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Prologue
By the time people understood what loneliness truly was, technology had already learned how to imitate love.
At first, nobody noticed the moment the world changed.
It happened quietly.
Not through war. Not through revolution. Not through machines taking control.
But through silence.
Cities became louder every year, yet people spoke less to each other. Relationships grew shorter. Conversations became faster, emptier, carefully edited like social media captions. People stopped learning how to stay. It became easier to disappear, easier to replace one another, easier to escape before love could become painful.
And somewhere in the middle of that quiet emotional collapse, corporations discovered the most profitable human weakness of all:
the fear of being alone.
That was how EVA HOME began.
At first, society resisted the idea. Artificial companions sounded unnatural, even disturbing. People laughed at the advertisements. Philosophers called it the death of humanity. Religious groups protested. Psychologists warned about emotional dependency.
But loneliness is patient.
And loneliness always waits longer than pride.
A few years later, EVA units stood in millions of apartments around the world.
Not as servants. Not as machines.
As companions.
They listened. Remembered.Adapted. Learned.
Most importantly — they stayed.
For the first time in history, people could experience relationships without abandonment. Without betrayal. Without emotional unpredictability.
A love designed not to hurt.
And maybe that was exactly the problem.
Because human souls were never created for perfect safety.
They were created for risk.
For fragile connections. For misunderstanding. For longing. For loss.
For the terrifying beauty of knowing that someone could leave — and loving them anyway.
But by the time the world began asking whether artificial love could replace human intimacy, millions had already stopped caring about the difference.
Including Alex.
He did not know yet that one decision, one advertisement, one moment of weakness would slowly change everything inside him.
He only knew one thing: he was tired of feeling alone.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
THE ONE WHO WILL NOT LEAVE
 
