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Author’s Note

This work is a creation of fiction. Names, characters, and references to angels, figures such as Michael or Lucifer, and any elements of a spiritual or religious nature have been used solely for narrative purposes.

They are not intended to faithfully represent doctrines or challenge personal beliefs. The purpose of the Qué es Real saga is not to establish religious truths, but to explore, through imagination, universal themes such as love, memory, sacrifice, and the struggle between light and shadow.

I invite each reader to enjoy this story with an open mind, understanding that it is a work of fantasy literature. Those who wish to find symbols may do so; those who prefer just the adventure may also enjoy it. Ultimately, interpretation belongs to each soul who journeys through these pages.

Prologue

Some stories are not born in the imagination, but in the wound. Tales forged between life and death, when the body falls but consciousness awakens in other worlds. Qué es Real is one of those stories.

It is not only the journey of a man who opens his eyes after the silence of a coma, but the echo of the eternal that dwells within each of us. Here, love and loss, memory and oblivion, intersect with ancient lineages and worlds balanced on the border between the visible and the invisible.

In these pages, the intimate meets the cosmic. The human unites with the mythical. Ultez, Jonathan, Ágata, Kaori, and Mai are not just characters: they are reflections of our own struggles, of that eternal question that burns in our souls: what is real?

This saga, built across three installments, does not aim to provide simple answers. It invites us to walk between light and shadow, between reason and mystery, between the pain that breaks us and the love that rebuilds us. Because, in the end, truth is not found in what we see, but in what we are capable of feeling beyond all boundaries.

May each reader open these pages with an open heart. The journey begins... and what you discover within it could change the way you see reality forever.
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Pay attention.

What do we really know about the spiritual world? Does life exist after death?

Since time immemorial, humanity has whispered tales of realities that transcend the physical. There have been talks of hidden planes, dimensions veiled from mortal eyes, echoes of consciousnesses traveling beyond the limits of flesh. Yet the truth remains an impenetrable veil—one torn only by those who have walked the boundary between life and death.

Countless people who have suffered near-fatal injuries have shared astonishing experiences. They describe seeing a tunnel, a light at the end of the path, feeling a presence, or experiencing an inexplicable peace. Stories abound of those who have stood at the edge of the abyss and returned with memories that defy all rational explanation. These accounts, repeated throughout history and across cultures, suggest that existence may stretch far beyond what we can conceive.

Some claim to have experienced astral projection—to have floated outside their bodies and seen with eyes not made of flesh. Others speak of places where time is not linear, where life is not measured in minutes or hours, but in entire eras of understanding and learning.

These ideas were whispered by ancient cultures—by the Maya, the Aztecs, the sages of old China, and mystics from forgotten ages. It is said that with the maturity of consciousness, the mind can reach what is otherwise inconceivable.

And here begins my story. It is not a story based on theories or beliefs passed down through generations. It is a story lived—experienced in flesh, felt on a plane where the logic of this world no longer applies.

During six days in a coma, I journeyed through an existence that felt like twenty years. I saw. I felt. I understood.

It was not a dream. It was not an illusion. It was real—just as real as the moment my eyes closed in the world we know.

What you are about to read is neither a fable nor a work of fantasy. It is the testimony of a mind that crossed the threshold and returned to tell it.

If the reader seeks absolute answers, they may not find them here. But if they seek questions that shake the foundations of what they believe reality to be, then they are in the right place.
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The Door on the Other Side
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It was just another ordinary day in October 2021... until it wasn’t.

Within hours, my neck stiffened like stone, and the air in the room grew heavy—dense—as if the world itself were holding its breath.

Then came the pain: a burning needle running from the crown of my head down my spine, extinguishing every corner of my body.

The humming began in my skull like distant thunder. It wasn’t a normal sound; it was a chorus of invisible crickets, an ancient murmur striking my consciousness. Within seconds, I lost my hearing—and then, my sight.

Total darkness. Silence that weighed upon me. My body collapsed before I could stop it.

When I opened my eyes, I was no longer in the room.

Before me stretched an endless beach of gray sand and motionless sea. No waves, no wind, no blue sky—only a pale dome without a source of light. The shoreline seemed eternal, unmarked by footprints or signs of life.

It was a world suspended, a place without time where sorrow had substance. Every step felt heavy, as if the sand itself rejected my existence.

I don’t know how long I walked. The vastness mirrored the emptiness inside me.

I thought about my mistakes—about all my “tomorrows” and “laters”—about my mother’s quiet gestures, washing dishes while I promised to help.

That regret followed me like an echo as I moved forward.

There was no heat or cold there, only an immense grayness that seemed to erase my name and my story.

Until, in the distance, something broke the monotony.

A point.

As I drew closer, I saw it wasn’t a rock or a tree—it was a door.

An old wooden door, standing alone in the sand, carved with symbols that shifted before my eyes. It had no frame, no handle, no lock. It simply was, as if it had been waiting for me.

Its mere presence made my spirit tremble—not with fear, but with recognition.

That door was a threshold. To what, I didn’t know.

I sat beside it, feeling the faint warmth of its surface—a pulse, ancient and alive.

And in that moment, I understood that everything before—the beach, the silence, the guilt—had only been a prelude.

The real story began on the other side of that door.
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I tried to move it.

To push it.

To lift it.

But it was useless.

The door lay loose upon the sand—no frame, no hinges, nothing to hold it to the ground... and yet, it would not move.

It was like trying to push a sleeping mountain.

My body trembled—not from effort, but from helplessness.

As if that piece of wood were older than the universe itself, as if it carried within its center the weight of all lost souls.

I pushed with my shoulders.

With my knees.

I kicked.

I screamed...

Or I thought I did.

But there was no sound.

And then I gave in.

I let myself fall onto the sand.

My chest rose and fell with a breath that wasn’t physical—

a voiceless moan, dry, silent... like a sadness that no longer needs explaining.

And suddenly...

tears.

I don’t know if they were real.

I don’t know if, in that plane, one could still cry the way one cries in life.

But something within me shattered like glass under fire.

My tears fell—

not by choice.

It was as if loneliness devoured me without mercy.

A deep surrender.

Total.

And that was when the letters on the door began to shine.

It wasn’t light.

It was understanding.

The carved lines began to arrange themselves before my eyes,

as if they had always been there, but I had never known how to read them.

“ONLY GOD CAN DELIVER A SOUL FROM THIS PLACE.”

I didn’t think.

I didn’t debate.

I knelt.

And there, for the first time in that silent world—

timeless, windless—

I prayed.

I didn’t recite words.

I knew none.

I simply bowed my head

and opened my hands.

Not to ask.

But so that someone—something—could find me.

And it did.

At first, a tremor.

Not in the ground.

In me.

As if my soul shook from within, as if someone were knocking gently on the door of my heart.

Then came the light.

But not sunlight—

there was no sun.

It was an absorbing light, not one that shone outward, but inward.

From behind the door, a white radiance began to seep through.

Without shadow.

I covered my face—

but there were no eyes left to protect.

That light did not blind you...

it passed through you.

And then, the door—

the one that could not be moved by all my strength—

opened by itself.

It did not creak.

It did not shudder.

It simply... parted.

On the other side, there was no room.

No sky.

No hell.

There was another dimension—

a tear in the fabric of the universe.

An invitation.

I did not hesitate.

I stood up.

My legs, weightless,

did not tremble.

They took one step.

Then another.

And as my foot touched the threshold,

the entire world dissolved behind me.

Sand, sea, sky—everything turned to echo.

Only that open door remained...

and my steady step toward whatever came next.

I crossed.

And in that crossing—

as I moved through the light, or fell into it, drawn inward—

I felt something within me unravel.

Whatever force had been holding me up—if there ever was one—

faded away.

My senses went dark, one by one,

until the last thing I lost

was consciousness.
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I woke in panic.

My body trembled, as if a hidden engine were running through my chest.

I was lying down.

My head rested on something warm.

The scent was soft—something like jasmine.

I opened my eyes.

A ceiling of dark wood, lamps swaying to a subtle rhythm...

I was on a train.

And not just that—

my head was resting on a woman’s lap.

Her features were exquisite.

She didn’t look real.

A beauty so serene, so perfect, it almost hurt to look at her.

Her eyes were almond-shaped, dark as ink.

Her skin was pale, almost translucent, and her lips were traced with gentle precision.

One of her hands rested on my chest.

The other, moving slowly, stroked my hair.

She said nothing.

Just watched me—as if she had known me for a long time, as if she wasn’t surprised to find me there, lying down, my soul still trembling.

Beside her, on the seat, her phone was lit.

I could read the last message, sent to someone named Kaori. It said:

“We’re in Jerusalem now, already on board the train at Yitzhak Navon Station, bound for Ben Gurion Airport on the outskirts of Tel Aviv.

Once we reach Terminal 3, we’ll take our connecting flight: first from Tel Aviv to Istanbul, Turkey, and then, after a few hours of waiting, from Istanbul to Haneda Airport in Tokyo, Japan.”

All of it sounded... false.

Impossible.

Was I really in Jerusalem? Had we traveled that far?

How could that be?

Then the woman picked up a small carton.

Milk.

She opened it carefully and took out a plastic stirrer.

With the same hand that had been stroking my hair, she lifted my head slightly and brought the edge of the stirrer to my lips.

She was feeding me.

I didn’t know what to do.

My lips parted by instinct.

The liquid entered slowly, warm.

It tasted clean, fresh, almost sweet—

like milk freshly poured.

It wasn’t just nourishment.

It was care.

And she knew it.

Then she took out a small spoon.

From a little rectangular container, she began to feed me something thick, scentless.

Oatmeal, maybe—

or something pretending to be.

I couldn’t speak.

I had no strength to ask questions.

But she smiled at me, as if she knew exactly what I needed—

as if she had been caring for me for years.

Who was she?

Where had she come from?

Why did I feel as if we had lived other lives together?

Outside the window, the tracks stretched endlessly.

The landscape was dry—low houses, distant fields.

We passed tunnels, stations with Hebrew names, digital signs that blinked and vanished.

I didn’t understand any of it.

But inside me...

something did.

I wasn’t dreaming.

I wasn’t awake either.

It was another reality.

Another plane.

And she—

that nameless woman—

was the first to show me that, even in the midst of everything foreign,

I still existed.
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I don’t know how many minutes passed.

The train kept moving with a steady, almost hypnotic sway.

The woman never stopped watching me.

She didn’t speak. She didn’t ask.

She didn’t seem to need answers.

There was something maternal in her presence.

But also something sacred—

as if she were both nurse and angel at once.

