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How far would you go to satisfy your desires?

	 Daniela was still a child when she realized that she was not like the others. While the young girls acted according to their age, she had to fight against her own instincts and hide in her innermost feelings, so as not to give in to temptation and reveal her terrible secret.

	A seething confession. A life marked by prejudice. A devastating story, which will challenge taboos and bring to light an obsessive love, originated in past lives. No one is guilty of loving but is responsible for the evil practiced in the name of that love.

	No one is blamed for loving but is responsible for the evil he practices in the name of that love.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	FOR DANIELA,

	who waited more than ten years to divulge her story. May she serve as an example to those who suffer, so that they understand themselves and stop blaming and suffering.

	 

	 

	 

	 


About the Medium 

	Mônica De Castro was born in Rio de Janeiro and has been fond of literature since she was a child. But it was with the birth of her son that she felt inspired to write her first romance, encouraged by Leonel, a spiritual mentor who has been with her for decades.

	Linked for many lifetimes, the two of them develop hours full of remarkable characters and teachings about spirituality. By means of real cases, drawn from the stories of the spirits with whom he is in contact, Leonel transmits messages with the objective of helping people learn to deal with their guilt and frustrations and to find happiness.

	Currently, with twenty books published and more than one and a half million copies sold, the renowned spiritualist writer has dedicated herself to bringing to the public enlightening romances, aimed at well-being and that stimulate readers to use self-reflection in the modification of internal values, to overcome suffering and discover a more enlightened and happy life.

	 

	 

	 


IN TWO THOUSAND AND ONE,

	When this book was written, I was a little afraid of its repercussions with the public. It is not for any other reason that, for thirteen years, it was waiting for the right moment to be published, until people, then more mature, were able to know without judging. The moment is now.

	The book deals with incest in its rawest expression, without beating around the bush, without half-words, without subterfuge.  It is the real story of Daniela's life. If, on the one hand, Leonel allows me the freedom to insert into the plot the elements of dynamism and emotion necessary to compose a good novel, on the other hand, Daniela did not have the same interest. What she wanted, solely and simply, was tell what happened to her in life, in the hope of helping others who are experiencing or have experienced the same drama. It is almost an account, an outburst, a confession. At times, the narrative changes to introduce the participation of Leonel, who was responsible for transmitting the moral teachings of love and respect. For him, it was another opportunity to do what he loves best: breaking prejudices.

	It all started one afternoon. I was at home and wherever I went, the spirit followed me. I had only written two books and was beginning to get used to Leonel's energy. But it certainly was not his energy. As several spirits had harassed me on other occasions, wanting to tell their stories, in my mind Daniela was just another one of them.

	Of course she was, but with the permission of the greater spirituality. At first, I wanted to keep the thoughts I knew were not mine out of my head. But she kept following me: "It is Daniela, it is Daniela—". She even followed me in the shower. Feeling her desperation, I gave in and set about writing, surprising myself with every line, every chapter. It was difficult for both of us, as I had to overcome some predefined religious concepts about the issue. But we managed. Today I can say with certainty that it was worth it, both for her and for me and, even more so, for the thousands of readers who, in one way or another, experience or have experienced the same situation.

	Daniela is a winner. She was not afraid to live or die, much less to acknowledge and take responsibility for all her actions. Her value only grows in proportion to her detachment, in the simplicity of bringing her own impactful, shocking, true story to the public.

	To all those who read this book, I ask only for understanding, respect and a little love. Do not be seduced by prejudice. Do not judge. For Daniela and for those who shared with her the moments of anguish recounted here. For all of us, who cannot say with certainty that we have never had a similar experience in any other life. For the love that unites us and makes us see more and more that we are all one.

	 

	MONICA DE CASTRO
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 PART ONE
CORPOREAL WORLD

	 

	 


CHAPTER ONE

	 

	 

	I would like to be able to say that I was sad about it all. But the truth is that I was not. My father was a cruel and cold man, and his departure from this life would certainly not be missed in anyone's heart. Much less in mine.

