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🧠 OBSESSION: THE LOVE THAT IS DESTROYING ME

Episode 1: “The Perfect Patient”
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The first time Dr. Valeria Montes saw him, she didn’t think of danger.

She thought of silence.

Not the comforting kind. Not the awkward kind either.

Something else.

A silence that felt like it was watching her back.

Her office sat on the fourth floor of an old building in downtown Guayaquil. Afternoon light slipped through half-open blinds, drawing golden lines across the gray sofa where patients usually came undone in words.

She checked the file before calling him in.
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Adrian Rivas. Age 31. Voluntary referral. Emotional anxiety. Insomnia.
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Nothing unusual.

Until he walked in.

He didn’t knock twice like most patients. Only once. Soft. Controlled. As if he already knew he would be let in.

—Mr. Rivas? —she asked.

He smiled.

—Adrian —he corrected gently.

And stepped inside.

No hesitation. No nervous energy. He sat down like the space already belonged to him.

Valeria noted it immediately, even if she shouldn’t have.

Controlled.

—Tell me what brought you here —she said professionally.

Adrian intertwined his fingers.

—People.

Valeria waited.

Patients usually filled silence.

Adrian didn’t.

He simply looked at her.

And that was the first mistake.

She didn’t look away.



The following sessions didn’t follow any normal pattern.

Most patients unfolded slowly. Carefully. Predictably.

Adrian didn’t unfold.

He chose what to reveal.

One session: insomnia.

Next: failed relationships.

Next: a childhood he described without emotion, like reading someone else’s biography.

But everything always circled back to the same point:

He controlled the conversation without ever appearing to.

—You don’t listen like the others —he said during the third session.

—How so? —Valeria asked.

—They want to fix me. You don’t.

She paused.

—That’s not my role. I’m here to understand.

Adrian nodded slowly, as if confirming something only he understood.

—That’s what I like about you, Doctor.

The way he said Doctor felt wrong.

Too intimate.



Outside the office, Valeria tried to dismiss him.

But something about him lingered.

The pauses. The precision. The way he watched reactions instead of people.

It wasn’t attraction.

It was recognition.

Like her mind was tracking a pattern it couldn’t fully decode.

Her best friend Lucía Paredes noticed first.

—You’re distracted —Lucía said over coffee that night.

—I’m just tired.

—No. It’s different. That look you get when a patient gets under your skin.

Valeria stared at her cup.

—It’s nothing.

Lucía didn’t believe her.

—Name?

Silence.

—Valeria.

More silence.

—Tell me.

Valeria exhaled.

—Adrian Rivas.

Lucía frowned immediately.

—And what exactly is wrong with him?

Valeria hesitated longer than she should have.

—That’s what I’m trying to figure out.

But deep down, she already knew:

She wasn’t just analyzing him anymore.

She was reacting to him.



The fourth session changed everything slightly.

Adrian arrived with a faint bruise on his neck.

Valeria noticed instantly.

—What happened there?

He touched it casually.

—Nothing important.

—It looks important.

Adrian tilted his head slightly.

—Are you concerned?

That question was not clinical.

Valeria felt it.

—If it’s violence, yes.

The air shifted subtly.

Adrian leaned forward a fraction.

—What if I told you it was?

Valeria’s posture tightened.

—Then I’d ask who did it.

—And if I don’t want to answer?

—Then therapy cannot continue effectively.

A pause.

That familiar pause again.

Adrian studied her like she was the subject now.

—You’re different —he said.

—That’s irrelevant.

—Not to me.



That night, Valeria couldn’t sleep.

Not because she was afraid.

Because she was thinking.

Too much.

Adrian’s face kept returning—not fully, just fragments:

his calm voice,

his precise silences,

the way he never reacted the way he was supposed to.

At 2:17 a.m., her phone vibrated.

Unknown number.

A message.


“You shouldn’t keep seeing him.”


Valeria sat up slowly.

Read it again.

No signature.

No context.

Just that.

And for the first time, something shifted in her chest.

Not curiosity.

Warning.



The next morning, Adrian arrived early.

Unscheduled.

—You’re early —Valeria said, opening the door.

—I know.

—Your session isn’t for an hour.

—I know that too.

Something about his certainty made her uncomfortable.

—You can’t be here now.

Adrian didn’t move.

—I just wanted to walk nearby.

That made no clinical sense.

Yet he smiled as if it did.

—Does it bother you?

Valeria hesitated.

—Yes.

The smile didn’t fade.

It softened.

—Then I’ll leave.

And he did.

No resistance.