As if her only mission in this universe were to feed me.

With her fine, patient hands, she opened small cardboard containers.

Everything had clean, minimal shapes.

No logos. No brands.

Just white packages with simple letters: “Essential Liquid,” “Oat Substance.”

Everything unmarked. Everything ownerless.

She dipped the stirrer into the milk, turned it twice, and brought it to my lips like a ritual.

I drank. Sip by sip.

Then came the oatmeal.

But it wasn’t oatmeal. It was something else.

A scentless, colorless paste that seemed to want to remind me of something...

as if each mouthful carried a memory.

She caressed my forehead as I chewed.

Sometimes she would stop, and simply look at me—

as if to make sure I was still there.

Her clothing was white.

A long linen dress, seamless.

Her dark hair tied loosely, as if she had just risen from prayer.

There were faint shadows under her eyes, but beautiful ones.

Not from exhaustion—

from a long vigil.

Like someone who has kept watch over another for ages... and has finally seen him awaken.

I couldn’t stop watching her eyes.

They seemed to contain another world.

She hardly blinked.

Her gaze held me, as if her eyes were the anchor keeping me tied to this plane.

She knew I was lost.

She knew I didn’t understand.

She knew something inside me was unfolding that I couldn’t yet name.

And still, she didn’t rush.

She only fed. Only cared. Only waited.

At one point, she wiped my mouth with a small white napkin.

She folded it carefully, placed it in a small bag, and covered me with a thin blanket.

There was no cold, but the gesture was more than warmth:

it was presence. It was love.

The train crossed fields I didn’t recognize.

Sometimes power towers, sometimes twisted trees.

Other times... only fog.

The world outside felt unfinished.

And yet, I was there—

breathing. Receiving. Living.

And she...

kept feeding me.

As if it were the only thing that mattered.

As if that silent, repeated act were the bridge keeping me alive between one world and another.

The train moved on, and she kept feeding me.

Oatmeal without scent.

Without taste.

But with something else—

a texture that stayed in my soul.

It was as if every spoonful that entered my mouth told an ancient story, one I was meant to remember... but still couldn’t understand.

My body accepted it, though my awareness still floated on that border between what was and what had been.

I ate, but it was more than eating:

it was receiving care when you no longer believe you deserve it.

It was letting yourself be held, without understanding why.

It was returning to the human—through the simple.

She didn’t speak.

But with every mouthful, she told me something—

something that could be felt on the skin more than in thought.

My eyes wandered through the train cabin.

The windows were fogged.

Outside, empty fields...

houses scattered as if the world were in retreat.

I saw a notebook on the seat beside her.

It was open—handwritten in English, the letters small but firm.

I leaned slightly and read:

“We’re in Jerusalem, already on board the train at Yitzhak Navon Station, heading for Ben Gurion Airport on the outskirts of Tel Aviv. Once we reach Terminal 3, we’ll take a connecting flight: first from Tel Aviv to Istanbul, Turkey, and then, after a few hours’ wait, from Istanbul to Haneda Airport in Tokyo, Japan.”

It was the same thing I had read on her phone.

I didn’t remember being in Jerusalem.

I didn’t remember boarding that train.

And yet... I was there.

Then I understood: not everything is about remembering.

Sometimes, you simply wake up in the middle of a story that didn’t begin with you—

but has claimed you as its own.

She brought another spoonful to my lips.

The oatmeal was the same—odorless, tasteless, lukewarm.

But I accepted it with a gentleness I had never known before.

And as I chewed, the thought came, sharp and clear:

“Who are you... and why me?”

As if she had read my soul, she leaned in slightly.

She didn’t smile, but her lips moved—

and for the first time, I knew she was speaking to me.

Her eyes shone with a quiet brightness that seemed to contain all the beauty of that place.

A living energy emanated from her.

Then, without saying a word, she wrote in her notebook so I could understand what she wanted to tell me:

—“Don’t worry. We’ll be home soon.”

Home? Where?

I wanted to ask.

But I didn’t.

Because at that moment, resting on her lap, I felt no fear.

I felt that someone knew on my behalf—

that someone held the answers.

And that my only task...

was not to close myself off from receiving them.

So I took the last spoonful.

She wiped my mouth.

Placed the notebook back in her bag.

Looked at me.

And without words, told me

that the journey

had only just begun.
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I hadn’t told her my name.

I didn’t remember ever doing so.

And yet, she spoke it in my mind with a clarity that shook every remaining corner of what was still me.

—“Jonathan.”

I didn’t hear it with my ears.

I didn’t hear it with my body.

I felt it.

As if my soul had been touched from within by a firm, ancient caress.

I turned toward her, but her mouth remained closed.

Her face hadn’t changed.

Her eyes were still fixed on the distant landscape, as though she hadn’t said a thing.

And yet... I knew it was her.

Then she spoke again—this time not with words, but with a voice that wasn’t a voice at all:

—“Don’t be afraid. This is how we communicate. Not everyone can hear this way... but you can.”

A sharpness pulsed through my chest—not pain, but revelation.

She was inside me.

Not as an intrusion, but like someone who knocks at a door and is welcomed in.

—“I belong to an ancient lineage. You won’t understand it yet, but I was born with the ability to speak beyond sound. It’s a gift we inherit—the women of my family.”

She turned toward me slowly, and for an instant, her eyes seemed to ripple.

Not to change—

not to mutate—

but there was something in her gaze that wasn’t entirely human.

A liquid shimmer.

A depth that forced me to look away.

—“I won’t hurt you. We are bound by something you cannot yet remember. But you will, in time.”

I couldn’t speak back, but I could think.

And my thoughts were not private—she felt them.

—“Yes, you’re on a train.”

—“Yes, I’m taking you to our home.”

—“Yes, you’re important.”

—“And yes, our daughters will speak to you this way too... when you’re ready to hear them.”

My eyes grew wet.

I didn’t know how it was possible, but something inside me opened—

like a window sealed for centuries, now creaking under the pressure of a new light.

She reached out and placed her hand over mine.

It wasn’t a gesture of politeness.

It was an alliance.

—“Rest for now. I will care for you.”

And that phrase, spoken in silence, was more powerful than any sound I had ever known.

She had called me by my name.

And in doing so, she returned to me a piece of myself I thought was lost.

Let’s be honest—

for any conscious mind, it should have been obvious by then that something didn’t quite add up.

But I, who had never been loved back, who had carried so much love to give—

though once, yes, there was a name, Carolina—

chose to ignore logic.

I simply accepted being loved,

even if it was a trick of fate.

I surrendered to the role

and embraced that reality

as if it were my own.
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The train stopped gently—

as if it knew my body was still fragile,

as if something within me might break

if the world moved too fast.

The station was white and clean, with tall glass walls that let through a light with no source.

No one seemed to be in a hurry.

People walked in silence, almost in slow motion,

and among their anonymous faces, she—

my caretaker, my savior,

the woman with liquid eyes—

held my arm with a tenderness that tied me back to life.

She said nothing as we left the station.

She simply guided me to a black vehicle, unmarked,

where a driver waited with the rear door open.

I settled into the seat.

She entered after me,

and as the scenery began to slide past the windows,

I looked at her.

There was something eternal in her face.

It wasn’t her youth, nor the perfect symmetry of her features.

It was something else—

as if she remembered things I had not yet lived.

She watched me for minutes without pressing,

as though she knew there was a battle waging inside me

between doubt and certainty.

And then, when silence had made a nest between us,

she spoke.

—“You remember me... don’t you?”

Her voice was neither trembling nor impatient.

She spoke to my thought, to my consciousness.

It was a gentle melody,

like the breeze I never had on that windless shore.

I turned toward her, bewildered.

My lips didn’t respond.

Only my eyes—searching for truth in hers.

She smiled.

Not just any smile,

but the kind one gives when finding what was once lost.

And she said, with a tenderness that sliced through the air:

—“I am Agata.”

—“I am your wife.”

Time unraveled.

The colors beyond the window lost all meaning.

The streets we passed blurred away,

as if the world itself understood that nothing else mattered anymore.

Agata.

That name struck my chest

like a bell rung from within.

I didn’t know why,

but every part of me wanted to cry.

She reached out,

her hand brushing my cheek,

as though she had known me

since before I was born.

And perhaps... she had.

—“You’re coming back,” she said.

—“Even if you don’t understand it yet, you’re coming back to yourself.”

I didn’t know if she meant my soul, my memory,

or a promise I might have once made.

But there, in that originless car,

with a woman who called herself my wife,

I felt no fear.

Agata.

The woman from the train.

The one with the carton of milk.

The one who spoke within me.

The one who gave me my name.

Now she had hers.

And with it—

a reason to stay.
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Her Voice Was Everything
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Her voice was neither trembling nor impatient.

She spoke to my thoughts—to my consciousness itself.

It was a gentle melody, like the breeze I never felt on that windless beach.

She didn’t need to open her mouth, didn’t need to form a single word.

Her voice brushed against my soul as if it had always been there, asleep, waiting for me to awaken.

“Do not fear,” she said within me. “Everything is all right. You are with me.”

She looked at me with tenderness—the same tenderness with which a mother wraps her child on the first day of life.

Only she wasn’t a mother. She was something else—deeper, more intimate.

A presence that already knew me, even if I could not remember knowing her.

Agata.

That’s what she had said. “I am Agata, your wife.”

But in that moment, her voice was more than a name.

It was the only true sound that had existed since I awakened in this new dimension.

She could enter my consciousness like a whisper that didn’t break the silence—it gave it meaning.

Every word of hers was an image, a sensation, a distant memory.

She spoke of a home where flowers bloomed without seasons,

of a garden she tended herself, where I used to sit and write poems I never knew I had written.

She spoke of our daughters, of how they awaited my return.

And she spoke with such sweetness that I wanted to cry.

“I know,” she said, “you don’t remember everything yet. But your soul does. It knows me. It has loved me since before the forgetting.”

Agata didn’t demand that I understand.

She simply sat beside me, her hand on my chest, speaking without words,

as if waiting for my consciousness to bloom slowly, without force.

And it did. Something within me began to dissolve... and something else began to grow.

I didn’t feel trapped, nor free.

I was suspended, at the very edge of a rebirth.

And her voice was the thread that held me together.

That day, there were no more questions—

only her gaze,

only her voice,

only that inexplicable certainty that, amid the unknown,

she was the only home I could remember without remembering.
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Her Home, a Temple
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The city rose like a forest of titanium.

Shining towers, spotless streets, suspended highways... Tokyo never slept.

And yet, in the middle of all that vertigo, there was her home.

