending firmness with tenderness.

	Nok nodded enthusiastically. “I promise, Mama Chantira!” she replied before losing herself in thought as she watched the cityscape pass by through the window.

	When they arrived at the school, Nok gave them both a quick kiss goodbye and dashed toward the entrance. Chantira and Ananya watched her until she disappeared into the crowd of other students. “She’s growing up so fast,” Ananya murmured, adjusting her seatbelt again.

	“Too fast,” agreed Chantira, as she started the car and headed toward their next destination: the office.

	***

	The imposing building housing Chantira’s empire stood out in the urban landscape. As they entered the atrium, the sound of Chantira’s high heels echoed across the polished marble floor, automatically drawing the attention of employees. There was something almost magnetic about her presence: the proud posture, the determined stride, and the confident gaze. Beside her, Ananya walked with a serenity that contrasted with and yet perfectly complemented Chantira’s intensity. It was impossible not to notice the synergy between them.

	Viyada, always punctual and meticulous, approached them with a courteous smile. Her dark hair was styled in an impeccable bun, and the tablet in her right hand seemed like a natural extension of her efficiency. “Good morning, Ms. Chantira, Ms. Ananya,” she began, her voice professional but warm. “I’ve prepared the reports and documents for today’s meetings. I’ve also reviewed the final details for tomorrow’s hotel opening. The team is aligned and ready for any last-minute adjustments.”

	“Excellent, Viyada,” replied Chantira with a brief nod. “I want everything to be flawless. Nothing can go wrong.”

	Ananya exchanged a brief glance with Viyada, a knowing smile passing between them. “I’ll give the gala design one final review to make sure everything is perfect,” added Ananya, adjusting the strap of her bag on her shoulder.

	The three of them moved toward the elevator together. There was a tacit harmony among them, a mutual understanding that required no words. When the elevator doors opened on the executive floor, Chantira stepped out first, exuding her usual commanding presence. Ananya followed, maintaining the perfect balance between support and autonomy.

	They headed directly to Chantira’s office, a space that perfectly reflected her personality: sophisticated, organized, and strategically designed. Ananya placed the folder she was carrying on the meeting table and began organizing the documents. Meanwhile, Chantira stood by the window, gazing at the city view for a moment.

	“Every detail matters,” said Chantira, almost to herself. “This hotel is more than a project. It’s a symbol of what we’ve built together.”

	Ananya approached, gently placing a hand on Chantira’s shoulder. “And that’s why it will be perfect. Because we’ve poured our hearts into it.”

	Chantira turned to face Ananya, her golden gaze softening. “With someone like you by my side, failure is impossible,” she said, in a rare moment of vulnerability.

	Ananya smiled—a smile that could calm even the most intense storms. “Then let’s do what we do best. Let’s get to work.”

	Both women dove into their tasks with natural synchronicity, ready to tackle the day ahead and achieve the success they so deserved.

	---

	The comfortable silence filled the office, interrupted only by the soft sound of pens gliding over paper and the occasional tap of a keyboard. Chantira and Ananya worked side by side, immersed in the final details of the project. The space mirrored Chantira’s meticulous personality: the minimalist meeting table, its surfaces clean and organized, and the panoramic view of the city framed by glass windows, a constant reminder of the power she wielded. The walls were adorned with subtle artwork—a mix of modern pieces and photographs capturing moments from important company events.

	Employees passing by the hallways had learned to recognize Chantira’s unwavering focus. She was known for her strategic brilliance and commanding presence, capable of silencing a room with a single glance. Yet, in this private space, she was different. There was a softness in how she observed Ananya—a contrast that made the atmosphere even more charged with meaning.

	Ananya, deeply focused on the documents before her, had a slight furrow in her brow that only made her look more endearing in Chantira’s eyes. The rhythmic sound of the laptop keys she typed on filled the room, as her bright blue eyes skimmed lines of text with practiced ease.

	The room held a hypnotic calm, until suddenly, Chantira rose and walked toward the door. The sound of the lock clicking echoed through the space.

	Ananya lifted her eyes from the laptop, her brow furrowing slightly. “Chantira? Why did you lock the door?” she asked, curiosity and a hint of hesitation mixing in her voice.

	Chantira turned slowly, her golden eyes meeting Ananya’s with an intensity that melted away any doubts. “Because I don’t want to risk being interrupted,” she replied, her low voice laden with intent, each word chosen like an invitation.

	Ananya’s heart quickened, a warmth spreading across her cheeks as she watched Chantira take a deliberate step toward her. Every movement exuded unshakable confidence, yet there was something in her gaze that was deeply intimate. 

	“Chantira, we’re in the office…” Ananya began, trying to maintain her composure, but the hesitation in her voice betrayed her vulnerability. “What if someone hears…?”

