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DEDICATION

“Dedicated to the forbidden love we crave—

the kind destiny denies, yet our souls refuse to surrender.

The one that lingers in every stolen glance,

every breath drawn too close, too deep.

A touch of heaven wrapped in sin,

a fire that consumes without mercy—

pulling us into a life of reckless desire,

where passion doesn’t ask... it takes.”
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Chapter 1: The Sound Before Silence
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The road was empty.

Too empty.

A pale morning light stretched across the mountains of North Vancouver, cold and distant, like a sky that refused to feel anything at all. The asphalt shimmered faintly beneath Valeria’s speeding car, the hum of the engine cutting through the silence like a blade.

Her fingers gripped the steering wheel—tight, almost trembling.

Her knuckles had turned white.

She didn’t notice.

Or maybe she didn’t care.

Her breath came uneven—sharp inhales, shallow exhales—like her body had forgotten its rhythm.

She shouldn’t be driving this fast.

She knew that.

But slowing down meant thinking.

And thinking meant remembering.

And remembering... was unbearable.

Only hours ago—

She had stepped into a different world.

One she thought was hers.

The key had turned softly in the lock.

A familiar click.

A familiar place.

Home.

She had imagined his face when he saw her—surprise, warmth, maybe even that quiet smile he used to give her when words weren’t enough.

After a month of brutal training—salt air, sleepless nights, commands barked into the wind, psychological drills that stripped emotion down to control—she had returned not as the same woman who left.

She had returned stronger.

Sharper.

Ready.

But not ready for this.

The door had opened without resistance.

Inside, everything felt untouched.

The faint scent of his cologne still lingered in the air—warm, familiar... intimate.

Her bag slipped from her shoulder and landed softly on the floor.

A small, ordinary sound.

The last ordinary thing she would hear that day.

Then—

A sound.

At first, it was barely there.

A whisper between walls.

But then it grew.

Slowly.

Unmistakably.

A rhythm.

A breath.

A voice.

Not hers.

Valeria’s body stilled.

Her heart didn’t race.

It didn’t break.

It paused.

“Control your reaction. Observe first. Act later.”

The voice of her instructor cut through her thoughts—calm, precise, unyielding.

It wasn’t advice.

It was conditioning.

She moved.

Slow.

Measured.

Each step placed with intention, like she was walking through a field of glass.

The hallway felt longer than she remembered.

The air is heavier.

Thicker.

With every step, the sound sharpened—soft, fragmented, intimate in a way that made her skin tighten.

She reached the bedroom door.

Her fingers hovered over the handle.

Warm metal beneath cold skin.

For a moment—

She hesitated.

Then she turned it.

The door opened just enough.

A narrow line.

A single glimpse.

And that was all it took.

Pedro.

And a stranger.

Entwined in a moment that used to belong to her.

Lost.

Unaware.

Unapologetic.

The room carried a heat that didn’t belong to her anymore—a closeness she could almost feel pressing against her chest.

Something inside her shifted.

Not shattered.

Not yet.

Just... displaced.

Her breathing stayed steady.

Too steady.

Her face remained still.

But her eyes—

Her eyes saw everything.

Every detail.

Every movement.

Stored. Filed. Remembered.

“Don’t explode.”

The whisper returned.

Colder this time.

Stronger.

Valeria stepped back.

Silent.

Invisible.

She closed the door gently.

As if nothing had happened.

As if everything hadn’t just ended.

After that—

She moved like a machine.

Her bag.

The closet.

Hidden.

Erased.

Her hand reached for the keys.

No shaking.

No hesitation.

The door opened.

Closed.

And she was gone.

Now—

The road stretched endlessly ahead of her.

The car surged forward.

The engine growled beneath her control.

Or what little control remained.


	


	


	




The wind howled against the windows.

Trees blurred into shadows.

The world outside lost its shape.

Inside—

It was louder.

The sound.

That sound.

It replayed.

Again.

Again.

Again.

Her grip tightened.

Her chest tightened.

Something sharp rose in her throat.

“Stop...”

Her voice barely escaped.

A whisper.

A plea.

But the memory didn’t stop.

It twisted.

Echoed.

Lingered.

The speed climbed.

Higher.

Faster.

As if outrunning it was possible.

Then—

A curve.

Sudden.

Unforgiving.

Time fractured.

Her pulse slammed.

Her hands jerked the wheel.

The tires screamed.

The world tilted.

Impact.

A violent crash tore through the silence as the car slammed into a tree. Metal crumpled. Glass shattered. The force surged through her body like lightning.

The airbag exploded open.

A brutal, suffocating impact against her chest.

Her head snapped back.

Her vision burst into white—

Then dimmed.

The engine died.

But the horn—

The horn screamed.

Endless.

Relentless.

A hollow cry into the empty morning.

Valeria’s hands loosened.

Her body sank.

The taste of metal lingered faintly on her tongue.

Her breath faded into something distant.

Unreachable.

And slowly—

The world slipped away.

Darkness.
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Chapter 2: The Weight of Silence
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The house was full.

