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To all the readers who’ve walked this journey with me, thank you for every page read, every message sent, every emotion shared.

	And especially to you, Canacan, for being there from the very beginning. For never stopping believing.
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	• Mental health struggles

	• Emotional neglect

	• Psychological abuse

	• Chronic illness

	• LGBTQIA+ discrimination

	• Explicit sexual content (emotionally driven and respectfully written, never gratuitous)



	




	Eva’s Playlist

	 

	
		
Melhor de Mim – Mariza

		
CASA – D.A.M.A & Buba Espinho

		
A Gaivota – Amália Hoje (voz de Nuno Horta)

		
Maria Joana – Nuno Ribeiro, Calema & Mariza

		
Fácil de Entender – The Gift

		
Primavera – The Gift

		
Rosa Sangue – Amor Electro

		
A Máquina (acordou) – Amor Electro

		
Douro (Donna Maria – Vinho do Porto) – DouroDouro1

		
Senhora do Mar (Negras Águas) – Vânia Fernandes

		
Desfado – Ana Moura

		
Ai Coração – Mimicat

		
Chuva – Mariza

		
Quem Me Dera – Mariza

		
Para Ti Maria – Xutos & Pontapés

		
Porto Sentido – Rui Veloso

		
Eterno – Anjos



	 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	There are many kinds of silence.
The kind that happens when no one speaks.
The kind that settles in when no one listens.
And the kind you feel when, for the first time, someone sees you not as a failure.

	 


Prologue
 

	 

	February 9, 2025… or 2568

	 I really need to get used to this “time travel” thing.

	 

	Dear diary,

	I arrived in Bangkok today. I feel like I should write something poetic to mark the day, something deep and symbolic, like a brand-new blank page. But the truth is… all I want is to curl up under the rough sheets of this rented bed, close my eyes, and pretend none of what I left behind actually happened. Convince myself that this move was a choice.

	The room is tiny, barely ventilated, and there’ s a ceiling fan spinning with a tired whine, like it resents having to exist. The walls are scarred with traces of old furniture and damp patches. The mattress is stiff. There’ s one window, facing a narrow, noisy street.

	I don’ t know where I got the idea that this would feel liberating… or that changing countries would heal something inside me. But here I am.

	Bangkok is… another reality. The heat clings to your skin, a clingy hug you can’ t escape. The air is thick with smells: street food, incense, fresh flowers, frying oil, and a certain smoke I can never quite trace. It’ s like the whole city boils at once: noise, scents, colors, urgency. And me, right in the middle of it all, with a backpack and a tired heart.

	I didn’ t cry on the plane. Not when I handed over the key to my apartment. Not when I sent those last goodbye messages that no one replied to. I was strong. Proudly strong. Until now.

	Now, sitting on this foreign bed, my feet still sore from wandering the city, I feel everything. The homesickness (I’ m not even sure for what) , the fear, the emptiness. The kind of loneliness that lives somewhere too deep to describe.

	I feel like I failed.

	Like I gave everything I had to become someone… and ended up being no one. And yet, I’ m still here. I still wake up. I still breathe. And maybe that, just that, is already something.

	Tomorrow, I start a new job. Hotel housekeeping. Honest work. It’ s not what I dreamed of, but it’ s what I’ ve got. And honestly, I was lucky to land it. And just so I don’ t forget: No, I’ m not ashamed. People love to judge, don’ t they? They think they know everything from the clothes you wear, the job you do, the money you earn. Back in Porto, I could feel the stares. Those looks from people who think your life is a mistake just because it didn’ t fit into the box they expected. Maybe here it’ s different. Maybe here, no one knows me. Maybe I get to be invisible for a while. And then, little by little… reappear.

	I still don’ t know who I want to be. But I know I don’ t want to keep running from myself.

	This diary will remain my only confidant... because I haven’ t relearned how to trust anyone else.

	I don’ t have a master plan. I just want peace. And maybe a little dignity. Maybe even learn how to like myself again.

	Starting from scratch isn’ t poetic. It’ s painful. It’ s exhausting. But I’ m here. And not giving up is already worth a lot.

