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This is a fiction work. The characters, dialogues, plots, and events described in this book are products of the author’s imagination and are used for narrative purposes. While real-life events, locations, and competitions from the world of cycling, music, and other fields are mentioned, the outcomes and contexts have been adapted or modified to enrich the storyline.

Any resemblance to actual people, living or deceased, is purely coincidental, except when public figures are mentioned as part of the historical or cultural context. In such cases, their appearances are fictionalized and do not necessarily reflect actual events, words, or actions.

The educational and academic institutions mentioned, such as universities or conservatories, are referenced for creative purposes only and are not intended to represent any official affiliation.

The author does not intend to alter the official history of sporting or musical events, nor to diminish the achievements of athletes or the organizations involved. All names, brands, and titles mentioned belong to their respective owners and are used solely for creative purposes.
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AUTHOR’S NOTE
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To experience this story in its full depth, it is recommended to begin with Book 1.

Each character follows an arc that unfolds over the course of several years; decisions, silences, and transformations gain their full meaning only when followed from the very beginning. Past and present intertwine along a single narrative thread that spans fourteen years of emotional evolution.
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ONE STEP AT A TIME
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Camila and Liam arrive in New York.

Around five in the afternoon, the captain’s voice announcing the landing flooded the cabin.

Liam carefully adjusted Camila’s seat, then his own. Their eyes met. Their hands intertwined, wordlessly. New York welcomed them with a silent promise: something new was beginning. Something healing.

Through the windows, the cityscape drew closer at a steady pace, and the engine’s hum softened as the aircraft rolled along the runway until it stopped at the assigned stand.
The door opened, and the ground crew stepped in to assist the passengers during disembarkation.
With her hands resting on Liam’s shoulders, Camila descended the short stairs, pausing on each step. Her balance was still fragile—only hours had passed since she left the hospital.

"The car that will take you home is over there," an attendant pointed out, placing the orthopedic walker in front of Camila.

Liam looked at Camila with a soft smile.

"Impressive service. George never misses."

Camila turned her gaze toward the plane, still parked at the disembarkation point.

"Hmmm... I have a feeling this will cost me somehow."

Liam leaned in and kissed her forehead.

"Well, you’ll have plenty of time to be productive and pay it off," he joked.

***
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After a ride through New York traffic, the car stopped in front of the building entrance.

The driver carried the luggage to the elevator and said goodbye with a courteous gesture.

Minutes later, upon entering Liam’s apartment, a familiar scent enveloped Camila like a silent welcome.

It was the same one she remembered from her brief visit before, but this time it didn’t feel foreign.

She moved forward with cautious steps, taking in every corner around her. Nothing had changed.

She walked a few more steps and stopped in front of the window. Liam drew the curtain. The sunset unfolded before them, warm and quiet.

He wrapped his arms gently around Camila’s shoulders.

"Welcome home, Cammie," he whispered in her ear. "Here, you can let your guard down."

She leaned into him and closed her eyes. Let your guard down. A concept unimaginable just hours ago, and yet now, it was beginning to inhabit her.

***
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Mid-September – New York

The first days were a period of adjustment for both, until a routine began to take shape.
Camila learned to recognize every limit of her body, and Liam learned to read her silent language: the slightest change in her breathing when something made her uncomfortable or a brief pain surfaced.
The walker gradually became unnecessary as Camila gained confidence, taking short, measured steps, always under Liam’s attentive watch.

He mastered the medication schedule, the care of her scar, and the check of the compressive bandage that supported her torso. At night, he made sure to alternate pressure points exactly as the hospital nurses had instructed. His sleep remained light, attuned to any signal she might give.

Despite the progress, there were nights when Camila’s body reacted without warning: a sudden jolt that shook the blanket, a spasm that woke her with a sharp gasp.

The same dream. Always the same. The fall into emptiness, and that blurred hand in the shadows that never quite managed to catch her.

Then, another hand would find hers.

"I'm here," Liam would murmur, his voice still heavy with sleep.

He never rushed her to speak. He simply held her hand, his thumb tracing slow circles on her skin, while Camila’s breathing gradually found its rhythm again.

She would recognize his voice and reach out with her other hand to touch his face or a curl of hair, caressing it gently.

"I love you," she would whisper before falling back asleep, sheltered by his presence.

At first, certain routines carried quiet tension. Liam felt the physical closeness—a natural impulse he had to restrain—as he helped her dry off after a shower, get dressed, and manage anything that required her to avoid bending.

Every gesture was careful, measured, respectful.

While he did so, he would tell her stories or slip in a joke to make her laugh and lighten the moment.

She would close her eyes and laugh, sensing in that daily support something deeper: an act of devotion, of care without conditions.

The medical checkups showed a slow, steady recovery with no setbacks. After each appointment, the trip back home became an opportunity to pick up something they needed or ride around for a while, a small change of scenery that always helped.

Liam kept his daily exercise routine, adjusting it to the limited space of the living room. Camila watched him from the sofa, her legs under a blanket, the laptop resting on her knees. He counted repetitions in silence, movements precise, breathing even.

“Don’t you miss the dojang?” she asked one morning, her eyes still on her emails.

Liam let out a quick laugh, driving his heel into the mat as he shifted posture.

“Are you kidding?” he replied. “I would never forgive myself if something happened to you while I was not here.”

“I promise not to move,” she said, raising a hand as if making a solemn oath.

He stopped. Dropped his arms, his breath still marked in his chest and crossed the space between them in a few steady steps. He leaned in until their noses touched, his hands resting on the back of the sofa.

“Already trying to get rid of me?”

Camila smiled, her eyes half-closed at the closeness.

“Never.”

Liam held her gaze for a moment longer, as if confirming something silently, before pressing his forehead against hers. The contact lasted only an instant; then he straightened up, resuming his exercises while Camila tried to focus on the screen again, fully aware that she wasn’t reading a single line.

***
[image: ]


Mid-September - Los Angeles

The members of the Findlay family were facing an almost cruel emptiness.
After Camila and Liam left the family chat, every attempt to reach them ended in unanswered calls and messages that were never read. Gradually, the certainty became tangible: they had been left behind, with no sign of return.
Leo was the exception. Messages between the siblings kept coming, nonstop: updates on Camila’s recovery, jokes about trivial matters, even memes shared just to get a laugh. Each notification was a thread keeping them connected.

One day, Dolores finally gave up and wrote to Camila:

📱 Dolores: I will not insist anymore, my child. But I am here. Always.