As if the heart of a civilization had reserved a space to stand still.

It wasn’t a mansion on the outskirts.

It was the ground floor of a private tower — eighty-eight stories high.

An entire level with its own garden, walled off from the world by tall bamboo.

When the door opened... the world seemed to change tone.

Everything was silent, but not because there was no noise.

It was the kind of silence that knows how to keep secrets.

Dark floors made of a bright, warm material—wood-like, but clearly artificial.

Curtains that opened by thought, not by voice.

Panels of light that didn’t just illuminate, they breathed.

A full-wall window unfolded before us, and beyond it, the entire city spread like a living model.

That was where Agata lived.

Not in solitude — in power.

At the far end, a kitchen of steel and volcanic stone, invisible in design: every door, every cabinet seemed to float.

Fruits arranged with precision upon an onyx tray.

An ancient teapot—cast iron—rested upon a stove that simulated fire rather than touched it.

On the walls, art I didn’t recognize:

paintings of women with serpent eyes, ancestral figures from Japan and Southeast Asia.

A screen concealed a meditation room with a glass floor from which one could see the main zen garden.

Yes, a living garden—within reach of bare feet and open hands.

“You are safe here,” she said, without moving her lips. “No one enters without my permission.”

A silent drone brought warm towels.

Another set the water to boil.

The lights dimmed as she walked toward a side door.

She wore simple clothes: white, loose, without marks or jewels.

And yet, everything about her was richness.

We crossed a long hallway with frosted-glass doors.

One of them opened upon sensing her energy.

Inside—a family room.

Two armchairs, a low table, and a photograph of four people:

Her.

Two girls.

And me.

I froze.

I couldn’t speak.

Something ancient within me broke without breaking.

“Here begins your memory again,” she said tenderly.

“This is your temple, even if you don’t remember.”

She walked toward an inner room and motioned with her head.

When the door opened—the scent.

Tuberose incense.

And a personal altar, with objects I didn’t recognize:

a moonstone, a sealed letter, and a white handkerchief bearing my name written in kanji.

That was when I knew: this wasn’t only her home.

It was mine too.

A temple... within a tower.

In the middle of a city that didn’t know her—yet somehow belonged to her.

I approached the altar as if touching my own past.

The sealed letter looked new, as though placed that very morning.

But the handkerchief...

It smelled like my childhood.

“What is this?” I wanted to ask, but I couldn’t speak.

Or rather, I didn’t need to.

She had already heard me.

“You were loved long before you came here,” Agata whispered within my thoughts.

“That handkerchief holds more history than you imagine.”

I looked at her.

My legs trembled, though I had been standing for a while.

How could she know?

How had something so intimate—so impossible—come to be here?

“She kept it in a box,” Agata said. “I saw it... in a vision.

And I brought it, because you are still bound to her.”

The world moved by a different logic inside that home.

I didn’t know whether minutes or hours had passed.

The only real thing was her gaze.

Agata walked toward a wall panel, touched it three times.

An entire shelf slid silently aside.

Behind it, a hidden corridor.

“Come,” she said.

My steps were slow—not from fear, but because every part of me wanted to stop, to observe, to understand.

We crossed the passageway and entered a smaller, windowless chamber.

A circular space, no corners.

Its walls were covered in symbols that glowed as if they breathed—ancient kanji, Hebrew pictograms, writings I didn’t know.

“This is where I meditate,” she said. “This is where I speak with my lineage.”

“Your lineage?”

She nodded, standing before a serpentine sculpture carved from what looked like living obsidian.

“Not all are born of flesh. Some of us were born of spirit.

My line comes from the crossing of human and ancestral blood.

My mother was a priestess. So was my grandmother.”

The sculpture seemed to move. Maybe a reflection. Maybe not.

“Here we protect what the world isn’t ready to remember,” Agata continued.

“And you... you were chosen long before birth to be part of it.”

I approached her.

I wanted to touch her face.

I wanted to believe that all of this was real—that the train, the house, the altar—weren’t fragments of a deep dream.

She took my hands.

“Don’t think anymore,” she whispered in my mind.

“You’re here. That’s enough.”

A bell sounded in the distance.

Not an alarm.

A ceremonial tone, as if something had begun without anyone giving the order.

She smiled.

“They’re awake,” she said.

“Our daughters.

They already want to see you.”

Then I knew the temple wasn’t complete...

Until I saw them.
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Two Daughters
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The house seemed to breathe differently when they came in.

It was as if the air itself changed rhythm, as if the walls sweetened with their presence.

I watched their bare feet glide softly over the floor—almost floating.

Their gestures and smiles filled the space with a kind of joy that could be felt even in silence.

They weren’t ordinary.

Their laughter carried something ancient, as though the echoes of other generations hid behind every sound.

They appeared at the double doors of the living room like two living gems, dressed in white.

“These are our daughters,” said Agata, her voice blending pride, nostalgia, and an impossible secret.

One was named Kaori.

The other, Mai.

Kaori, the elder, had a gaze that pierced through skin.

Her almond-shaped eyes were as deep as her mother’s, yet softer.

Mai, the younger one, wore eternity in her expression.

Both shared the same porcelain skin, the same long hair—dark as the night that had yet to be born.

They ran toward me as if they’d known me all their lives.

But they didn’t call me father right away.

They stopped a few steps away, looked at me intently... and smiled.

It wasn’t a polite smile, nor a childish one.

It was a smile full of recognition—

as if, even without words, they knew I had always been there.

“We were waiting for you,” said Kaori—without moving her lips.

“We dreamed of you,” added Mai, also speaking from thought.

I froze.

Not from fear,

but because, for the first time, I felt what it meant to be home—

with two beings I didn’t yet understand,

but who already loved me without needing an explanation.

Agata knelt between them and hugged them.

“I told them about you every night,” she said softly. “I told them you would come.”

“And each time they touched the mirror on the altar, they knew it was getting close.”

“The mirror?” I asked.

“A minor portal,” she said. “It only allowed them to feel your consciousness. Nothing more.”

“But now you’re here.”

Mai reached out and touched my chest.

“Your heart sounds different,” she said, curious.

“But it’s not broken.”

“No,” interrupted Kaori. “It’s asleep—like yours was before, Mother.”

The two looked at each other knowingly.

And then I understood:

Agata had told them everything—

or at least enough for them to understand me beyond flesh.

We sat together on the tatami floor.

Agata poured tea into tiny cups.

The girls played with pieces of origami, folding impossible shapes with a precision that didn’t seem human.

Mai handed me a blue paper butterfly.

“So you can fly if you ever leave,” she said.

“But don’t leave just yet.”

I wanted to cry.

I didn’t know why.

It wasn’t sadness—

it was that quiet kind of fire one feels when something perfect is happening,

and you don’t know how long it will last.

“Would you like to see your garden?” Agata asked.

“It will show you what we truly are.”

The girls stood up immediately.

So did I.

But as we walked toward the terrace, I paused.

I looked at their small backs,

the way their hair moved though there was no wind—

and I felt something I had never felt before:

Responsibility.

And love.

A love without logic, without past—

only the present.

We stepped into the garden through a sliding door that seemed to open with reverence,

as if the house itself knew we were crossing into sacred ground.

The garden had a stillness that defied explanation.

Nothing stirred among the branches; not a single bird crossed the air.

Each leaf glimmered as if lacquered.

The stones, perfectly aligned along a white path, led to a plum tree whose blossoms never fell—

as though time refused to move there.

“This is where they learned to speak to you,” Agata said quietly, as if sharing a secret.

“Here?”

“Yes. We sat here every night. They would connect through the water mirror,”—she pointed to a small stone fountain—“not speaking, just listening.”

“Sometimes they laughed, other times they cried. But they knew it was you.”

Kaori approached the tree and placed a flower on her wrist, like a bracelet.

“We always leave something here,” she said.

“That’s how we knew the dream was real.”

Mai hopped on one foot along the edge of the pond.

She looked at me like someone studying a map.

“Daddy, were there gardens where you were?”

“I had one,” I said, “but... not like this.”

“In the place you came from, were there plants and soil too?”

“Yes, but no one talked to them. They were just watered... or cut.”

Mai frowned.

“That’s sad.”

I sat on a flat stone.

The girls moved around me with a familiarity that made it seem as if I had never been gone.

Agata said nothing more. She stood watching—

her eyes not judging, only recording,

as though she were scanning my soul.

Kaori approached me, holding something in her hands—

a small box made of pale wood.

“I made it for you,” she said.

“It’s empty... but it’s for your secrets.”

I took it carefully, afraid to break it.

It was perfect—no nails, just flawless joints.

I opened it. Inside, nothing.

Yet the emptiness had weight.

It was a space—

one they had saved for me.

“Thank you,” I said.

Mai sat on my lap without asking.

She was so light, as if not entirely physical.

She nestled against my chest.

“Are you going to leave again?”

“I don’t know,” I answered.

“Then stay until you do,” she whispered, closing her eyes.

I looked up at the sky.

The clouds drifted softly, dancing with the wind.

The sun didn’t burn—it caressed.

And in that living light, there was something else...

something that didn’t need to be seen to be felt.

Agata came closer and knelt before us.

“Don’t be afraid,” she said.

“They will protect you if I’m not here.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Sometimes what comes next isn’t something I can stop.”

Her voice didn’t tremble—

but her eyes did.

And for the first time, I understood that eternity guarantees nothing.

Even in this world where everything seemed perfect,

something dark could come.

And it would.

But not today.

Today, we were together.
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Princesses
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They lived as if the world had never known chaos.

They played barefoot upon the flawless white marble tiles that lined the inner courtyard.

One spoke to the plants.

The other, to the fish that danced within the borderless pond.

They were mine.

Daughters of my blood—and of something older than my memory.

One bore the name Kaori.

The other, Mai.

Their names danced in my mind with the music of another tongue, yet they never felt foreign.

I did not remember conceiving them.

I did not remember their birth.

And yet, when I saw them, my soul recognized itself in their gestures.

Mai’s laughter was brief—like a sudden chime of bells.

Kaori was quieter; her gaze was that of a feline that already knows too much of the world.

Both carried something I could not name...

a nobility not born of upbringing, but of lineage.

“Papa...”

The voice reached my thoughts without touching my ears.

It wasn’t a word—it was certainty.

I ran toward them.

Mai hugged me first. Her small body molded to mine as if she had always been waiting for me.

Kaori took my hand and placed it on her chest.

“Do you hear that? My heart says you’ve come back.”

I fell to my knees.

My soul broke—

not from sadness, but from a tenderness that burned.