	Eva Santiago


CHAPTER 1

	First Impressions

	 

	 

	 

	The scent of lotus arrived before any words did.

	It lingered in the air like a promise of calm, mixed with the cold, artificial bite of air conditioning. A strange smell: sweet, ceremonial, almost out of place in the real world. Or maybe I was the one out of place.

	There I was, standing in the lobby of a hotel that looked like something out of a design magazine. A worn-out backpack on my shoulders. My pants still creased from the flight. Hair tied back in a messy ponytail. And my soul trying hard to pretend it was still whole.

	The glass doors closed behind me with a soft pneumatic hiss. Outside, Bangkok roared — tuk-tuks rushing by, street vendors shouting, children running through a storm of horns and motorbikes. Inside, cool, polished silence. Shiny floors. Receptionists with measured smiles and uniforms without a single wrinkle.

	The receptionist informed me, in gentle Thai, that the manager was on her way. But my attention drifted to the staff quietly moving around the lobby. One woman with downcast eyes pushed a cart of fresh sheets. Another arranged glasses with movements so precise they felt choreographed. No one spoke. They moved like parts of some invisible machine.

	And then I saw myself reflected in the entrance glass. For a second, the figure staring back didn’t feel like me. There was something worn down in that reflection. Like a photograph taken in the wrong moment.

	And then… she arrived.

	Petite, with firm steps, a flawless bun, and a posture that blended authority with kindness, the kind of quiet confidence I’d lost long ago. Her eyes smiled before her mouth did. There was something grounded about her. Like someone who’s seen a lot, but still believes some people are worth the effort.

	— Eva Santiago? — she asked, with a slight accent I couldn’t place.

	— Yes — I replied, barely more than a whisper.

	— Welcome. We’ve been expecting you.

	We’ve been expecting you.

	That was all. Three words. But they meant more to me than any goodbye I never got. More than any message that never came.

	In my mind, I saw the empty living room of my old apartment in Porto: bare shelves, taped boxes, silence clinging to the walls.

	No one at the door. No one at the airport. Not even a final call from my sister, Carla. What hurt most wasn’t the distance. It was the absence.

	But now, someone had said they were waiting for me.

	Mayra, that was her name, led me through the service corridor to the staff quarters. The building was tucked away, modest, nearly hidden behind the hotel’s grandeur. A quiet reminder that backstage doesn’t belong on postcards.

	The room was simple: single bed, small wardrobe, ceiling fan, a window facing a blank white wall. But it was mine. A space with a door, a lock, and silence. A patch of floor to drop my backpack and breathe without fear of being sent away.

	— You’ll be here for your first month. Then we’ll talk about more permanent arrangements if you decide to stay with us — Mayra said, motioning gently toward the bed.

	— Can you start today?

	I nodded. My body begged for rest. But my soul… it needed to feel useful. To know I still knew how to do something.

	***

	The shift was a strange mix of chaos and stillness. I changed sheets. Vacuumed echoing hallways. Scrubbed bathroom tiles like I was trying to erase memories. Unclogged a sink with my bare hands… forgot the gloves… and served coffee to a German guest who complained about the heat like it was somehow my fault.

	Around me, the staff moved in silence. A Thai girl, about my age, avoided my eyes. Another, older, handed me a dry cloth without a word, but with a gesture that felt… almost kind. Small things. Almost invisible. But they made me feel… included.

	A French guest called me “discreet.” A supervisor called me “new.” And a coworker pushing a laundry cart whispered something in Thai that I didn’t understand… but her smile said more than words.

	There was a strange moment near the end of the shift. At the far end of a hallway, a woman I’d never seen before crossed paths with me. Short, dark brown hair. Warm skin. Focused expression. She wore headphones, but for just one second… I think she looked straight at me. Our eyes met… briefly, but unmistakably. And then she turned away and walked on.

	I finished the shift with that moment stuck inside me. Like hearing the first note of a song that hasn’t begun yet.

	***

	At the end of the day, when I finally sat on my bed, my clothes clung to my skin. I kicked off my shoes — my feet throbbed. My hands were red. My whole body begged for sleep. But before I could close my eyes, I got a message. Asking me to come to the small office by the front desk.

