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If you have made it this far, it means you have survived the Bellgrave.

In the first part of this story, Helena Ortega embarked on an investigation into the so-called Houses—ancient, discreet organizations that have influenced intellectual, cultural, academic, and economic circles for generations. What began as a search for answers surrounding Gabriel's disappearance gradually became something far deeper: an exploration of humanity's desire for recognition, belonging, and significance.

Through Gabriel's unfinished manuscript, Helena discovered that Houses do not endure solely through wealth, power, or manipulation. Their true strength lies in offering something many people desperately seek: the feeling of being seen, understood, and recognized in ways the outside world rarely provides.

During her time at the Bellgrave, Helena encountered Valeria Devereux, Elena Whitmore, and Simone Bell—brilliant women who had spent years orbiting the Houses. None of them presented themselves as victims or villains. Instead, they seemed bound to the system by something far more complicated: a mixture of clarity, dependence, fascination, and exhaustion.

As her investigation deepened, Helena uncovered a troubling realization Gabriel had reached. The Houses do not create people's emotional hunger; they simply recognize and cultivate it better than anyone else. The need to feel special, to belong, to be chosen, or to be utterly understood exists long before anyone crosses their threshold.

The final pages of the manuscript revealed something even more unsettling. Gabriel began to suspect that the Houses were merely an extreme and refined version of mechanisms that already exist throughout modern society: universities, cultural institutions, elite networks, professional environments, and even intimate relationships. His research ceased to be an external exposé and became a painful examination of the contemporary human condition.

Before he disappeared, Gabriel found himself haunted by a question: Is it possible to live without depending so desperately on the recognition of others?

That question remained unanswered.

At the end of Part I, Helena left the Bellgrave carrying Gabriel's manuscript and a growing unease she could no longer ignore. As she watched a young writer enter the hotel with the same mixture of ambition and longing she herself had carried for years, she understood a difficult truth:

No one must force you into certain rooms once you have learned to confuse being chosen with feeling alive.

That is exactly where Part II begins.
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When I crossed the bridge back into Miami it was almost three in the morning.

The city appeared on the other side of the bay as an electric mass suspended over black water. For years, that landscape had produced something like pride in me: the feeling of living in a place built by survivors, immigrants, people capable of inventing new identities by dint of hunger and speed.

Now I have seen something else.

Organized desire.

The phrase appeared alone inside my head while I was driving.

Everything seemed different after the Bellgrave.

In the visually different.

Worse.

Interpreted.

The buildings.

Universities.

Restaurants open late.

Young women getting out of black cars in front of illuminated hotels.

For the first time I could not help but look at the world as if it were traversed by the same emotional logic that Gabriel had tried to describe.

That terrified me.

Because I immediately understood the danger:

Overly powerful theories start by reorganizing your thinking.

Then they reorganize your perception.

My phone vibrated on the passenger seat.

I did not look at him.

I kept driving.

The lights of downtown began to slowly approach as something much more uncomfortable grew inside me: the feeling that the Bellgrave was still working emotionally on my body even from a distance.

I could still hear Simone Bell's voice.

Valeria's gaze.

The way Ellen Whitmore had uttered certain phrases as if they were describing something inevitable about the contemporary world.

The worst thing was that part of me still wanted to go back.

Not physically.

Intellectually.

Emotionally.

I wanted to feel that intensity again.

That was the first thing that made me understand how right Gabriel had been.

The phone vibrated again.

This time I took it.

A message.

Unknown number.

"Don't try to write yet.

I felt my body tense immediately.

Below appeared another line.

—The first versions of the book always end up being confessions disguised as theory.

The dark ocean continued to appear intermittently between the buildings as it crossed Brickell.

The message continued.

Gabriel took too long to understand.

I felt an immediate chill.

Because the phrase hit exactly where I was most vulnerable.

I already wanted to start the novel.

I could already feel the physical urge to compulsively write down everything that happened during the night: the women, the manuscript, the theory of recognition and desire.

Precisely there the capture could begin.

I put the phone away.

But it was too late not to think about it.

