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Dedication
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For those who have ever been afraid of getting it wrong.

For those who carry the quiet weight of expectations, their own or someone else’s.

And for those who are still learning that trust is not about certainty, but about courage.

This story is for you.
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In the heart of Barcelona, nothing is as authentic as it seems.

Art restorer Valeria Alvarez has built her career on precision, control, and na unshakable fear of making mistakes. One wrong decision could destroy not only a masterpiece, but her reputation.

Historian Adrian Veja has learned the hard way that trust is a risk he cannot afford. Brilliant and perceptive, he keeps his distance from people for a reason.

When a rare painting shows signs of fraud, their worlds collide in a heated debate that quickly turns into na uneasy partnership.

But what begins as a professional disagreement soon becomes something far more dangerous.

As they uncover a sophisticated scheme involving forged artwork, hidden manipulation, and a powerful figure inside the museum, Valeria and Adrian find themselves caught in a game where the real threat is not just losing the truth... but losing their credibility.

And each other.

Forced to work together, they must confront not only a growing conspiracy, but the fears they have spent years avoiding.

Because in a world where everything can be altered, copied, or replaced, the hardest thing to restore... is trust.

Shades of Trust is a compelling contemporary romance set in Barcelona, blending emotional depth, intellectual tension, and a slow-burning connection between two people learning that sometimes, the greatest risk is choosing to believe in someone else.

Perfect for readers who love character-driven romance, meaningful relationships, and stories where love grows through challenge, vulnerability, and choice.
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Chapter 1 – The Gallery
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The gallery carried the quiet weight of something important.

Not silence. Not exactly. There was movement, the soft murmur of visitors, the faint echo of footsteps against polished stone floors. But everything felt contained, as if the room itself understood the value of what it held and refused to let the noise rise too far.

Valeria paused just inside the entrance.

Her gaze settled immediately on the painting at the center.

Of course it did.

It was impossible to ignore. Not because of its size or its placement, but because of the attention surrounding it. People stood at a careful distance, speaking in low voices, as if they were afraid that getting too close might somehow disturb it.

Recently authenticated.

Recently celebrated.

Recently wrong.

She did not move closer right away.

Distance first. Always distance.

Her eyes traced the structure of the piece, not the story it was trying to tell. The layering of pigment. The tension beneath the surface. The way the light interacted with the varnish.

Something was off.

Subtle. Almost invisible.

But once she saw it, she could not unsee it.

A shift in tone that did not belong. A transition that felt too clean for the period. A detail that spoke more of intention than time.

She exhaled slowly, folding her arms.

"Interesting choice of restoration," she said, her voice calm, but just loud enough to reach the couple standing beside her.

They glanced at her, uncertain.

She kept her focus on the painting.

"I would have expected more restraint."

A pause.

Then a voice behind her responded.

"You are assuming it needed restraint."

The accent was British. Smooth. Controlled. Annoyingly certain.

Valeria did not turn immediately.

Instead, she allowed herself a brief moment, a quiet acknowledgment of the challenge in his tone. Not aggressive. Not defensive.

Confident.

She turned slowly.

He was taller than she expected. Dark hair, slightly disheveled in a way that felt intentional. His posture was relaxed, but his attention was not. His eyes had already moved from the painting to her, studying, measuring.

Not dismissing.

That, at least, was something.

"It always does," she replied.

A faint smile touched his mouth, as if he had been hoping for that answer.

"That depends on whether you believe preservation is about protecting the past or making it understandable in the present."

Valeria tilted her head slightly.

"That sounds like something someone says when they are trying to justify interference."

A few people nearby shifted, their attention now openly drawn to the conversation.

He did not seem to notice. Or care.

"And that sounds like something someone says when they are afraid of changing anything at all."

There it was.

Not an attack. Not quite.

But close enough.

Valeria stepped closer to the painting now, closing the distance she had intentionally kept.

"If you look at the lower right quadrant," she said, gesturing subtly, "you will notice the tonal shift. The pigments do not match the aging process of the surrounding layers."

He moved beside her.

Close enough now that she was aware of it.

Not distracted. Just aware.

"I see the variation," he said. "I also see documentation confirming prior intervention in that area."

"Documentation can be wrong."

"And visual interpretation cannot?"

She turned to him fully this time.

Their proximity made the exchange sharper. More immediate.

"I am not interpreting," she said. "I am observing."

His gaze held hers for a moment longer than necessary.

"And I am considering context," he replied. "History tends to complicate observation."

Valeria let out a quiet breath that was almost a laugh.

"History tends to excuse mistakes."

That did it.

He laughed.

Not loudly. Not dismissively. But genuinely.

The sound caught her off guard.

She had expected resistance. Ego. Maybe irritation.

Not that.

"That is a bold statement to make in a room full of historians," he said.

"I am not particularly concerned about their feelings."

"I can see that."

There was a shift then.

Subtle, but undeniable.

The tension did not disappear. It changed.

It sharpened into something lighter. Faster.

More dangerous.

He extended his hand, almost as an afterthought.

"Adrian Vega."

She looked at his hand for a brief second before taking it.

His grip was firm. Warm. Steady.

"Valeria Alvarez."

Recognition flickered across his expression.

Not exaggerated. Just enough.

"Restoration?" he asked.

"Yes."

"That explains the certainty."

"And you are a historian."

It was not a question.

His smile returned, smaller this time.

"That obvious?"

"You defend the past like it can hear you."

That earned her another brief laugh.

"I prefer to think I understand it."

Valeria released his hand, turning back to the painting.

"You understand the story," she said. "That does not mean the story is true."

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

The painting remained exactly where it had been.

Unchanged.

But something about it now felt different.

Adrian stepped slightly closer, his attention narrowing.

"Show me," he said.

She hesitated.

Not because she doubted what she had seen.

But because of what it meant to be right.

Still, she pointed.

"There," she said quietly. "Look at the edge of the figure. The transition is too precise. It lacks the irregularity you would expect from natural degradation."

He leaned in, studying the detail more carefully.

Seconds passed.

Then more.

When he spoke again, his voice had shifted.

Just slightly.

"That could indicate restoration."

"It could," she agreed. "Or it could indicate replication."

The word settled between them.

He straightened slowly.

Now he looked at her differently.

Not just curious.

Interested.

"That is a serious claim."

"I did not say it lightly."

Another pause.

Longer this time.

The noise of the gallery seemed to return in fragments around them.

Voices. Movement. The distant echo of footsteps.

But neither of them moved.

Adrian glanced back at the painting.

Then at her.

"If you are right," he said, more quietly now, "this is not just a restoration issue."

Valeria met his gaze.

"No," she replied.

"It is not."

And for the


































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
An Art Restoration & Historian Love Story

M. LAYANE S INACIO





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