Never in my life had I felt anything so... perfect.

There were no words.

Only two small beings surrounding me, touching my face, laughing as if they had never lost me.

We lived in a house of glass and stone, set among gardens and silent avenues.

They ran through the hallways as if time itself belonged to them.

They woke at six, sang in two languages, and danced in clothes that floated like liquid silk.

And every night they asked me for stories.

But not of dragons.

They wanted to hear how the world had been in my homeland—

the Dominican Republic.

“Will you ever take us there, Papa?”

“Will our grandmother accept us?”

“We’d love to meet our grandmother!”

“Yes!” shouted the other, delighted.

I answered as best I could.

I invented.

I lied.

Or maybe I spoke truths disguised—because even I no longer knew what was real and what wasn’t.

One afternoon, they took me to their secret garden.

Behind a wall of bamboo, where no one else was allowed.

There, on the damp earth, they had written my name—

with stones, flowers, and seashells.

JONATHAN, it read.

And beneath it: eternal father.

I knelt again.

They covered me with petals.

“This is your temple now,” said Kaori.

“No one dies here,” whispered Mai.

I asked nothing more.

I didn’t need to know everything.

I had daughters.

I had a home.

I had a name I had once lost—now made eternal on their lips.

And though I still didn’t understand the purpose of that world,

something in me knew those girls were not mere children.

They were princesses—

daughters of Agata,

heirs to a lineage older than memory itself.



I watched them from the dining room doorway, in silence.

Kaori sat cross-legged on the tatami, reading softly from one of her mother’s books—ancient volumes written in old kanji, bound in engraved wooden covers.

She wore a white flower in her hair—the same one Agata had placed there since she was a baby, or so she’d told me.

Mai, on the other hand, slid barefoot across the polished floor, gliding like a mischievous drop of water, humming a melody that could only exist in this world.

They moved with the freedom of those who live in harmony and love.

I thought of my own childhood—

my games with sticks and bottle caps,

my mother shouting from the kitchen.

The difference was vast.

It wasn’t just the country.

It wasn’t just the language.

It was their nature—something deeper, more ancient.

Something revealed in the way they breathed,

in how they paused to watch a butterfly without touching it,

as if they recognized its soul.

Sometimes I wondered if they were truly children,

or something else pretending to be.

Kaori lifted her eyes.

They were darker than the night on the train.

She looked at me without speaking, yet I heard her:

“Papa, why do you think that?”

I swear I hadn’t said it aloud.

But she heard it anyway.

Mai ran to me and hugged my waist.

Her energy was different—

solar, joyful, charged with a gentle power that melted every doubt.

“Don’t be sad again,” she said, her voice like a temple bell swaying in the breeze.

“Today we’re going to play animals.”

“What animals?” I asked, smiling without effort.

“I want to be a bird of paradise,” said Kaori, closing her book with a ceremonial grace.

“And I want to be a cloud!” shouted Mai, raising her arms. “So I can sleep in the sky with you.”

I embraced them both.

And for a moment—

for one fleeting, impossible instant—

I felt that everything that had brought me here—

the fever, the pain, the train, the door—

had only existed so that I could live this one day with them.

With my daughters.

My princesses.
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They Transformed
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The afternoon fell like a lingering sigh.

The garden —that sanctuary of bamboo, warm stones, and clear ponds— was bathed in a golden, almost liquid light. A trace of jasmine tea drifted from some teapot Agata had left in the kitchen, and at the heart of that paradise, Mai spun in circles with a flower pressed to her forehead, like a butterfly in love with its own flight.

“Faster, Papa, faster,” she called, running around me with her arms wide open.

I pretended to be an ancient monster chasing her through the hedges. She screamed and laughed with that kind of laughter only children have —the kind untouched by chaos or the debts of adulthood. The sound was so perfect I could swear the world stretched itself just to listen.

“Got you!” I shouted, as she rolled over the grass like a ball of cotton.

Everything felt eternal.

Until it wasn’t.

In a heartbeat, the game broke.

The air grew heavy.

The sky didn’t change, but the world —at least the one I knew— did.

Mai froze.

She looked at me.

And then I saw it.

Her soft, smooth skin began to shift.

A dark line crawled down her neck, spreading to her shoulders like living ink.

Her gaze changed hue —first honey, then amber, and finally...

...two black, vertical slits, sharp as blades in the dim light.

“Mai...” I managed to say. But she was no longer Mai.

Her body stretched.

Her limbs fused.

Her mouth opened into a shape no human should possess.

A forked tongue flickered out —and then, with impossible speed, she lunged at me.

A serpent.

Gigantic.

Sacred.

And hungry.

Mai was gone. And what stood before me... was trying to devour me.

“Mai!” I cried, stumbling backward, scrambling to get away.

But before her jaws reached me, a flash of light split the scene.

Kaori.

My eldest daughter, who had been quietly reading under the cherry tree, leapt to her feet without a word. Her body changed, too. Her skin tore like a disguise, and from within emerged another serpent —larger still, its scales shimmering like shattered mirrors beneath the sun.

Both creatures coiled together.

One twist. Two. Three turns of ancient, hissing bodies dancing between teeth and power.

A battle without blood, yet filled with fury.

“Mai, no! It’s Father!” roared Kaori —not with her voice, but within my mind.

I couldn’t move. Not from fear, but from awe.

There was no anger in me, only the certainty that the world which began on that distant shore was finally revealing its rules.

And then...

Agata stepped into the garden.

She walked barefoot, her dark kimono floating like ink over water.

She didn’t run. She didn’t shout.

She simply raised a hand to the wind... and commanded with her voice.

“Now! Human form, now!”

Her tone was so absolute that the bamboo ceased to creak.

The ponds stilled.

Even the leaves seemed to hold their breath.

Both creatures fell to the ground.

Within seconds, they were girls again.

One trembled. The other wept.

“What happened here?” asked Agata —not raising her voice, yet making time itself shrink before her.

Kaori pointed with flushed cheeks.

“Mai tried to swallow Dad! I’m never talking to her again! She’s a bad girl!”

Mai curled into herself, covering her face with her hands.

I knelt beside her. I held her close.

Her small body trembled with a fear that was real and deep.

“Is it true, Papa?” she asked, her voice breaking. “Am I a bad girl?”

I didn’t answer right away.

Because when your daughter asks if she’s the monster in the story, words are useless.

But my embrace spoke clearly.

I held her tight, as if her tears could seep through my skin and cleanse me from within.

Agata knelt beside us.

Her arms wrapped around us both.

Her voice carried no judgment —only home.

“No, my love. You’re not a bad girl. Don’t listen to your sister. We all have sides we don’t yet understand. What matters... is to return. Always return to who we are when we love.”

Our three breaths aligned.

And the garden —witness to sleeping gods— glowed once again in perfect silence.



Mai fell asleep crying, her wet cheek pressed against Agata’s chest, as if her sobs had drained every ounce of strength.

We sat in the living room, on those long, smooth-lined couches that exist only in quiet luxury hotels. The house —though immense— held no echo. Everything seemed designed to protect secrets.

I sat beside them. I could still feel the warmth of the scales I hadn’t touched.

Agata looked at me. Her eyes didn’t ask for understanding —only surrender.

“You’ve forgotten everything about us,” she said, brushing a lock of Mai’s hair away as if wiping away a nightmare. “Your existence has always been part of mine... but you’ve forgotten it all.”

I wanted to speak, but her words reached my mind before my lips could form them.

She spoke directly to my consciousness —as she always had. From the beginning.

Her voice inside me was more intimate than breath.

“I told you I come from an ancient lineage,” she continued. “In my family... we are serpents. Not in symbol, Jonathan. In truth.”

Her eyes didn’t change as she said it. She wasn’t seeking acceptance or forgiveness —only truth.

And somehow, that truth didn’t hurt.

It didn’t frighten me.

It felt like remembering that water is wet, or that fire burns —something that had always been there.

“In time,” she went on, “I had many problems with my parents for choosing you. They never approved of binding our bloodline to a human.”

“Then why did you?” I whispered.

Agata lowered her gaze, holding Mai closer. Then, like uncorking a bottle of wine kept for centuries, she answered:

“Because I loved you.”

“Do you still?”

She didn’t pause.

“I haven’t stopped for a single second.”

Outside, the city carried on —cars passing, traffic lights changing.

But in that room, time was something else.

A time woven from broken memories and fragments of eternity.

“In the early days,” she said softly, “I poured part of my being into yours.”

“What does that mean?”

“I gave you some of what I am. That’s why your soul doesn’t die. That’s why you can cross planes no human has ever walked. You’re not what you once were, Jonathan. You’re no longer just flesh.”

I stayed silent. The weight of her revelation felt like a key unlocking something long sealed within me.

“Mai,” she added tenderly, “still has no control. She transforms and loses herself. Sometimes she forgets reason, forgets who she is. That’s what you saw today. But I’ve been working with her, every day. I can’t force it. She’s still a child. Her soul is complex, powerful. Her love for you is so intense it sometimes turns... uncontrollable.”

“And Kaori?”

“Kaori is different. She’s... an elite within our bloodline. A kind of prodigy, if you will. She learned control at a young age. She has the mind of an elder and the energy of lightning. But that doesn’t make her less dangerous —only more restrained.”

Agata took a slow breath. Her gaze softened with a love that could dissolve worlds.

“My love,” she said —and the word didn’t feel borrowed— “I want to ask you something.”

I turned fully toward her. Mai breathed deeply between us.

“Let’s do whatever it takes to make this work,” Agata said, each word carrying the gravity of a sacred vow.

“If you were to lose yourself... I’d follow you into hell itself.”

“Agata...”

“I wouldn’t abandon you. No matter what happens. Wherever you have to go... I’ll go. I’d do anything for you. I don’t care about the cost. I don’t care about my family’s judgment.”

“Even if this all ends badly?”

She smiled with her eyes —the kind of smile that belongs to souls who have lived many lives together.

“Even then.”

“And if I never remember what we lived?”

“Then I’ll tell you again. Every day. Until you feel it in your bones.”

The lights in the room dimmed, as if they too understood this scene needed no witnesses.

Only us.

The three of us.

A human father.

A mother of ancient blood.

And a sleeping child who would one day understand what it truly means to love.

She Protected Me

From the moment I opened my eyes, my head resting on her lap in that train crossing the night of Jerusalem, I knew she wasn’t there by chance.

Agata hadn’t appeared —she had been waiting for me.

And since then, every day, every detail, every moment confirmed it. She protected me. She didn’t just feed me when I couldn’t hold a glass. She gave me my body back when I could no longer stand.