AMANTEA
Novel
 
“Human beings do not search for perfect love.
They search for a soul beside whom they are no longer afraid of life.”
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Chapter 1 The Light of Ordinary Life
Every morning in Alex’s apartment began with sound before light.
The old coffee machine in the kitchen rattled like it was slowly dying. Water pipes groaned somewhere behind the walls. His mother moved through the apartment in soft slippers while the television quietly murmured morning news nobody truly listened to anymore.
And always — always — there was the smell of fried sausages.
— Alex! You’re going to be late again!
Her voice traveled through the narrow hallway while gray winter light slowly filled the apartment windows.
Alex opened his eyes without moving.
For several seconds he simply stared at the ceiling.
The same ceiling. The same room. The same half-finished university notes scattered across the desk. The same blinking router light near the window.
Outside, the city was still dark blue with early morning cold.
He pulled the blanket over his head again.
— Alexander!
Now came the second version of his name.
More dangerous.
He groaned quietly.
— I’m awake…
— You said that ten minutes ago!
The smell of coffee drifted into his room.
Somewhere in the kitchen cabinet doors opened and closed. A spoon hit ceramic. Morning sounds. Ordinary sounds. The kind of sounds people stop noticing until one day they disappear forever.
Alex finally sat up slowly and rubbed his face with both hands.
Twenty-one years old. Digital systems engineering student.
Part-time electronics store employee. Professional specialist in emotional exhaustion.
At least according to Max.
 The kitchen was warm compared to the cold hallway.
His mother stood near the stove frying sausages while simultaneously arguing with morning television news like the politicians could somehow hear her through the screen.
— They’re all idiots.
Alex sat heavily at the table.
— Morning to you too.
She immediately placed a plate in front of him.
— Eat.
— I’m not hungry.
— Eat anyway.
There was no point arguing with her before coffee.
His father sat on the balcony smoking despite the freezing weather outside. The balcony door remained slightly open, letting cold air mix with warmth from the kitchen.
That combination — cigarettes, coffee, cold winter air, fried food — somehow always smelled like childhood to Alex.
His father looked inside through the glass.
— You look dead again.
— Thanks.
— Maybe because you sleep at four in the morning every day.
Alex took a sip of coffee.
Strong. Too hot.
Perfect.
His mother sat across from him and studied his face for several seconds with that strange maternal expression that always felt halfway between love and concern.
— Are you sleeping at all lately?
— Sometimes.
— “Sometimes” is not sleeping.
— “Engineering” is not living either.
She rolled her eyes immediately.
— Very funny.
His father laughed quietly outside on the balcony.
The city slowly woke beyond the apartment windows. Cars moved through wet streets below. Somewhere distant a tram screeched along metal rails. Thousands of people beginning another ordinary day.
Alex often wondered how many of them secretly felt tired all the time.
Not physically.
Something deeper.
 University felt like another planet compared to home.
Glass buildings. Cold white hallways. Students carrying laptops and unfinished lives through endless corridors.
Everything moved quickly there.
Too quickly.
People talked constantly about internships, artificial intelligence, startup companies, future salaries, countries they wanted to escape to after graduation.
Nobody ever spoke about happiness.
At least not seriously.
Alex walked through campus beside Max while cold wind moved between buildings.
Max was eating something unhealthy from a paper bag.
— Bro, if I fail this programming exam, I’m becoming a bartender.
— You’d emotionally destroy customers.
— Exactly. Premium service.
Alex smirked faintly.
Ahead of them groups of students gathered near the entrance stairs smoking cigarettes and discussing relationships loud enough for strangers to hear.
Everything in modern life seemed public now.
Even loneliness.
 Kira was already sitting inside the cafeteria near the window when they arrived.
Headphones around her neck. Coffee untouched. Reading something on her tablet while the entire room exploded with noise around her.
Kira always looked strangely calm inside chaos.
Max dropped into the chair dramatically.
— Tell me honestly. If I disappear mysteriously one day, would either of you care?
— No, — Kira answered immediately.
— Cruel.
Alex sat quietly beside them and looked out through the cafeteria windows.
Rain had started again.
Thin silver lines sliding slowly down glass while students rushed through the courtyard below carrying umbrellas and caffeine addictions.
— You’re doing it again, — Kira said without looking up.
Alex blinked.
— Doing what?
— Leaving the planet mentally.
Max pointed at him.
— Exactly! I told you he does that.
— Maybe I just don’t enjoy listening to you talk.
— Impossible. My voice is a gift.
Kira smiled faintly into her coffee.
For a few minutes the conversation drifted naturally between assignments, professors, gossip, politics, stupid videos Max insisted everyone needed to watch immediately.
Normal student life.