My mother's apartment was still pitch black when I arrived.

I went up in silence.

I opened the door slowly.

Everything remained motionless: the lamp lit by the sofa, the empty cups, the box of letters on the table.

My mother was still asleep.

I watched her for a few seconds from the threshold of the living room.

Then something small happened.

But devastating.

For the first time I could not see her solely as my mother.

I also saw:

the girl who had survived the houses,

the woman who had loved Gabriel,

the person who had been trying to build an emotional life outside of certain rooms for decades.

I understood something terrible:

I did not know if I had really succeeded.

The silence of the apartment was unbearable.

I went to the kitchen.

I opened the refrigerator.

I drank water straight from the bottle trying to lessen the strange feeling that kept growing inside me.

But the problem was not fear.

It was abstinence.

The word appeared inside my head with brutal clarity.

I did not miss specific people from Bellgrave.

Not even information.

I missed the intensity.

The feeling of being inside a conversation capable of completely reorganizing the meaning of the world.

I leaned slowly on the counter.

Then I understood the real danger of Gabriel's manuscript:

it did not describe only an external structure.

He also emotionally produced what he was trying to denounce.

The understanding left me motionless in the kitchen.

The refrigerator was still open behind me. White light partially illuminated the apartment as Miami slowly began to empty of the nighttime noise. At that hour, the city seemed suspended between two versions of itself: the bright and performative one of the days, and a more vulnerable, almost exhausted one, which appeared only before dawn.

I closed the refrigerator slowly.

Then I looked at the box of cards on the table.

I felt the immediate urge to open it again.

That was what really scared me.

I did not need someone to invite me back to the Bellgrave.

I did not need messages.

Nor theories.

Nor revelations.

The system had already learned to continue only inside my head.

I sat in front of the box trying not to touch it.

Old wood.

The folded cards.

Gabriel's notes.

Everything radiated a kind of emotional gravity.

I understood something devastating:

Houses did not survive solely through social networks or institutions.

They also survived through memory.

People are unable to stop thinking about them even years later.

My phone vibrated again.

This time it was not an unknown number.

It was Clara.

I watched him for several seconds before answering.

"Did you go?"

His voice sounded tired.

Not surprised.

As if the question had really ceased to matter from the moment Bellgrave decided to invite me.

"Yes.

Brief silence.

Then:

"And now you understand?"

The phrase gave me an immediate chill.

Because I did not know exactly what it meant to understand.

Understanding the system?

My father?

Or my own need to be seen?

"I don't know.

Clara let out a slow breath.

Gabriel said that constantly towards the end.

I felt my body tense.

"What?"

"I don't know."

Clara's voice became lower.

"Because after a while I could no longer distinguish clearly between lucidity and fascination.

The apartment fell silent again.

My mother was still asleep on the couch.

Suddenly I understood something that I had not fully seen until then:

everyone spoke of Gabriel as if he had died long before he physically disappeared.

As if the real collapse had been internal.

Clara continued:

"Did they show you the last fragment?"

I did not respond immediately.

That was enough.

"Then you've gotten to the heart of the problem.

I felt a strange tiredness run through my body.

"And what exactly is the core of the problem, Clara?"

There was a long silence at the other end of the line.

When he finally spoke, his voice sounded deeply sad.

—That certain structures survive because they turn legitimate human needs into sophisticated forms of dependence.

The quiet clarity of the sentence left me motionless.

Because it no longer seemed like an extreme theory.

It seemed like an emotional description of the present.

Networks.

Prestige.

Work.

Universities.

Love even.

All organizing unequal access to recognition, care, and validation.

Clara spoke again.

"Your father began to break down when he understood that he couldn't just report houses without also denouncing parts of himself.

I slowly looked at the box of cards on the table.

"And you?"

The question came up before I thought about it.

There was another silence.

Longer this time.

"I learned to survive by dividing my life carefully.

I immediately felt cold.

"What does that mean?"

The answer came very slowly.

—It means that some people manage to physically leave certain structures...

Short pause.

"But they never get their imagination out of them.

The air became heavier inside the apartment.