But her protection went far beyond what could be seen. I knew it that morning, when I stepped out of the bathroom and found a uniform perfectly folded on the bed, beside an envelope containing documents, identification, a bank account opened in my name, and a debit card with more than a generous balance. “I don’t want you to feel dependent on me,” she told me with her eyes, without words. “But while you remember who you are... let me hold you.” That was when I began to observe more closely. The house wasn’t just beautiful —it was functional. Intelligent.

It had sensors on the windows, automatic doors, technology that obeyed her voice, and a network of remote assistants linked to her environment.

It was more than a home; it was a fortress made of invisible glass. Agata wasn’t only the mother of two daughters or the keeper of ancient secrets. She was the CEO —along with her parents— of one of the largest automotive corporations on the planet: Zenshō Motors.

Trucks, SUVs, buses, electric cars, industrial engines —an entire fleet designed under revolutionary technological principles and an aesthetic as pure as the company’s philosophy. The main plants were in Tokyo, but the company’s reach extended through Europe, North America, Africa, and the Middle East.

She never spoke about it, but I saw it in her agenda, in her video calls with trade envoys, in printed reports with three-dimensional graphs projected above the table. I didn’t understand business, but I understood enough to know I was standing beside a woman who held entire continents together with her daily decisions. And still... She protected me. Sometimes she came home tired, faint shadows under her eyes, hiding them behind a gentle smile.

She took off her heels at the door, brushed her hair back with one hand, and came to sit beside me. “How are you today, my love?” she would ask —without moving her lips. And her voice, entering directly into my consciousness, was the safest refuge in that strange, new world. She never asked about my past.

She never pressed.

She simply was there. And with her presence alone, she reminded me that I wasn’t a burden, or a wound, or a stranger.

I was her husband.

Her love.

Her companion on the road. One afternoon, I asked her on the terrace,

“How do you manage to hold everything together?” She was sitting on the edge of a long white wooden bench, her hair loose, legs crossed.

She turned toward me, with that blend of mystery and calm that was so natural to her, and answered: “Because I don’t do it alone. I do it with you —even if you don’t know it.” That night, she let me see her private study.

On one wall, behind a glass case with no lock, stood a small altar.

Two white candles. A photograph of me —younger— beside her, in what looked like a wedding. A black ring resting on red velvet. “I prayed for you every night. For years.” “You prayed?” “Yes. To what you call God, and what I call Origin. I asked for everything to be given back to me... or for me to be taken with you.” In that moment, I understood what it means to be loved.

I understood what true protection is: It’s not just someone guarding your body.

They guard your soul, your dignity, your name.

They guard you even when you’ve forgotten yourself. Agata had guarded me all this time —in the visible... and in the invisible too.



The Serpent’s Fangs The night was long —one of those that doesn’t pass with the clock, but with open eyes.

I couldn’t sleep. Neither could Agata. From the terrace, we watched the sleeping city.

Tokyo glowed like a fallen constellation, yet the air felt strange.

There was tension. We didn’t know it yet, but something was coming. “There’s something I must show you,” said Agata, with that calm that always precedes a storm. I didn’t understand what she meant. She didn’t explain.

She took my hand, and together we descended to the back garden.

The lights of the house dimmed automatically beneath her bare feet. “You’ll be safe here.”

Her words were not metaphorical. She meant it. At that moment, the sensors gave off a low hum.

Someone —or something— was approaching from the alley behind the house. A tall shadow, moving awkwardly, crossed the property line.

An intruder. In less than a second, Agata changed.

She didn’t run.

She didn’t shout.

She didn’t step back.

She moved forward. Her eyes —once almond-shaped and gentle— deepened into something inhuman, like gemstones set ablaze by a thousand winters.

Her skin tightened, as though it barely contained the scales beneath. And when the intruder reached a hand toward me, she opened her mouth.

Not to speak.

To show them. The fangs. Long. Curved. White as split quartz.

They weren’t human teeth.

They were the fangs of her lineage —of a beast older than memory. And without touching him, without a single blow... the man collapsed.

As if the weight of the universe had crushed him in an instant. He fainted. Or fled from his own soul. I never knew which. Agata turned to me.

I didn’t scream.

I didn’t run.

I simply looked at her —with absolute reverence. She closed her mouth slowly. The fangs withdrew, as though they belonged to some perfect machinery that only awakens when absolutely necessary.

And she was herself again. My Agata.

My love.

My protector. She walked toward me, brushed her hand across my cheek, and looked into my eyes. “I never wanted you to see this,” she said —not with her voice, but with her mind. “But you needed to know who I am... what I am... and how far I’ll go to protect you.” I said nothing.

I only nodded.

And I held her —as one embraces their own fate, knowing that even if they don’t fully understand it, it belongs entirely to them. That night, there were no more shadows.

The city continued pulsing beyond our walls.

But inside that house... ...I slept beside the most beautiful serpent in the universe.

And I had never felt safer.
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The Gentle Fear
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I woke before the sun.

The sky was only beginning to pale behind the enormous windows that opened onto the inner garden, where the stones lay perfectly aligned, as if time had never dared to touch them.

Beside me, Ágata slept. Or pretended to.

I couldn’t tell.

Her arms wrapped around me with a delicacy that felt engineered—

as if I had been assigned to her,

as if this entire universe revolved solely to sustain that instant.

And still, I was afraid.

Not the kind of fear that makes you run.

Not the kind that makes you scream.

It was something else.

A soft fear.

The kind that doesn’t paralyze, but lingers beside you.

A fear that makes you think.

Because I loved her.

I loved her with a devotion that silenced every judgment.

But could I love what I didn’t understand?

Could I trust what wasn’t human?

I remembered the fangs from the night before—

the fall of the intruder,

the eyes that turned to fire.

I also remembered her inner voice,

the tenderness with which she protected me,

and how never, not once,

had she hurt me.

I remembered Mai.

Kaori.

Their games.

Their laughter.

Their little accidental transformations.

I remembered everything.

And yet...

I stood up.

Went to the kitchen—

a wide, open space filled with clean lines and technology I didn’t know how to use.

I took a cup, filled it with filtered water, and brought it to my lips.

“You don’t have to be afraid of me,”

came Ágata’s voice from behind, without a sound.

I didn’t flinch.

My body had already surrendered to her presence.

I always knew when she arrived, even in silence.

“I don’t know if it’s fear,” I said without turning.

“Or just... not knowing what I am anymore.”

She came closer and wrapped her arms around me from behind.

Her chin rested on my shoulder.

Her warmth.

Her truth.

“You are mine,” she said. “That hasn’t changed.”

“But I don’t remember anything.”

“You don’t need memory for what we are to exist,” she whispered.

“Love doesn’t need proof. It simply is.”

“And what if one day I can’t do this anymore?

What if I can’t bear what I am—what you are?”

Ágata didn’t answer at once.

Nor did she move away.

Then, with her mouth close to my ear, she whispered—not aloud, but into my thoughts:

“Then I will become small.

I will become a voice.

I will become silence.

I will become a breeze—

and enter you, only to hold you up.

If you fall, I fall.

And if you choose to leave... I’ll follow.”

That was the end of fear.

It didn’t vanish,

but it changed—

into something else.

A strange certainty:

The most powerful love is not the one that convinces,

but the one that stays—

even through doubt.

Ágata held me a little tighter.

And there, in that immaculate kitchen—

surrounded by marble, touchscreens, and spotless shelves—

I chose to love again,

even if I understood nothing.
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I Fell in Love
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It wasn’t an instant.

It wasn’t a sudden revelation, nor an epiphany crowned with trumpets from heaven.

It was something humbler.

Something sacred.

It was seeing them.

Mai and Kaori slept together that night, on the white futon in the east wing.

The younger one clutched a worn-out stuffed animal that looked as if it had been woven through centuries.

The elder slept on her side, facing the window, her expression that of a silent guardian.

Ágata took my hand in silence.

We stood there, watching.

“Look at them,” she said. “That is our legacy.”

“Ours?” I whispered, without thinking.

“Yes. Ours.

You chose me before you came into this world.”

I wanted to doubt her, but there was no room for skepticism.

Not there.

Not after seeing Mai—the girl who had almost devoured me once, out of confusion—sleeping with her eyelids full of innocence.

Not after seeing Kaori, who already understood more about life than I ever would, pressing her lips together as if she held the universe within her dreams.

We left the room quietly.

Returned to the garden.

The bamboo rose in living columns.

The stones, the ferns, the small ponds—everything stood there, suspended in stillness.

And then I stopped.

Ágata turned when she noticed I wasn’t following.

“Is something wrong?” she asked, inside my mind.

I didn’t answer.

I just looked at her.

Her silhouette bathed in moonlight.

Her hair loose.

She wore a linen robe—white, open like the horizon.

Her eyes didn’t belong to this world,

and yet everything in her asked me to stay.

Ágata...

The serpent.

The executive.

The mother of my daughters.

The one who spoke without lips.

The one who cared for me without asking for anything.

The woman who had loved me beyond death.

“I fell in love with you,” I said.

Her eyes flickered, and for an instant, I thought I saw a glimmer of fragility.

“Again?” she asked.

“Again.”

She stepped closer.

Took my face in her hands.

And kissed me.

Not like a wife.

Not like a goddess.

Not like a creature born of millennia.

She kissed me the way one kisses someone they’ve waited for all their life.

And there, between the bamboo, the pond, and the warm stones of the garden...

I was reborn.

Not because I understood.

Not because I remembered.

But because, at last—

I chose to stay.
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The Japanese House
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There was something about that house that could not be explained.

It wasn’t just its design.

Not the pure lines of its architecture, nor the sliding doors, nor the corridors made with impeccable technology, not even the inner garden that seemed to breathe with its own rhythm.

It was something else.

A stillness.

A kind of stillness that wasn’t the absence of movement, but the presence of peace.

As if every corner of the house knew it had been built to guard something sacred.

A family.

I lived there.

That alone was a miracle.

I slept on a warm futon, over tatami that smelled of sandalwood and time.

I woke to the soft vibrations on the floor when the girls ran through the hallways, to the breeze that moved the paper door frames, or the gentle stirring of air when Ágata swept nearby.

The house was spacious, with high ceilings and large windows that allowed the light to enter without asking permission.

Everything had order, but no rigidity.

It was like living inside a constant ceremony, where every act —tea, food, sleep, even silence— had a purpose.

And yet, the house was no museum.

It was a home.

Mai would leave her toys scattered across the living room.

Kaori turned pages slowly, moving her lips as she read, lying on the floor.