	Chantira leaned in slightly, placing her hands firmly on the table on either side of Ananya, trapping her in a gesture that was as protective as it was commanding. “Let me worry about that,” she murmured, her voice so close that Ananya could feel the warmth of her breath against her skin.

	Before Ananya could respond, Chantira’s lips met hers in a kiss that was deep and filled with desire. Any resistance Ananya might have had dissolved quickly, replaced by a growing heat that enveloped her entirely. Chantira’s hands slid expertly to Ananya’s waist, lifting her effortlessly as if it were second nature. Ananya was placed atop the table, the sound of documents and folders being pushed aside becoming a distant echo amid the rush of emotions.

	With deft movements, Chantira’s fingers worked the buttons of Ananya’s shirt, undoing them one by one to reveal warm, soft skin that momentarily made her lose herself. 

	“You’re so beautiful… you drive me crazy,” Chantira murmured, her low voice sending a shiver through Ananya.

	Ananya pulled Chantira closer, wrapping her in an intense kiss as her hands eagerly found the button of Chantira’s tailored trousers. Her hand slid inside, followed by a muffled gasp from Chantira, who controlled the sound to avoid being overheard. Ananya’s touch was both gentle and fiery, as if she knew every response of Chantira’s body by heart.

	Chantira reciprocated the gesture, moving with a mix of firmness and tenderness that was uniquely hers. Every moment between them was imbued with significance, as if it were a choreographed dance yet always fresh and new. The outside world ceased to exist; all that mattered was the connection they shared in that instant.

	Ananya’s soft moans were muffled as she buried her face in the crook of Chantira’s neck, the heat of the moment intensifying with each touch. Their rhythm was perfect, a synchronicity that could only be described as a language understood solely by their two souls.

	As their movements began to slow, the silence was filled only by their labored breaths. Chantira gently lifted Ananya’s face, her golden eyes shining with intensity and affection. “I love you so much, Ananya,” she said, her voice firm yet overflowing with emotion.

	Ananya smiled, her lips still flushed from the heat of the moment. “I love you more,” she whispered, her fingers softly running through Chantira’s hair before pulling her into one last kiss, prolonged and filled with meaning.

	With their clothes adjusted and a shared glow in their eyes, Chantira walked to the door and unlocked it, her posture once again confident and composed. But in that brief, shared moment, they knew they were invincible together, ready to face the world.


 

	Chapter 2

	 

	 

	The Grand Opening


The time for the grand gala marking the luxury hotel’s opening was fast approaching, and the house buzzed with an air of preparation. In Nok’s room, Ananya helped her daughter into a white dress. It was simple yet delicate, adorned with small embroidered flowers that made Nok look like a princess. The little girl was brimming with excitement, her constant smile lighting up the room as Ananya adjusted the final details.

	“Mama, do you think the chandelier in the hotel will be bigger than this room?” Nok asked, her eyes sparkling with curiosity.

	Ananya laughed, placing her hands gently on her daughter’s shoulders. “It’s enormous, Nok, but maybe not as big as your imagination. You’ll see it in all its glory tonight.”

	Nok twirled in front of the mirror, holding the skirt of her dress, and smiling with satisfaction. “I think I’m ready. What about you, Mama?”

	“Almost,” Ananya replied. “I just need a final touch. Come with me to my room, okay?”

	The two moved to the master bedroom, where Ananya adjusted the deep blue gown she had chosen for the occasion. The fabric flowed elegantly, subtly accentuating her figure in a way that was both understated and striking. Nok, seated on the bed, watched her mother with admiration.

	“You look so beautiful, Mama,” Nok said with a genuine smile.

	Ananya leaned down to kiss her daughter’s forehead. “And so do you, my love. Now let’s head to the living room, it’s almost time to go. Mama Chantira should be finishing up her speech for the inauguration.”

	When they reached the living room, Ananya glanced toward the office and called out, “Chantira! It’s almost time!”

	The soft sound of heels echoed through the space before Chantira appeared in the hallway. She was dressed in a simple black gown, yet it was absolutely stunning. The elegant cut highlighted her flawless figure, and the subtle details in the fabric caught the light delicately, adding a discreet shimmer. Her hair was styled in a sophisticated bun, and her golden eyes gleamed with an intensity that was utterly mesmerizing.

	Ananya and Nok were momentarily speechless. Little Nok’s mouth opened in an exaggerated “Wow,” while Ananya could only smile, completely captivated by the sight.

	“Are you ready?” Chantira asked, stepping into the living room with her usual elegance.

	Ananya nodded, trying to regain her composure. “More than ready. But it seems you’ve stolen the show before it’s even begun.”

	Chantira allowed a small smile as she adjusted her delicate earrings. “What matters is that the night is perfect for all three of us. Shall we?”