	Beside me, my brother was crying with dry eyes. The pain showed on his face as if it were real. And it was. The pain was real, but the reason was quite different, and only I knew it. I had spent my whole life by his side, and I knew him and my father like no one else. For many years, we lived in peace, but soon after my mother's death, my father became a nuisance in our lives, and we would have killed him, had it not been for the immense cowardice that dominated us.

	I was far away, sweating under the heat of that torrid sun, and I did not even notice that the morticians had already finished lowering the body into the grave. My aunts, feigning grief, wept copiously, perhaps hoping that my father had given them a share of his small fortune.

	At the end of the funeral services, my brother approached me and said:

	“Please, Daniela, can we go?”

	I looked at him deeply saddened. Yes, I wanted to leave that place, hold his hand and run away with him far away, but our lives had become too sordid to be share, and we could no longer go back to what we once were. None of us could. Not even my father, who had left for the other side without the chance of a goodbye.

	After a few seconds, I stroked his face and replied tenderly:

	“Okay, Daniel, I think there is really nothing left to do here.”

	I took his hand and started to walk away, and the others followed us. As we walked along the cemetery lane, I could hear fragments of their conversations:

	“And now, what will become of them?” asked an aunt.

	“I think Daniel will look after his sister.” replied another.

	“Will he? But he is still so young.” added a third.

	“Almost a child.” remarked a neighbor.

	And so, the conversation went on. But no one dared to speak directly to us. Deep down, I knew what they were thinking. They wanted to take care of us, the vultures, so they could get their hands on Dad's money, money that was ours. But they didn’t need to. I was no longer a child, and I could take care of myself and Daniel. And then I knew that they did not really care about us. If they did, they would not have waited for Dad to die to show it and they would have tried to overcome the barrier of his intolerance and grumpiness to see us. But no. When Dad started to mistreat them, they settled down, and we were forgotten by the rest of the family.

	Daniel and I were twins, which is why we were given similar names.

	I was born five minutes earlier, strong and robust, but Daniel came into the world extremely thin and frail and almost did not survive. Perhaps because of this, he had been weak all his life and always needed me to look after him and protect him. He was extremely handsome and generous, and I loved him more than anything in life.

	At the time, we were only nineteen and lived alone in a beautiful house in the countryside, a little away from the city center. The house was large and airy, a small farm in fact, and my father owned a thriving glass factory that had earned him a reasonable fortune, which now belonged to us. My brother and I did not feel like managing the business ourselves, so we sent for one of Dad's lawyers, Dr. Osorio, a person of the utmost honesty and trust.

	Dr. Osorio was appointed our business manager and was supposed to report to us at the end of each month, depositing the money that was due to us in the bank. This meant we had more time to spend with each other, and that was all we wanted. Now we could fulfill our dream of living our lives without any interference, without someone telling us what was right or wrong, or that it was time to stop. Thinking about this, I looked at my brother and smiled, remembering when it all started.

	One day, I was lying in a hammock on the veranda when I saw Daniel approaching. He came running, carrying an injured turtledove in his hands, probably hurt when it had tried to take its first flight.

	“Daniela! Daniela! Look what I have found.” and he showed me the wounded bird, all curled up in the palm of his hand. 

	“Do you think it’s going to die?”

	I examined the animal with a critical eye and gave my diagnosis:

	“No, it won’t. It’s just hurt. Probably from the fall.”

	“What shall we do with it?”

	“I do not know. Maybe it’s better if we ask Mom.” We were thirteen years old and had not yet discovered how strange and ungrateful life could be. But at that moment, our only concern was the wounded little animal, and we ran in search of our mother, who always solved our problems with love and kindness. We found her in the kitchen, busy preparing lunch. We had three maids at home, but my mother loved cooking for my father. She loved him and put him above everything, except perhaps me and my brother. When she saw us hurrying in, she let go of the chicken she was stuffing and asked:

	“What is all this, kids? Did something happen?”

	“Mom, Mom!” I said “Daniel found a little bird, but it’s hurt. Show her, Daniel, come on!” Daniel opened his hand and showed the bird, but it did not move. In his eagerness to save him, he had squeezed too tightly, and the little bird had suffocated. At the sight of his lifeless body, Daniel burst into tears, feeling guilty for its death.

	“It was my fault!” He repeated in despair “I killed it!”

