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BLURB


She aimed to destroy him, not desire him—

But every puzzle she solves brings her closer to him.



Valentina Martinez has spent years building the perfect career. Her mission: to expose the pharmaceutical empire behind a deadly drug scandal. Maybe it’s professional... or maybe it’s personal. She’s brilliant, relentless—and determined to bring down Daniel Lopez, the CEO at the center of it all.



But Daniel isn’t the man she expected.



He’s not just protecting his company—he’s uncovering secrets buried deep within it. A drug he never approved. A formula that was never meant to surface. And a betrayal that may have started with those closest to him.



As truths emerge, so do forbidden desires.



As enemies close in, so do their hearts.



And when justice collides with loyalty...



Someone will fall.









PLAYLIST 

BLOOD & SILK 


❖  7 rings – Ariana Grande 

❖  Ride or Die - Sevdaliza, Villano Antillano, Tokischa

❖  Slumber Party - Ashnikko, Princess Nokia 

❖  Habibi (My love) - Faouzia 

❖  Focus - Ariana Grande 

❖  Fotiá - Evangelia 

❖  Angels in Tibet - Amaarae 

❖  I'm yours, you're mine - Organvsm 

❖  Trust issues - Jessica Baio 

❖  Favourite - Isabel LaRosa 

❖  Midnight snack - Kiran + Nivi

❖  Sad girlz luv money - Amaarae , MOLIY

❖  Under the influence - Chris Brown 

❖  Hasta el amanecer - Nicky Jam 

❖  Power over me - Dermot Kennedy 

❖  Ain't your mama - Jennifer Lopez 

❖  Te Quería Ver - Alemán, Neton Vega

❖  No time to die - Billie Eilish 

❖  Slow Down - Selena Gomez 

❖  Kiss and Makeup - Dua Lipa & Blackpink

❖  New Rules - Dua Lipa 

❖  Gata Only - FloyyMenor,  Cris MJ

❖  Run Run Baby - Lola Marsh 

❖  I wanna be your slave - Måneskin

❖  Criminal - Britney Spears

❖  My Oh My - Camila Cabello, DaBaby
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DENIEL LOPEZ
Age: 40

Height: 6 feet 2 inches 

Profession: Architect & The CEO of Lopez pharmaceuticals

“I built an empire to heal the world... but the deeper you dig, the more you’ll wonder if I’m saving lives or burying the truth.”
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Valentina Martinez
Age: 30

Height: 5 feet 8 inches 

Profession: Lawyer 

“I lost everything chasing the truth... and now the only man who can help me uncover it is the one I swore to destroy. Daniel Lopez.”

“I buried everyone I loved just to solve this puzzle... now the last piece might bury me too.”
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Prologue 
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The third body was found just after midnight.



A woman in her thirties, curled on the floor of her bathroom, eyes glassy and mouth frozen in a silent scream. The same symptoms. The same drug. Another quiet death in a city that had seen too many.



Valentina Martinez stood at the edge of the crime scene, arms folded, her sharp heels echoing on the tile. Her suit was dark as vengeance, her expression colder than the body in front of her. She wasn’t law enforcement — not anymore — but when justice failed, they called her.



She always answered.



“Another one?” the detective beside her muttered.



Valentina didn’t blink. “Same batch. Same company. Still no recall.”



She already knew what she’d find — Zorpex, the new "miracle" painkiller from Lopez Pharmaceuticals. Legal. Marketed. Lethal. She didn’t need to see the bottle.

Daniel Lopez had signed off on this. Somewhere in his high-rise fortress of glass and steel, he was drinking bourbon and calling it business while families mourned in silence.



Valentina crouched beside the corpse, studying the fingers dug into the tile. Pain. Panic. No help.



Her jaw clenched. She stood up straight, voice like ice. “File the suit,” she said. “Tomorrow. Class action. I want his name on every goddamn page.”



The detective hesitated. “You’re going after Daniel Lopez?”



Valentina smiled, slow and sharp. “No,” she said.



“I’m going to bury him.”
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Chapter 1
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Daniel 




The sun was already too bright by the time I stepped out of the car.



Another donation. Another photo-free visit. Another line on my accountant’s tax spreadsheet under “charitable contributions.”

