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Author’s Note




This book transcends printed words; it is a fragment of my heart and a shared journey. Through these pages, we explore the corners of imagination that shape our worlds. Every character is an extension of myself, every twist a reflection of life’s unpredictability. Writing this story was an act of love, and I hope it becomes an experience that resonates with you in a unique way.

May the words within these pages serve not only as a narrative, but also as an invitation to explore, to question, and—above all—to feel.




With gratitude,

Matos Filipe
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“Resilience of Love.”

In the garden of life, a flower bloomed — true love — but pain soon arrived.

Cancer, the fierce thief of hope,

Stole a smile, but not the memory.

In your eyes, the light of paradise,

Even if the body became the sacrifice.

Vitilove you, beauty revealed,

On the skin, the story of the journey.

A promise made beneath the moonlight,

To recite poetry, always remembering.

Paraplegic, yet with a soaring soul.

The flight of love, eternally enchanted.

Boldly, I recited verses in the unlikely setting of a cemetery.

Among the tears of longing and the sighs of the past,

my voice echoed as a poetic lament, lost in the vastness beyond.

Here, before a silent audience of sleeping souls,

I seek to convey the nuances of a story that transcends

the boundaries of time and space.

Allow me to lead you through the pages of my life,

where each chapter unfolds like the petals of a rose,

revealing not only the pain of loss but also

the intrinsic beauty of a love that defies the limits of existence.

Between the lines of this account, you will discover that,

even in the cemetery of feelings, the flame of love continues to burn.

Thus, I invite you to dive into this narrative that

does not merely weave itself into romance,

but transcends into the deepest realms of the soul —

where the true meaning of love reveals itself in its fullness.

After all, every story has its own charm,

and mine is an ode to the love that survives beyond life itself.

My name is Ethan Mason, and I live in Los Angeles,

an incredible city full of possibilities.

My house is strategically located next to Monica Lakey Beauty Salon.

However, behind the facade of an apparently perfect life

lies a peculiar story.

I was born in Africa in 1995, and was brought to the United States

by my father, Jacob Mason, when I was only five years old.

The exact country of my birth remains a mystery —

an uncertainty that has followed me since childhood.

My father’s recent death reopened unresolved questions.

I inherited from him a vehicle and a house;

the rest of his belongings he donated to an orphanage.

With no experience and only a high school diploma,

I found work as an apprentice chocolatier at Chocovivo Restaurant.

The job became my passion, where my skilled hands

mold cocoa into edible works of art.

But destiny had reserved for me much more than a promising career.

In March 2021, I met a woman who would completely change my life.

Emily, my co-worker and friend,

played an important role in my daily routine.

But on that specific day, she surprised me

with a serious warning about my punctuality.

The 29th was the day my world changed —

the day I met the woman who gave me a new world.

It started like any other day.

As usual, I arrived early at work.

After greeting the customers and some colleagues,

I went to Emily at the counter.

— “Good morning, you’re late as always,” said Emily, frowning.

— “I’m sorry, love, it won’t happen again.”

— “You said the same thing yesterday, Ethan. We love you despite your flaws.

You work hard in production and the customers love your service,

but everyone is replaceable.”

— I used my charming smile and replied,

“Love, is that a firing or just a warning?”

— Emily looked at me seriously and confidently.

“Calling me ‘love’ won’t help you this time.

The boss told me to record your arrival times —

there will be deductions.”

— “No!” I replied.

— She, with a villainous tone, said,

“Yes!”

— “Emily, help me out — I’m in debt and can’t even afford gas.

A pay cut now would be terrible for me.”

— “Then arrive earlier,” she said.

“A favor for a favor — I’m a bit stuck here.

I need you to deliver this envelope to my father

at Ronald Reagan UCLA Hospital. You have 25 minutes.”

— “What? That would take me at least thirty!

Wait — your father works at Ronald Reagan UCLA Hospital?”

— “Ethan, that’s two minutes less.

Go to reception and ask for Dr. William Wilson —

everyone calls him Dr. W.W.

I’ll let him know you’re coming.”

— “Alright then! What a bossy woman,” I thought as I hurried out.

Emily had always been the smartest of all of us,

which is why she manages the restaurant when the boss is away.

Parker handles the customers — confident and handsome,

though not more than me.

He’s bold, a bit of a pothead, and that’s probably

why the girls like him.

James is the head chef; he taught me everything I know —

well, almost everything.

He’s not exactly great with women.

I love everyone there, but those three are my best friends.
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I arrived at the best hospital in Los Angeles — Ronald Reagan UCLA.

They say that here it’s possible to replace a brain, and even the janitors make good money. I didn’t even want to imagine Mr. Wilson’s salary.

It took me exactly fourteen minutes behind the wheel. The price I paid was being greeted by a receptionist with a thick mustache straight out of the 1980s. He looked remarkably like Charlie Chaplin.

I had hoped to be welcomed by a stunning blonde — someone worthy of a Hollywood star like Dove Cameron.

No one deserves this scene. The man kept staring at me with the expression of someone annoyed — or perhaps angry at his wife.

— “Good morning, sir.”

— “Good morning. How can I help you?” the receptionist said, with an unfriendly smile.

— “I’d like to get to Dr. William Wilson’s office.”

“Dr. W.W., one of the best doctors in the hospital,” he replied.

“You don’t need to go to him; I’ll send someone to deliver the package. You’re quite well-dressed for a delivery guy. Where’s the pizza?”

— I smiled. “Are you serious? A pizza delivery guy?”

— “Just kidding. Emily said you were coming. Go up to the third floor, ask for the oncology department — they’ll give you better directions.”

What communication skills, I thought.

I’m not sure he’s a receptionist — I’m convinced he’s one of Charlie Chaplin’s sons.