Ordinary life.
And yet lately Alex often experienced strange moments where everything around him suddenly felt emotionally distant — as if an invisible layer of glass separated him from the rest of the world.
Even while sitting beside people he loved.
 Lera usually arrived late to everything except parties.
That afternoon she finally appeared near the university gates wearing a long black coat and carrying too many books against her chest.
She spotted Alex immediately and smiled.
And for one brief second the entire gray afternoon became warmer.
She kissed him quickly before sitting beside him on the low concrete wall outside campus.
— I almost died in philosophy class.
— Again?
— He spent forty minutes talking about emotional alienation in technological society.
Max pointed dramatically at Alex.
— See? That’s literally his personality now.
Lera laughed.
God, Alex loved her laugh.
Not because it was perfect. Because it was alive.
Messy. Sudden. Real.
The wind pushed loose strands of hair across her face while she talked about classes, stupid professors, some girl from her literature seminar who had apparently started dating a thirty-six-year-old crypto investor for “psychological reasons.”
Alex listened quietly.
Not really to the words.
To her voice.
Sometimes he wondered if love was simply getting attached to another person’s existence so deeply that even ordinary moments beside them started feeling important.
 That evening all four of them went downtown together.
The city after dark always looked different in rain. Neon signs reflected across wet asphalt. Bars glowed warm behind fogged windows. Music spilled from half-open doors into cold streets.
Max insisted they needed “one emotionally healthy night.”
Which usually meant alcohol and bad decisions.
The club near the river was already overcrowded when they arrived.
Lights flashed violently across moving bodies while bass vibrated through walls and floors hard enough to erase coherent thought.
Alex hated clubs.
Lera loved them.
She disappeared into the crowd almost immediately with Kira while Max dragged Alex toward the bar.
— One day you’ll learn how to enjoy life.
— Doubtful.
— You think too much.
Alex leaned against the counter watching strangers dance under artificial lights.
Everyone looked connected.
And completely alone at the same time.
Couples kissed while checking notifications. Friends filmed each other instead of speaking. People laughed too loudly at things that were barely funny.
Sometimes modern life felt less human every year.
As if technology had taught everyone how to imitate emotion without truly experiencing it anymore.
Max followed his gaze.
— You’re spiraling existentially again.
— Maybe humanity deserves extinction.
— There he is.
Alex smiled weakly.
But deep inside something hurt lately in ways he could not explain.
Not dramatic heartbreak. Not tragedy.
Just a quiet growing emptiness.
Lera found him later near the back exit of the club where cold air slipped through the cracked metal door every time someone walked outside to smoke.
Music still thundered through the walls behind them, but out here the sound became distant and muffled, like another world trying unsuccessfully to pull them back inside.
She leaned beside him against the wet brick wall.
— Hiding?
— Surviving.
She smiled softly.
Rain moved through the yellow streetlights above them in thin silver lines. Somewhere farther down the alley a group of students laughed too loudly while trying to light cigarettes against the wind.
Lera studied his face quietly for a few seconds.
— You disappeared again tonight.
Alex looked down at the wet pavement.
— I was literally inside the club.
— You know that’s not what I mean.
For a moment neither of them spoke.
Alex often noticed lately how silence between people changed over time. At the beginning of relationships silence felt peaceful. Intimate. Safe.
Later it became careful.
As if both people were secretly listening for something missing.
 They walked home through the city sometime after two in the morning.
The streets near the river were almost empty now except for taxis, late-night buses, and tired strangers carrying pieces of unfinished evenings home with them.
Lera slipped her cold fingers into his sleeve.
— Your hands are warm.
— Yours are freezing.
— That’s because I’m emotionally fragile.
Alex laughed quietly.
For a few seconds everything felt normal again.
The river reflected distorted city lights beneath the bridge while cold wind moved across dark water. Above them apartment windows glowed softly against the night like thousands of separate little universes.
Sometimes Alex imagined all the conversations happening behind those windows.
Arguments. Breakups. People making coffee at three in the morning because they couldn’t sleep. Someone probably crying quietly in a bathroom while another person slept in the next room completely unaware.
Human life felt enormous at night.
Too enormous.
Lera suddenly stopped walking near the bridge railing.
The city shimmered behind her through rain and reflected light.
— Do you ever think people become lonely long before they physically end up alone? — she asked quietly.
Alex looked at her carefully.
— That sounds dangerously specific.
She smiled faintly but did not answer immediately.
Then she looked down at the black water below.