The message went unanswered, like the ones before. Her granddaughter’s silence was as painful as the farewell that had never been spoken.

Romina, on the other hand, had not tried to reach Camila. Something indefinable kept her from picking up the phone: shame, guilt, fear... or perhaps a mix of all three.

Every day, unnoticed by anyone else, she entered her daughter’s room. She opened the closet and let her fingers glide over the hanging clothes. The subtle perfume still lingered on the pillow; the keyboard remained resting against the wall. Everything was exactly as she had left it, as if Camila could return at any moment and undo her absence.

Romina closed her eyes and remained still for minutes. She thought about how different everything would have been if only she had sought help in time. They had suggested it. They had asked her, over and over.

Marcus spent his time between his home office and the Indie Studios, keeping busy with small tasks, anything to stay away from the thoughts he did not want to face.

He could not accept that Camila and Liam were together. But it was not just the relationship; what hurt most was the distance, that void that had opened in the family structure he once believed unbreakable. He felt it as his own failure, a mistake that rested solely on his shoulders.

He remembered Leo’s words, clear and direct, in that hospital waiting room: There were thousands of ways to prevent what happened.

With a sharp motion, he closed the laptop and rose from the desk, leaving the open documents and the silence of the room behind him as if closing off a part of himself as well.
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THE PRISON OPENS
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New York - Late October

The medical center was decorated with Halloween motifs, more festive than clinical in atmosphere. For Camila, however, the only celebration that mattered was reclaiming her body.

Today, after more than seven weeks, the compression bandage would come off.

Seated beside Liam in the waiting room, she tried to distract herself with the pumpkins and garlands, but anticipation kept her body tense, restless.

When they called her name, she took a deep breath before standing up. Liam gave her hand a gentle squeeze, that familiar smile of his assuring her everything would be all right.

Inside the exam room, the doctor and his assistant worked with precision, removing the bandage layer by layer. As the pressure eased, cool air brushed her skin for the first time in weeks, sending a shiver through her—not from the temperature, but from the sensation of freedom.

They examined every inch of the scar. The assistant gave a thumbs-up in quiet approval, and Camila let out a faint sigh of relief, sensing that small gesture marked a decisive step in her recovery.

After a few trial movements and stretches, the procedure was complete.

Camila stepped into the dressing room and, upon seeing her reflection in the mirror, she blinked—barely recognizing what she saw.

Her skin looked more fragile, the bones more pronounced than she remembered. She instinctively turned her gaze away and finished dressing with a lingering sense of strangeness.

The doctor noticed her expression as she returned and offered a reassuring smile.

"It's completely normal, Camila. The skin needs time to readjust to contact with air and light. It will soon regain its tone and strength."

Liam was waiting in the hallway, leaning against the wall with the patience of someone who knows that real change doesn’t happen all at once.

The moment he saw her step out, he noticed the tension in her face.

He walked over with a gentle smile, trying to lighten the moment.

"What’s wrong?" he teased. "Already missing your ‘prison’?"

Camila let out a brief laugh. She leaned slightly toward him and whispered,

"I look... strange."

Liam lowered his gaze to her, assessing her quietly—but without the critical eye she turned on herself.

He didn’t see fragility. He saw Camila, unbandaged, unrestricted. Free.

The doctor approached then, handing her a sheet with the schedule and final instructions.

"These are your physiotherapy appointments. If you stick to the plan, you’ll notice the difference in just a few weeks," he assured her.

Camila nodded, committing each instruction to memory.

As they stepped out of the exam room, Liam paused in front of her.

The smile he gave her wasn’t just relief—it carried a glint of celebration, as if that small triumph were his too.

"I think this moment calls for something special. How about we celebrate?"

Camila raised an eyebrow as she ran her fingers over the fabric of her blouse, feeling the clothes rest directly against her skin for the first time in weeks.

"Yes. Let’s celebrate. What do you have in mind?"

Liam smiled sideways—that look of his that hinted at something without giving it away.

—Let me surprise you.

At midday, under the light streaming through the window of a cozy restaurant, Liam raised his glass of wine with a conspiratorial smile.

"To my invincible warrior."

Camila rolled her eyes, though a soft laugh escaped as she clinked her glass against his.

"To my tenacious nurse."

When their small celebration came to an end, they walked out hand in hand, talking and laughing, oblivious to everything around them.

They did not notice the camera that had captured the moment of the toast, nor their exit from the restaurant.

Soon, those images of an intimate moment would become the center of a new storm.
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The next morning, Camila woke wrapped in a calm so deep it was almost disorienting.

The day had already begun, and for the first time in weeks, her sleep hadn’t been interrupted by the recurring nightmare.

From the window, the overcast sky let in a soft light, and a few yellowing leaves danced in the wind.

She turned her head. Liam was sleeping beside her, lying on his stomach, hands tucked under the pillow, his face serene.

She smiled at the sight. It was also the first night, since they’d arrived in New York, that he had slept through without stirring.

With slow movements, Camila sat up and settled at the edge of the bed.

She stayed there for a few seconds, calibrating her body, aware that it was the first time she’d managed to do it alone since the “accident.”

That small victory sparked a different kind of energy in her—almost electric.

She walked quietly to the kitchen. Turned on the coffee maker, split a few bagels, and placed them in the oven.

She set out two mugs and the breadbasket on the counter, arranging them with an almost ceremonial precision.

Just as she was about to serve, she heard soft footsteps behind her.

Liam appeared in the doorway—hair tousled, eyes still warm with sleep, and a smile escaping him the moment he saw the scene.

He came closer without a word and wrapped his arms around her.

Camila rested her head against his chest, feeling the steady rhythm of his breath beneath the cotton of his T-shirt.

The breakfast laid out on the counter, the gentle silence of morning, and Liam holding her like that...

Everything felt different. New and true.
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Days later, the absence of the bandage seemed to have freed more than just her body.

In her new routine, ideas flowed with a natural ease she had deeply missed; it was as if, at last, there was harmony between what she felt and what she could express.

The words came on their own, propelled by everything she had lived through in those weeks.

Some hinted at songs, others remained mere sketches—but all emerged with the same urgency: they needed to be put on paper.

That morning, after breakfast, she picked up her red notebook. She ran her hand along the spine, worn at the edges. The original pages had run out months ago, but she had kept feeding it by adding loose sheets held together by an elastic band, as if the notebook were a living thing refusing to end.

Ready to give her creativity free rein, she was walking toward the table when the notebook slipped from her hands.

It fell to the floor, and its pages scattered across the room.