	The three of them stepped out of the house and into the car that would take them to the event. The atmosphere was filled with anticipation and pride as they headed toward a moment that would not only mark a milestone in Chantira’s career but also shape the future of their family.

	***

	The grand opening gala of the new hotel was a spectacle of sophistication, meticulously designed to impress. The main hall, with its high ceilings and marble-clad walls, was filled with influential figures. Investors, renowned business leaders, and celebrities mingled throughout the space, conversing under the warm glow of golden lights reflected off crystal chandeliers. Guests were greeted with soft live music, and a delicate aroma of fresh flowers lingered in the air, emanating from floral arrangements strategically placed around the venue.

	At the center of attention stood Chantira, her impeccable posture and black gown accentuating every facet of her natural charisma. Beside her, Ananya, in her deep blue dress, balanced Chantira’s intensity with her warm serenity. Nok, in a delicate white dress, was the picture of innocence and charm, darting around the room in curiosity, captivated by every detail of the décor and drawing smiles from everyone she encountered.

	A small stage had been set up in the center of the hall, surrounded by elegantly arranged chairs for the speech. When Chantira was announced, she ascended the stage with the same confidence that defined all her actions. Under the watchful eyes of the crowd, she delivered her speech with a firm and captivating voice, leaving the audience in awe of her vision and determination. Her carefully chosen words reflected both the grandeur of the project and the profound emotional connection she had with it.

	“Good evening, everyone,

	I want to take this moment to express my gratitude to the people who made all of this possible. To my team, who worked tirelessly to ensure that every stone placed here represented excellence. To the investors and partners, who believed in the potential of this project. And most importantly, to my family, who are my greatest strength. Ananya, your creative vision and unparalleled talent have given this space its soul. And to my daughter, Pimchanok, whose energy and curiosity remind us every day why it’s worth building something extraordinary.

	This hotel is more than a business venture; it’s a reflection of what it means to build together, to overcome challenges, and to create something that transcends time. And while this is the culmination of years of hard work, I know it’s just the beginning of a new journey. Today, we lay the foundation for the future - a future that will be as grand as the dreams that inspired us to reach this point.

	I hope tonight is just the beginning of many stories that will be lived and celebrated in this place. May this space become a home to unforgettable moments, meaningful encounters, and the kind of magic that only happens when we allow ourselves to dream.

	Thank you all for being here tonight and for being part of this unforgettable milestone. Welcome to the future of luxury.”

	At the end of the speech, the hall erupted in enthusiastic applause, and the admiring looks made it clear that Chantira had won everyone over.

	Following the speech, the celebration continued with champagne toasts and a lavish meal served at elegantly decorated tables. Chantira and Ananya were approached countless times, congratulated on the success of the venture, and asked for photos and conversations. Nok, tired but still excited, played quietly near the main table under the watchful eyes of her mothers.

	As the night began to wind down, the hotel team organized a surprise presentation: a light projection on the exterior of the building, celebrating the inauguration with the hotel’s logo illuminating the sky. Guests stepped outside to watch, applauding as the light show added a magical touch to the evening.

	After the event, Chantira, Ananya, and Nok finally prepared to leave. Nok, exhausted, leaned against Ananya as they walked to the car. Chantira’s smile softened as she observed her family. That moment, despite the fatigue, marked the culmination of months of hard work and sacrifice.

	As they got into the car, Chantira allowed herself a moment to reflect on the future they had just set in motion.

	In the car, the initial silence was comforting. Nok sat in the back, half-asleep, while Ananya settled into the passenger seat, adjusting her seatbelt. Chantira, at the wheel, started the car. As soon as the headlights turned on, they illuminated a motionless figure standing in front of the vehicle.

	Chantira froze. Her breathing quickened, and her hands on the wheel began to tremble. “No… It can’t be…” she murmured, her voice barely audible.

	Ananya turned to her, alarmed. “Chantira? What’s wrong?” she asked, looking ahead as well. But unlike Chantira, she didn’t recognize the figure. To Ananya, it was just a woman, standing still, her face partially obscured by the glare of the headlights.

	Time seemed to slow for Chantira. In an instant, she was transported back to memories of the accident that had changed her life years ago. The vision of a shattered car, the metallic sounds of the crash, and the acrid smell of gasoline flooded her mind. It was as if she were reliving that fateful night. Amid the wreckage, she was kneeling, holding Suthida in her arms as the world around them seemed to blur and fade. Suthida looked up at her with those piercing blue eyes, filled with pain but also an inexplicable serenity.

	“Chantira…” her voice echoed in the memory, just before everything dissolved into overwhelming darkness.

	Back in the present, Chantira blinked, gasping, trying to push the vision away. The figure in front of the car remained motionless, but to Chantira, it felt as though it were staring directly into her past.

	“Mama, what’s wrong?” Nok asked, her voice full of concern, pulling Chantira back to reality.