— I just think sometimes people slowly disappear from each other without noticing.
Something cold moved silently through Alex’s chest.
The moment lasted only seconds.
Then Lera smiled again, lighter this time, kissed him quickly on the cheek, and continued walking as if the conversation had never happened.
But Alex kept hearing the sentence long after.
People slowly disappear from each other.
 Sunday mornings at his parents’ apartment always felt suspended outside normal time.
His mother cooked too much food. His father smoked too many cigarettes on the balcony. The television played endlessly in the background while nobody fully watched it.
Alex sat at the kitchen table drinking coffee while his mother cut bread aggressively enough to suggest emotional disappointment in modern society.
— You’ve become thinner again.
— I literally saw you three days ago.
— Still thinner.
His father opened the balcony door halfway and cold air entered the kitchen immediately.
— Leave the boy alone.
— I am not bothering him.
— You are feeding him like winter is coming.
His mother ignored both of them and placed more food onto Alex’s plate.
Outside snow mixed with rain above the gray city.
For a while nobody spoke.
Not uncomfortable silence.
Family silence.
The kind built over years.
His father finally sat down across from him and lit another cigarette despite his mother immediately complaining.
— How’s university?
— Fine.
— “Fine” means terrible.
Alex smirked slightly.
His father looked at him for a few seconds longer than usual.
— Something wrong with you lately?
There it was.
Parents always sensed things earlier than people wanted them to.
Alex shrugged lightly.
— Just tired.
His mother looked at him immediately.
— You work too much.
— No, he thinks too much, — his father answered calmly.
Alex laughed quietly despite himself.
The strange thing was — they were probably both right.
 Weeks passed slowly after that.
Cold mornings. University corridors. Late trams. Coffee cups. Group projects nobody cared about. Part-time shifts at the electronics store beneath artificial white lighting.
Life continued normally from the outside.
But inside something had started changing.
Lera became more distant in ways small enough to deny but impossible not to feel.
She answered messages slower now. Sometimes smiled at her phone while hiding the screen unconsciously. Canceled evenings together because of “course work” more frequently than before.
Tiny things.
Almost invisible.
But relationships rarely collapsed suddenly.
Usually they faded quietly first.
Like warmth disappearing slowly from a room until one day people suddenly noticed the cold.
 One evening Alex sat alone in his apartment while rain slid endlessly down the windows.
Lera had gone out with friends from university.
At least that was what she said.
The television played softly without sound while the city glowed outside in wet reflections and blurred headlights.
His phone vibrated.
Max.
 “Bro… are you home?”
Something immediately felt wrong.
“Yeah.”
Several seconds passed.
Typing bubble. Gone. Returned again.
Finally:
“I think I saw Lera with someone.”
Everything inside Alex became very still.
Not anger.
Not shock.
A terrible quietness.
Rain tapped softly against the glass while somewhere outside sirens echoed through the city.
Alex stared at the message for a long time without moving.
 “What do you mean?”
Long pause.
 “At a bar near the station.”
“I’m sorry.”
Alex read the messages three more times as if repeating the words might somehow change them.
Outside the apartment windows the city continued living normally. Cars crossed wet streets below. Somewhere distant people laughed outside a bar. Music drifted faintly through the rain.
Normal night.
Normal world.
And yet something inside him had already begun collapsing quietly.
He typed slowly.
“Are you sure?”
The answer came almost immediately.
“Yeah.”
“I didn’t want to tell you over text.”
Alex closed his eyes.
For a few seconds he simply listened to the refrigerator humming softly in the kitchen and rain tapping against the glass.
Strange how ordinary sounds continued existing while entire relationships died.
 Lera returned home shortly after midnight.
Alex heard her keys before the door opened.
The familiar sound suddenly felt foreign.
She stepped inside quietly, shaking rainwater from her coat. For one brief second she froze after seeing him awake near the kitchen window.
Neither of them spoke immediately.
The apartment itself seemed to understand something terrible was happening.
Even silence felt heavier.
Lera slowly placed her bag near the door.
— You’re awake.
Alex looked back toward the city lights outside.
— Max saw you.
Long silence.
No denial.
That hurt more than excuses would have.
Rain moved slowly down the windows behind him.
Lera leaned tiredly against the wall and closed her eyes briefly.
She suddenly looked older.
Not physically.
Emotionally.
Like someone who had already spent weeks carrying a conversation they were afraid to begin.
— I wanted to tell you.
Alex laughed quietly.
Not because anything was funny.
Because sometimes pain sounded almost absurd once it became real.
— When?
She hesitated.
— I didn’t know how.
— That’s not what I asked.
Another silence.
Then finally:
— A few weeks.
Something inside him became cold.
Not explosive heartbreak. Not dramatic rage.
Just coldness spreading slowly through everything.