	I slipped my shoes back on and went. With my heart in knots… Because when you’ve spent a life being criticized, you never expect praise.

	— I know the first day is always the hardest — said Mayra. — But I want you to know… you did an excellent job.

	I froze. Didn’t know what to say. My throat tightened. And my body trembled again, not from exhaustion, but from disbelief.

	— Some people come here with experience and don’t show even half the care you showed today. Don’t worry about speed. I prefer someone who pays attention over someone who just wants to finish fast.

	I wanted to say something. Something kind, something grateful. But all I managed was a soft, tear-filled “thank you.” And I walked out with damp eyes and a racing heart.

	***

	By then, the city had quieted. The night felt less heavy. I sat back on the bed, finally barefoot, my feet still aching… but my shoulders felt strangely lighter.

	For the first time in a long time, the silence didn’t feel like punishment. It felt full. Full of small things. Full of survival. Full of hope.

	And maybe, just maybe, coming here… was the beginning of something.

	And if that’s the only plan… It suddenly doesn’t seem so bad.

	 


CHAPTER 2

	Eva Santiago’s Diary
 

	 

	 

	July 7th, 2006

	Dear diary,

	Today the day was blue. But not the nice kind of blue, not clear skies or sparkling sea. It was a sad blue. The kind that weighs heavy on the inside.

	Last night, I went to bed with that warm, fuzzy feeling you get when you're excited. We were going to the beach. Everything was ready: my pink polka dot bikini, the Snoopy flip-flops, and the dolphin towel grandma gave me. I talked to my sister before falling asleep, we planned what games we’d play in the water. Mom said the weather would be sunny. I felt all giddy inside, imagining my feet in the sand and diving into the waves.

	But today… I woke up to silence. That strange kind of silence that tells you something’s wrong, even if nothing’s been said.

	I got up quickly. I thought they were still sleeping and I could sneak up on them for one of those surprise hugs and kisses. But the house… was empty.

	No mom humming in the kitchen. No dad complaining about his missing sandals. No sister running around looking for her swimsuit.

	Nothing. Not even a note. Not even a dirty glass in the sink that could make me believe they’d been there not long ago.

	I waited for hours. I sat at the kitchen table with my arms crossed, pretending it didn’t hurt. But it did.

	My stomach started twisting. I wanted to eat. I wanted everything to be normal. But mom always says I can’t use the stove, that I’m too clumsy. So I ate some stale saltine crackers I found in the cupboard. They were soggy, but it was all there was.

	I waited the whole day. I sat out on the balcony and counted clouds. Tried to believe they’d mixed up the days. Or that they’d just gone to get something. Or that they were still coming back for me.

	I wished for that… really, really hard. As if wishing hard enough could make things happen. But it was almost night when I heard the key in the door.

	All three of them came in. Mom. Dad. My sister. Dad still had sand on his ankles. My sister’s hair was wet and smelled like the sea. Mom was laughing… that big, echoing laugh of hers. They were happy.

	I asked quietly if they’d forgotten me. Mom answered right away, without really looking at me:

	— I didn’t forget you, Eva. I just didn’t take you. I needed to relax today. You’re always moving, always talking. I just didn’t feel like spending the day chasing after you. Understand?

	She said “I didn’t feel like it.” Just like that. Like I was a task. Something to avoid in order to have a better day. I didn’t cry in front of them. I didn’t throw a tantrum. I didn’t ask why. I just came here. To write to you.

	And now… now I can’t stop crying.

	I didn’t forget the sea. Or the towel. Or the promises my sister and I made. They remembered me… and still decided not to take me.

	I think maybe I don’t like the beach that much after all. Or maybe… maybe I just don’t like being left behind.

	Goodnight, diary. Tonight, I’ll try to dream of rain. So there won’t be any beaches left… anywhere.

	Eva


CHAPTER 3

	The First Proposal

	 

	 

	 

	I was starting to recognize the hallway scents before even turning the corners. The clean perfume of thick carpets, the faint smell of varnished wood, the discreet presence of fresh flowers in corner arrangements. The hotel was its own world: silent, elegant, built on restrained gestures and routines hidden beneath polished surfaces.