The orphanage sat tucked behind iron gates and peeling paint, its walls old but dignified. I admired that. Things that endured always did.



“Señor Lopez,” Sister Noelia greeted me at the door with a kind smile and her hands folded neatly in front of her habit. “You didn’t have to come in person.”



“I always do,” I replied, offering a tight smile.



She led me through the corridor, her soft shoes brushing the tile while my steps echoed. The halls smelled of clean soap and aging wood, the kind of scent you don’t forget if you’ve ever truly been forgotten.



I wasn’t from here.

But sometimes I pretended to be.

We entered the east wing, the garden just beyond the glass doors. It was small, overgrown, and alive with sound — children running, laughing, shouting at each other in rapid Spanish. Their energy was uncontained, untamed.



Then I saw her.



She stood in the center of the garden like something out of a fever dream.

Ivory dress, bare feet, dark hair falling over her shoulders in loose waves. A child hung off each arm. Another wrapped around her waist. She laughed — open, full, a sound I hadn’t heard in years. Not like that.



Her skin caught the light like honey. Her movements were soft and wild at once. She kissed one girl on the cheek, spun another in the air, then dropped to her knees in the grass to whisper something into a boy’s ear that made him beam like it was a secret meant only for him.

And then —



She looked up.



Directly at me.



It wasn’t curiosity.

It was recognition.

But I didn’t know her.

And something about that made it worse.

Her eyes stayed on mine for just a moment, but it was enough. I felt it in my chest — not like desire. Like danger.

And then my phone vibrated in my breast pocket.

I almost didn’t answer.

But I did. “Lucas.”

“Sir,” came Lucas’s voice, tight and rushed. “Something’s happened. You need to come to the office. Immediately.”



I blinked.

She was gone.

Just like that.



I stepped toward the garden door, opening it slightly, letting the warm air spill in. The children were still playing, but the woman was nowhere. Vanished. Like she’d never been there at all.



“Lucas,” I said slowly, “you always call at the wrong time.”

“Excuse me, sir?”

“Nothing. What happened?”

“There’s been a filing. A class-action lawsuit. Against Lopez Pharmaceuticals. And sir...” He hesitated. “You’ve been personally named. It’s already in the news.”



“By who?”



“We don’t know yet. The name was redacted on the public docket. Our legal team’s on it.”



My eyes swept the garden. Empty. Only laughter and shadows.



I stepped out onto the grass, ignoring the call still going. Walked toward the path where she might’ve gone. Nothing. No footprints. No trace of ivory in the breeze.



I put the phone back to my ear. “Email me the full file. Get me the names. I want everything. Now.”

“Yes, sir.”



I ended the call.

But I didn’t leave.



I stood there in that garden, sunlight biting into the collar of my suit, listening to children laugh while my company bled in courtrooms and headlines.



And all I could think about...



Was a ghost in an ivory dress.
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Chapter 2
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Daniel




The conference room smelled like tension and expensive coffee.



Lucas sat stiffly at the end of the table, flanked by two senior attorneys and a junior associate who hadn’t stopped sweating since they arrived. The legal team had been scrambling for hours. I’d made them wait.



“I want answers,” I snapped, slamming my palm flat on the glossy black table. “Now.”


Silence.


Then Gregorio — lead counsel, sixty, gray-templed and always too calm — cleared his throat.



“The lawsuit is official. Filed last night. Class action. Wrongful death. Three victims listed by name. And more expected.”



I leaned forward, voice low. “And how the fuck is our drug killing people?”



“Zorpex passed every trial,” Lucas said quickly. “We’ve had zero recalls.”

“Exactly.” My voice cut through the room. “So unless the bodies dropped dead by coincidence, someone’s fabricating data or slipping counterfeit batches into the market. Find out which.”

Gregorio opened a thick file and slid it toward me. “There’s something else.”

I didn’t like his tone.



“This isn’t a random filing. It’s coordinated. Targeted. Strategic. The woman leading it has a reputation.”

I flipped open the file.



Valentina Martinez.



The name clicked faintly. I’d heard it once. Maybe twice. Some ex-cop turned litigator who took impossible cases and won. Ruthless. Brilliant. Unrelenting.