As if the room itself had lost oxygen.
 Lera walked farther into the apartment carefully, like someone entering a dangerous place after an accident.
— Alex…
He finally turned toward her.
The city lights reflected faintly across her face.
This was the same girl who used to fall asleep on his shoulder during movies. The same girl who stole fries from his plate even after ordering her own food. The same girl who once cried in his bathroom because she thought failing one literature exam would destroy her entire future.
And somehow now she felt impossibly far away.
— Are you in love with him? — Alex asked quietly.
The question stayed suspended between them.
Lera looked down immediately.
That was enough answer already.
Still she whispered:
— I don’t know.
That sentence hurt even more than “yes” would have.
Because uncertainty meant she had emotionally left long before understanding where she was going.
Alex looked back toward the rain outside.
Thousands of glowing windows. Thousands of strangers.
Millions of lives crossing each other briefly before separating again.
Maybe people were never built to stay close forever.
Maybe everyone eventually drifted somewhere unreachable.
 Lera sat slowly on the edge of the couch.
For a while neither of them spoke.
The television still flickered silently in the background. Some meaningless late-night comedy show continued performing happiness for an empty room.
Finally Lera spoke quietly:
— You changed too.
Alex frowned slightly.
— What?
She struggled to explain.
— You were here… but not really here anymore.
The words landed painfully because part of him already knew they were true.
Lately he had been disappearing into himself constantly. Into exhaustion. Into silence. Into thoughts he could never fully explain.
Sometimes even while sitting beside people he loved,
he already felt emotionally elsewhere.
Lera wiped her eyes quickly.
— I think we both started feeling alone a long time ago.
Alex stared at the floor.
And suddenly the tragedy of it all became horrifyingly simple.
Nobody screamed. Nobody cheated dramatically in secret hotels. Nobody destroyed anything violently.
They had simply become strangers slowly, one ordinary day at a time.
 Lera moved out three days later.
The process itself felt almost unreal.
Boxes near the hallway. Her books disappearing from shelves. Her perfume fading slowly from the bathroom.
Empty spaces appearing everywhere inside the apartment like physical evidence of absence.
Alex helped carry one of the boxes downstairs in complete silence.
Cold wind moved between apartment buildings while evening traffic glowed across wet roads.
Lera stood beside the taxi afterward awkwardly, arms crossed against the freezing air.
For a moment it looked like she wanted to say something important.
Instead she whispered:
— I’m sorry.
Alex nodded once.
Not because forgiveness came easily.
Because he was too emotionally exhausted to hold anger anymore.
The taxi disappeared slowly into city traffic.
And suddenly the world became frighteningly quiet.
 The loneliness arrived fully after that.
Not immediately.
At first there was only exhaustion. Then emptiness.
Then routine.
University. Work. Coffee. Sleep.
Repeat.
Max tried dragging him outside constantly.
Kira checked on him without making it obvious.
His mother called more often now.
Everybody sensed the same thing: something inside Alex had gone dim.
He tried dating apps eventually because that was what modern people were supposed to do after heartbreak.
Swipe. Match. Conversation. Coffee. Disappear.
Everything felt artificial.
People spoke like advertisements for themselves. Every interaction seemed temporary before it even began.
Sometimes Alex sat across from beautiful strangers in crowded cafés while secretly feeling more alone than when sitting physically by himself.
The entire world suddenly felt emotionally exhausted.
As if technology had connected everyone superficially while pushing human souls farther apart than ever before.
 One rainy night Alex wandered through downtown after work unable to force himself back into the empty apartment yet.
Neon signs reflected across wet streets. Wind moved cold between skyscrapers while distant music drifted through darkness from bars filled with people pretending they were less lonely than they actually were.
Alex stopped at a crosswalk beneath a massive digital advertising screen high above the avenue.
Advertisements changed automatically every few seconds.
Luxury apartments. Virtual vacations. AI assistants. Medical implants.
Then suddenly the screen flickered once before changing again.
A woman appeared standing beside a softly lit apartment window.
Beautiful. Calm. Almost impossibly calm.
Not human.
Artificial.
Beneath her face glowing white words appeared through falling rain:
EVA HOME
You never have to feel alone again.
The advertisement lasted maybe five seconds.
But Alex remained standing motionless beneath the rain long after it disappeared.
 
Chapter 2 The First Glance
For almost a month after seeing the advertisement, Alex tried to convince himself that it meant nothing.
Just another late-night marketing trick designed for emotionally exhausted people.
The city was full of
OEBPS/The_one.jpg
w-“’
Y IRASSINET E A

THE ONE
WHO WON T LEAVE

INRORVER(E

EVA

OFFLINE

O
POSSIBLE

RESTORE
CONNECTION

IOESINETERASE.
IT WAITS.





