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DEDICATION

For those who felt what they shouldn’t...

and couldn’t stop anyway.

For the hearts that crossed silent boundaries,

that chose desire even when they knew the cost.

For the glances that said more than words,

and the moments 

that should never have existed... but did.

And for you—

who understands that 

some feelings aren’t meant to be explained...

only lived here. 
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Chapter 1: 12:30 A.M.
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The apartment was quiet in the way only late nights could be—soft, still, almost suspended.

12:30 a.m.

The digital clock blinked faint red across the room.

Briar Anderson lay curled on the couch, her laptop resting against her knees, the glow of the screen painting her face in pale light. Outside, Tennessee slept. Inside, the only sound was the occasional hum of the heater... and the turning of pages she wasn’t physically holding.

She was deep inside another ARC.

Alpha Wolf Who Never Likes Rejection.

She had already read worse.

But this one—

This one was special.

“I am not gonna fall,” the Alpha growled, “because I am the one and only alpha wolf in this flock.”

Another wolf scoffed. “That was your father. Not you. And us—we are not alpha. So how are you so sure... especially when you don’t even have a girlfriend, while I have three?”

The Alpha’s eyes burned. “How dare you question my masculinity?”

The lone runner replied calmly, “I questioned your claim. Not your masculinity.”

Briar stared at the screen.

Then—

She burst out laughing.

Not a soft chuckle.

Not a polite smile.

A full, uncontrollable, middle-of-the-night laugh that broke the silence like glass.

“Oh my God—” she whispered, trying to breathe, “this can’t be serious...”

She pressed her hand over her mouth, but it only made it worse.

From the bedroom—

A shift.

A groan.

“Briar...”

Ryan’s voice, heavy with sleep.

She froze for a second, then turned toward the hallway.

“I’m sorry,” she said, still holding back laughter. “Go back to sleep.”

A pause.

Then the blanket rustled.

“What is it?” he mumbled. “I just fell asleep... you know how much I have to wrap up this week.”

His voice wasn’t angry.

Just tired.

Always tired lately.

Briar hesitated.

Then smiled again, unable to resist.

“Just listen to this part,” she said, half-whispering, half-excited. “You’ll love how bad it is.”

A small sigh came from the room.

“Go ahead...”

She sat up straighter, clearing her throat dramatically.

“I am the one and only alpha wolf—”

She started laughing again before finishing the line.

“Wait, wait—listen to this reply—”

She read it again.

And again.

But something strange happened.

The third time—

It wasn’t as funny.

Ryan didn’t respond.

At all.

Briar glanced toward the bedroom.

Silence.

Then—

A soft, steady sound.

He was already asleep.

She stared at the doorway for a moment longer than she needed to.

The smile faded slowly.

Like a song losing its rhythm the second time you play it.

She closed the laptop halfway, the screen dimming, the words disappearing into shadow.

For a second, she considered waking him again.

Just to finish the joke.

Just to feel that shared moment.

But she didn’t.

Instead, she stood quietly and walked into the bedroom.

Ryan lay on his side, breathing deeply, completely gone to sleep again. One arm was stretched awkwardly across the pillow.

She gently lifted it and placed it back beside him.

Careful.

Automatic.

Familiar.

They were going to Bali next week.

Anniversary trip.

Ryan had a DJ set there—one of his international gigs—and it lined up perfectly. Work for him. Escape for both of them.

A win-win.

That’s what they called it.

Briar had already taken time off from the library. A full week. Finally, she’d be able to focus on what she loved most—reading, reviewing, discovering indie authors without interruption.

It should have made her excited.

And it did.

Didn’t it?

She walked back into the living room and opened the balcony door quietly.

Cold air slipped in, wrapping around her bare arms.

Outside, the night was still.

A thin layer of fog hung low, softening the edges of everything. Streetlights glowed dimly through it, like distant thoughts trying to stay clear.

Briar stepped out and closed the door behind her.

For a moment, she just stood there.

Listening to nothing.

Feeling—

Something.

She pulled out a cigarette.

Lit it.

The first inhale was slow.

Deliberate.

She exhaled into the fog, watching the smoke disappear into something heavier than itself.

“Alpha wolf...” she muttered under her breath, a faint smile returning.

But it didn’t stay.

Because suddenly—

She understood the line.

Not the arrogance.

Not the ridiculous claim.

But the part underneath.

The quiet, unspoken thing.

The loneliness.

The moon hung above her—pale, distant, untouched.

And for the first time in a long time—

Briar felt it.

Not sadness.

Not regret.

Just...

Distance.

Behind her, Ryan slept.

Inside, her life was stable.

Predictable.

Safe.

And yet—

Standing there in the cold, wrapped in silence and smoke—

She felt like something inside her had already stepped away.

Some stories don’t fall apart all at once.

They fade.

Line by line.

Like a joke you read twice—

And stop laughing at the second time.

Next week—

Bali.

She didn’t know it yet.

But that was where the story would begin.

For real.
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Chapter 2: Alpha Morning
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The phone rang somewhere between sleep and waking.

A sharp, repetitive sound cutting through the softness of morning.

Briar shifted slightly, her eyes still closed, her hand searching blindly across the bedside table.

Too late.

The ringing stopped.

Silence returned.

She opened her eyes slowly.

The room was filled with pale morning light, soft and indifferent. For a moment, she just stared at the ceiling, trying to gather herself from the fragments of sleep.

Then she turned her head.

Ryan’s side of the bed was empty.

Cold.

Briar exhaled quietly and sat up.

“Of course,” she muttered.

She pushed the blanket aside and walked toward the kitchen, her steps slow, unhurried.

The apartment felt different in the morning.