Because I recognized exactly the danger.

It was already beginning to happen to me.

Even there, in my mother's kitchen, far from Bellgrave, I kept thinking about the same conversations, the same phrases, the same emotional intensity.

Then Clara said something that completely altered my perception of the novel I wanted to write.

"Helena...

His voice dropped even lower.

"You have to decide very soon if you want to write this book to understand something true...

Brief silence.

—Or to remain emotionally close to the people who inhabit it.

The phrase remained suspended inside the kitchen long after Clara stopped talking.

Because I immediately understood that both things were already beginning to mix inside me.

I wanted to author the book, yes.

But I also wanted to stay connected to:

Valeria, 

Simone Bell,

the Bellgrave,

the manuscript,

intensity.

Precisely there the real capture could begin.

I leaned slowly against the counter, while the apartment was still submerged in that strange stillness of the pre-dawn hours.

"What really happened to Gabriel, Clara?"

The question came out more tiring than furious.

On the other side there was a long silence.

Too long.

Then I realized something unbearable: no one seemed able to describe my father's disappearance in a simple way because it had not been simple.

Clara finally spoke.

"Your father began to lose interest in almost everything that was not related to houses.

I felt an immediate chill.

Because he recognized the pattern.

Not immediate destruction.

Progressive reduction of the world.

Clara continued:

"At first it seemed brilliant. More lucid than ever. He wrote compulsively. He gave extraordinary lectures. People were emotionally devastated after hearing him speak.

The silence of the apartment seemed to grow around every word.

"But then something else began to happen.

My whole-body tense.

"What?"

Clara's voice dropped even lower.

Gabriel no longer knew how to talk about anything without turning it into evidence for his theory.

I felt nauseous.

Because he understood exactly the intellectual danger of that.

Totalizing ideas does not just reorganize thought.

They slowly begin to replace a person's emotional reality.

Friends.

Love.

Everyday life.

All absorbed by the same interpretative logic.

Clara slowly let out the air.

"Your mother began to realize it before anyone else.

I looked up at the couch.

Isabel was still asleep under the gray blanket.

Small.

Sold out.

Human.

I understood that she had not only tried to hide the truth about the houses from me.

I had also tried to protect myself from the psychological transformation that the research produced in my father.

Clara spoke again.

Gabriel began to say something very strange during the last few months.

I felt my heart race.

"What?"

Brief silence.

"That I was no longer sure if the houses were a real structure..." or a gigantic metaphor about the emotional hunger of our time.

The phrase fell into me like an abyss.

Because I immediately understood the danger of that thought.

If everything could be interpreted as an extension of the theory...

Then the theory no longer had limits.

Exactly there the psychological dissolution could begin.

Clara read my fear even through the phone.

"That's why you must be careful now.

His voice sounded firm.

"Ideas that can explain too much can also destroy your ability to live outside of them.

The apartment was completely immobile.

I understood something devastating:

The novel was already beginning to work emotionally on me even before it had been written.

It was not just literary material.

It was an affective architecture capable of reorganizing:

my attention, my desire, my perception of the world.

Clara was silent for a few seconds before continuing.

—Gabriel stopped writing literature in the end.

I felt my body tense.

"So, what did he write?"

The answer came very slowly.

—I was trying to build a total theory of human recognition.

The air slowly disappeared from my lungs.

Because I understood exactly why that could destroy someone brilliant.

The ultimate temptation:

Explain not only the system...

but the very human need to be loved, seen, and validated.

Then Clara said something that completely chilled me.

"Helena...

His voice came out as an intimate warning.

"Promise me that you still remember how to look at the world without immediately turning everything into material for the book.

I did not respond immediately.

The silence that followed on the other end of the line was worse than any accusation.

Because we both understood exactly what my delay meant.

The kitchen was still lit only by the lamp in the dining room. My mother slept motionless on the couch as Miami slowly began to clear up behind the windows. The city returned to the day as if nothing had happened, as if the Bellgrave did not exist somewhere in the ocean administering emotional recognition for people unable to feel sufficient outside of certain gazes.

"Helena.