	Chantira looked at Nok and tried to speak, but no words came out. Ananya, noticing Chantira’s state, turned to Nok with a forced calmness. “It’s okay, sweetheart. Just… just give us a moment.”

	When both women looked back at the road, the figure was gone. The air inside the car felt heavier, as if reality itself had been distorted.

	“I’ll drive,” Ananya said firmly, placing a hand on Chantira’s shoulder. “You’re not in a condition to.”

	Chantira hesitated but eventually nodded slowly. They got out of the car to switch seats, glancing around, trying to find any sign of the figure they had seen. Nothing. Only the distant hum of a city beginning to fall asleep.

	Ananya gently held Chantira’s face in both hands, forcing her to focus. “Look at me,” she said, her tone soft but steady. “Calm down. Let’s go home. You’ll be okay.”

	Chantira closed her eyes for a moment, letting Ananya’s touch steady her. “Yes… Let’s go home.”

	***

	Back at home, Nok, now more relaxed, followed her usual bedtime routine. She gave Ananya a quick kiss and wrapped Chantira in a tight hug. “Goodnight, Mama. Goodnight, Mama Chantira,” she said with a sweet smile before disappearing down the hallway, the soft echo of her footsteps lingering in the air.

	Once they were alone, Chantira walked straight to the office, her shoulders tense as if bearing an invisible weight. Ananya, sensing the turmoil in her partner’s expression, hesitated for only a moment before following, determined to be by her side.

	Chantira stood by the window, the faint city lights reflecting in her golden eyes. Her hands pressed against her head as though trying to dispel tormenting thoughts. “I must be losing my mind,” she murmured, her voice breaking. “It can’t be… It can’t be her.”

	Ananya approached slowly, her steps so soft they were almost inaudible. She placed a comforting hand on Chantira’s shoulder, feeling the tension in her body. “My love,” she said gently, her voice calm but laden with concern. “What’s wrong? Talk to me.”

	Chantira turned, her golden eyes glistening with a rare mix of confusion and fear that Ananya seldom saw. “It was Suthida… I’m sure it was her.” Chantira’s voice trembled, a vulnerability she rarely allowed herself to show. “But it’s impossible, Ananya. I saw her body. I… I know she died in my arms.”

	Ananya swallowed hard, trying to balance her own disbelief with the need to comfort Chantira. She took Chantira’s hands, holding them with firm gentleness. “It could be someone who looks like her. There must be another explanation,” she said, her blue eyes searching Chantira’s. “I know it’s hard, but calm down. It’s just a coincidence, I’m sure. You’ve been working so hard, pushing yourself even if you don’t admit it… you’re exhausted.”

	Ananya’s words seemed to pierce through the fog in Chantira’s mind. Her gaze softened, but the inner turmoil remained palpable. “You’re the only thing keeping me sane,” Chantira murmured, almost in a whisper, her eyes fixed on Ananya as if seeking an anchor in the storm.

	Ananya smiled gently and pulled Chantira into an embrace that was both protective and reassuring. “I’m here with you. Always,” she said, her tone both a reminder and a promise. “But now, you need to rest. Tomorrow, we’ll see things more clearly.”

	They stayed that way for a few minutes, wrapped in a silence that spoke louder than any words could. The warmth of Ananya’s embrace seemed to finally ease some of the tension in Chantira, who sighed deeply before nodding, agreeing to leave the office.

	Ananya guided her carefully to their bedroom, casting one last glance back at the space where Chantira’s thoughts still seemed to linger. The mystery of Suthida remained… why had the memories resurfaced now? But in that moment, their connection was what mattered most.


 

	Chapter 3

	 

	 

	Rising from the Ashes



	
The next morning, the house was as busy as ever. Nok hurriedly stuffed books and notebooks into her backpack, mumbling to herself about what she planned to do at school. Ananya, as elegant as always, reviewed her schedule on the tablet, her eyes darting from one item to the next with calm efficiency. Chantira, on the other hand, remained quieter than usual. Seated at the table with an untouched cup of coffee, she seemed lost in thought. Yet there was an unsettling calm about her, like the silence before a storm.

	When they arrived at the school, Nok jumped out of the car, bidding them a quick goodbye with a kiss for each. “See you later, Mamas!” she called out before running toward the entrance, her youthful energy lighting up the moment.

	Chantira and Ananya stayed for a few moments, watching Nok disappear into the crowd of other children. “She’s our greatest creation,” Ananya murmured, trying to break the tension. Chantira responded with a faint smile, but her golden eyes still carried the shadow of worry that lingered within her.

	***

	The company building rose like a glass monolith against the blue sky. As they entered the atrium, the sound of Chantira’s heels echoed on the polished floor, each step carrying the natural authority she exuded. Curious and respectful glances followed her, but she seemed oblivious to them. Beside her, Ananya maintained a perfect balance between discreet support and confident presence.