From the kitchen, Liam heard the noise and came to help her. “Whoa! The legendary red notebook. Already loading the heavy artillery, huh?” he said with a grin as he gathered a few pages.

Camila raised an eyebrow.

“Artillery?”

Liam chuckled.

“That’s what Leo says you keep in here.”

Camila burst out laughing as he handed her the disordered stack.

But her expression shifted subtly when she noticed the page on top.

May 30, 2010, Piazza Brà – Angel eyes looks at me. Says I’m a goddess.

The memory struck like a brief flash.

It wasn’t just the name. It was the impression—something familiar, yet impossible to grasp.

A shiver ran down her skin as she felt an unsettling connection between that image and the recurring dream of falling into the void.

The eyes. The outstretched hand in the shadows.

Camila narrowed her eyes, trying to make sense of it.

Who are you?” she thought, the question suspended in silence.

She shook her head and returned to what she had been doing.

Liam sat beside her with his coffee mug, checking messages on his laptop. It had become a quiet habit—they’d share space, each doing their own thing, with no need to fill the silence.

Camila flipped through her notebook, still thinking about the note, but with a different feeling stirring in her chest. Something was shifting.

Liam couldn’t help glancing at the page. The name struck a chord. He remembered a conversation during a family gathering where “Angel Eyes” had come up—just a casual mention, a throwaway memory. But now, seeing it written in Camila’s notebook, he felt a faint jab in his chest.

It wasn’t a serious feeling—not even something he’d admit as jealousy out loud. But it struck him as curious how a simple mention could stir something inside him.

As Camila’s pen moved fluidly across the page, Liam leaned an elbow on the table and watched her with a half-smile.

“So, tell me, is the goddess over here going to give me a kiss this morning?”

Camila turned her head, surprised by the comment, but she caught the tone easily.

“Snooping through my notes?”

“Nope. But it’s right there—open,” he said, nodding toward the loose page.

Camila clicked her tongue, amused.

“You’re mischievous.”

But she didn’t scold him. Instead, she leaned in gently and placed a kiss on his lips, the smile still playing on her face.
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FIRST WAVE
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New York – Second week of November

As the days went by, their routines found their own rhythm.

Camila attended her physical therapy sessions while Liam used that time for his taekwondo training. When she focused on her virtual UCLA classes, he memorized the script for the upcoming theater season.

The university’s theoretical classes flowed without obstacles, but piano practice had been put on hold due to the lack of an instrument. The problem was solved thanks to Leo, who sent Camila’s keyboard to New York via courier. It wasn’t a true substitute for a piano, but it fulfilled its technical purpose.

At night, the apartment came alive with Gaia’s Cry video calls. Music, ideas, and jokes slid across the screen, filling the space and making the distance disappear—if only for a couple of hours. Liam pretended to be distracted, checking emails or reading a book, but the truth was he enjoyed that genuine energy.

***
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Around midday, while Camila was still connected to her classes, her phone vibrated on the table. She glanced at the screen. The corporate chat of Gaia’s Cry showed a string of messages. She waited for the class to end before checking them.

A few minutes later, she made herself a cup of coffee and settled onto the couch.

She unlocked her phone.

📱George: Good morning, Gaia’s Cry. Here’s the tentative agenda for 2013 [attachment]. We’ve taken UCLA’s academic calendar into account to avoid scheduling conflicts.

📱Javier: Album sales are climbing. Check your bank accounts. Yesterday we made the first royalty deposit.

📱Chester: 🤯 Awesome 🤑

📱Charles: Whoa! 😳 Unexpected. Thank you, thank you, thank you.

📱Jared: Wow. This is a whole new level.

📱Paul: ... 😳

📱Brenda: 😎 Can we call ourselves “artists” now?

Camila’s face lit up with a smile. That news could only mean one thing: recognition for her art.

She checked her bank account. There it was. A step toward financial independence. Relief from a worry that had visited her often since the rupture with her family: being able to pay tuition without turning to Marcus.

She raised her arms in the air in a gesture of triumph.

Then she added the agenda to her personal calendar. And there, with the dates spread out before her eyes, a pang shifted her initial excitement.

Only a few weeks remained before the end of her physical therapy.

She puffed out her cheeks, lips pressed tight.

The plan had always been to stay with Liam until she recovered, and then return to her life in Los Angeles.

But now, the idea of leaving him didn’t just weigh on her—it hurt.

Slowly, she released the air from her cheeks.

She would have to get used to the idea of going back to how things were: finding dates here and there to see him for a few days, like it had been the past year.

She stood up and returned to the table. Her next class was about to begin.

In the apartment bathroom, Liam was showering after training. As he spread the gel across his body, his gaze paused on an object: Camila’s towel, hanging there. A symbol of her comforting presence.

Like her, he knew their time together had a silent clock ticking. He did not want to count the days, but his mind did it for him anyway.

The logic of the plan said she would stay until she recovered. But logic meant nothing when the only thing he wanted... was for her to stay. Was it selfish to want to keep her?

He turned off the faucet and grabbed a towel. Dried off quickly, his thoughts still drifting in the steam around him.

He stepped out of the bathroom with the towel wrapped around his waist and paused in the hallway. From there, he could see her—focused on her class, headphones on.

She turned her head, sensing his presence. Blew him a kiss through the air with her hand.

He smiled and reached out, catching the imaginary kiss. Brought it to his lips.

He slipped into the bedroom, unsure how to handle what was coming, but certain of what he wanted.

***
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Los Angeles

In the Findlay house solarium, Romina sipped a fruit juice, curled up on an armchair.

She sat there the night before, and that’s where she woke up. Insomnia had become a constant, and the assorted pills on her nightstand no longer worked.

The consequences of her actions had always been there, dormant—but only now did she see them, feel them clearly.

Camila had not pressed charges. There were no legal repercussions. But that didn’t mean everything was fine. Nothing was fine.

She heard Marcus’s footsteps descending the stairs toward his study. Wrapped herself in the blanket and went to meet him.

She needed help. It wasn’t a sudden epiphany. It was a certainty that had always been there, waiting for her to stop ignoring it.

She leaned her shoulder against the doorframe.

“I’m going to get help. Professional help,” she said, her voice steadier than she expected.

Marcus stopped sorting through the papers on his desk and looked at her closely, massaging his temple with his fingers.

“I’m glad you will,” he said at last, adding nothing more, his eyes returning to the papers.

“You could do it too,” she said gently.

Marcus let out a humorless laugh.

“I don’t need therapy, Romina.”

“I didn’t think I did either.”