But Rabat had never felt more alone.

The door had barely opened when small footsteps rushed toward him.

“Baba!”

Two voices.

Bright. Warm. Alive.

Before he could even set his bag down, his daughters threw themselves into his arms, holding him tight as if he had been gone for years instead of weeks.

Rabat smiled.

A real smile.

The kind that softened everything.

He bent slightly, wrapping his arms around them, closing his eyes for a brief moment as their laughter filled the space inside him that the world could never reach.

This—

This was why he endured everything.

But the warmth didn’t last.

“Finally.”

The voice came from behind.

Cold.

Sharp.

Unwelcoming.

Rabat slowly opened his eyes.

Taz stood there, arms crossed, her expression unreadable—but her tone carried everything.

“I had to handle everything alone again,” she said, her voice rising. “Do you even realize how exhausting that is? Or you just don’t care?”

The words came fast.

Familiar.

Too familiar.

Rabat didn’t respond immediately.

Not because he didn’t have anything to say—

But because he had learned not to say it.

“Stay calm. Don’t react. Control the moment.”

The training echoed in his mind.

The same words.

The same discipline.

He gently released his daughters, placing a soft kiss on their heads.

“Go play, okay?” he said quietly.

They hesitated.

Then slowly walked away.

Now it was just the two of them.

Rabat looked at Taz.

Not with anger.

Not with frustration.

But with something quieter.

Something heavier.

“I’m sorry,” he said.

His voice was steady.

Calm.

Sincere.

“Tell me what I can do to make things easier for you.”

For a moment—

Silence.

Then—

It broke.

Taz let out a sharp breath, shaking her head.

“You don’t get it,” she said, her voice tightening. “You never get it.”

Her eyes hardened.

“Just... get out of my sight, Rabat. Please. I don’t want to see you right now.”

The words landed.

Not loudly.

But deeply.

Rabat stood still.

For a second longer than necessary.

Then he nodded.

“Okay.”

No argument.

No defense.

No explanation.

Just acceptance.

Inside—

Something sank.

Quietly.

Eleven years.

And somehow, he still felt like a stranger in his own home.

No matter how much he gave.

No matter how honest he tried to be.

It was never enough.

To Taz, he wasn’t a partner.

He was someone to question.

To doubt.

To push away.

But he stayed.

For his daughters.

Always for them.

He knew what it meant to lose.

He had already lost his father.

And his mother—

She was there, but distant. Living another life far away.

He had learned early what emptiness felt like.

And he refused—

Refused to let his daughters feel the same.

So, he stayed.

Even if it meant living inside something that felt like a quiet prison.

Rabat walked to the closet.

Placed his belongings inside.

Slow.

Orderly.

Controlled.

His hand reached for the keys.

He didn’t look back.

The driveway was silent.

The engine started with a low, steady rumble.

And just like that—

He was gone.

The road welcomed him without questions.

The city faded behind him.

His thoughts didn’t.

They came in waves.

Heavy.

Relentless.

Maybe this is what it is, he thought.

An emotional distance you can’t name... but you feel every day.

The speed climbed.

Not fast.

Not reckless.

Just... steady.

Like he was trying to outrun something that refused to leave him.

Then—

A sound.

A horn.

Sharp.

Urgent.

Rabat’s eyes snapped forward.

Up ahead—

Smoke.

White.

Rising from the side of the road.

A car.

Crushed against a tree.

Everything inside him shifted instantly.

The truck came to a hard stop.

Emergency brake.

Door open.

He was already running.

The smell hit first.

Burning rubber.

Hot metal.

Something broken.

He reached the car.

Looked inside.

A woman.

Unconscious.

Still.

“Ma’am—can you hear me?” he called out, his voice firm but urgent.

No response.

The smoke thickened.

Time shortened.

Rabat stepped back—

Then drove his elbow hard into the window.

Glass shattered.

Fragments scattering across the road.

He reached in carefully, unlocking the door, pulling it open.

The heat spilled out.

“Stay with me,” he muttered, more to himself than to her.

He lifted her out.

Gently.

Carefully.

As if she were something fragile.

Something that could disappear if he held too tight.

Her head rested against his arm.

Her body weight leaned into him.

Silent.

Unaware.

He lowered himself to the ground, supporting her in his lap.

For a moment—

Everything slowed.

Her face—

Soft.

Calm.

Almost untouched by the chaos around her.

As if she had escaped into a place where pain couldn’t follow.

Rabat looked at her.

Really looked.

And something inside him—

Shifted.

“Hey... stay with me,” he said quietly.

No answer.

He pulled out his phone.

Dialed.

“911, what’s your emergency?”

“I have an accident victim,” Rabat said, his voice steady but urgent. “North Vancouver—near the highway turn. She’s unconscious. The car is smoking. Please send an ambulance immediately.”

“Stay on the line, sir—”

But Rabat barely heard the rest.

His eyes were still on her.

Her breathing was faint.

But there.

Her presence—

Strange.

Unfamiliar.

Yet...