	“Do not say that my son.” Consoled my mother. 

	“It was not your fault. I know it was unintentional.”

	“Yes, it was! Yes, it was! I killed it and now I will have to pay for it. God will punish me!”

	“My son, God does not punish anyone. It was an accident; you did not do it on purpose.”

	“Yes, Daniel” I intervened. 

	“After all, it was you who first tried to save the little animal—”

	We managed to console him at great cost. Daniel was an extremely sensitive and impressionable boy, and he spent the rest of the day mourning the loss of that turtledove. When my father arrived, my mother told him what had happened, but he did not take much notice. On the contrary, he reprimanded Daniel harshly, and I still remember his words today:

	“Stop this nonsense, Daniel. You sound like a sissy. A real man does not cry!”

	Daniel was forced to swallow his tears. He was afraid of Dad and did not want to be spanked. Although Dad did not usually hit us, sometimes he would give us a spanking, which was painful enough in itself. But we had never really been spanked, until the day the world came crashing down on us. 

	When night came, we went to bed, but Daniel was still very shaken. Around midnight, the house was dark, I heard footsteps near my bed, and I was startled. Daniel was standing there, crying.

	“What do you want?” I asked.

	“I can’t sleep.”

	“Do you want to lie here with me?” He nodded and I moved to the side, making room for him to lie down. He lay down next to me and wrapped his arms around me, resting his head on my chest. He soon fell asleep, and it was me who could not sleep any more. For some strange reason, Daniel's presence beside me disturbed me. I could feel his body pressing against mine, and it filled me with desire. Terrified, I closed my eyes and prayed, asking God to drive those impure thoughts out of my head. Daniel was my brother, and that was not right. With the comfort of prayer, sleep came, and I fell asleep, only waking up the next morning, Monday, to my mother calling:

	“Daniela, wake up. It is time to go to school.”

	“Hum—” I murmured, still sleepy.

	“Come on, get up. “

	I opened my eyes and looked for my brother. He was no longer there.

	“Where is Daniel?” I asked.

	“He woke up early and got dressed.”

	Quietly, I got up and headed for the bathroom. At the door, my mother grabbed my arm and said a little awkwardly:

	“Daniela, my daughter, how many times do I have to tell you not to sleep with your brother?”

	“But mother” I was indignant “what harm can there be if we are just brothers?”

	“There is no harm. But it doesn’t look good.”

	“Come on, Mom, that’s silly. You know that Daniel and I have always been very close.”

	“But you are a young woman now, and Daniel is almost a man. And besides, you know that your father doesn’t approve either.”

	“I know, I know. But Daniel was sad about the bird.”

	“Mom, you are worrying for nothing. We are siblings, and there is nothing wrong with us sleeping together.”

	She didn’t answer and left. My mother has always been a very sensible and intuitive woman, and I think that there, at that moment, she was able to glimpse all the drama that would soon fall upon us. Deep down, she must have remembered everything that had happened in other lives and knew why we had been born siblings, as well as being aware of her arduous mission as a mother.

	At the coffee table, my father turned to my mother and said:

	“Eugenia, how many times have I told you that I don’t want Daniel and Daniela sleeping in the same bed?”

	My mother looked at me, then at Daniel, and lowered her head, trying to apologize:

	“Oh, Gilberto, it was nothing. The boy was shaken by the death of the bird, and Daniela just wanted to help.”

	“Even so, I don’t want to. It doesn’t look good. Daniela is already a girl and has her own room. And Daniel is a man too and should not be shaken by such nonsense.”

	 I looked at my brother out of the corner of my eye, but he didn’t dare raise his head. After breakfast, we went out and waited for the school bus on the little road. We walked in silence, afraid even to think.

	 When we arrived at school, we went into the classroom without saying anything. As we were the same age and the school was small, we studied in the same class. We walked in with our heads down and went to our desks. Mine was two behind Daniel's, and next to him sat a skinny girl called Rita, whom I didn’t like very much.

	Rita was always insinuating herself to my brother, but he never paid her any attention. That day, however, perhaps because of Dad's scolding, Daniel decided to pay a little more attention to her, and she fell all over herself for him. At recess, Daniel and Rita disappeared, and I went out after them, furious. I found them behind the playground wall, kissing. Horrified, I could not hide my indignation and shouted:

	“Daniel!”