Silence settled between them.

No further words were needed to understand what was at stake: the continuity of the family—even if only with Leo.

***
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New York – Third week of november

Camila stepped out of the physical therapy center with her coat zipped up to the neck. The autumn morning forced her to pull the wool hat down to her eyebrows. She descended the steps to the sidewalk, her body still tender from the session. Dry leaves crackled under her boots—and then she heard the first click.

Click. Click. Click.

She stopped. Turned her head. A young woman with a professional camera was aiming from across the street, and beside her, a man with a recorder in hand and a rehearsed smile was approaching quickly.

“Camila, how are the therapy sessions going?”

“There are no details about your accident—what exactly happened?”

“Will you be performing live again this year?”

“What does the support from your fans on social media mean to you?”

“Why New York instead of LA?”

“Are you living with Liam Findlay?”

The first questions felt manageable, and she answered in a neutral, almost mechanical tone. But the last one—that last one—froze her blood. Not because of what it said, but because of what it implied.

The shared last name. The story they didn’t know. The one they didn’t care to know.

She felt her shoulders tense, the cold seeping in from the inside.

“I’m sorry,” she said, taking a step back. “I won’t be answering anything else.”

She turned around and went back into the center, heart pounding. From the reception desk, she typed a quick message:

📱Camila: I was just leaving, but a reporter stopped me outside. I’m in the reception area.

Liam, waiting in the car, read the message and got out immediately. He rounded the corner with a steady stride.

When he saw the reporters, his expression hardened. He walked toward them, coat open, the wind catching its edges.

The photographer raised her camera and fired off a few more shots.

“Liam, any comment on Camila’s condition?”

“You’ve been seen together around the city. Anything you’d like to share with your fans?”

Liam stopped in front of them, jaw tight, eyes locked.

“Any questions regarding Camila’s health should be directed to the Horizon Arts press office,” he said, voice controlled.

And without waiting for a reply, he pushed the center’s door with such force that it slammed shut, leaving the reporter with the recorder trembling between his nose and the wood.

Camila stood by the water dispenser, phone still in hand, when Liam walked in. Her wool hat was still pulled down to her eyebrows, but her expression had changed.

“Are you okay?” he asked softly, placing his hands gently on her shoulders.

“Yes. It was just uncomfortable. I didn’t expect it.”

Liam nodded, swallowing the moment with difficulty.

A staff member approached them discreetly.

“If you’d like to avoid the press, there’s a back exit down the rehab hallway,” he said, gesturing with one hand. “It leads directly to the parking lot.”

Camila and Liam followed him in silence. The rear door closed behind them with a soft click.

They walked toward the car cautiously, the sound of damp asphalt beneath their feet. Liam opened the passenger door and waited for Camila to get in before circling the vehicle and taking the wheel.

As he started the engine, she exhaled the breath she’d been holding.
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When they got back to the apartment, they took off their coats and shoes without hurry, as if the silence allowed them to process what had just happened. Camila left her hat on the shelf and sat on the couch, her shoulders still tense.

Liam went to the kitchen, turned on the electric kettle, and prepared two cups of hot tea. He placed them on the coffee table, next to a folded napkin, and sat beside her.

“Cammie,” he said softly, “we knew this was going to happen. Now we have to decide how to handle it.”

Camila nodded, looking at the cup.

“I know. It was only a matter of time. What bothers me is... the way they twist things. What they imply. What they don’t know.”

Liam leaned in gently, took her hand in his before speaking.

“We agreed not to hide anymore. And we knew there’d be a price. Are you still with me in this?”

Camila looked at him with certainty. There was no doubt in her eyes, no tremor in her voice.

“Yes. Absolutely.”

Liam asintió, sintiendo un calor reconfortante en esa certeza.

“Well. The important thing is to understand that this isn’t just about us. The people around us will feel the impact too. It fades over time,” he added, trying to lighten the weight of what he’d just said, “it always does. But in the meantime, the narrative needs to be managed as much as possible. That’s where George comes in.”

Camila raised her eyebrows, seeing beyond the obvious for the first time. She sat on the edge of the couch, took a sip of tea, and picked up her phone. She typed a brief message:

📱Camila → George Matthews:  A reporter intercepted me today. The first questions were OK, but then he got pushy. Just wanted you to know.

The reply came a few minutes later:

📱George Matthews → Camila: Understood. We were expecting this. Let’s talk when you have a moment.

Camila showed the screen to Liam.

“Call him,” he said.

Camila dialed the number and put the call on speaker.

“George,” she said as soon as he picked up.

“Camila. Are you alright?”

“Yes. It was brief. They were waiting outside the physical therapy center.”

“Did they mention Liam?”

“Yes. And they were direct.”

There was a brief silence on the other end. George didn’t need more details.

“Alright. So it’s begun. If it happens again, don’t respond. We’ll handle this in layers.”

“Do you think it’ll escalate?”

“Yes, but for now they’re probing. Looking for a crack.”

“I understand.”

“Is Liam with you?”

“Yes. He’s listening.”

“Perfect. Liam, I need both of you aligned. If anyone else approaches, don’t improvise. Refer everything to me or Horizon. No spontaneous clarifications. Agreed?”

“Agreed,” Liam replied firmly.

“All right. First, we need to shift the focus to your recovery, Camila. Post something on your socials. Describe the diagnosis, the hospital days—anything that generates empathy. But don’t mention the cause of the accident. Is that clear?”

“Yes, of course. Empathy.”

“That will reinforce the statement we released weeks ago. Then we’ll monitor activity on your account and decide the next steps.”

Camila and Liam exchanged a glance.

“What if they go straight to our relationship?” Camila asked.

“Liam already warned me this might happen. If you’re ready for the public eye, I can schedule interviews with responsible journalists and neutralize the sensationalists. And Camila...”

“Yes?”

“Don’t let them throw you off balance. They don’t have the story. Just noise.”

Camila closed her eyes for a moment.

“Thank you, George.”

“That’s what I’m here for. We’ll talk soon.”

The call ended. Silence returned.

***
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In Los Angeles, George and his team were drafting strategies, anticipating every possible scenario. Above all, they were calculating the impact on Gaia’s Cry’s image.

In New York, Camila and Liam remained on the couch, sipping tea, with soft jazz playing from the speakers.

Social media had never been Camila’s strong suit. If two years in boarding school had taught her anything, it was a cautious, analytical distance from interacting with strangers.

But that night, she posted on Instagram.