	“Where’s Viyada?” Ananya murmured, frowning. The absence of the assistant felt like a discordant note in an otherwise flawless melody. Punctual and always impeccable, Viyada never failed to greet them.

	The silence in the elevator was heavy, almost palpable. Chantira said nothing, but the tension on her face was evident. Ananya studied her for a moment, recognizing how the CEO retreated into her icy exterior, a shield protecting her from the world. She knew that behind that facade, something was churning.

	The elevator doors opened onto the executive floor. Chantira stepped out first, each stride a declaration of strength. But as they neared the office, something felt wrong. Viyada stood by the door, pale as a ghost. Her hands trembled uncontrollably, and her eyes were wide with shock, as if she had seen the impossible.

	“Viyada, what’s wrong?” Ananya asked gently, approaching and placing her hands lightly on the assistant’s arms. “Breathe. It’s okay. What happened?”

	Viyada tried to speak, but the words seemed stuck in her throat. She could only lift a trembling finger, pointing toward the door.

	Chantira didn’t wait. With a determination that seemed unshakable, she pushed open the office door. But the moment she stepped inside; she froze.

	Sitting in her chair, at the center of the impeccably organized office, was Suthida. The smile on her lips was as familiar as it was devastating. Time seemed to stop as Chantira stared at the impossible. The woman she believed she had lost forever was there, as if she had risen from the ashes.

	Ananya followed close behind, and the shock on her face mirrored the disbelief of the moment. Her blue eyes locked onto the figure that seemed to have been plucked directly from Chantira’s past. The silence was suffocating, as if the very air had been drained from the room.

	Chantira remained still, but Ananya, who knew her better than anyone, noticed the slight tremble in her hand. In an instinctive, automatic gesture, she reached out and intertwined her fingers with Chantira’s, offering silent support she knew was crucial at that moment. Chantira responded, gripping Ananya’s hand firmly.

	Suthida leaned forward slightly, her eyes fixed on Chantira, the smile never fading. When she spoke, her voice was sweet, almost hypnotic.

	“Surprise.”

	The word echoed in the room like muted thunder, laden with unknown intentions. Chantira didn’t respond. She couldn’t. The world seemed to crumble around her as the past she had buried returned to haunt her with overwhelming force.

	Ananya stepped forward, positioning herself between Chantira and the desk. The seriousness and coldness in her voice surprised even herself. “Suthida, you have a lot of explaining to do.”

	The confrontation had only just begun.

	The silence that followed Ananya’s words was so thick it felt as though no one dared to breathe. Chantira remained motionless, every muscle in her body tense, her golden eyes fixed on the woman before her. It was like seeing a ghost. Suthida’s words—“Surprise”—echoed in her mind like a haunted whisper.

	Finally, Chantira found the strength to speak. Her voice, usually steady, came out low and hesitant. “How… how is this possible?”

	Suthida sighed, leaning back slightly in the chair as if at ease, but there was something in her eyes that betrayed a mix of pain and determination. “I wonder the same thing, Chantira. How is it possible that after everything we went through, you simply accepted that I was dead? That you just let me go?”

	“That’s not true,” Chantira interjected, the confusion in her eyes transforming into a flicker of defensiveness. “I saw your body… I… I held you in my arms. You were dead, Suthida!”

	“That’s what you think. And yet, here I am,” Suthida replied, her tone a mixture of sweetness and bitterness. “But the truth is, I survived. By a thread, yes. But I survived. Except… I wasn’t allowed to come back to you.”

	Chantira fell silent, her thoughts racing chaotically. “Who didn’t let you come back?” she whispered, her voice almost inaudible.

	“I lost everything that night, Chantira,” Suthida said, ignoring the question for a moment. “My memory, my identity… everything. For years, I lived as a shadow in a place I can barely describe. Only recently did I recover who I was—who we were.” She paused, her blue eyes shining with an almost painful intensity. “And now I’m here. Because the only thing that gave me strength was the memory of you. Of what we had.”

	Ananya, who had been silent until then, stepped forward. “That doesn’t make sense. If you recovered your memories, why didn’t you try to contact Chantira some other way? Why just show up like this after all this time?”

	For the first time, Suthida looked at Ananya, her expression turning icy and sharp. “I knew I wouldn’t be welcome. Especially by you.” Her voice carried an almost accusatory tone. “But I don’t care. I needed to see her. I needed to show her that I’m still here.”

	Ananya opened her mouth to respond, but Chantira raised her hand, cutting her off. “Suthida, that doesn’t explain why you disappeared without a trace. This story is full of holes. How can I believe you?”

	Suthida leaned forward, her eyes locked onto Chantira’s. “Because I know you, Chantira. I know how you feel, even now. You’re confused, but part of you knows I’m not lying. Do you remember what you used to tell me? That you’d never leave me? That what we had was eternal?”