	He let go of the girl and turned to me. He was confused, ashamed. I quickly ran back to the classroom and did not say another word. When the bell rang, announcing the end of classes, I got up in a huff and left to take the bus back, without saying a single word.

	At home, after lunch, I went out into the yard, Daniel behind me trying to strike up a conversation:

	“Come on, Daniela, what is wrong? Why are you so angry?”

	I didn't know what to say. I should not have been angry, but the fact was that I was. Worse, I was dying of jealousy.

	“Stop it, Daniela, and cut the crap. Rita is just a girl, she means nothing to me.”

	I stopped and turned to him, staring at him with a look full of anguish:

	“But you kissed her.” I finally blurted out. “And on the mouth! I saw it.”

	“So what?”

	“How could you betray me?”

	He was about to answer, but I didn’t give him time. Holding his head, I kissed him passionately, and he pulled away from me with a jerk.

	“Have you gone mad, Daniela? We are siblings!”

	I threw myself on the ground and began to cry bitterly.

	“I know, I know. But I could not help it. Oh, Daniel, forgive me. I love you and I want you, and I cannot fight this feeling any longer. I know it is wrong, it is a sin, but I can’t stop thinking about you, your mouth, your body—”

	Daniel knelt beside me and joined me in weeping. How could he condemn me if he was also fighting that feeling? Like me, he also loved and wanted me, and he had only kissed Rita because he could not kiss me, his own sister.

	He wrapped his arms around me and reached for my mouth, kissing me eagerly. I was startled. I didn’t expect my brother to reciprocate, but I let myself stay, lost in his kisses. Then we started caressing each other and soon we were making love.

	After that day, we were never apart again. Wherever one went, the other followed. We were always together, holding hands or hugging, and we did not go out with anyone else. We avoided social gatherings; we did not have boyfriends or girlfriends. Rita was forgotten; Daniel did not even look at her anymore. The passion between us grew vertiginously. It was a wild, guilt-ridden love, but we could not stop loving each other.

	At home, our parents began to notice the difference in our behavior. I was already a young woman, and it was natural for boys to call looking for me. But whenever I could, I would avoid talking to them or make up an excuse to refuse invitations to go to parties or the movies. Daniel, on the other hand, did not pay any attention to the girls either and lived locked inside the house, always in my company.

	Mom and Dad were seriously worried. Mom, without knowing why, had a strange feeling, although she could not even conceive of the harsh reality. Dad, who was very suspicious, also refused to believe that his children could be committing the most abominable of sins, the name of which he was even afraid to utter: incest.

	But the truth was only one. We were living an intense, incestuous love and, despite the guilt that consumed us, we could no longer separate.

	Nothing and no one mattered to us, only our love.

	Then, one day, the worst happened. We had come home from school and, as usual, we had lunch and went out to the yard to meet under the shade of our favorite fig tree, down by the pond. It was a hidden spot, and only us went there. But that day, Mom decided to follow us. Maybe she could not stand that suspicious anymore. Silently, she followed us and stopped when we stopped. We soon began our ritual of love, kissing and caressing each other until we loved each other like two animals. Mom was shocked, so shocked that she could not speak. In silence, she returned home and phoned Dad, asking him to come urgently. My father, who knew nothing about it, returned immediately and was soon informed of what had happened.

	When we returned from our walk, they were both sitting in the living room, waiting for us. As soon as we entered, Dad's voice rang out, loud as thunder:

	“Daniel and Daniela, come here immediately!”

	We looked at each other in alarm. What was Dad doing there at that hour? When we entered the room and saw our parents' grave faces, we already knew that they had discovered the whole truth.

	“Very well.” he continued. “I want to know what is going on in this house! Have you lost your shame, your modesty?”

	There was no point in pretending, in playing dumb. They were not fools, and trying to deceive them would only serve to increase my father's fury even more.

	“Dad, let me explain.” I ventured.

	“Shut up, you vulgar bitch!”