	I woke up before the alarm. Still half dark, but the heat was already sneaking in through the window cracks. My body wanted a few more minutes in bed, but my head screamed, "Don't mess up." The anxiety of not failing was stronger than my exhaustion.

	I put on my uniform carefully, tied my hair like someone heading into battle, and went down to the meeting point. The shoes still hurt my heels, but they no longer bled.

	Mayra was already there. Standing, impeccable as always. Coffee in one hand, checklist in the other.

	— Good morning, Eva — she said with a light but genuine smile. — Did you sleep well?

	— Yes, thank you.

	Mayra had that rare balance between firmness and humanity. The kind of person who sees what others pretend not to. Her presence brought security — like someone who truly knows what they’re doing in this little corner of the world.

	I started my shift in the executive wing: large rooms, silent luxury, beds like starched clouds, windows framing the city like postcards. There was peace in the repetition: stretching sheets with surgical precision, lining up towels like art, scrubbing bathrooms with the devotion of someone trying to wipe the world clean.

	And then, I saw her. My God, what a beautiful woman.

	It was mid-morning, in a corridor I already knew by heart. She stepped out of the private elevator with Mayra beside her. They were speaking softly, but even without hearing the words, you could tell she commanded the conversation. Not out of arrogance… out of presence.

	Tall, golden skin, dark straight hair tied back in a low ponytail. She wore a black tailored suit that fit her like it had been sculpted for her body. She had effortless elegance. A quiet magnetism that makes the room shift as she walks through it.

	And then… the eyes.

	Dark eyes. Focused. Not judging, but observant. When they met mine, even for a second, I felt seen. Not looked at—seen.

	I looked away instantly. Pretended to adjust the housekeeping cart. But my hands trembled. And my heart danced the most ridiculous, sincere waltz.

	Later, after cleaning two rooms and reorganizing a bathroom where someone had clearly tested every perfume in Thailand, Mayra reappeared.

	— Eva, do you have a minute?

	— Of course — I replied, wiping my hands on my apron.

	— I need you to come with me. A guest made a special request.

	Her tone was neutral, but there was a hint of a knowing gleam in her eyes. Like she already knew what this was about.

	We rode the elevator in silence to the sixth floor. The hallway was quieter here. More expensive.

	When she stopped in front of the door, I felt it. Something strange in the air. Instinct, maybe.

	Mayra knocked twice. The door opened almost instantly.

	And there she was.

	The woman from the hallway. The one with eyes that saw.

	— Ms. Warin, this is Eva, our new staff member — Mayra introduced me, with subtle formality.

	Warin. The name suited her, just like everything else: strong, resonant, vaguely exotic. She repeated my name softly, like she was tasting a new word. Her voice was warm and lovely—it gave me goosebumps.

	— Eva — she said. Then smiled, just slightly. — I’m glad we finally met.

	"Finally." As if something existed before this moment. As if she had been waiting for me.

	Mayra excused herself with a discreet nod.

	— I’ll be in the office if you need anything.

	And just like that, I was alone. With Warin.

	She stepped back and gestured for me to come in.

	— Please, come in.

	I took a deep breath and entered.

	It was a presidential suite. Sheer curtains, cream and gold tones, a balcony with a panoramic view of the city. Everything was beautiful, expensive, organized with silent precision. The air smelled like expensive perfume and a touch of jasmine.

	The door closed behind me with that soft, overly discreet click that only luxury suites manage. A sound that says: “In here, the rules are different.”

	I stood by the thick rug, woven with barely visible geometric patterns, like even the floor wanted to appear more intelligent. Every detail in that room, from minimalist furniture to ambient lighting, screamed money. But not new money. The kind of wealth that no longer needs to prove itself.

	Warin crossed the room with slow, deliberate steps, like she owned the ground she walked on. And I followed. She placed her phone gently on the console. Then sat down with the grace of a cat claiming the throne of the world. She crossed her legs. And it wasn’t just a cross of legs. It was a gesture. Poised, elegant, charming—like destiny was about to be decided and her movement was the first note of a symphony.

	— Warin Phongchai — she said, extending her hand.

	I shook it hesitantly. Her palm was warm, firm. The hand of someone who doesn’t ask for permission. Or forgiveness.