	Chantira felt a sharp pang in her chest, as though an invisible string had been pulled taut. Memories began flooding her mind: shared laughter, moments of intimacy, promises made in a life that now seemed so distant.

	“While you moved on,” Suthida continued, her voice lower, almost a whisper, “I was trapped in suffering, with no one to save me. And now… now I just want to reclaim a piece of what I lost. Even if it’s just to see you…”

	The room was thick with tension. Ananya looked at Chantira, searching for a sign of reaction, but Chantira seemed lost. Suthida’s words hit her like blow after blow, reopening wounds she thought had long healed.

	“Suthida…” Chantira murmured, but she couldn’t continue. She didn’t know what to say, what to think. All she knew was that the ground beneath her feet felt less stable than ever.

	Ananya broke the silence. “Chantira, don’t you think it’s better if we discuss this together? I don’t trust her. Something here doesn’t add up.”

	Chantira shifted her gaze from Suthida to Ananya. Her golden eyes, usually so resolute, were now shadowed, laden with conflicting emotions. “Ananya…” Her voice was low, almost pleading. “I need to speak with her. Alone.”

	The impact of her words was immediate. Ananya’s face hardened for a moment, concern and unease battling against the trust she had in Chantira. “Are you sure about this?” she asked, her voice calm but with an underlying tension.

	“I need answers,” Chantira replied, more firmly. “I just need a moment. I promise I’ll explain everything to you.”

	Ananya took a deep breath, clearly reluctant, but nodded. “I’ll be outside,” she said, casting one last distrustful glance at Suthida before stepping out. The door closed softly behind her, leaving Chantira and Suthida alone.

	The silence that followed was thick, almost suffocating. Chantira turned slowly to face Suthida, her gaze fixed on the woman who seemed to have returned from the dead. “Now that we’re alone, I want you to tell me everything. No evasions. No lies.”

	Suthida leaned back slightly in the chair, her blue eyes never leaving Chantira’s. “I knew you’d still be the same—direct and relentless,” she said with a smile that was both sweet and melancholic. “But, Chantira, the truth isn’t something that can be summed up in a few words.”

	“Then start,” Chantira demanded, crossing her arms. “Start from the moment you supposedly died, eight years ago.”

	Suthida paused, taking a deep breath before beginning. “The accident was… the end of everything. I lost consciousness, and when I woke up, I was in a place I didn’t recognize. I didn’t know who I was, who you were, or even why I was alive. The people who found me said I’d been taken to a hospital and eventually transferred to a remote clinic where they treated my injuries.”

	“And no one thought to contact me? I was told you were dead when I woke up in the hospital, Suthida!” Chantira interrupted, disbelief clear in her voice.

	“I had no identity, Chantira. They said I was found without documents, without anything. Just a gravely injured woman. To them, I was a nobody. That’s how I lived… for years.” Suthida’s voice faltered slightly, but she quickly regained control. “When my memories started to return, your face was the first thing I remembered. And the pain of not knowing where you were, or if you were okay… if you had survived… it was unbearable.”

	Chantira closed her eyes for a moment, absorbing the words, trying to discern the truth behind them. “And now? Why did you come back? Why show up like this after so long, like a ghost?”

	Suthida stood up slowly, her movements calculated. “Because my life was ripped away from me. And because, deep down, I knew the only way to see you, to truly have your attention, was to appear before you. Look at me, Chantira. I was lost, but now I’m here. And I need you. Do you have any idea what kind of hell I’ve been through? I’ve missed you so, so much.”

	Her words hit like a wave, pulling Chantira into a maelstrom of emotions. She tried to keep her composure, but the weight of the past and Suthida’s overwhelming presence threatened to break through her defenses.

	---

	Outside Chantira’s office, Ananya and Viyada stood together, tense, and incredulous at what was unfolding. The corridor felt colder, weighed down by an uncomfortable silence as they tried to grasp the gravity of the situation. Viyada, her hands restless, avoided looking directly at Ananya, but her presence there conveyed solidarity. 

	“This can’t be real,” Ananya murmured, more to herself than to Viyada. Her gaze was fixed on the closed door, as though trying to pierce the wooden barrier and uncover what was happening inside.

	Before either of them could say anything else, the door opened. Suthida emerged, her movements deliberate and elegant, each step echoing on the floor like a statement of power. Her posture was unwavering, almost mirroring Chantira’s, but there was something more—a provocative confidence. As she passed Ananya, she cast her a brief glance, a mix of curiosity and challenge, before continuing down the hallway.

	Viyada looked at Ananya, as if expecting a reaction. But Ananya remained composed, though her clenched fists at her sides betrayed the internal tension. Without a word, the two women stepped into the office.