Ágata cooked as one meditates.

And I... I walked through that house as someone walks inside a body he has finally learned to recognize as his own.

There were afternoons when we opened the sliding doors and let the air from the garden come in.

Mai sat on my lap. Kaori talked without stopping. Ágata smiled from the kitchen.

And I thought: I don’t know how I got here... but this is life, and I don’t want it to end.

Sometimes I wondered if time passed in that place the same way it did elsewhere.

Were there years? Months?

I didn’t know.

But in that Japanese house, the days were filled with something I had almost never felt in my previous life:

wholeness.

And though there were still many questions I could not answer...

though somewhere in my soul still burned the echo of a windless beach and a door in the sand...

For now, just for now,

I lived here.

And it was enough.

I did not remember the moment that house became my home,

but my body did.

It moved with a new fluency: opening doors, pouring tea, embracing without anxiety.

My hands no longer trembled. My voice —though I barely spoke— had weight.

The inner world had quieted, as if someone had finally closed the floodgate of pain.

And that house... held it all.

Sometimes I would wake in the middle of the night for no reason.

There was no silence, yet no sound either.

I could feel the murmur of water flowing in the garden—not a river, not a storm, but something more intimate:

as if the earth were breathing through a hidden spring behind a moss-covered stone.

Outside, the wind swayed the trees without making them tremble.

Everything was control. Everything was harmony.

In the hallways, small paper lanterns hung from the ceiling.

They weren’t decoration.

They were memory.

Ágata once explained, while lighting one, that each lantern represented an important moment:

Mai’s birth, the signing of the company’s first global contract, their wedding anniversary.

I didn’t remember any of it, but the story in her eyes was so vivid that just seeing her was enough to believe.

And the girls...

Mai, with her drum-like laughter, filled the house with mischief.

Sometimes she transformed by accident —a scale on her neck, a faint change in her voice— and Ágata would call her softly back to herself.

Kaori was different.

She observed everything like an old soul trapped in a flower’s body.

She asked questions no adult could answer without stopping the world.

One afternoon, while we were having a snack on the tatami, Kaori asked me:

“Daddy, what happens if someone forgets who they are, but still loves?”

I didn’t know what to say.

But Ágata, without looking up, said from the kitchen:

“Then they haven’t forgotten anything. They’re just remembering from another side.”

There, everything was like that.

Metaphor.

Truth.

Presence.

Love that needed no explanation.

And though my memory remained broken, my soul did not.

In that Japanese house, even if I didn’t know the road that had brought me there, I felt —without a doubt— that I had returned.

I didn’t know from where.

Nor for how long.

But I had returned.

And that was enough.
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Agata Cooked in Silence
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She woke before the sun.

As always, at exactly 4:50 a.m., without the need for an alarm.

Her body was trained by years, her mind by generations.

Ágata was not an ordinary executive.

She was the only daughter of the Nishikawa clan—owners of Zenshō Motors, one of the most powerful automotive empires on the continent.

From compact city cars to massive export trucks, her parents—Yoshinobu and Emiko—had led the board since the company’s founding.

But for the past three years, it was Ágata who made the decisions that truly moved the global machinery.

Despite her power, she had no chauffeur.

She preferred to drive herself in a luxury electric car —one designed by her own company— to stay connected to reality.

She dressed with restraint, though each garment cost more than a month’s salary for an average executive.

That Monday, before leaving, she stopped by our room.

I was still asleep.

I felt the touch of her hand on my hair, and her voice —the one that never used her mouth— whispered:

“Today will be a long day. Don’t wake up sad.”

When I opened my eyes, she was already closing the door, her bag on her arm and her executive folder in hand.

Her footsteps faded.

The house fell into silence.

And yet, hours later, when she returned —punctual as always, at dusk— she carried none of the stiffness of meetings, nor the urgency of metrics, nor the tone of reports.

She came back clean, as if all the power of the day had been left outside when she slipped off her shoes at the threshold.

She came back a mother.

She came back a woman.

And then, she cooked.

There were no words.

Ágata did not speak when she cooked.

She moved as though every action were part of an ancient sacred ritual:

the rice boiled for exactly the right time, the vegetables aligned like brushstrokes in a painting, the fish barely touched the heat.

The girls knew this was a special moment.

They played softly, near but never interrupting, as if they understood that their mother was doing something greater than preparing food.

And I watched her.

From the doorway of the dining room, arms crossed, soul overflowing.

How could a woman who spoke with her mind, who could alter her own body, who led a multinational company...

also be the same one peeling carrots with tenderness?

Once I asked her why she didn’t have kitchen staff, or why she never ordered from restaurants.

She smiled and said,

“The kitchen is where I put things back in order.

Where my lineage and my humanity embrace.”

I didn’t know exactly what that meant.

But I understood.

In that minimalist kitchen —of pale wood and pure lines—

Ágata created something more than food.

She established a rhythm.

An invisible pulse that made everything else —the house, the days, even my mind— work better.

That night, as on so many others, she served the dishes with meticulous precision.

The girls said itadakimasu, as tradition demanded, and we began to eat.

Ágata said nothing.

But her food spoke for her.

And her silence... was the most beautiful language of all.
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The Girls Played Barefoot
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The house had a backyard.

It wasn’t large. But in its simplicity... everything was alive.

The plum trees stood perfectly pruned.

A cherry tree seemed to breathe in rhythm with the wind—when the wind decided to blow.

And farther back, almost in a corner untouched by the noise of the city, stood a wooden box where they kept polished stones, tiny cups, folded handkerchiefs, and nameless secrets.

Mai and Kaori always played barefoot.

Always.

It was a rule they had made for themselves.

They said, “The earth understands better when you step on it without lies.”

I sat on the porch steps, a cup of tea in my hands, watching them chase each other through laughter that carried no weight.

Mai ran with her arms stretched wide, as if she could fly.

Kaori, the older one, followed with a look that blended tenderness and responsibility.

“Don’t touch that, Mai...” she’d say—

But her sister never listened.

Mai was a whirlwind.

A fire without edges.

She was that part of me I still hadn’t fully remembered.

Sometimes they spoke to each other without making a sound.

I knew it.

Their gestures would still, their eyes would half-close, and then they’d simply laugh or nod.

Invisible conversations.

Words woven into thought.

And though I never said it aloud, I could hear fragments—

like distant echoes tangled in my consciousness.

“Dad thinks he can’t hear us...” Mai would whisper in her mind.

“But he does,” Kaori answered. “He’s been listening since before he came back.”

They made me part of their game without knowing.

Or maybe they did.

One afternoon, Mai ran toward me, her hands full of mud.

“Look!” she shouted without speaking. “I made a house for the spirits!”

It was a small mound of wet earth, with little sticks as doors, petals as a carpet, and a white stone in the center—like an altar.

“Spirits?” I asked, with the voice that still felt new to me.

Mai nodded seriously.

“The ones who haven’t been called by their true name.”

Kaori, behind her, murmured,

“Grandmother says you were one of them, before Mom remembered you.”

I didn’t know what to say.

Because it was true.

There was an invisible line dividing what I was from what I remembered being.

But seeing them there—barefoot, free, radiant—

I knew that line could be erased.

That I didn’t need to understand everything to feel that I belonged to them.

Agata came into the garden later.

She was holding a small glowing device in her hand, but when she saw us, she sighed—as if reminded of what truly mattered.

She sat beside me.

And in silence, together, we watched our daughters dance on the grass,

as if they were part of a choreography only eternity knew.

For a few minutes... the world became simple.

Barefoot.

“Do you know what day it is?” Agata asked, without taking her eyes off the garden.

I shook my head softly. I still found it hard to count days since I’d woken up in her arms.

“It’s Thursday,” she said, stroking my hand with those slender fingers—the kind that give orders over the phone and save worlds in silence. “Thursday... the day you always said was good for nothing.”

I smiled. I didn’t remember saying that, but it sounded like something I would.

Mai came running again, climbing into my lap without asking, with the certainty of someone who’s always belonged there.

Kaori followed, more cautious, but smiling with a light that filled the room.

“Daddy, I dreamed about you before you came,” Mai said.

“Oh, really? What did you dream?”

“I dreamed you were a bird that didn’t know how to fly, and you fell from the sky into this house.”

“And Mom caught you,” Kaori interrupted. “Because Mom never lets anyone fall.”

Agata said nothing, but her eyes half-closed as if holding something sacred between her lashes.

I could only look at my daughters and think:

How could they have loved me before I even knew how to love them?

•
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When the sun began to sink and the shadows stretched like broken promises across the lawn, Agata stood up.

She brushed off her beige skirt and announced,

“I have to go. The Executive Council meets tonight. It’ll be a long one.”

“And what are you there?” I asked, still unsure how her world worked.

“I’m part of the Council. Only daughter of the founders. Chief Executive Officer. A deciding voice in international projects.”

She turned, smiled with quiet irony.

“And the cook at night—when you let me.”

“That’s true,” I teased. “I take the spoon away when I feel like playing chef.”

She leaned in and kissed me slowly, timelessly.

“Promise me you’ll stay home tonight. No wandering through memories.”

I nodded. I didn’t yet know why she said it, but I did.

The girls hugged her one by one, then watched her disappear through the dark gate of the garage.

•
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Later that night, the house filled with subtle movements and an air that seemed to move by its own will.

The soft lights asked for no explanation, and the scent of sandalwood lingered as if refusing to leave.

The girls were asleep.

I stayed awake.

I walked the halls like a man exploring his own private museum:

each picture a fragment of history,

each piece of furniture a memory I hadn’t yet remembered.

I entered Agata’s office.

There were diplomas in Hebrew, Japanese, and other languages I didn’t recognize.

On the desk: a photograph of the four of us—her, the girls, and me—standing before a frozen lake.

“When was this?” I wondered aloud. “Where was my mind? What part of me lived this?”

And then I understood something:

These girls didn’t just play barefoot in the garden.

They played over my soul.

They had walked through the corridors of my memory before I even knew they existed.

And still...

they loved me.
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They Called Me “Dad”

[image: ]




It wasn’t just the sound.

It was the certainty.

Dad.

That word — when they said it with their small voices inside my thoughts, inside my consciousness — didn’t sound like a title...

It sounded like a home they had built for me before I knew how to return.

The next morning unfolded slowly.

The sun filtered through the Japanese curtains as if it, too, wanted to step barefoot into the house.

Kaori was already in the kitchen.

Mai was still asleep, her tiny arms wrapped around one of mine as if I were her stuffed animal.

I stayed there, still, sensing how the house breathed at its own rhythm — as if it knew I was now part of it.