Clara's voice sounded softer now.

Almost tired.

"You're still there, aren't you?"

The question sent me an immediate shiver.

Because yes.

A part of me was still inside the suite.

Within the conversations.

Inside the manuscript.

As if the intensity of the Bellgrave had left a kind of psychological residue impossible to completely extinguish.

I sat down slowly next to the box of letters.

"I don't know how to get out of this yet.

The honesty of the phrase surprised even me.

There was a long silence.

Then Clara spoke very softly.

Gabriel said exactly that two weeks before he disappeared.

I felt my body harden.

Because the possibility of really looking like my father ceased to feel metaphorical.

Clara continued:

"At first we all thought he was talking about physical danger.

Short pause.

"Then we understood something worse.

My breathing began to slow down.

"What?"

—That he no longer knew how to return emotionally to a life where he did not feel necessary for that theory.

The devastating clarity of the sentence left me speechless.

Necessary for theory.

Not simply interested.

Necessary.

As if the manuscript had gradually become the central structure that sustained its identity.

That was precisely the danger for me.

The novel was beginning to feel more important than my own real life.

More intense.

More alive.

I looked slowly at the notebook I still carried with me from Bellgrave.

Empty.

Waiting for me.

I felt an almost physical urge to start writing immediately.

That terrified me.

Because I understood something brutal:

The houses did not need to ask me for anything directly.

It was enough to make the novel emotionally indispensable.

Clara spoke again.

"Do you know what the last thing Gabriel said to me?"

I slowly denied it, even though she could not see me.

The sound of the ocean seemed to still come back inside my head.

He told me:

—I finally understood why some people never really abandon certain structures.

Brief silence.

"Because after a while they no longer remember if they are looking for the truth... or looking for the intensity that chasing it produces.

The apartment was completely immobile.

Then something small happened.

But devastating.

I looked at my mother asleep on the couch.

Then I looked at the box of letters.

The empty notebook.

My phone is full of messages.

Gabriel's manuscript.

For the first time I felt afraid not to author the book...

but to become someone incapable of stopping writing it.

Fear remained with me even after Clara hung up.

It did not disappear.

It did not decrease.

He simply settled quietly inside the apartment as the dawn finished coming in through the windows.

Miami was beginning to wake up.

Automobiles.

The siren is pouring.

The metallic noise of the garbage truck coming down the street.

Normal life is slowly returning.

However, I was still sitting in front of the box of letters as if Bellgrave was continuing to work through me from a distance.

The empty notebook remained on the table.

He was not open it yet.

I understood it perfectly.

That is precisely why the impulse to do so was so intense.

I got up abruptly and walked to the bathroom trying to escape my own thoughts.

I turned on the light.

The reflection gave me a strange feeling.

Something had changed on my face.

Not physically.

In the gaze.

As if during a single night he had begun to observe the world from a different emotional depth.

Then I understood something unbearable:

I was already narrating.

Even now.

Reflections,

the city,

My mother asleep,

dawn.

Everything began to automatically transform into material for the book.

Clara's warning came back immediately:

not immediately turning everything into material for the novel.

Because I no longer knew how to stop the mechanism.

I slowly walked back to the kitchen.

My phone vibrated again.

Unknown number.

I watched him for several seconds before opening the message.

"Don't read the entire manuscript alone.

My heart pounded violently.

Below appeared another line.

The last few pages profoundly altered Gabriel.

I felt my body tense.

There were still more pages.

More theory.

More confessions.

More intensity.

A part of me wanted them immediately.

That was truly terrifying thing.

I did not need to be convinced.

The system had already learned exactly what to offer me.

The message continued.

—Narrators tend to get confused on this point.

—They interpret compulsion as lucidity.

The psychological clarity of the sentence left me motionless.

Because yes.

Part of me was already beginning to believe that thinking obsessively about houses meant understanding them more deeply.

And perhaps that same obsession was precisely the mechanism.

My mother shifted slightly on the couch.

He opened his eyes slowly.

For a few seconds he seemed not to remember where he was.

Then she saw me awake at the table and immediately understood that something had changed.

