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Dedication
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To my beloved Iriana — your love is my anchor, your faith in me the wind in my sails. You’ve stood beside me through every uncertain step, and this book is as much yours as it is mine.

To Elias and Titus — my bright, curious boys. Your laughter, questions, and boundless energy remind me daily why I strive to grow. May this book be a symbol of possibility, and may you always chase your own with courage and joy.

This work is a doorway — one I hope leads to new beginnings, wider horizons, and a future shaped by the love we share.
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Decompressed?
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0700 on the dot, the digital clock read, painting its red numbers on the inside of the chamber. The neon lights flickered to life as switches and nozzles were flipped and rotated. This chamber hadn’t seen activity in some time now; the whiteboard read “470 days since last incident.” Two divers stepped inside, unaware that they would be trapped in this Hyperbaric Chamber for five hours, each day for at least two weeks. As the last diver stepped inside the vault-like door began to close, and the pressure began to change. It felt like ascending in an airplane. Fresh saltwater coated the seats and floors as it dripped off the divers’ wetsuits. They were rushed to the chamber with no chance to change. The saltiness began to fill the narrow room; it was going to linger for a few days. Normally, these decompression chambers are supposed to be comfortable and relaxing. However, try having your most hated coworker in there with you—except they don’t pick up on your animosity toward them.  

“I can’t believe I am in this damn pod!” Red shouted, his frustration palpable. He had a perfect record on all his dives—twenty years of experience, and it all went south because of his “favorite” coworker.  
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