Something that, without her knowing, would cross the Atlantic Ocean and be read by someone far away, in Verona.
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A DISTANT ECHO
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Across the Atlantic, in Verona, the Bellini training center was livelier than usual. After an intense competition season, the team was celebrating their return with several medals on the podium, and Coach Bellini had insisted on marking the occasion with pizza and soda.

Paolo Sartori sat at the table with his teammates, enjoying the rare moment when no one was talking about aerobic endurance, climb strategies, or sprint times. But amid the relaxed atmosphere, the coach reappeared with unexpected tray.

“Surprise, Sartori,” Bellini announced, setting a birthday cake down in front of him. “Thirteen years old and already a veteran on the team.”

The group erupted in cheers and applause while Paolo, with cheeks blushing, offered a shy smile and blew out the candles with a discreet gesture.

“At this rate, they’re going to test you for doping just to make sure you’re human, Paolo!” joked Luca, prompting laughter.

“If you keep this up, we’ll have to check if you’ve got batteries hidden somewhere,” added Enzo.

Paolo chuckled under his breath, shaking his head. 

After the celebration, he rode home through the streets of Verona, enjoying the cool afternoon breeze.

He parked his bike in the backyard and came in through the kitchen.

As he stepped into the living room, his family’s voices burst out in chorus, startling him:

“Tanti auguri, Paolo!”

Paolo froze for a second, his hand still resting on the doorframe.

The smile came slowly, as if his body needed to confirm it was safe to relax.

“Grazie a tutti,” he said, walking toward the birthday cake his grandmother, Sofía, was holding in her hands.

“Make a wish before you blow out the candles,” his mother instructed.

“Do it before they melt,” added Gianni, giving him a wink.

Paolo rushed through the ritual and blew out the candles, cueing the obligatory birthday song.

***
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Hours later, after a lively dinner and playful childhood anecdotes, Paolo retreated to his room carrying the gifts he’d received.

He placed the packages on his bed but paused at one in particular: the tablet his father had given him.

He broke the seal and peeled off the cellophane with almost ceremonial care. He turned on the device, and his fingers began to explore.

He browsed through the day’s news. First, the usual: cycling, team strategies, shifts in the rankings.

Then, without thinking much about it, he slid over to the general headlines. They scrolled past like marquee lights—politics, current events, celebrities... until one caught his eye:

“Camila Findlay, lead singer of Gaia’s Cry, recovering after an accident.”

Paolo frowned and opened the article.

There were no sensational details, no images—just a video: a man in a suit speaking to the press.

George Matthews. Probably her manager.

Paolo tapped the video and watched in silence as the man spoke with conviction. His grasp of spoken English was not perfect, but he understood the essentials:

Camila was recovering well and would soon return to her activities.

What accident? he wondered.

The links led him to Gaia’s Cry’s official page. Nothing out of the ordinary: band photos, individual portraits... and there, the made-up face of the lead singer that always gave him a strange sense of déjà vu. 

A brief note mentioned her condition and her upcoming return to the stage.

Out of curiosity, he looked up her Instagram profile.

There were no personal photos. Most showed concert venues, the band performing, a few landscapes from places they’d visited.

What stood out most were her captions. Like her songs, her words could unsettle or touch with equal force.

Paolo raised an eyebrow when he reached the most recent one:

📱@camilafindlaymusic

An accident can pause everything. Break everything.

There were days in the hospital, broken ribs, silence, and nightmares when asleep.

I’d heard the word “resilience” before, but only now do I truly understand it.

I’m focused on healing, on singing again, on feeling like myself again.

Thank you for the love. I read it. I feel it. I’m grateful.

The words resonated with him in a way he couldn’t quite explain.

Maybe because he knew what it meant to get back up after a fall, to spend time in a hospital, to depend on others, to go through long physiotherapy.

For a moment, he thought about writing to her. A simple message. Something brief.

“I hope you recover soon.”

But when he saw how many replies the post already had, he hesitated.

What was the point of adding his voice to so many?

Finally, he locked the screen and set the tablet on his nightstand.

Turned off the lamp, and sleep came quickly.
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THANKSGIVING DAY 2012
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New York

A tickle on her nose made Camila turn her head, still asleep. The sensation returned—soft, insistent. Her hand moved instinctively, rubbing her nose.

A third touch forced her eyes open. Liam was beside her, smiling, his index finger suspended midair. He slid it once more across her nose.

“Good morning, sleepyhead. Happy Thanksgiving.”

Camila woke up completely.

She smiled and wrapped her arms around his neck, burying her face in his shoulder.

“Happy day, handsome.”

They stayed like that for a few minutes, silent, under the oblique light coming through the window.

They got up, and after a comforting breakfast, got ready to head out.

The plan was clear: they would spend the day in the Chelsea community kitchen, as he did every year.

No cameras, no interviews, no labels. Just busy hands, hot food, and people who needed a break. Or at least, that was their hope.

By late afternoon, they would have dinner at Nigel Henderson’s home.

***
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They got out of the car in the parking lot behind the parish.

The activity was already underway: a van was unloading boxes of food by the curb while volunteers moved in and out with practiced rhythm.

Some greeted Liam with the same warm hugs as always; Camila, a bit more reserved, waved to those who recognized her from the year before.

Inside, the hallways smelled of roasting meat, onion and garlic, and hot metal.

Liam tied on an apron and joined the group already chopping vegetables with near-professional precision. He checked the sauces, tasted with a wooden spoon, adjusted the heat.

Camila, at another table, was smashing still-steaming potatoes with an industrial press. The steam reddened her cheeks, but she did not complain.

“Did you know the perfect smash requires hot potatoes and a cold heart?” one of the volunteers joked as they stacked trays and cutlery.

“Then we’re doomed,” Camila replied with a smile. “Around here, all our hearts are on fire.”

The volunteers around her laughed without lifting their eyes from their tasks.

The line outside had already stretched around the corner. People of all ages, bundled in whatever they had on hand, waited in silence or in low, animated conversations.

When the doors opened, the flow was steady: plates served, trays handed out, brief words of courtesy.

Until, without warning, a man stopped in front of Liam.

He pointed his phone at him and snapped a photo.

“Since when do you do this?” he asked, without lowering the phone.

Liam tensed.

He set the ladle down on the counter and walked around the structure until he was face to face with the man.

“Do you realize you’re standing in the spot of someone who’s been waiting hours for a plate of food?”

The man lowered his phone, surprised.

“It’s just a short piece. I’m not trying to take anything from anyone,” he said, scanning the room and craning his neck. “Is Camila here with you today?”