A legal assassin.



I stared at the photograph clipped to the top of the file. Her official bar headshot — sleek black suit, dark long  hair , jaw sharp enough to slit a throat. Her eyes met the camera dead-on. No smile. No softness.

But my breath caught.

Because I’d seen that face before.

This morning.

In the garden.

In an ivory dress, barefoot, laughing like the world hadn't broken her yet.



I didn’t say a word. I didn’t let it show. But a chill slid down my spine.

How?

How could it be the same woman?



This version — the one in the file — looked like she ate men like me for breakfast. Composed. Cold. Calculated. The kind of woman who filed lawsuits designed to ruin empires.



But the one I saw this morning?



She was light. Joy. Softness and touch.



A mask.



Or maybe... this one was.

“Sir?” Lucas asked.

I closed the file slowly. “Keep digging. I want every piece of history on Valentina Martinez. Her firm. Her family. Her finances. If she’s hiding skeletons, we’ll pull them out by the spine.”

“And if she isn’t?” one of the lawyers asked.



I smiled — slow and dark.



“Then we make them.”



The room fell silent.



But inside, my mind wasn’t on the case.



It was on her.



Ivory dress. Bare feet. Laughter.

Black suit. Razor eyes. Lawsuit with my name printed on every page.



I didn’t know which version was real.

But I knew one thing.



She is  just going to be the most dangerous woman I’d ever met.
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Chapter 3
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Valentina 


The courtroom was ice cold.

Not from the air — from the silence.

The kind that follows death.



I stood at the front, blazer buttoned tight, hands still as glass on the table. Across from me, Lopez Pharmaceuticals’ lawyers squirmed in their overpriced suits. They expected a grieving daughter. A loud voice with shaky evidence.



What they got was strategy. Fire. And blood in my teeth.

I wasn’t here for revenge.


I was here for annihilation.


“Three deaths in two months,” I said, voice crisp. “All from Zorpex. All previously healthy. All brushed under paperwork and silence.”



I let the photos hit the screen. No emotion. Just truth.



“They trusted your label. They trusted your name. And they died screaming.”

The judge didn’t look up. But I saw her pen twitch.

Lopez Pharma’s lead counsel tried to object. I buried him in precedent before he could finish his breath.

By the time court adjourned, the cracks had already started to show.



The empire was shaking.



I gathered my things slowly. Deliberately. Every movement calculated to look effortless.

But as I stepped out into the hallway—

He was there.



Daniel Lopez.



In the flesh.

Charcoal suit. Cufflinks. Precision. Eyes like loaded weapons. He moved like he owned every tile his shoes touched.



Our eyes locked.

This time, there was no garden.

No children.

Just war.

“So you’re Valentina Martinez,” he said smoothly, like it was a line he’d practiced.



“And you’re still breathing,” I replied. “Unfortunately.”

A corner of his mouth twitched. Amused? Annoyed? I couldn’t tell. “Who are you working for?”



I raised an eyebrow. “The dead.”



He stepped closer. The hallway felt tighter, colder, like the walls were listening. “People die for all kinds of reasons,  Ms.Martinez. You’re blaming the wrong thing.”



“No.” My voice dropped. “I’m blaming the right one.”



Our faces were inches apart now.

I could smell him — something expensive and dark, like bourbon and sin.



His voice was low. Dangerous. “You don’t know what you’re starting.”



“You don’t know who you’re provoking.”



I leaned in, my words laced with fire. “I’m going to shut down your pharmaceuticals, Mr. Lopez. Completely. And when I do... you’ll have no one left to hide behind.”



For a beat, neither of us moved. Neither of us breathed.



He stared at me like I was something he couldn’t decide whether to burn or worship.

Then he stepped back.



Calm. Composed.



But his eyes told a different story.



And so did mine.



This wasn’t over.



This was the beginning.
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Chapter 4
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Valentina 

The case file hit the couch with a satisfying thud.

Papers spilled across the cushions, glossy photos of autopsy reports and pharmaceutical labels flashing like warnings. I didn’t care. I was done looking at them for the day.

I walked to my desk, sat down hard in the chair, and dropped my head into my hands.

Court was over. But the war was just beginning.

And I couldn’t stop thinking about this morning.

