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Dedication

To those who carry truths they were never taught how to speak.

To the silences between heartbeats.

This story is for you.
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This book contains fictional representations of relationships, romance, and supernatural elements. All events, characters, and dialogue are imagined. Any resemblance to real persons or real-life events is coincidental.

Reader discretion is advised for sensitive themes, including intense emotions, psychological tension, and personal discovery.
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Introduction
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Some truths do not vanish because they are false.

They disappear because we are afraid of what they will change.

The Truth We Avoided is a story about destiny discovered too late, love awakened too soon, and the quiet cost of ignoring what the soul already knows.

It is about fire that does not destroy—but reveals.

It is about love that asks for courage, honesty, and the willingness to face what you have been avoiding your whole life.

This is a story of finding oneself, confronting the past, and claiming what has always been yours—the freedom to choose and the love that waits on the other side of truth.
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Chapter 1

The Mark That Changed Everything
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Lyra had always believed that ordinary days were the safest kind.

They didn’t demand courage. They didn’t ask questions. They passed quietly, like shadows that never noticed you standing still. For most of her life, she had built herself around that idea—stay unnoticed, stay unharmed.

That morning began exactly the way she liked it.

Muted sunlight filtered through the thin cotton curtains, brushing the walls in soft gold. The ceiling fan hummed overhead, steady and predictable. From the kitchen came the familiar clatter of cups and the faint aroma of tea leaves simmering in milk. Her aunt moved through the house with the gentle rhythm of routine, humming an old tune Lyra had heard since childhood.

Nothing was wrong.

And yet, before Lyra even opened her eyes, she felt it.

A stillness.

Not peace—something sharper. As though the world had paused between breaths, suspended in a moment that refused to move forward. Her chest tightened, breath catching halfway in, and her heart began to beat faster without reason.

Lyra sat up slowly.

The room looked the same. Pale walls. A small wooden desk cluttered with notebooks and pens she rarely used. Books stacked unevenly near the bed, their spines cracked from rereading favorite lines instead of living them. Everything was exactly where it should be.

So why did it feel like something had already gone wrong?

She swung her legs off the bed and stood, steadying herself. The unease followed her like a shadow. She crossed the room and pushed the curtain aside, peering down at the street below.

The town was waking up.

A vendor arranged fruit on a cart. A woman swept dust from her doorstep. Somewhere, a bicycle bell rang, bright and ordinary. Life continued, unbothered by the strange weight pressing against Lyra’s ribs.

“Relax,” she murmured. “It’s just another day.”

But the words felt hollow the moment she spoke them.

She turned away from the window and reached for the sweater draped over her chair.

The instant the fabric brushed her forearm, heat flared beneath her skin.

Lyra gasped.

It wasn’t pain—not at first. It was sudden warmth, intense and spreading fast, like touching something alive. She froze, heart slamming against her chest, fingers tightening around the sweater.

“What—”

The heat surged again, stronger this time, spiraling up her arm in waves. Panic flooded her senses. She yanked her sleeve back, breath shaking, eyes locked on her skin.

For a heartbeat, nothing looked different.

Then light bloomed beneath her flesh.

Golden lines emerged slowly, glowing as though lit from within. They curved and twisted across her forearm, forming symbols she had never seen before yet somehow recognized. The markings pulsed softly, like embers stirred awake after years of ash.

Lyra staggered backward, her legs hitting the edge of the bed. She dropped onto it, staring at her arm as though it belonged to someone else.

“No,” she whispered. “This isn’t real.”
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