Liam made an effort to hold back.

“Hey, this isn’t an event. It’s not a photo op,” he said, keeping his voice steady. “Come with me,” he added, pointing toward the exit.

He walked the man to the door without touching him.

As curious eyes followed him, Liam returned to his station, washed his hands, and picked up the ladle again.

One volunteer gave him a thumbs-up, another patted his shoulder. There was no time for words, but the message was clear.

From her spot, Camila gave him a tender, worried look.

Would those intrusions ever stop?

Or would they get worse? she wondered, as she added seasoning to the portions of mashed potatoes.

The grateful faces and the warmth of the team soon washed away the bad moment.

By late afternoon, the next group of volunteers had taken their places.

Camila and Liam took off their aprons, exchanged brief hugs, and headed off to their next destination.
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Camila and Liam arrived at Nigel’s loft in Soho.

He greeted them with a theatrical flourish, arms wide and his British accent more pronounced than usual.

“My favorites! Just in time to rescue this dinner from mediocrity.”

They stepped into the spacious room with tall windows, mismatched rugs, and eclectic furniture.

They hung up their coats and got straight to work.

While Liam and Nigel handled the final touches in the kitchen, Camila set the table.

Nigel’s two Siamese cats followed her everywhere, as if they were part of the protocol.

She arranged cutlery, napkins, glasses; they watched her from every corner, every chair, every shadow.

Once everything was ready, they sat down to eat.

Dinner turned into a private performance: backstage stories, impromptu impressions, laughter bursting like fireworks. Nigel recalled stage stumbles, makeup melting under the lights, even a blackout that led to improvised lines and applause lit by cellphones.

Laughter bounced off the walls, and more than once they had to wipe tears with their napkins.

From a chair, the cats stared at Camila, hypnotized.

“Did I do something wrong?” she asked, pointing at them with an uneasy smile.

Nigel burst out laughing.

“They’re just curious. Maybe it seems strange to them that a human shares their eye color.”

She laughed, and suddenly one of the cats jumped down and rubbed against her leg—slow, ceremonious.

Liam, without looking up from his plate, added,

“Maybe they’re claiming you as part of their pack.”

By dessert, the conversation had inevitably turned to the reporters.

Nigel poured more wine, leaned back in his chair, and said,

“Give them the story. Honest, on your own terms. With no thread left to pull, they’ll get bored and chase someone else. They always do.”

Under the table, Liam and Camila took each other’s hand, letting Nigel’s words settle.

The evening softened into stillness.

The lights were gentle, the plates empty, and the cats asleep in the corners.

Night in New York was drawing to a close.

***
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Los Angeles

At the Findlay house, Thanksgiving unfolded in solitude. Not physical, but emotional.

Marcus and Romina, surrounded by strategically chosen guests for Indie Studios’ business affairs, chatted around a dinner served by catering staff.

The days of cooking together as a family and placing festive touches on the table and throughout the house were gone.

Every question came with a rehearsed answer.

“How’s Camila?” — “Recovering just fine. In another city.”

“And Liam?” — “In New York, working on his projects.”

Leo remained, still the glue holding a fragile structure together.

His wit kept the conversations light, and if any guest happened to enjoy chess, the evening grew even lighter.

Dolores, for her part, had returned to Madrid weeks earlier, consciously distancing herself from the family orbit.

As deep as her love for her daughter and family ran, she no longer had the strength to navigate the same current that was pulling them under.

And within those survival shells they had retreated into, they did not see the storm approaching.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

THE NOISE
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New York – Early December

The media noise didn’t ask for permission.

It came like a dirty wave, dragging headlines, speculation, and conflicting narratives in its wake.

At the dining table, in front of her laptop, Camila was in the middle of a final exam.

Notifications blinked on the side of her screen, and her phone —set to silent— buzzed again and again on the coffee table.

At his dojang training, Liam remained unaware of the phone vibrating inside his backpack.

What was already circulating across various outlets:

“Liam Findlay and Camila Findlay: A Relationship Between Stepsiblings?”

“From Broadway to the Music Industry: The Couple No One Saw Coming.”

“Exclusive Images: Liam and Camila Together in New York.”

The photos had spread.

An evening out at a restaurant. Walking hand in hand down the street. Camila leaving physical therapy with Liam by her side.

They weren’t compromising or damaging images in themselves, but their interpretation depended entirely on the intentions of the outlet publishing them.

After finishing her exam, Camila closed the laptop and went to check the source of the persistent buzzing from her phone.

The first messages came in—direct, with no preamble.

📱George Matthews: It’s started. I’m locking in an interview on Dan Croft’s show in NY. Stay tuned for updates.

Camila frowned, a wave of vertigo rising in her stomach. It wasn’t hard to guess what lay behind the message.

She swiped to the next one.

📱Leo: Cammie, I just saw this on Facebook. Tell me you’re ready for what’s coming.

[screenshot] — Image of Liam and Camila in New York — Headline: Leave Them Alone

Followed by a stream of comments: Some offered unquestioning support. Others, indifferent, asked what the scandal was about. And the most abundant—those who, without knowing anything, judged cruelly from behind anonymity.

Camila collapsed onto the couch, reading through some of the comments. She thought she was strong, thought she was ready for this. But some words hit hard.

She set the phone aside and let out a breath, as if trying to release more than just air. She felt the tears rising—tense, urgent—but didn’t let them fall.

Just then, the door opened and closed again. Liam was back.

He entered quickly, dropped his backpack in the hallway, and went straight to Camila.

He crouched in front of her and took her hands.

“Don’t look at it for too long,” he said, glancing at the phone. “Typing is easy. Living is hard.”

Camila sighed and rested her forehead against his.

“I know...” she whispered. Feeling comforted, her tone shifted. “Your nose is cold,” she added with a mischievous smile, trying to change the mood.

“It’s freezing out,” he replied, standing up. “Come on, let’s have an early lunch,” he said, guiding her toward the kitchen.

They made pasta, sauce, and a salad, moving with the ease of a well-rehearsed routine.

Minutes later, sitting at the table, Liam said:

“I’ve got a meeting at the theater today. We’re starting rehearsals for the next season,” he added, twirling spaghetti around his fork. “Promise me you won’t read any more headlines until I get back.”

Camila raised an eyebrow.

“Yes, sir,” she replied with a mock salute. “By the way, George is scheduling an interview with Dan Croft.”

Liam raised an eyebrow in return.

“Croft! Hmmm. His show’s respectable, though he can be a bit intrusive.”

“Whatever it takes to put this behind us.” Camila added.

