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​Dedication


I dedicate this book to all those who believed in me—especially when I was lost between the pages.

To the friends who never asked “When will you finish?”, but simply waited.

To the ones who whispered “Write,” even when I didn’t know where it was going.



But most of all – to you, Mama.



If you’re holding this book now, your eyes following each word – know this: every single line here carries you within it.



When I went quiet – you still heard me.

When I doubted – you wouldn’t let me stop.

Your quiet faith was stronger than any editor, rewrite, or inner critic.



You never asked for a perfect book.

You just wanted me to write what I feel.



And I did.

Because I knew you would be the first to read it.

And the last who would never leave my side.



Thank you for being the light on this long journey.

You are my lighthouse.

You are my beginning. 



Lastly – and most deeply – I thank my husband.



For the kind of support that doesn’t need noise to be felt.

For never once making me feel like I needed to earn the time I spent writing.

For holding space for the woman I was, the one I was becoming, and the one I still wasn’t sure how to be.



You never laughed when I talked about my characters as if they were real people. You listened.

You let me read you scenes while I was still unsure if they made any sense.

You reminded me that meaning doesn’t come from perfection, but from honesty.



Thank you for reminding me who I am when I get lost inside a story.

Thank you for carrying the silence with me when I had no words left to give.



This book holds pieces of me—but also pieces of you, even if you never wrote a word.



Without your quiet faith, I may have stopped.

Because of your presence, I never did.





– Your Sandra































Elijah:





“I didn’t love you like an assignment.

I loved you like a mistake I never wanted to correct.”
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Gabriela:







“I wrote to escape.

But only when everything broke did I realize—

I had written myself anew.”
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Sometimes, to understand who you truly are, discovery isn’t enough.

You need loss.

Not answers—but the kind of questions that tear through silence.

Not light—but a darkness so deep, you’re left with only one thought:

Who am I now, when everything I was has shattered?

This story isn’t about one woman.

It’s about any of us.

Those who loved one-sided.

Those who tried to survive when everything they believed in fell apart.

Those who searched for themselves in others, and grew tired—until they realized:

no one will save you unless you allow yourself to awaken.

While writing this novel, I walked alongside Gabriela.

At times, her pain pierced through my skin.

Sometimes I wanted to rescue her.

But most of all, I had to learn to let her rescue herself.

If you’ve ever felt too fragile, too sensitive, or too lost—this story is for you.

Because maybe the light we’ve been searching for was never out there.

Maybe it was always burning quietly inside us.

Only no one ever taught us how to see it—

when the dark speaks louder.










The Start ..

The hospital ceiling was too white. That sterile, silent light held no warmth, no mercy.

It hurt.

Like a cold stare—open, but hollow.

Gabriela lay on her side, her gaze fixed on the corner where two walls met.

She no longer tried to count time.

She only felt the blood.

Again.

The third time.

Or maybe the fourth—if she counted that one time she hadn’t even had time to believe the life inside her was real.

A doctor stood at her feet—her voice calm, professional. Too familiar for a moment that should never feel routine.

“We can no longer hear a heartbeat,” she said.

That was it.

Like a sentence.

Like a hook dragging silence deeper.

The door opened. Tomas walked in—slowly. As if he hadn’t just arrived late.

As if he hadn’t wanted to come at all.

His face was blank. No shock. No grief.

“It’s over?” he asked.

Gabriela didn’t answer.

She had cried in the car when she first felt the blood.

Now—only emptiness.

The kind that breathes inside you like a wound without blood.

“You’ll need to stay overnight,” said the doctor, placing paperwork on the table.

“We’ll monitor your condition. And if needed, a psychologist can come in.”

Tomas nodded. Gabriela didn’t move.

As the doctor left, he turned toward the door.

“I have to go. The office called. Urgent client. Try to get some rest.”

“You’re leaving me here?”

Her voice was barely audible. Fragile.

“Gabriela... there’s nothing we can change now. You need to rest. I’ll come in the morning.”

He didn’t touch her.

Didn’t run his hand through her hair.

Didn’t take her hand.

Just grabbed his jacket—and left.

And when the door closed, Gabriela knew:

That was the last moment she still believed he cared.






That night, she was alone.

In a hospital room where the silence felt heavier than the air.

It rained outside—softly, as if the sky was ashamed of its pain.

She clutched the pillow to her chest—not for warmth.

But so something, anything, would feel like an embrace.

She felt only emptiness.

Not the kind that comes when someone leaves a room.

Not the kind that waits in an empty home.

But the kind that breathes inside your body.

A belly that once carried life now proof that life had left.

It was the third time.

“You may go home tomorrow,” the doctor said.

Her voice was calm, but carried a practiced distance.

“Physically, you’re stable. Just... monitor your emotional state.

And continue the medication.”

Gabriela looked at the small bottle on the bedside table.

Sertelyn.

The same pills she had taken after the first time.

And the second.

Now—again.

The psychologist sat beside her.

No computer. No notebook.

Just a person who stayed.

“Gabriela, what are you feeling right now?”

“Emptiness,” she replied. “Not sadness. Not fear. Just... a vacuum. Like someone cleaned me out. Until I shone.”

“Does it feel like a loss?”

“No.

I didn’t even have time to understand I had something.

It’s like a dream you didn’t get to finish.

Like a body that gave birth to nothing.

Like a writer who lost the plot.

Like a person still waiting for the light—

and only now realizes it was never coming.”

The psychologist nodded.

Said nothing.

Sometimes, the best answer is presence.

“The third time,” Gabriela whispered.

“And Tomas... he left as soon as he heard.

He said, ‘Message me if you need anything.’

As if I had misplaced a lunch order, not lost a child.”

“What did you need?” the psychologist asked gently.

“For him to stay.

To be there.

To, for once, not walk away.

But maybe I always choose the ones who know how to leave better than how to stay.”

The psychologist placed her palm on the bed—not to touch her, but to be near.

“How long have you been holding yourself together?”

Gabriela smiled. Bitterly.

“Too long.

Every time hoping it would hurt less.

But it hurts more.

With every loss, I peel away.

Like being more naked before myself.”

Silence.

“Have you ever thought this might not be your fault?”

Gabriela held her breath.

“No.

I always thought I was wrong.

Broken.

Something inside me—damaged.”

The psychologist stood.

Moved toward the window.

The hospital light beamed in, merciless.

“Or maybe...

you were simply born into a world not made for sensitive souls.

And yet—you chose to stay in it anyway.”

That night, when the light in the room dimmed, Gabriela reached for the blank notebook the psychologist had left.

She wrote her first sentence:

“If the light never came—maybe I was meant to carry it.”






The room was too silent.

Not the kind that soothes.

The kind that presses down.

That hangs in the air like smoke.

Gabriela sat on the edge of the bed, dressed.

The shoes—left neatly by the door by a quiet nurse—waited like a ritual no one spoke aloud.

She glanced at her phone.

No message.

No call.

Even though she had told Tomas she was being discharged.
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