No argument.

That, more than anything, unsettled her.

Because people who crossed boundaries didn’t usually retreat so easily.

Unless they were calculating something else.



That evening, Lucía came back.

—You need to see something —she said immediately.

Valeria sighed.

—Lucía, I can’t—

—Just look.

Lucía placed her phone on the table.

An article.

An old one.

A headline:
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“Unverified Reports of Emotional Manipulation in High-Profile Relationships.”
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Valeria’s stomach tightened.

—What is this?

Lucía looked at her directly.

—It’s about your patient.

The room felt colder.

—This isn’t clinical data —Valeria said.

—No. It’s something worse.

Valeria read further.

And for the first time, she didn’t know if she was treating a patient...

or standing too close to something dangerous.



Across the city, Adrian Rivas stared at his phone.

A new message.

Unread.

He already knew what it would say.

And for the first time that day, he smiled—not gently, not politely.

But like someone watching the beginning of something inevitable.
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Episode 2: “Lines That Start to Break”
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Valeria Montes arrived at her office earlier than usual that morning.

Not because she wanted to.

Because she couldn’t stop thinking about the message.


“You shouldn’t keep seeing him.”


The words had settled into her mind like something unfinished, something unresolved. Not a threat she could clearly define—but not something she could dismiss either.

She unlocked the clinic door and paused for a moment before entering.

The hallway felt different.

Quieter.

Or maybe she was simply noticing silence more than usual now.

That was new.

And unsettling.



At 8:45 a.m., she reviewed her schedule.

Three patients before Adrian Rivas.

She considered canceling him.

Then rejected the thought immediately.

Not because of professionalism.

Because canceling would mean reacting.

And reacting meant acknowledging that something about him had already started affecting her decisions.

That was dangerous territory for a therapist.

Valeria knew that better than anyone.



The first patient of the day barely registered in her memory afterward. A woman with generalized anxiety, speaking in loops of fear and fatigue. Valeria nodded, took notes, offered grounding techniques.

But part of her attention stayed elsewhere.

Waiting.

Not for the next patient.

For him.

That realization bothered her more than she wanted to admit.



When Adrian finally arrived, he was exactly on time.

As always.

He entered the room without hesitation, sat down, and placed his hands together in his lap.

But something was different.

Not in his posture.

In his expression.

It was more focused.

More aware.

Like he had adjusted himself to a new variable he hadn’t accounted for before.

Valeria closed her notebook slowly.

—Did something happen? —she asked.

Adrian smiled slightly.

—Something always happens.

—That’s not an answer.

—It’s the only one that matters.

Silence followed.

But this time, it wasn’t empty.

It was loaded.

Valeria felt it immediately.

—You received the message —she said.

Not a question.

Adrian tilted his head.

—Which message?

She studied him carefully.

A mistake? A test? A reaction trap?

Or confirmation?

—Don’t play games —Valeria said.

That was the first time her voice carried a sharper edge.

Adrian noticed it.

Of course he did.

He always noticed everything.

—You mean the anonymous warning —he said calmly.

Valeria didn’t respond.

Adrian leaned back slightly.

—Are you afraid?

That question landed differently than before.

Not clinical.

Not abstract.

Personal.

Valeria held his gaze.

—No.

Adrian smiled faintly.

But there was something behind it now.

Something measured.

—You should be.



For a moment, the room felt smaller.

Valeria had worked with difficult patients before. Manipulative ones. Delusional ones. Even dangerous ones under psychiatric referral.

But Adrian didn’t fit any category cleanly.

He didn’t escalate.

He didn’t explode.

He adjusted.

Like pressure applied in invisible increments.

—If someone is trying to intimidate you —Valeria said carefully— I need to know.

Adrian’s expression softened.

—And if they’re trying to protect you?

That question disrupted something.

Valeria paused.

—Protect me from what?

Adrian didn’t answer immediately.

Instead, he studied her like he was deciding whether she was ready for information.

Or whether she would become part of the problem once she had it.

—From me —he said finally.



The words should have sounded dramatic.

Manipulative.

Red flag behavior, textbook.

But Adrian didn’t say it like confession.

He said it like observation.

Like stating weather conditions.

Valeria felt a shift inside her.

Not fear exactly.

But disorientation.

—That’s not appropriate —she said.

—No —Adrian agreed calmly.

—Then why say it?

He looked at her with quiet precision.

—Because you already know something is wrong. You just haven’t decided what it is yet.

That silence after his words was heavier than any before.



Valeria ended the session early.

That had never happened before.