Liam raised his glass of water in a toast, and she followed.

***
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Empire Hall Theatre Company

Hours later, the planning meeting was coming to an end.

Cast members flipped through the folders they had just received, which contained activity schedules, scripts, and other key information for the season.

Liam noticed a few exchanged glances—discreet, but persistent. It didn’t surprise him, given the circumstances.

What did unsettle him was not finding his script inside the folder. It could have been a simple mistake... or maybe not.

He stood up calmly, picked up his coat—neatly folded over the back of the chair—and stepped into the hallway toward the casting office.

He never reached the door. A woman intercepted him halfway.

He recognized her instantly. One of the theater’s benefactors: mid-sixties, perfectly styled white hair, always elegant, always wearing a kind smile.

But today, that smile seemed to carry a different shade.

“Good afternoon, Liam,” she greeted him with a measured smile. “Please, come with me.”

She didn’t wait for a reply. She linked her arm with his in a rehearsed gesture, as if the scene had already been written.

Liam followed. He didn’t feel in a position to ask questions.

“We were hoping to meet with you for a few minutes,” she said, in a soft, almost casual tone that, far from calming him, only deepened his unease.

They walked down the carpeted hallway to a meeting room.

The door was already ajar. Inside, a small group waited in silence.

He recognized the artistic director and the casting director, both of whom he had worked with over the past few years.

Their faces were familiar. Their expressions, not so much.

“Come in, Liam,” one of them said, gesturing toward the empty chair across the table.

His back stiffened.

He sat down with controlled movements, folding his hands on the table. 

One of the producers stood up.

“I imagine you understand that the interests of investors and benefactors can be...” He paused, searching for a word that wouldn’t sound too harsh. “Compromised when controversy arises.”

Liam nodded without speaking.

But his mind was racing, trying to anticipate what was coming.

With almost ceremonial moves, the producer placed three scripts in front of him. One by one.

The first: lead role.

The second: supporting role.

The third: a background part.

“Depending on the answers you give us,” he said, gesturing toward the scripts, “one of those will be yours.”

No one had explicitly mentioned the reason behind this moment, but to Liam, it was clear.

Even so, he had the right to ask for clarity. At the very least, to know what they expected from him.

“All right. And what topic should I base my answers on?” he asked in a neutral tone, keeping his voice steady.

Without a word, one of them slid a laptop in front of him. On the screen, the headlines Liam had already read that morning.

No explanation was needed. He had to tell his truth, but the way he told it could determine the fate of his career. And he knew it.

His mind was already searching for alternatives in case his strategy did not work. He pictured himself in a chef’s hat, working in the kitchen of some restaurant. He held back a smile. Of course he would. He was going to survive—one way or another.

Liam stood up, clasping his hands in front of him like an actor preparing for an improvised monologue.

He took a deep breath. Began pacing slowly, back and forth, like a lawyer taking on his own defense.

His voice—resonant and steady—captured the attention of everyone in the room.

“My name is Liam Findlay. Son of Marcus Findlay and Evelyn Warden. The proof? My birth certificate.”

He continued, moving his arms with precision, pointing to invisible markers in the air.

“My parents divorced. And my father married Romina Otero. The proof? A marriage certificate.”

“Romina came into the family with a daughter: Camila Otero. Whom my father legally adopted, giving her his last name. Proof? Civil records.”

He turned toward them and placed both hands on the table.

“Camila and I shared the same house for a few years. Yes. But we didn’t grow up together. We didn’t see each other for over eight years. Since I moved to New York.”

His voice trembled slightly, as if a crack had opened beneath the surface. He looked at every face in the room, one by one, before concluding:

“There was no transgression, lady and gentlemen. Only a genuine connection...”

He stopped.

In the silence, one could hear the scrape of a shoe against the floor, the discreet adjustment of a jacket, the sound of held breaths.

No one spoke—but everything spoke.

The white-haired lady gave a subtle nod. She smiled at him with her eyes—bright, like someone who understands something that does not need to be said.

Liam picked up his coat calmly.

“Thank you. Good afternoon,” he said, without looking back.

He walked out with steady steps. He didn’t want to hear anything else. He just needed to cross that door and breathe some cold air.

He reached the ground floor and pushed the heavy exit door as if it were made of paper. He paused on the sidewalk for a few seconds, breathing in the cold air as a gust of wind tousled his hair.

He put on his coat with a single thought: to go home to Camila.

The door opened again behind him, and the familiar voice of the casting director reached him.

“Hey, friend. You forgot this,” said Frank, with a gentle smile, handing him one of the scripts.

Liam took it with an unsteady hand. He didn’t know what to expect.

“Thanks, Frank,” he said, fixing his eyes on the cover.

Sir Percy Blakeney (The Scarlet Pimpernel). The lead role.

“There are conditions,” Frank added, glancing up toward one of the upper floors. “If the media exposure doesn’t significantly affect sales, everything will be fine.”

Liam followed his gaze. On the third floor, he could make out the white hair through the windowpane.

He nodded.

Shook Frank’s hand.

And walked. He walked with a tremor in his jaw, as his limbs began to loosen.

He disappeared into the parking lot.
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Los Angeles

On the other side of the country, another meeting was underway.

George Matthews had acted quickly. He knew the game better than anyone: if they didn’t control the narrative, others would. And although his priority was the well-being of Camila and Liam, he wasn’t blind to the fact that headlines of that magnitude could alter the rankings and shape public perception.

“Camila is already online,” announced Amanda as she started the video call.

Camila’s face appeared on the screen while the others settled into their seats around the table.

George went straight to the point:

“The interview on Dan Croft’s show is set for next week,” George said with calculated calm, fiddling with his tie. “The questions are already outlined, but it wouldn’t be surprising if Croft decides to add his own.”

Camila nodded.

“Thank you, George. I never thought this would be so complicated.”

“Complications are part of the business. Boring doesn’t draw attention,” George replied with a half-joke. “You and Liam will need to be ready for questions that will inevitably reach your family.”

“I figured as much,” murmured Camila, her tone edged with resignation.

George turned his gaze toward Javier Lamas.

“How are the album numbers?” he asked.

“No significant changes for now,” Javier answered calmly. “But I suggest we design a containment strategy right away.”

George’s gaze swept across those present, waiting for proposals.

One of the assistants set his coffee cup down with a sharp thud, and everyone turned toward him.

“Videos,” he said, shrugging.

The eyes remained fixed on him, waiting for him to expand his idea.