	Inside, Chantira stood motionless, her back to the door, staring out at the view beyond the window. The daylight illuminated her tense shoulders but did nothing to soften her rigid stance. The silence was almost unbearable until Chantira, without turning, broke it with a cold and controlled voice.

	“Viyada, cancel all my appointments for today. And Ananya’s as well.”

	Viyada hesitated for a moment, startled by the command, but quickly nodded. “Yes, ma’am.” She cast one last glance at Ananya, a mix of support and concern, before leaving and quietly closing the door behind her.

	Ananya took a deep breath, searching for the strength to face whatever was about to happen. She approached Chantira slowly, the tension in the air growing with each step. When she reached her side, what she saw made her heart ache: silent tears streamed down Chantira’s face. The woman who rarely showed emotion was breaking before her.

	“No… Chantira…” Ananya began, but before she could say more, Chantira pulled the car keys from her pocket with trembling hands and placed them in Ananya’s palm. Without looking at her directly, she murmured through her tears, “Take me away from here, please.”

	The request was a whisper, but it was heavy with a pain Ananya had never seen in her before. Without hesitation, Ananya pulled Chantira into a firm embrace, holding her close. “Chantira,” she whispered, holding her tightly as though she could shield her from any internal storm.

	It was in that moment that Chantira finally let go. Her defenses crumbled, and she collapsed into Ananya’s arms, her sobs shaking her body. Ananya held her firmly, becoming the pillar Chantira needed. Her tears soaked Ananya’s shoulder, but she didn’t care. The only thing that mattered was being there, strong, for the woman she loved.

	“It’s going to be okay,” Ananya whispered, gently stroking Chantira’s hair. “I’m here with you. Always with you, my love.”

	They stayed like that for a long moment, in a silence broken only by Chantira’s muffled sobs. In that instant, the outside world ceased to exist. There was only the two of them and the unspoken promise that they would face whatever lay ahead together.

	***

	Ananya, staying strong and focused, drove Chantira away from the company. The car glided through the city until they reached a quieter road, far from the noise and pressures of urban life. Their destination was a peaceful area, lined with tree-covered trails and a gentle breeze that seemed to carry a sense of calm.

	After parking the car, Ananya stepped out and opened the door for Chantira. “Come, darling,” she said, offering her hand. Chantira hesitated for a moment but eventually accepted, allowing Ananya to help her out of the car.

	They walked side by side in silence along the trail. The tranquil path and the soft rustling of leaves in the wind created an almost therapeutic atmosphere. Ananya held Chantira’s hand firmly, each touch a silent promise of safety and support.

	As they walked, Ananya broke the silence. “I asked Viyada to pick Nok up from school and take her home. That way, we can have this time just for us.” Her voice was calm but resolute.

	Chantira looked at her, her golden eyes still heavy with emotion, but something in Ananya’s touch and the soothing environment seemed to lighten the weight on her shoulders. “Thank you,” she murmured, her voice still fragile.

	Ananya stopped for a moment and turned to face Chantira, holding both her hands. “We’re here now. Just the two of us. If you want to talk, I’m here to listen. If not, we can just stay like this. Together.”

	Chantira took a deep breath, feeling the breeze brush against her face. After a few moments of silence, she finally spoke. “Ananya, I feel like I’m losing control of everything,” she began, her voice still hoarse with emotion. “Suthida… I swore to myself that I had made peace with the past. That I was ready to move on. But now… seeing her there… it feels like everything is falling apart.”

	Ananya stood steady, softly squeezing Chantira’s hands. “What did you feel when you saw her?”

	“Confusion,” Chantira admitted, her gaze lost in the landscape. “And… guilt. Guilt for not doing more. For not saving her. But also… anger. Anger because she appeared like this, as if everything could just go back to the way it was. As if she hadn’t destroyed a part of me.”

	Ananya stepped closer, wrapping Chantira in a comforting embrace. “You don’t have to carry this alone,” she said, her voice tender but firm. “It doesn’t matter what Suthida wants or what the past brings back. What matters is what we have now. Our family, what we’ve built together. And I’m here, Chantira. To support you, to listen to you, to love you. Never doubt that. We’ll figure this out, we’ll uncover the truth and deal with it.”

	Chantira allowed herself to be enveloped in the embrace, feeling Ananya’s warmth and strength. “I don’t know what I’d do without you,” she whispered. “But at the same time, I feel like this situation is going to put everything at risk. What we are, what we have.”

	“Hey, don’t say that. That’s not going to happen. We’ll face this together,” Ananya replied, looking directly into Chantira’s eyes. “Whatever Suthida’s intentions are, you don’t have to handle this alone, Chantira. You’re my wife, the love of my life, and of course, I’ll be by your side no matter what.”

	Ananya’s words brought unexpected relief to Chantira’s chest. For the first time that day, she felt a small spark of hope. “Thank you, Ananya,” she said with a small smile. “Thank you for being my anchor.”