It was a living place, full of rituals I didn’t yet fully understand.

Rituals that included me.

When I got up, Kaori handed me a cup of tea with her steady little hands.

“Here, Dad. I made it, just like Mom taught me.”

Dad. Again.

And even though I’d heard it before, it struck differently this time.

“Thank you, sweetheart,” I said, still unsure if I had earned that name.

She smiled, as if no explanation were needed.

“Mai’s still sleeping. She dreams about you. Always.”

I sat beside her on the tatami.

The house was calm. Only the electric kettle hummed its quiet song, and somewhere far away, a bird crossed the sky’s cables.

“Since when do you call me that?” I asked.

Kaori thought for a moment. Her face — mature for her age — was a reflection of Agata.

“Since always. But sometimes you didn’t answer, like you didn’t know it was you.”

“Did that bother you?”

She shook her head.

“Mai gets angry. I just wait. Mom says love teaches you how to wait.”

•
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That day was different.

Mai was already awake when we went out to the garden.

She walked a few steps ahead of us, but when she saw me stop, she turned.

Then she ran toward me with that unstoppable joy of hers —

and threw herself into my chest with the trust of someone who’s never known doubt.

“Daaaad, I dreamed you were a dragon!”

“Oh? And what did that dragon do?”

“He ate rice and slept a lot,” she giggled. “Like you.”

We all laughed. And then, without thinking, I said:

“You know, sometimes I have trouble remembering.”

“Remembering what?”

“Everything that came before you called me that.”

Mai looked at me with those wide eyes, as if she knew things she wasn’t supposed to say.

“It doesn’t matter,” she said. “I’ll keep calling you Dad. And one day you’ll remember everything too.”

•
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We spent the rest of the day together.

We ate sweet rice cakes, watched strange Japanese cartoons.

Mai fell asleep on my lap that afternoon while Kaori told me about her home lessons.

That night, lying in bed, I stared at the ceiling for a long time.

“Dad,” I repeated silently —

as if that word could rebuild me from the inside out.

I didn’t have all the pieces yet,

but they were assembling me slowly,

with love.

And I...

I let myself be built.
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The Bamboo Garden
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There was a corner of the house I always returned to.

It didn’t matter how tired I was, what time it was, or what mood I carried.

I could walk through the entire mansion without thinking too much,

but when I reached the bamboo garden—everything stopped.

There, time did not speak.

It was a hidden space, tucked behind one of the side rooms, enclosed by sliding doors of frosted glass.

When opened, they revealed that intimate sanctuary — a small stretch of dark, damp soil,

crossed by dozens of slender, towering bamboo stalks.

Green, silent—some bending slightly,

as if listening to what was happening below.

The ground was covered with volcanic stones,

and a narrow path of gray slabs led to a lacquered wooden bench, curved like a crescent moon.

Sometimes I went there alone,

and sometimes with Mai or Kaori — but never with both at once.

It was as though the garden itself decided whom it wished to receive.

That day, I went alone.

I sat on the bench, watching drops of dew fall from the leaves for no apparent reason.

It wasn’t raining, yet there was always water suspended in the air —

as if the place itself perspired memories.

I saw a firefly drift between the stalks. Then another. Then none.

The bamboo rose so high it seemed to touch a sky I could not see.

And yet, it cast no shadow.

There was no sun there — only clarity.

As if the very space emitted its own invisible light.

I felt that this garden had existed before the house,

that it belonged to something far older.

Perhaps a sacred refuge.

Perhaps a witness.

There was something subtle beneath the stalks —

a vibration, an echo, a faint breathing that did not come from me.

As if the garden itself were alive.

I extended my hand and touched the trunk of one of the bamboos.

It was warm.

Then I remembered Agata’s voice, the first time she spoke to me about this place,

just days after bringing me home:

“Never cut a bamboo,” she said.

“They are alive — and they remember.”

I never knew if she meant it metaphorically or literally.

But I didn’t dare touch another.

I leaned back on the bench, my eyes fixed on the unseen sky.

I thought of God.

Of my mother.

Sometimes I wondered if I had lived something before this.

Because here — with Agata and the girls — everything felt so real,

that whatever had come before was beginning to blur,

like the echo of something that no longer hurt.

Like a story told by another voice — one that was no longer mine.

I sighed and remained silent.

And in that silence, someone arrived.

Agata.

She wore a white kimono with black ink flowers.

Barefoot. Her steps were as soft as an idea.

She sat beside me without speaking.

I wanted to ask her something,

but she simply leaned in, rested her head on my shoulder,

and spoke inside my thoughts:

“This place lies beyond time.

That’s why you and I never grow old.”

My eyes closed without me noticing.

And the bamboo garden breathed with us once more.

The garden kept breathing with us.

Agata stroked my face with the slowness of centuries.

Her fingers traced my brows, my cheeks —

as if reading me anew.

As if every line, every curve,

were sacred scripture she had known since before time.

“It was a long day,” she said softly.

“We had three meetings with the international partners.

We’re developing a new electric mini-truck model.

It will launch first in Oslo.

But all I could think about was coming home.”

She looked at me and smiled.

The garden filled with that invisible radiance

that only blooms from those who truly love.

“My parents send their regards,” she added.

“They’re excited to visit on Sunday.

My mother wants to see the girls...

and she says she misses hearing you talk about your strange ideas to your granddaughters.”

We laughed quietly.

The night remained untouched.

A gentle wind — something more than mere wind —

a kind of magic that made this night different,

moved the bamboo just enough

to let them breathe with us.

The fireflies had returned:

one here, another there — timid lanterns in the dark.

“And you?” I asked. “Was your day that hard?”

“The hardest part,” she said, “was being away from you.”

She lowered her gaze, then raised it again.

Her eyes were two liquid mirrors where only one image fit — mine.

“I was desperate to get home,” she continued.

“Sometimes I think it’s unfair to split myself between the world and this home.

But I do it because I want to make sure our daughters never lack anything.

And because I want to give you the life you deserve...

though you already give it to me, just by existing.”

The crickets — or something like them — sang at the garden’s edge.

The house was silent.

The girls were asleep.

The lights were out.

Only this scene remained:

two souls beneath eternal bamboo,

speaking as if nothing else existed.

Midnight arrived like a sigh.

And in that moment, something changed in her gaze.

She stopped talking.

She leaned in.

She kissed me.

But it was not a light kiss — nor a casual one.

It was ancient, hungry, filled with centuries held back.

As if the whole universe had been compressed into her lips.

As if all the time we spent apart —

the years I’d forgotten, the days she carried alone —

exploded in that touch.

Agata took my hand — firm, certain, intimate.

Without a word, she led me through the silent halls of the house.

I didn’t need to ask.

Her eyes were the answer.

Her steps, an ancient poem my body already knew.

We crossed the foyer.

Climbed the stairs.

The room was waiting —

dim, warm, alive.

There, the door closed.

And what happened next, dear readers,

shall not be told.

For there are things that cannot be written in ink —

only with skin,

with memory,

with the eternity of a sacred night.
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The Nights Were Long

[image: ]




The nights were long — but not because of sleeplessness.

They were long like dreams one never wants to end.

Long like stories told without a conclusion, because an ending would mean loss.

Long like the embrace of someone unseen for many lives.

We slept together, but not always at the same time.

Sometimes I woke in the middle of the night and felt her awake —

sitting at the edge of the bed, looking out the window.

Her back straight, her hair loose, her silhouette carved by the distant glow of streetlamps.

She seemed to be listening to something I could not hear.

Other times, she wrapped herself around me,

as if afraid the world might come to reclaim me.

She held me with such force that I could feel her soul enveloping mine.

And then I slept — deeply, without dreams.

Only her warmth.

Only her scent.

Only the certainty that as long as she was near, nothing could touch me.

The girls slept like wild angels.

Sometimes tangled with each other, sometimes each in her own corner.

At times, Mai murmured in her sleep in a language I didn’t know.

Kaori would get up, go to her, touch her gently —

and calm would return as if by magic.

They were not ordinary children,

but I no longer thought of that as something strange.

It was our family.

Yes — the nights were long,

but they were full of life.

I remember one in particular.

The bamboo garden whispered its windless song.

Outside, the city slept.

Inside, Agata wove silence with her presence.

She served me a cup of tea I couldn’t identify,

and we sat in the living room, not speaking.

There was no need.

“Are you happy?” she asked at last.

I looked at her.

“I don’t know if it’s happiness,” I replied.

“But it’s the closest I’ve ever been to something like it.”

She nodded.

“For me too,” she said.

“Even if the nights stretch longer, even if time doesn’t flow the same since you returned... this is everything I ever wanted.”

We fell silent again.

The clock struck three fifteen.

But in this house, time was a tamed animal.

It moved slower.

Or perhaps, it didn’t move at all.

Yes — the nights were long.

And in that stretching of time,

I was being reborn a little more each day.

Because love, when it’s real, never sleeps.



There was peace.

Not the false peace of an afternoon without shouting —

but true peace, deep and whole,

as if everything that once hurt had been drained, absorbed,

delicately removed by hands that knew how to heal.

Waking beside Agata was like waking in the center of a sanctuary.

Sometimes she was already up, walking barefoot through the house,

reviewing reports on a tablet, leaving voice notes —

her tone firm yet gentle.

Other times, she waited with breakfast served,

the girls beside her, waiting for me

as if the day could not begin until I appeared.

There was peace.

No memories of pain.

No urgency.

No fear.

Every corner of the house seemed alive,

but not with a life that interrupted —

a life that welcomed.

The walls did not speak,

but if one stayed silent long enough,

one could feel them listening.

Agata would glance at me while cooking,

and I was learning to read the messages behind her gestures.

A touch to her hair meant I missed you.

A prolonged silence while serving rice meant I need you close.

And when she took my hand without a word —

it meant everything else.

There was peace even in the routine —

in making the beds with Kaori,

in watering the balcony plants with Mai,

who always ended up soaked from head to toe

and still insisted she was the best gardener in the world.

Sometimes I wondered if that peace was real.

If it wasn’t just a loan —

a temporary truce before the next abyss.

But then the girls would run to me, laughing,

and Agata would close the door of the home

as if sealing the world outside.

And everything felt right again.

I felt like someone whom the universe had forgiven without explanation.

And even without understanding why —

I accepted.

There was peace.

And though some ancient part of me whispered

that nothing in life is eternal,

I held on to that moment like one holds a star between their fingers —

knowing it would only shine for a while...

but that while would be enough to save everything.



Then my thoughts were interrupted

by her impossible tenderness.