“Videos to push two or three songs. Images that shift the focus away from Camila and direct attention to other members of the band. I don’t know... Chester’s arms on the drums, guitar solos showing Jared’s hands and fretboard,” he concluded, gesturing with his hands as if he were already editing the scene.

George looked at him over the rim of his glasses.

“Put the ideas on my desk.”

No one added anything else. George said goodbye to Camila, still on the screen with her hands crossed beneath her chin. He closed the folder in front of him and stood up. The meeting was over.
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The interview

A week later, the lights of Dan Croft’s studio bathed the set. The cameras were rolling, and the murmur of the audience blended with the interlude music in a charged tension.

The first two guests—a middle-aged writer and a rising politician—wrapped up their participation amid moderate applause.

Croft smiled at the camera and announced in a firm voice:

"Our next guests: Camila and Liam Findlay."

Behind the stage, just before stepping onto the set, Liam sought Camila’s gaze. He squeezed her hand discreetly.

"Everything will be fine, darling," he whispered. She smiled back with her eyes.

As soon as they became visible to the audience, the reaction was immediate: the fans present rose to their feet, voices lifted, and the energy in the studio shifted at once.

Liam kept a calm posture, accustomed to this kind of interaction. Camila, on the other hand, allowed herself to be moved by the reception: she sought the gaze of each fan who sustained the applause and offered them a grateful smile, finding among them the other eyes. The ones that judge.

After the formal greetings, the interview began. Dan Croft remained within the bounds of professionalism, following with precision the line of questions George Matthews had approved.

The structure of the Findlay family was established, followed by a brief account of the evolution of their relationship. Their artistic plans seemed to satisfy the initial curiosity. Yet the unexpected questions were not long in coming.

"Liam, when was the last time you saw Camila before returning home, after so many years?" asked Croft.

Liam looked at Camila for a moment.

"I don’t remember the exact date, but I can tell you she was still losing her last baby teeth," he replied with ease, provoking laughter from the audience and a slight blush in Camila.

The writer turned toward Liam.

"And when you returned... what did you find?" she asked with the curiosity natural to her craft.

Liam lowered his head for an instant, evoking that precise moment.

"I found a brilliant young woman, ready to challenge the world. What can I say?" he added with a barely perceptible sigh. "She shook my understanding of what truly has value and what is vain," he concluded.

The response moved more than a few. Then Croft resumed the conversation:

"Camila, what can you tell us about the family’s reaction? I imagine it wasn’t easy."

"No. It wasn’t easy, and we didn’t expect it to be. You see, Dad has an ideal family scheme that... we disrupted. And yes, relations with them are somewhat tense now."

That statement sharpened the edge of the following questions. Croft pressed on:

"You just referred to Marcus Findlay as ‘Dad.’ Could you clarify that for us?"

An uneasy murmur rippled through the audience. Camila did not lose her composure, but her tone grew defensive:

"Marcus Findlay is my adoptive father, and he is the only paternal figure I know. How else should I refer to him?" she replied, her fingers clenched in her lap.

"Of course, it couldn’t be otherwise," said Croft, raising his hands in a gesture of surrender. He shifted in his chair and, at once, launched the most painful dart:

"Tell us about your biological father. Who is he?"

The discomfort of Camila and Liam was evident. A murmur of indignation rippled through the audience.

The young politician extended an arm and placed his palm on Croft’s forearm, wordless but sending a clear message: he was crossing a line.

The writer, however, had no qualms about adding:

"I remember your mother, Camila. I attended a Romina Otero concert years ago," she said with an exaggeratedly bleached smile. "She has a very Mediterranean beauty. I imagine your features must come from your father."

Camila’s jaw tightened, while a couple of subtle boos escaped from the audience.

Friends and strangers alike had noticed that Camila did not share the predominant traits of the Findlay family. It was a tacit secret, never spoken aloud.

Camila sought Liam’s eyes, and he nodded, giving her the courage to respond.

"Yes. I am aware that my face is a reminder of someone who is no longer here. I had no relationship with my father and have no memories to share." She then looked toward the audience. "And I will not answer any more questions on this subject."

Croft arched his eyebrows, regaining control.

"We’re going to a commercial break. We’ll be right back," he cut off the segment.

The cameras paused, and Croft rose from his chair, moving toward Camila. Liam stopped him halfway, stepping in between.

“Tone down your game, Dan,” he warned in a low voice, discreetly pointing toward the audience. “You’ve already had adverse reactions.”

Croft nodded without a word; he was not someone who could be easily intimidated, but he recognized when a misstep could cost him popularity or a sponsorship. He took a sip of water from the bottle on his desk and sank back into his chair.

The next segment shifted the focus to the other two guests, and then the show came to an end with nothing more than handshakes and greetings to the cameras.

Camila and Liam left the studio without looking back. Once home, they collapsed onto the sofa: Liam loosened his tie and Camila slipped off her shoes. They hugged each other, wishing they had left that wave of speculation and gossip behind.

But the spotlight had only shifted to a different target. For those who did not fully believe the narrative of the “adoptive daughter,” the mystery of the biological father had just gained momentum.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

MID-DECEMBER 2012

[image: ]


Days after the interview with Dan Croft, the headlines resurfaced—this time with a different tone.

Some comments on social media:

@FilmWatcher92: "I don’t know... Hollywood people can invent stories to justify their behavior. Nothing new. 🙄🎬"

@HotTakeMaster: Come on, we all know Liam wasn’t thinking about saying “no.” 😏🔥

@ChillVibesOnly: "Folks, live and let live. Enjoy the music and move on. ✌️🎧🌿"

But outside that environment, the tabloid media had their own rules and seized the story:

“The Enigma of Camila Findlay’s Father: What Is the Family Hiding?”

“Gaia’s Cry Vocalist Dodges Questions About Her Origins.”

The paparazzi did not take long to appear.

They waited for Liam outside the theater, ready to intercept him with microphones and flashes every time he arrived or left rehearsals.

"Liam! What do you think about the speculations regarding Camila’s origins?"

"What is your family saying about the matter?"

Liam kept his composure: at times he rolled his eyes, dodged the comments, and walked with firm steps until disappearing into his car. Yet the routine grew more exhausting each day, like a shadow that pursued him without respite.

Camila didn't have it any easier. She often found a couple of reporters stationed near the entrance to her apartment building.

"Camila, is it true that you never knew anything about your father?"

"Has your mother hidden information from you?"

"Do you intend to look for him?"

Like Liam, Camila kept walking without stopping, slamming the door shut as her only response, convinced
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