	Chantira held Ananya in a long, firm yet tender embrace. When they pulled apart slightly, Chantira placed her hand on Ananya’s face and looked into her eyes; no words were necessary. Chantira leaned in and kissed Ananya, a long, loving kiss that conveyed all the certainty Ananya needed of how deeply she was loved.

	They walked a little further, side by side, the sound of the rustling leaves filling the comfortable silence between them. The future still seemed uncertain, but in that moment, they knew that together, they could face anything.


 

	Chapter 4

	 

	The Unbreakable Bond


The house was wrapped in a comforting silence when Ananya and Chantira arrived. The soft aroma of tea lingered in the air, and a warm light subtly illuminated the main hallway. Viyada was waiting for them at the entrance, her posture as impeccable as always, though her expression betrayed a slight weariness.

	“I’ve already given little Nok her dinner and helped her get ready for bed. She’s in her room, resting,” Viyada reported, her professional tone softened by the familiarity of someone who had become part of the family.

	Chantira nodded, her shoulders slightly more relaxed than they had been all day. “Thank you, Viyada,” she said with sincere gratitude. “I’m heading to the suite. I need to unwind.” Without another word, she walked away, her usual elegance in every step.

	Ananya lingered with Viyada, hesitating for a moment before speaking. “Viyada, about what happened today… we need answers. And I think I know where to start.”

	Viyada looked at her curiously. “What do you have in mind, Mrs. Ananya?”

	“I want to meet Kulthorn in prison,” Ananya stated with a firmness that left no room for objections. “He caused the accident, and if Suthida is alive, he knows something. I don’t believe in coincidences.”

	Viyada’s face hardened. “Meeting Kulthorn? It’s not safe. He’s dangerous, Mrs. Ananya. And if this gets into the wrong hands…”

	“That’s why I want it done discreetly, and I need your help,” Ananya interrupted, her blue eyes gleaming with determination. “I trust you, Viyada. But I need this. I need answers to protect Chantira, to protect our family. Suthida didn’t reappear with good intentions; I’m certain of that.”

	For a moment, hesitation flickered across Viyada’s face, but she eventually nodded, albeit reluctantly. “I’ll take care of it. But only on the condition that I go with you. I wouldn’t feel comfortable letting you face Kulthorn alone.”

	Ananya considered for a moment before nodding. “Agreed. And thank you. This means a lot.”

	They parted with a brief nod, and Viyada left to arrange Ananya’s request. As the sound of the front door closing echoed through the house, Ananya exhaled deeply, the weight of the day still pressing on her shoulders. She decided it was time to check on Chantira.

	Walking silently, her footsteps light on the hallway floor, she made her way to the master suite. When she entered, she noticed the bathroom door slightly ajar, allowing a thin veil of steam to warm the atmosphere. Ananya approached and peeked discreetly.

	Chantira was in the expansive bathtub, enveloped in warm, scented water and soft bubbles, her eyes closed, and her expression calm—a rare sight. Her black hair was tied in a loose bun, with a few strands framing her face. The soft bathroom light illuminated her skin, giving her an almost ethereal glow.

	Ananya stood still for a moment, her heart racing as she admired her. Even in moments of vulnerability, Chantira was the epitome of beauty and strength. Before Ananya could look away, Chantira broke the silence.

	“Come,” she said, her eyes still closed but her tone both gentle and undeniably commanding.

	Ananya hesitated only briefly before beginning to undress. Her movements were deliberate, and Chantira opened her eyes slowly, her golden gaze fixed on Ananya with silent admiration. As Ananya, now completely bare, stepped into the water, Chantira’s eyes followed her every move.

	Ananya settled behind Chantira, wrapping her in a warm embrace. The immediate contact brought palpable relief to them both, as though the outside world had ceased to exist in that moment.

	For a few minutes, they remained silent. Ananya rested her head on Chantira’s shoulder, feeling the steady rhythm of the woman she loved. But it was Chantira who spoke first.

	“Ananya,” she began, her voice low but heavy with emotion. “What happened today… it brought back memories I thought I had buried but there is something I want you to know, something that can never be questioned.”

	Ananya straightened slightly, listening intently.

	“You are my present and my future.” Chantira continued, turning her head slightly to meet Ananya’s eyes. “What I had with Suthida belongs to the past. No matter what she says or does, my feelings for you are unshakable.”

	Ananya’s eyes filled with emotion, but before she could respond, Chantira leaned back, resting against her. “I know today was difficult, but I want you to know that nothing, and no one, can change what we’ve built together. You and Nok are my life now, Ananya.”

	Ananya tightened her hold on Chantira, feeling the depth of her words resonate in her heart. “I know,” she whispered, her voice soft but steady. “And I feel the same. No matter what happens, we’ll face it together.”
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