I hadn’t planned to go to the orphanage today. I usually visited on weekends — it was my quiet place. My reset button. A few hours with children who didn’t ask questions, who just wanted someone to play with them. But this weekend had been swallowed by legal filings and interviews.

So I went this morning instead.

It was peaceful, at first. Laughter. Grass under my feet. Small hands tugging at my sleeves, drawing me into their joy. I remember spinning a little girl in my arms, brushing tangled hair from a boy’s face, feeling — for a moment — something close to peace.

And then I felt it.

That gaze.

I looked up.

He was behind the glass, still as stone. Charcoal suit, polished shoes, eyes locked on me like I’d broken some invisible rule. Daniel Lopez.

I didn’t flinch.

Didn’t move.

But inside?

I burned.

He had no idea who I was — not yet. Just an ordinary women. Another moment to observe before moving on with his empire.

When he turned to take a call, I slipped away.

I crossed the garden, entered the side chapel, sat on the edge of a pew. Sister Noelia appeared a few minutes later, her smile as gentle as ever.

“Who was that man?” I asked, though I already knew the answer.

“Señor Lopez. He donates to us. Visits rarely. Kind man.”

Kind.

I almost laughed.

A man whose signature appeared on every approval form for Zorpex. A man who let a “miracle” drug slip into the market while people choked on it behind locked bathroom doors.

Helping the innocent on one side, killing quietly on the other.

How poetic.

He left before I came back outside. I waited until the air no longer felt like it belonged to him.

Now, back in my office, I lifted my head and stared across the room at the case file on the couch.

Zorpex.

Three dead.

No recalls.

No accountability.

And Daniel Lopez still walked into courtrooms with that detached smirk and expensive cologne.

But not for long.

Because now... I was done watching.

This wasn’t just about paperwork anymore.

This was a reckoning.

And I was going to be the one who delivered it.
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Chapter 5
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Daniel 

The rain hadn’t stopped.

It ran in thin, relentless streams down the windows of my office, streaking the glass with silver veins. Thunder rolled faintly in the distance, a low, bitter growl that hadn’t yet struck. The city looked blurred through the storm. Like everything real had become unreachable.

I stood there, hands in my pockets, unmoving.

Zorpex had passed every trial.

It was supposed to be safe.

Controlled. Perfect.

So why were people dying?

And her — Valentina Martinez — what the hell was she trying to prove?

Was she just some righteous lawyer on a crusade... or was there something else? Someone behind her?

A knock broke the quiet. Then the door eased open.

Lucas stepped in. Nervous. As usual. But this time, there was more

weight in his expression.

“Sir... I’ve brought the file you requested.”

I didn’t move. Just held out my hand.

He crossed the room, placed the folder in my palm, and took a cautious step back. I opened it without a word.

Page One.

A photograph.

Valentina Martinez — full-body, full-color. Black blazer, open hair, heels, eyes like cut stone. Beautiful, yes, but not in the way men usually meant it. She was formidable. You could see it in the way she stood — like the ground had to ask permission to hold her.

This wasn’t the woman from the garden.

This was her real form. Cold. Composed. Deadly.

Page Two.

Details.

Age: 30.

Father: Matthew Martinez Died when she was 10— natural causes.

Mother: Jessica Martinez.

Height: 5 ft 8 inches

Education: Harvard Law.

Record: Unblemished. Built her own firm five years ago.

Before that, worked with Adelante Legal Group, owned by the Gomez family. Main connection: Alexander Gomez, age 33 — best friend from university. Another close associate: Moana Carlton, age 32 , architect, childhood best friend.

She was known for being precise. Strategic. Dangerous in a courtroom.

Eight years of litigation.

325 cases accepted.

325 won.

She never backed a guilty client.

Never played dirty.

Never lost.

I turned toward Lucas. “Are you seriously telling me she doesn’t have a dark side?”

Lucas hesitated, then shook his head. “That’s how she is, sir. Everyone says the same. No skeletons. No dirt. No mess.”

I stared at the file again.

Too clean.

Too good.

It made me want to find the cracks even more.

“What about Zorpex?” I asked quietly.

Lucas’s expression shifted. He straightened his posture. “The internal investigation came through this morning. The victims... they did die because of Zorpex.”