It felt like something he wasn’t expecting to find.

As he held her, a thought passed through him—

Quiet.

Uninvited.

Some people enter your life like a storm...

and some arrive like silence—

but change everything all the same.

The sirens were still far away.

But something had already begun.
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Chapter 3: Between Breath and Truth
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The hospital lights were too bright.

Too clean.

Too unforgiving.

Rabat stood near the entrance of the emergency ward, watching as the medical team rushed her inside. The doors swung open, then closed again—sealing her into a world he wasn’t part of.

For a moment—

He didn’t move.

His hands still carried the faint memory of her weight.

Her silence.

Her stillness.

“Sir, we’ll take it from here.”

A nurse’s voice pulled him back.

Rabat nodded.

“Please... make sure she’s okay.”

“We will.”

He hesitated.

Then reached into his pocket, pulled out a small piece of paper, and wrote down his number.

“If she... if anyone needs details, you can call me.”

The nurse took it with a quick nod.

“Thank you.”

And just like that—

His part in her story should have ended.

But something inside him didn’t leave.

His phone vibrated.

Sharp.

Persistent.

Taz.

Rabat answered.

“Yes?”

Her voice came immediately.

Loud.

Tense.

“Where are you? I told you to get groceries! Do you even remember anything I say?”

Rabat closed his eyes for a brief second.

Breathed in.

Slow.

Controlled.

“Stay calm. Don’t react.”

“I’m on my way,” he said gently. “Can you send me the list? Just in case I miss something.”

A pause.

Then—

Frustration spilled through the line.

“Rabat, you don’t know anything! Why are you always so careless? You don’t even know what to buy?”

Her voice tightened.

“I’m tired of this. Just... give me some peace.”

Rabat listened.

Silently.

As he always did.

“Okay,” he said softly. “Don’t worry. I’ll handle it.”

The line went dead.

Rabat lowered the phone slowly.

For a moment—

He stood there, alone in the corridor, surrounded by strangers who all seemed to belong somewhere.

Except him.

His eyes drifted back.

Through the glass.

Into the room where she lay.

Still.

Unaware.

A doctor approached.

“Are you related to Valeria?”

Rabat blinked.

“Valeria?”

“Yes. Valeria Cruz,” the doctor said. “You brought her in, correct?”

The name settled into him.

Soft.

Unexpected.

“I... no,” Rabat replied. “I don’t know her. I just found her at the accident site.”

The doctor nodded quickly.

“Ah, I see. My apologies.”

“We checked her belongings,” he continued. “We’ll contact her family.”

Rabat gave a small nod.

“Of course.”

The doctor extended his hand.

“Dr. Sam.”

Rabat shook it.

“Rabat... Rabat Gonzalves.”

“Nice to meet you.”

“You too.”

And yet—

Neither of them knew that something far beyond coincidence had already begun.

Rabat turned.

Walked toward the exit.

Step by step.

Leaving behind a stranger whose name he now carried with him.



Valeria.



Inside the room—

Time moved differently.

Slower.

Heavier.

A faint shift.

A breath.

Her fingers twitched.

Darkness loosened its grip.

Valeria’s eyes opened.

Slowly.

Carefully.

As if the world itself might break if she moved too fast.

The ceiling came into view.

White.

Blinding.

Unfamiliar.

Then—

A voice.



“Valeria...”

She turned her head slightly.

And saw him.

Pedro.

Standing beside her.

Eyes filled with worry.

With relief.

With something that looked like love.

Before she could react—

He pulled her into an embrace.

Tight.

Desperate.

“Thank God... Valeria, you’re okay,” he said, his voice trembling. “I was so worried when the hospital called me. I thought...”

He stopped.

Shook his head.

“I kept praying,” he continued, almost breathless. “Asking God not to take you from me.”

He held her tighter.

“Take me instead... just don’t take her.”

Valeria didn’t move.

Didn’t respond.

Her eyes remained open.

But distant.

Her mind—

Was somewhere else.

The morning.

The door.

The sound.

The image she couldn’t erase.

She forced a faint smile.

A small, fragile expression that didn’t reach her eyes.

“I’m okay,” she whispered.

But inside—

Nothing was okay.

Stay calm.

Control the moment.

The same voice returned.

The same discipline.

Valeria closed her eyes briefly.

Let the silence settle around her.

Reality had changed.

But the truth—

Remained.

And this time—

She wouldn’t let it break her.
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Chapter 4: What Was Left Unsaid
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The hospital felt quieter now.

Too quiet.

Valeria sat upright against the bed, her body still weak, but her mind—sharp, alert, awake.

Pedro sat beside her, close enough to touch, close enough to feel familiar.

But nothing felt familiar anymore.

“Were you home this morning?”

Her voice was soft.

Careful.

Measured.

Pedro blinked.

Just for a second.

Too quick to notice—

Unless someone was looking for it.

“Yeah... of course I was,” he replied, forcing a small smile. “Why?”

Valeria watched him.

Not emotionally.

Not reactively.

But... analytically.

Her training whispered again.
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