	He raised his hand, hitting me square in the face. At the same moment, I flinched and fell, feeling a horrible pain in my cheek and a bitter taste of blood in my mouth. I tried to get up, but he ran over to me and took off his belt, hitting me several times on the back. I started crying and screaming, but he would not stop. My mother, frightened, tried to intervene, but he pushed her back and she fell onto the sofa, supported by my brother.

	“Dad, please.” Daniel pleaded “You’re going to kill Daniela.”

	Suddenly, he let go of me and turned to him, his eyes bloodshot.

	“Come here, boy, and I will teach you a lesson.”

	He went at him, striking him in several places. I was exhausted, I no longer had the strength to react, and my mother remained on the sofa. Until, suddenly, he stopped, knelt on the floor, and burst into tears. I was strange to see my father there, defeated, crying like a helpless child. My mother stood up and came close to him, hugging him tenderly. She lifted her head and looked at me, and there was so much in pain in that gaze that I felt a sharp pang in my heart.

	“Why?” she asked, hurt. “Why? Didn’t we do everything for you? Why did you betray us this way?”

	“Mom—”

	“No, no. Let me finish. Your vile and do not deserve our love. You betrayed our trust; you abused our love. How could you be so sordid?”

	“Mom, please. I can explain.”

	“No, Daniela, there is no explanation for what you did. You are siblings, you share the same blood, you were born on the same day, and yet you lie down in the woods like two animals. That is exactly what you are: animals. Because only animals copulate with their brothers and sisters.”

	“That’s right.” Dad agreed. “You are not worthy of our love and our respect, and from this day on, I don’t want you in my house anymore. Pack your things and get out of here!”

	“But Dad” Daniel cried.” You can’t. Where are we going? We are minors and—"

	“That doesn’t concern me. You should have thought of that before. You may still be minors, but you are certainly not children anymore. I had my suspicions, walking together, clinging to each other. How stupid I was!”

	“Do not torture yourself, Gilberto, it was not your fault. However, Daniel is right. You cannot send them away.”

	“Can’t I? I already have.”

	“But they are our children. We must help them.”

	“How can we help them if they are two shameless people?”

	“We should still help them. They must be sick in the head, and we can seek psychiatric help. A good doctor will cure them.”

	“Mom, please.” I objected. “We are not sick or crazy. We just love each other.”

	“Shut up!” Dad shouted, slapping me again.

	“And do you not dare repeat such a disgrace in front of us. You are siblings, and what you call love is expressly forbidden to you.”

	“Oh, is it? And by whom?”

	“By God and by Justice. What you did was abominable and does not deserve forgiveness.”

	My father was red with rage, and I thought he was going to have a heart attack at that moment. My mother must have been thinking the same thing too, because she still tried to calm down:

	“Gilberto, calm down—"

	“However” he continued, almost roaring. “I 'm not going to send you away just because your mother is asking me to. But it is a condition for them to stay that they see a psychiatrist. And I do not want you together anymore. You are forbidden to meet alone.”

	“Dad, you can’t do that!” I protested. “You have no right to separate us.”

	“Enough, Daniela! Shut up or I will do something crazy!”

	I thought I would better shut up. There was no point in arguing. My brother was terrified and did not dare go against Dad's orders, so we had to obey. We were abruptly separated and, after three days, we were attending the sessions of a psychiatrist who looked at us as if we were freaks. We hated him, but we had to go, one at a time.

	At home, Dad increased his surveillance of us. He drove us to and from school himself and gave the teacher express orders not to let us leave early or in the middle of class without his permission. Although he did not state the reason for the ban, the teacher did not ask either and did as he asked. She had no idea what it was about, but it was a family matter, and she had nothing to do with it.

	The other students were intrigued and soon created a story that everyone believed, and soon the gossip spread that Daniel and I were involved in drugs. That was extremely hard for us, because all the young people, warned by their parents, avoided us and barely spoke to us. Suddenly, we had become delinquents and were no longer company for young people from good families.

	When Mom found out what was going on, she went to the school to clear up the misunderstanding, justifying Dad's prohibition with the claim that we were getting into the habit of smoking while hiding in the bathroom, which was not so bad. The misunderstanding and isolation broke down, because most of the young people smoked too, and everything went back to normal, although the

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