	— Eva Santiago — I replied, holding eye contact for a beat too long. Not in defiance. Out of necessity. As if to say, “I’m still whole.”

	She nodded slightly toward the armchair in front of her.

	— You can sit.

	— I’d rather stand, thank you.

	My body wanted to flee, but my legs refused. Standing was my way of holding ground. Even if no one gave it to me.

	Warin leaned back slightly. Observed me. Not with judgment, but curiosity. Like someone studying a piece of art and trying to decide if it’s genius or just odd.

	— I’d like to know more about you.

	— There’s not much to know — I replied flatly. — I’m Portuguese. Just arrived. I clean rooms.

	She smiled with the corner of her mouth. A small smile, loaded more with interpretation than kindness.

	— Direct. I like that.

	I smiled too. Just with my lips. A colorless smile. A shield.

	— With all due respect… I’d like to know why I was called here. Doesn’t seem like a biographical interview.

	Warin leaned forward, fingers interlaced. Her perfume hovered in the air, woody and floral. Both comforting and provocative.

	— You’re right — she said. — I’ll be direct too. I have a lot of money. More than I can spend. And I’m willing to give you some of it.

	My heart pounded. But not from greed. From the certainty that no one offers money like this without something hidden behind it.

	— How much is “some”?

	— The equivalent of several months’ salary. Paid today. No paperwork. No questions.

	It was enough to keep me afloat for a while. Maybe even to change my life. But no one offers a life raft without also opening the shark’s mouth.

	— And what do you expect in return?

	The answer came without hesitation. Cold. Calculated. Like a move played long before I stepped onto the board.

	— I have a certain… fetish — she said. — I’ve always been curious about sleeping with a Latina woman.

	What?

	I stared at her for a second. Maybe two.

	I wasn’t sure I’d heard her right. But her expression confirmed it. She said it as casually as ordering coffee with milk.

	— No — I said, instantly. Instinctive. Raw. Unshakable.

	The silence that followed was thick. Warin didn’t blink. Didn’t even move. She tilted her head slightly, studying my resistance.

	— I can offer double — she said, like bidding in an auction.

	— This isn’t about money — I replied. — And honestly, I doubt you could handle a Latina in bed.

	I saw her lip twitch. Not in offense. But restrained amusement. Like she was savoring my boldness.

	— You’re turning down a good opportunity — she murmured, almost playfully.

	— And you’re forgetting that people aren’t walking fetishes.

	I turned to leave. My heart pounding like a siren. But my legs held steady. Pride and adrenaline in equal parts.

	Before I reached the door, she said softly—but I heard it:

	— We’ll see, Eva Santiago…

	I paused with my hand on the doorknob.

	— Yes, we will — I said. — Good luck with your… whims. If you need help cleaning, just call.

	And I closed the door behind me. Not in anger. In strength. In dignity.

	As I walked down the corridor toward the elevator, my footsteps echoed louder than I liked. My face burned. My hands still trembled. And my soul… caught between shock and a secret, childish pride.

	With every step, my heart beat so loud I could almost swear the word “C-R-A-Z-Y” was spelled across my forehead.

	In the elevator, I leaned back against the wall and exhaled. The adrenaline still bubbling in my veins.

	Offended? A bit. Confused? A lot. Secretly proud for walking away with dignity? Absolutely.

	And still… in the midst of it all, something inside me whispered:

	She’s not done yet. And maybe… neither am I.


CHAPTER 4
Eva Santiago’s Diary

	 

	 

	
February 2, 2013

	 

	Dear diary,

	Today, I was the one who opened the door to my own wound.

	I was tired of hiding. Of whispering truths between clenched teeth. Of fearing that the love I feel, just because it’s different from what they call “acceptable”… would be enough to make me lose everything.

	Today, I gathered my courage. I’d been preparing for weeks. Rehearsing imaginary conversations in the shower, on the bus, before falling asleep. And finally... I said it.

	I sat down at the dining table. Dinner was served: roast chicken, white rice, lettuce and tomato salad, the usual routine of those who believe repetition keeps the world running.

	I took a deep breath. My heart pounding in my chest like it was warning me I still had time to take it all back.