—You went to the Bellgrave.

It was not a question.

I nodded slowly.

She closed her eyes for a moment.

Pure tiredness piercing his face.

"And now you understand why I tried to keep you away?"

I felt the automatic urge to answer yes.

But it was not true.

Because there was still a deeply fascinating part of me.

And hiding it was already beginning to seem useless to me.

My mother slowly sat up.

"Helena... Tell me something honestly.

His voice sounded more fragile than he had ever heard it.

"Do you still want to write the book?"

The question was suspended between us.

Then I understood the real problem:

I no longer knew how to separate my desire to write it... of my need to stay emotionally connected to all that.

I looked at the empty notebook on the table.

The letters.

The manuscript.

The city clears behind the windows.

From the beginning of this whole story, I felt the real magnitude of what was at stake.

Not just a novel.

My complete way of learning to desire,

Look,

Writing,

to love.

My mother was still waiting for the answer.

But before he could speak, the phone vibrated again.

This time only one photograph arrived.

An old image,

granulated,

taken from afar.

Gabriel.

Alone.

Sitting in the same suite at the Bellgrave where I had been hours before.

In front of him was an open notebook.

On the photograph, written in black ink, there is a sentence:

—The book began here.

I felt the impact of the image physically.

As if something invisible had just closed around me.

Gabriel was sitting exactly where I had been hours before.

The same window opens to the ocean.

The same long table.

The same elegant insulation as the Bellgrave.

And in front of him:

an empty notebook.

The photograph seemed less like a memory than a temporary warning.

As if I were not observing my father...

but a possible future version of myself.

My mother immediately saw my expression.

He got up from the couch before I even showed him the screen.

"What happened?"

I did not answer.

I just slowly extended the phone.

Isabel stared at the photograph for several seconds.

Then something small happened that completely froze me:

He closed his eyes like someone who had just confirmed a fear that he had been trying not to name for decades.

"My God.

The phrase came out just like air.

"What does this mean?" I asked.

My mother continued to observe the image.

"It means someone wants you to pick up exactly where Gabriel stopped."

The apartment was immobile.

Because I immediately understood something terrible:

They were no longer just offering me information.

They were offering me continuity.

Narrative heritage.

The intoxicating possibility of becoming the person capable of finishing the book that had destroyed my father.

And precisely therein lay the real danger.

My phone vibrated again.

Another message.

"Don't start writing yet.

I felt immediate rage.

"Who are you?"

I did not get a response.

Just another line:

Gabriel began to disappear the day he was confused by finishing the book by finishing himself.

The brutal clarity of that sentence sent me an immediate chill.

My mother slowly plopped down on the couch again.

Sold out.

"That sounds like him.

I looked at her.

"What does it mean?"

She took too long to respond.

When he finally spoke, his voice came out deeply tired.

—That the manuscript ceased to be just an intellectual project.

Brief silence.

—It became the complete emotional structure of your life.

The city kept getting light behind the windows.

The outside world was slowly returning to normal while inside the apartment I began to understand something much more disturbing:

The book could become not only a work...

but in identity.

My mother looked at the empty notebook on the table.

And I saw real fear in her.

"Helena, promise me something."

I felt my body tense.

"What?"

She held my gaze for a long time.

"Promise me that you still remember that you are a person before you became a storyteller.

The phrase pierced me with immediate violence.

Because I understood exactly why he said it.

The Bellgrave.

Valeria.

Gabriel.

They all seemed to have ended up living more intensely within certain ideas than within their own lives.

Part of me was already beginning to understand the unbearable appeal of that.

My phone vibrated again.

This time an audio file arrived.

No name.

No explanation.

Duration only:

2 minutes 11 seconds.

My mother saw it immediately.

And he turned pale.

"Don't open it.

But it was too late.

Because I recognized the voice before I even played it.

Gabriel Ortega.

My fingers were motionless on the screen.

The length of the audio seemed absurd.

Ridiculous cuts.

Two minutes and eleven seconds.

A whole life reduced to that.

My mother kept watching me from the couch with a tension I had never seen before.