Upon entering the oncology area, I saw several patients waiting to be attended.

My curiosity led me to look around — and there, sitting alone, I saw her.

A woman of singular beauty, her face adorned with the distinctive patterns of vitiligo, and her curly hair added a unique aura to her presence.

The experience was marked by an indescribable feeling.

I wondered if this was that so-called “love at first sight.”

On the other side, I noticed she had also seen me — her green eyes were locked on mine.

Without realizing it, I slowly approached her, while she, equally caught in the moment, broke the silence first:

— “Do you have no brakes?”

— “What?”

— “This is the limit — you can’t come any closer.”

(I was surprised and confused.)

— “I’m sorry, I was just… wow, you’re really beautiful. My name’s Ethan. Mind if I sit here?”

— She frowned slightly. “The hospital isn’t mine; you can sit wherever you want. But I’m curious — there are plenty of empty seats. Why choose this one?”

I smiled confidently, observing her. She was a woman of class — wearing a viscose dress and Stephanie-brand flat sandals.

“I like your style. You have class.”

She raised an eyebrow.

— “Wait, do you analyze people’s clothing brands and use that to flirt?”

— I gave a charming smile. “It’s always worked so far.”

— She looked straight into my eyes. “So you’re admitting you’re flirting with me? Look, let’s end this boring conversation. No offense, but you’re not my type.”

I kept my confident expression.

— “Hmm, interesting. I respect your opinion.

But you know, I’ve always been intrigued by people who don’t judge by appearances.”

— “Appearances?” she asked.

— “Yes. You said I’m not your type — based on what you see.

But who knows what’s behind appearances? Maybe what you really need isn’t found on the surface.”

Sophia kept a serious expression.

— “So tell me, what do you think is behind my appearances?”

— I smiled thoughtfully.

“Maybe a person who understands that true beauty goes beyond what’s seen at first sight.

A connection that isn’t built on clothes or brands, but on the authenticity of two souls.

Sometimes the best stories aren’t on the cover — but in the pages no one sees.”

Sophia showed a look of surprise.

— “Reverse psychology.”

— “You’re very smart. I’ll get us some coffee while we wait, all right? I’ll take your silence as a yes. Be right back.”

My return to the waiting room was a lonely one.

Two cups of coffee in my hands grew colder with every step.

A silent expectation filled the air, but when I noticed she had already been called in and was no longer there, a sudden heaviness took over my heart.

I handed the envelope to a nurse to deliver to Dr. W.W.

Sometimes stories unfold when we least expect them.

Life is an unpredictable book, and today I learned that some pages turn while we’re distracted — staring at the steam rising from a cooling cup of coffee.

The sadness wasn’t only because I didn’t find her there anymore,

but because I realized some stories are as fleeting

as the vapor that fades from a warm cup.
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When I returned to work, a duality of feelings invaded my being — swinging between melancholy and a subtle happiness.

While preparing cupcakes, my mind was filled with images of that unique face, marked by vitiligo that gave her a special kind of beauty.

I spoke aloud, “My God, what’s happening to me? Could it be that, against my own will, I’ve been swept away by the overwhelming force of love? No, that’s absurd. Ethan, push that thought away — you only saw her once.”

James: “Ethan, are you okay? You’re smiling and talking to yourself like an enchanted poet.”

Me: “Ah, all good, James. Just daydreaming a little.”

Emily: “Ignore him, James. Leave Ethan alone — he’s inspired today. He made such divine cupcakes that a generous couple left a huge tip.”

Me: “Wait, yes, you!”

Emily: “I didn’t do anything — that was all you.”

Me: “I’m not talking about the cupcakes. I mean your father. He attended a woman I met at the hospital — she must be his patient. Could your father give me her address or phone number?”

Emily: “Ethan, you met a girl — what a surprise. Unfortunately, I can’t help you. My father won’t give out that kind of information; doctors don’t share their patients’ confidential details. And why didn’t you ask for her number yourself?”

Me: “It’s a long story. I didn’t have time… or something like that. You’re an amazing friend. Thanks anyway.”

Emily: “You two can debate this later — I’ve got things to do.”

James: “The famous Ethan Mason, defeated by a woman! You’re getting old, my friend. At least do you know her name? Maybe you can look her up on Instagram or Facebook.”

— “She didn’t mention her name. Wait — I’ll go back to the hospital and use my charm to get some information.”

James: “Good luck, buddy. If you need charm tips, I’m your guy.”

That day I worked nonstop, and exhaustion took over me. I decided I needed a break. Since the next day was my day off, I chose to go back to the hospital.

Luck seemed to be on my side, guided by destiny’s hand.

I looked for information about Sophia all around the hospital, and eventually decided to go once more to the oncology department.

As I entered, my mind drifted to our first meeting — and to my surprise, there she was again, sitting in the same chair, wearing another white dress. It was as if time had looped.

— “What a coincidence.”

— “Ah, you’re the reverse-psychology guy.”

— “Reverse psychology? Oh, yes, I remember. I told you, my name’s Ethan. Why did you run away from me when I went to get the coffee?”

— “I didn’t run away. I simply left. I had already been seen by the doctor before you arrived. My driver came, and we left. What did you expect?”

— “Let’s start over. My name’s Ethan, and yours?”

— “You’ve said your name a thousand times already — I’m tired of hearing it.”

— “Then tell me yours.”

— “What a persistent man! You know what, you’re right. We should start over. My name’s Sophia. Maybe you can get coffee again — to make up for yesterday?”

— “Sophia, what a beautiful name. Are you serious? I can go get the coffee — but you won’t leave again, right?”

— “I won’t leave. Forgive me for yesterday — it wasn’t one of my best days, you understand?”
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