Less warm.

Less alive.

A sticky note was attached to the fridge.

She peeled it off and read:

Baby, had to leave early for the production house.

Make your own breakfast.

Love you.

Briar stared at it for a second.

Then placed it back.

No reaction.

No disappointment.

Just—

Expected.

She moved to the counter and reached for a bowl.

Oatmeal.

Milk.

Simple.

Effortless.

Her kind of breakfast.

Cooking had never interested her. It felt like time taken away from something more important.

Reading.

That was her world.

Stories. Manuscripts. Raw, unpolished emotions sent by strangers hoping to be understood.

That was where she lived.

And maybe—

That was the only place she truly felt something.

The phone rang again.

This time, she picked it up.

“Vicky.”

She didn’t need to check.

“Briar, my love!” Vicky’s voice burst through the line, alive, dramatic as always. “I’ve been calling you since morning!”

“I just woke up,” Briar replied, leaning against the counter. “I slept late.”

“Reviews again?” Vicky laughed lightly. “Come on, honey... when are you going to step into the real world? Experience butterflies, colors, something that actually breathes?”

Briar rolled her eyes, though a faint smile touched her lips.

“Oh please, Vicky. Save your poetry. You know I’m an ARC reader.”

“And what masterpiece has stolen your soul this time?” he teased.

Briar picked up her laptop, reopening the file.

Alpha Wolf Who Never Likes Rejection.

She smirked.

“That.”

There was a pause.

“Ouch,” Vicky said. “That sounds aggressive.”

“It’s hilarious,” Briar replied, laughing again. “You should read it. I swear, I’m about to give him 0.01 stars so he learns not to punish readers with this kind of writing.”

“Hey,” Vicky said gently, his tone shifting. “Don’t take it that personally. Maybe it’s his first book.”

Briar leaned her head slightly against the cabinet.

Silence lingered for a moment.

“Don’t rate someone’s entire existence based on one performance,” he added softly.

Briar smiled faintly.

“Vicky, I think you should quit your fashion designer job and join me. You’d survive one day.”

Vicky laughed.

“Honey, I already know you’re tired.”

Another pause.

Then—

“Let’s meet. Quick coffee. My lunch break. You need a mood reset.”

Briar glanced toward the window.

The light felt sharper now.

Clearer.

“Okay,” she said. “Give me thirty minutes. I’ll take a quick shower.”

“Perfecto,” Vicky replied playfully. “See you soon.”

The call ended.

Across the country—

In another city under the same morning sky—

Rabat Valdés sat alone in his apartment.

Victoria was bright that morning.

Too bright.

The kind of brightness that made it impossible to hide from your own thoughts.

A blank document glowed on his screen.

Cursor blinking.

Waiting.

Nothing came.

Rabat leaned back, running a hand through his hair, exhaling slowly.

“Nothing...” he murmured.

No story.

No hook.

Just silence.

His phone rang.

He picked it up without checking.

“Hola, Elena... ¿qué tal?”

A soft smile formed on the other side.

“Bien, mucho,” Elena replied warmly. “What are you doing so early?”

“Trying to write,” Rabat said, glancing at the empty page. “Or at least pretending to.”

She laughed lightly.

“So? Did you find a topic?”

He smirked.

“No, cariño. Nothing yet. How’s the bank?”

A sigh.

“Stressful. It’s a heavy week. But I’m managing.”

Rabat nodded slowly.

“We’ll fix that in Bali.”

A pause.

Then—

“Rabat...” her voice softened. “I don’t know if I can go.”

He straightened slightly.

“Why?”

“Tax season. Deadlines. Everything is piling up.”

Silence stretched between them.

Rabat looked out the window.

Blue sky.

Endless.

“I’ll wait until the last day,” he said calmly. “In case you change your mind.”

Another pause.

“Maybe,” she replied. “Let me focus on work for now.”

“Should I come by for lunch?” he asked.

“No,” she said gently. “I won’t make it today. We’ll make it up at dinner.”

Rabat smiled faintly.

“Of course.”

A beat.

“Love you.”

“Love you too.”

The call ended.

He placed the phone down slowly.

Then reached for his coffee.

Steam rose from the cup, drifting upward, dissolving into the quiet air.

Rabat walked to the window and stood there, watching the sky.

The city moved.

Cars.

People.

Life.

But inside—

Still nothing.

Just a blank page.

And thoughts that refused to take shape.

He lifted the cup to his lips.

Paused.

And let the rising steam blend with the white clouds beyond the glass—

As if somewhere between them—

A story might finally appear.
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Chapter 3: Between Coffee and Confession
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Vicky was already inside when Briar arrived.

The café buzzed softly with late-morning conversations, sunlight spilling through the large windows and warming the wooden tables. The scent of fresh coffee lingered in the air.

Briar stepped in, her hair still slightly wet from the shower, falling loosely over her shoulders. A pair of dark shades rested on her face, hiding her eyes.

Vicky noticed immediately.

He let out a soft whistle.

“Damn, Briar... you look beautiful.”

She removed her sunglasses as she walked toward the table, completely unfazed.

“Did you order yet?”

Vicky smirked.

“Of course, darling. Your usual—low-carb salad. And for me, BLT with eggs.”

“Good,” she said, pulling out the chair and sitting down. “No surprises.”

Vicky leaned forward slightly, studying her.

“Are you happy with Ryan?”

Briar didn’t hesitate.

“Yes. We are.”

Vicky tilted his head.

“Are you?”

That—

That made her pause.

Her fingers lightly traced the edge of the table.

“I don’t know,” she admitted quietly. “It was beautiful... last year. The night we met. New Year’s Eve. Everything felt... perfect.”
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