She looked at me as if I were an ancient temple —

not for what I had lost,

but for all that I still had to give.

Her presence erased any shadow of doubt.

Nothing else was needed:

the world was already complete just by seeing her there.

Then, without warning,

while silence curled up between us,

she whispered into my thoughts:

“Would you like me to read you something I wrote for you... before you came back?”

And she began to recite.
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Agata’s Poem – “I Waited for You in the Still Breeze”
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I waited for you in the still breeze,

where the willows do not sway,

and the river quiets itself

to hear my heart speak your name.

In every flower that never bloomed,

I saw you coming — as a promise.

You slept within my soul,

like the sun behind the mist.

Your absence was my root,

but also my garden.

I cared for your shadow

as one tends to ancient wine.

I did not fear time.

I let it pass over me,

knowing that if you were mine,

the universe would bring you back.

My nights were altars,

my days, lanterns lit.

I did not cry...

I only learned to breathe without air.

When I opened my eyes,

it was you.

Not a memory,

not a dream.

You.

And even if everything is lost again,

let me be lost with you.

Because without you,

I do not know how to be.



She finished reciting without moving.

The silence that followed was more powerful than her words.

I couldn’t say anything.

I simply leaned forward, pressing my forehead against hers.

And in that gentle contact, a cycle closed —

one we hadn’t known was still open.

The night grew even quieter.

Outside, there were no stars,

but within us,

they were all shining.
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There Was Something Strange
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Sometimes at night, while Kaori and Mai slept and Ágata managed her tasks from the living room with the dim lamp on, I would stay out on the terrace, a blanket over my legs, gazing at the distant city.

From our modern house—where bamboo marked the borders and glass stretched wider than the walls—I could see life moving below: trains, lights, glowing windows. Everything kept going, as if the world had no awareness of me. And maybe that was what felt strange. I was alive, yet without noise. I breathed, yet left no trace.

It wasn’t sadness. It was a kind of continuous wonder—like realizing, suddenly, that you’re still a child inside a man’s body and can’t remember when the change occurred. That’s how I often felt: as though time had passed without asking my permission.

Ágata would say those reflections were part of my process. She would touch my forehead and smile.

—“You’re still remembering who you are, my love. Little by little.”

And I believed her. Because when she spoke that way, the universe fell silent to listen.

One night, she came down from the second floor carrying a tray with hot tea and rice sweets she had made herself. She sat beside me without a word, studying me for a moment—like someone contemplating a painting they still don’t fully understand.

—“What are you looking at out there?” she asked.

—“Everything,” I said without thinking. “And at the same time... nothing.”

She nodded, her eyes full of tenderness.

—“Sometimes, when you’ve been asleep for too long, seeing while awake can feel strange.”

I didn’t answer. I just took her hand.

The strange thing wasn’t her. Nor the house. Nor the girls. Nor the silence.

The strange thing... was that, for the first time in my life, I felt at peace.

So much peace, it almost hurt.

And if pain was the price for feeling alive, I was willing to pay it again and again.

After the tea, we stayed quiet. The clock struck eleven-thirty. Outside, the city seemed asleep, yet Ágata didn’t look tired. She was still wearing her work clothes—a blue linen blouse with a soft collar and pearl-gray trousers that fit her as if they’d been made just for her.

Suddenly, a light flickered on over the touch table in the living room. The smart panel recognized her face from a distance. An incoming video call. The company logo appeared in the air, white on black: ZENSHŌ MOTORS GLOBAL.

She didn’t seem surprised—only sighed, like someone who had expected this moment all along.

—“Excuse me,” she said softly. “This will be brief.”

She approached, slid a finger over the glass, and answered.

A man in his fifties appeared on-screen, suited, glasses glinting, hair neatly slicked back. He spoke in Japanese, but I understood everything—not through words, but through tone. His voice carried meaning across the silence.

—“Agata-sama, I’m sorry to disturb you so late... but the assembly plant reports from Nagoya don’t match the third-quarter projections. There’s something irregular with the export batches to Brazil. The figures were altered internally.”

She listened in silence, then tilted her neck slightly, as though she’d been holding tension for hours.

—“Who else has access to the master panel?”

—“Only you, your parents... and, well, one of the assistant directors with temporary authorization.”

Ágata lowered her gaze. Her voice changed—still calm, but colder.

—“Check the IPs. Verify the latest manual entries. And cancel the next shipment of parts to São Paulo until further notice. Don’t tell my father yet. I’ll handle this myself.”

—“Hai, Agata-sama.”

The image dissolved with a faint glow. The room fell back into shadow, lit only by the corner lamp.

Ágata stood there, motionless, staring at her reflection in the table’s glass. She didn’t seem angry. Not even worried. But something in her shoulders had shifted—an almost invisible tension, a shadow on her face that hadn’t been there before.

I walked closer and laid my hand over hers. She looked at me, that perfect blend of power and tenderness that defined her completely.

—“Nothing serious,” she said, almost to herself. “But someone’s been playing with things they don’t understand.”

I asked nothing more. Because in her world, there were levels of silence worth more than any word.

And in that instant, as she walked toward the study to review the access codes, her figure seemed taller, stronger... and more distant than ever.
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She Didn’t Sleep
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The house fell into a silence that wasn’t natural.

I sat on the couch, the taste of tea still lingering on my tongue, while Ágata moved through the corridors like a shadow dressed in blue. She turned on the projector in the study, and the walls came alive with graphs, names, maps, and numbers I couldn’t fully understand—though I could feel their weight.

Ágata wasn’t just an executive. She was the heir—the quiet heart of that colossal company. And that company, ZENSHŌ MOTORS GLOBAL, was a giant that could not afford to stumble. In her world, an anomaly in the data could become a crack at the foundation of an empire. And right now, someone had opened that crack from the inside.

I watched her from the doorway of the living room. Her hair, loose, fell down her back like a cascade of ink. The light from the touch monitor cast moving shadows across her face. She read lines of code and text with the same instinctive precision with which a mother recognizes her child’s cry.

—“It doesn’t make sense,” she murmured. Not to me. To the air, to the system, to her trained memory.

She traced a path in the air with her finger. The screen split. Two windows opened—records from Nagoya, shipment authorizations. Everything legal. Everything in order. But there it was: a duplicated sequence. A falsified digital signature. A name that didn’t belong.

—“Ishikawa Ren,” she read softly. “He never worked here. Who put him into the network?”

I took a step—barely one. She noticed, without turning.

—“They’re using ghost routes to divert chassis,” she said. “Someone from inside is draining resources. If my father finds out before I fix it, this will become an internal war.”

Her hands closed into fists. Her knuckles turned porcelain white.

Then she turned. Saw me. Her expression changed.

As if she suddenly remembered she wasn’t alone.

As if she remembered us.

She turned off the monitor with a swift motion. Darkness returned, except for the faint glow of the lamp in the living room.

She walked toward me slowly—with the same resolve she carried into meetings, deals, boardrooms—but now it was different. Now she was Ágata, the woman. My wife. The mother of my daughters. My everything.

She sat beside me. Looked at me for a long time. Then said:

—“Love... let’s leave this problem for tomorrow. Let nothing ruin our moment. Even if the world keeps collapsing tomorrow... tonight, I want to be with you.”

She didn’t need to say more.

She leaned in and kissed me—with hunger, with tenderness, with that perfect balance that only those who have waited lifetimes to love can possess. Her hands moved across my face, as if she needed to confirm that I was truly there.

—“Don’t let me go,” I whispered.

She smiled. “Never.”

And what happened after that... remains censored.
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Ágata’s Eyes
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The sun had set without a sound. The girls were asleep, the garden stood still, and I... I watched her.

Ágata sat by the large window that opened toward the bamboo grove. Sometimes she closed her eyes; other times she simply stared into nothing, as if the world itself wasn’t enough for her. Even in her stillness, she moved inwardly. I knew it.

The paper lamp cast a soft light that barely touched her cheeks. She held a cup in her hands but didn’t drink. She just kept it there—warm, steady—as if its heat could hold her together too.

I approached quietly and sat beside her. She said nothing.

—“What are you thinking about?” I asked, brushing my fingers against hers.

And then she looked at me.

Her eyes.

They weren’t human. They never had been.

For the first time, I understood everything. What I had refused to see... I saw now. Not as something monstrous, but as what it truly was: an inheritance, a lineage, a truth that could no longer be denied.

Her pupils, though gentle, weren’t entirely round. There was a subtle elongation there—a vertical slit, like that of certain creatures who can see even through the densest darkness. They didn’t frighten me. But they were... different.

Ágata noticed.

—You see it now, don’t you? she whispered into my thoughts.

I didn’t answer. I just looked at her.

—It’s always been there, she continued. But your mind refused to accept it. Until now.

She caressed my face. Her fingers were warm, firm, serene.

—“I don’t want you to be afraid,” she said aloud. “I’m not something that came to harm you. I’m the one who has lived for you—since before you even knew how to say my name. You know me, Jonathan... deep inside. You just forgot.”

—“Why now?” I asked at last. “Why let me see this now?”

Ágata set the cup on the floor, crossed her legs, and took my hands.

—“Because your soul is maturing,” she replied. “Because you’re getting closer to remembering... even if you still don’t understand what that means.”

The light flickered. The night breathed around us.

—“Does changing mean leaving?” I asked.

Ágata lowered her gaze. It took her a while to answer.

—“I don’t know yet,” she said finally. “But what I do know is that if you leave... the world splits open for me. Not because of what I lose, but because of what I stop being.”

I held her. Not because I was afraid. Not because I wanted answers. But because it was her. Because it didn’t matter whether she had human blood or scales beneath her skin. She was Ágata. And I loved her.

For minutes, we said nothing. We just breathed together.

—“Come,” she said at last, standing.

We went out into the garden.

The moon was high. The breeze that didn’t exist seemed to want to be born for the first time. Ágata knelt on the grass, barefoot, her hair falling like a veil. She loosened part of her kimono and revealed the base of her neck. There—beneath the skin—I saw them.

The scales.

Not many. Not coarse. Not frightening. They were soft, like metallic petals grown from the soul—like leaves from a tree that only exists in other planes. They shimmered faintly.

—“This is my lineage,” she said. “An ancient line. We are not creatures of evil. We are not shadows or beasts. We’re simply another kind of soul... older, more sensitive, more awake.”

I looked at her. I felt something strange—a mixture of reverence, vertigo, and immense tenderness.

—“And you...” Ágata placed my hand over her heart, “...you’re the only one who has ever looked at this without turning away.”
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