I didn’t move.

“They tested the remaining pills from the affected batches. Something was off. An additive or a contaminant mixed into the actual compound. Not part of the approved formula.”

“So...” I said, voice low, “someone altered the drug?”

Lucas nodded. “Yes. Sabotage. Most likely internal. But no trace of the individual yet. Whoever did it... vanished.”

My pulse spiked. I turned to him fully. “Find him.”

Lucas didn’t blink. “We’re already trying—”

“Find him.” I barked. “I don’t care what it takes. I want a name. A face. A motive. This isn’t just about product failure — this is a setup. Someone wants to see this company fall.”

Lucas held still. “Yes, sir.”

I turned back to the rain.

It was true.

Zorpex was faulty.

And if we lost this case... if this thing went public in full?

I’d have to shut it down.

Everything.

Lopez Pharmaceuticals would be over.

I gritted my teeth, voice low. “I can’t let that happen.”

Lucas stayed silent, listening.

“This company... it’s not just mine.” I stared at the glass, rain blurring the skyline. “It was my mother’s hope. Her vision. She built it with a lot of hopes  before she died. Asked me to keep it alive. To the end of this world, she said.”

And I would.

Even if I had to fight dirty.

Even if it meant destroying the one woman who had me cornered.

My eyes drifted back to Valentina’s picture.

Flawless suit. Perfect posture. Killer eyes.

“Whatever she’s hiding,” I said under my breath, “I’ll find it.”

Even if I had to peel her life apart layer by layer.

I looked out the window one last time.

The storm hadn’t passed.

Neither had I.
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Valentina 

I didn’t believe in luck.

Only in leverage.

And right now, I had it — stacked neatly on the long table in the center of my office. Three red folders. Three victims. Three silenced lives.

My team had gone home. The lights in the rest of the building were off. But I couldn’t stop.

The storm outside was relentless — wind slamming the windows, thunder rolling like distant artillery.

Fitting.

I moved from file to file, marking notes in the margins with my black pen, eyes scanning every report again and again. Medical records. Pharmacy slips. Insurance denials. Funeral receipts.

I didn’t flinch.

I didn’t allow myself to.

These weren’t just exhibits.

They were people.

“Don’t blink, Valen,” I muttered to myself. “He doesn’t.”

Lopez Pharmaceuticals had buried victims under a mountain of legal insulation for years. But now? They were exposed. Cracks were forming. And I was the pressure.

I walked back to my desk, heels echoing in the silence. Dropped into the chair, let my head tilt back for just a moment, watching the rain streak across the ceiling-high windows.

I thought about him again.

The way he looked at me in the hallway. Not confused. Not threatened.

Curious.

Like he didn’t know whether to dismiss me or study me.

He hadn’t said everything he wanted to. I could feel it. Daniel Lopez was too cold, too composed — but in that one second, something had cracked. Something underneath all that polished glass.

He expected noise.

He didn’t expect me.

I smirked bitterly, pulled a small notebook from the drawer, and flipped to my most recent scribbles. Notes on Lopez Pharma’s board members. Private investors. Factory locations. Logistics contractors.

If he thinks I’m just here for courtroom speeches, he’s dumber than he looks.

I’m here to dismantle him.

Piece by piece.

From the outside, I know how I look — clean suit, clean record, polite smile when I want to scare someone. But the truth is, I’ve spent years preparing for men like Daniel. Men who use the law like a mask. Men who don’t believe in consequences.

Until someone like me walks into their life.

I opened my laptop, pulled up a file labeled: Lopez Internal Witnesses.

One name was circled. Richard Perez , the head of security department who used to work with them  in Costa Rica. Quiet. Clean record. Resigned a few months before the Zorpex launch .

Too quiet.

I leaned forward.

“You’re going to talk,” I whispered to the screen.

He wasn’t answering my calls yet. But they always cracked eventually. Especially the ones with guilty consciences and something to hide. And when he did, I’d have a piece Daniel Lopez wouldn’t be able to sweep under his thousand-dollar rug.

My phone buzzed on the desk.

A message from Moana.

You’re still working? Valen ... try to sleep. At least pretend.

I stared at it for a long



















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