She no longer seemed simply scared.

He seemed like someone who knew exactly how much damage a voice could do.

"Helena, please.

His tone was a whisper.

"Not alone.

But the phrase came too late.

Because a part of me already needed to hear it.

Not as a researcher.

Not as a writer.

As a daughter.

And that was exactly the real danger:

Houses no longer operate solely through intellectual theory.

Now they operated through mourning.

I pressed play.

At first there was only static.

Then breathing.

And then the voice.

Younger than I had imagined her.

Warmer.

Strangely tired.

"If you're hearing this, it means that Valeria finally decided to break the agreement.

The entire apartment seemed to shrink around the recording.

My mother closed her eyes immediately.

Gabriel continued:

"I don't know how long it has been. Years. Decades.

Brief silence.

"And I honestly hope you've never had to get too close to houses to get here.

I felt something slowly break inside me.

Because the voice sounded deeply human.

Not the obsessed theorist of the manuscript.

Not the ghostly figure around which everyone built interpretations.

Just a tired man trying to talk to someone he does not know yet.

Gabriel breathed slowly at the other end of the audio.

"There's something I need you to understand before I read on.

The sound of the ocean appeared faintly behind his voice.

The same suite.

Bellgrave himself.

"Houses don't destroy your morale first.

Brief silence.

They destroy your ability to feel fully alive outside of certain intensities.

The chill ran through me.

Because I was already beginning to understand exactly what I was talking about.

Gabriel continued:

"That was my mistake.

The phrase came out so simple that it was devastating.

I thought I was investigating a power structure.

Short breath. "I didn't understand in time that I was also emotionally building a version of myself incapable of returning to an ordinary life.

My mother was still motionless on the sofa.

Crying silently now.

Gabriel's voice became lower.

More intimate.

"If you're my daughter, you've probably already started to feel something dangerous.

I felt my body harden.

Because he knew exactly what he meant.

—The intensity.

The ocean sounded louder behind the recording.

—The feeling that certain conversations, certain people, and ideas make the rest of the world begin to seem emotionally insufficient.

I had to sit down.

Because I understood that this was already happening inside me.

Gabriel was silent for a few seconds.

Then he spoke again.

For the first time his voice trembled.

"Listen to me well.

The entire apartment held its breath.

"Don't confuse depth with destruction.

I felt an immediate blow to my chest.

The recording continued:

—Houses survive because they convince certain people that suffering intensely means living intensely.

Short pause.

—And then they make all love, all ambition and all writing begin to need that same level of intensity to feel real.

The audio was filled with static for a few seconds.

Then Gabriel spoke for the last time.

Exceptionally low.

Almost broken.

"If you can still love something that doesn't make you feel exceptional..."

Get out of there before the book becomes the only way you know how to exist.

The recording ended.

And the silence inside the apartment was so absolute that for an instant I felt that the whole world had stopped moving.

Neither of them spoke for a long time.

The recording had left something alive inside the apartment.

No information.

Presence.

Gabriel stopped feeling like:

theory,

manuscript,

disappearance,

family myth.

Now he was simply a man who had understood too late the kind of emotional hunger that organized his life.

And that made it infinitely more devastating.

My mother was still crying silently from the couch.

Not in a dramatic way.

Worse.

As someone exhausted from holding conversations for years that never really ended.

I stood motionless in front of the phone.

The last sentence kept repeating itself inside me:

If you can still love something that does not make you feel exceptional...

––––––––
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Because I did not know how to answer honestly that.

Writing.

The university.

The Bellgrave.

The novel.

Everything seemed linked to the need for intensity and recognition.

Then I understood something terrible:

Gabriel had not left me only a warning.

He had also left me with an impossible question.

Is there a way to create profound art without making the need for uniqueness the emotional center of one's life?

Dawn had just filled the apartment when my mother finally spoke.

"That was the last time I heard his voice.

His tone sounded empty.

Tired.

He looked slowly at the phone on the table.

"He sent me that recording two days before he disappeared.

I felt my body tense.

"And you never tried to find him?"

My mother let
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