	— Mom… Dad… I need to tell you something.

	They both looked up from their plates, slowly, distracted, like someone being pulled out of a comfortable dream.

	— I’m with someone. From my school and… — I went on. — It’s a girl. I’m dating a woman. And I like her. I like women. I always have.

	The silence that followed was grotesque. A silence of ice. Of judgment. Of fear curling up in my stomach. The kind of silence that feels like it has its own voice.

	My father stood up. He didn’t say a word. Not a sound. He laid his silverware down with mathematical precision, adjusted his belt, walked past me like I wasn’t even there… and left the room.

	My mother, on the other hand, stayed seated. But didn’t move. Her fork hung in the air for a few seconds, as if reality had frozen mid-motion.

	Then she set her utensils down. Slowly. And she spoke.

	— You must be joking.

	It wasn’t a question. It was a sentence.

	— I’m not — I replied. — I’m just being honest.

	She leaned back slightly in her chair. Crossed her arms. Her eyes… cold, sharp. Like invisible blades.

	— Honest? Honesty would be coming here and saying you’ve got a real job. That you’ve come to your senses. That you’re going to marry a decent man. That would be honesty. Not this freak show.

	— It’s not a freak show. And it’s not a choice. It’s who I am.

	— You’re a disgrace, Eva. A disgrace to this family. You were already a disappointment, always were. Always different, strange. And now this... lesbian? What’s next? Prostitute?

	The word hung in the air like venom.

	— You think that’s a life? Running around with women? You’re a pretty girl, you could’ve had everything. And now you come with this crap... It’s just a phase. It’ll pass. You’ll end up alone. Sick. With no future.

	— It’s not a phase. It’s my truth. And I’m done living like I’m a mistake.

	— You are a mistake — she said. — A mistake I made when I decided to have a second child. And now here you are, spitting in my face with this filth. Get out of my sight!

	Her voice was rising, but something inside me was shutting down. I wasn’t crying. I wasn’t shaking. What I felt... was a void so deep it felt bottomless.

	I turned to my sister. She’d been there the whole time. Heard every word. Saw it all.

	— Carla? — I asked. — You’re not going to say anything?

	She didn’t even look at me. Just lowered her eyes. Not a word. Not a “that’s enough.” Not an “I’m with you, it’s okay.”

	Her silence hurt more than all of my mother’s insults.

	That’s when I stood up. My legs shaky, but my chin held high.

	— I didn’t choose you as a family. But I can choose not to live in this anymore. I won’t hide because of your shame. This is who I am.

	— Next time you come into this house with that talk, you won’t even make it through the door — my mother said, with icy calm.

	I left. Needed air.

	The street was cold, damp. But out there, I could breathe.

	I walked with no destination. I’m writing to you now with trembling fingers, sitting on a park bench near the house. And only now, alone, did the tears find me.

	Today, I lost another piece of what was left of that idea of “family.” Truth is? I think I’d already lost it long ago. I just didn’t want to believe it.

	But today I also gained something— I don’t know what exactly. Maybe dignity. Maybe freedom. Maybe… self-respect.

	Maybe the certainty that, as painful as it is,
living in someone else’s shadow is just a slow way to die.

	Today, I was Eva. With everything that means.

	Eva



	
CHAPTER 5

	Surviving Once Again

	 

	 

	 

	The weeks passed as if dragging chains around my ankles.

	I woke up before the alarm, a knot in my stomach, as if my body already knew something was wrong. My gut never lied. The mornings felt darker. Or maybe I was just seeing everything with less light.

	I never saw Warin again. Not a glimpse of her silhouette, not a wave, not even a whisper of her name in the hotel halls. It was as if she’d vanished. And yet... she was still there. Stuck to my thoughts. An echo that wouldn’t let go. An absent presence refusing to leave.

	I kept reliving that moment, the proposal. The way she said my name, how she looked at me, how she reduced everything I am into a fantasy. And worse, I kept reliving the moment just before... that treacherous second when my heart faltered. When, for the briefest flash, I believed maybe… just maybe… it was something different. Maybe a dinner invitation. A conversation. A genuine approach. And not a fetish wrapped in cash.
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