Adrian didn’t resist.

Didn’t question.

Didn’t argue.

He simply stood up.

And before leaving, he said something unexpected:

—You’re closer to understanding this than you think.

Then he left.

No dramatic exit.

No emotional display.

Just certainty.

That was what unsettled her most.



Lucía was waiting outside the clinic when Valeria finished her last appointment of the day.

She wasn’t supposed to be there.

She rarely appeared unannounced.

Which meant something was wrong.

—We need to talk —Lucía said immediately.

Valeria locked the office door behind her.

—About what?

Lucía didn’t hesitate.

—About him.

Valeria sighed.

—Lucía, I told you—

—No, listen.

Lucía stepped closer, lowering her voice slightly.

—Someone else is involved now.

That made Valeria stop.

—What do you mean “someone else”?

Lucía pulled out her phone again.

This time it wasn’t an article.

It was a profile.

A man.

Mid-30s. Serious expression. Professional photo.

—His name is Daniel Serrano —Lucía said.

—Who is he?

—Private investigator.

Valeria felt her stomach tighten slightly.

—Why would a private investigator be involved in this?

Lucía hesitated.

—Because he contacted me.

That was new.

Valeria narrowed her eyes.

—Why would he contact you and not me?

Lucía looked uncomfortable.

—Because he said you might not believe him yet.

A pause.

Then Lucía added:

—And because he’s been following Adrian Rivas for months.



The air felt heavier after that sentence.

Valeria crossed her arms instinctively.

—That’s illegal surveillance if it’s true.

—He claims it’s not about legality —Lucía said. — It’s about pattern recognition.

Valeria frowned.

—Patterns of what?

Lucía didn’t answer immediately.

Instead, she turned the phone toward Valeria.

A second image.

Adrian.

Different setting.

Different woman beside him.

Smiling.

Too close.

Too comfortable.

Valeria felt something she didn’t want to name rise in her chest.

Lucía spoke quietly:

—That’s not the first time.



That night, Valeria didn’t go home immediately.

She stayed in her car for a long time.

Engine off.

Hands still.

Phone in her lap.

She stared at it without unlocking it.

Thinking.

About Adrian.

About the message.

About Lucía.

About a man she had never met—Daniel Serrano—who apparently had been watching a patient she barely understood.

The situation was starting to branch in directions she couldn’t fully control anymore.

That was the second realization.

The first had been earlier:

Adrian was not reacting to events.

He was positioning himself within them.



Her phone vibrated.

Unknown number again.

She hesitated.

Then opened it.

A new message.


“You met with him today.”


Valeria froze.

Her eyes sharpened.

Another message appeared seconds later.


“Stop before you lose control of this.”


Her breathing slowed slightly.

Not fear.

Calculation.

Because now there was confirmation.

Someone was watching her.

Not guessing.

Not assuming.

Watching.



The next morning, Adrian was already waiting inside the office.

That alone broke protocol.

Valeria had not opened the door yet.

The receptionist had not called him in.

But there he was.

Sitting.

Calm.

As if he had always been there.

Valeria stopped in the doorway.

—How did you get in? —she asked.

Adrian looked up.

—You left the building open briefly this morning.

That wasn’t an answer.

That was timing awareness.

Valeria stepped inside slowly.

—That doesn’t explain—

—It explains enough —he interrupted gently.

Then he added:

—You’re thinking about him.

Valeria froze slightly.

—Who?

Adrian smiled faintly.

—Daniel Serrano.

That was the first time he said the name out loud.

And the first time Valeria felt something shift from concern into something sharper.

Because Adrian wasn’t guessing.

He knew.



Silence expanded between them.

Valeria broke it carefully.

—How do you know that name?

Adrian leaned forward slightly.

Not aggressive.

Not threatening.

Just precise.

—Because he’s been watching me for a long time.

Valeria didn’t respond immediately.

—That doesn’t mean he’s wrong about you.

Adrian’s expression didn’t change.

But something behind his eyes did.

—No —he agreed. — It doesn’t.

That answer should have reassured her.

It didn’t.



And for the first time, Valeria understood something deeply uncomfortable:

This wasn’t a simple case of manipulation.

It wasn’t a patient crossing emotional boundaries.

It wasn’t even a dangerous relationship forming.

It was something structured.

Something already in motion before she ever met him.

And somehow...

She had been placed inside it.
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Episode 3: “The Investigator”
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Rain covered the city before sunrise.

Not a violent storm.

Just a slow, constant rain that painted the streets in reflections and made everything feel colder than it really was.

Valeria barely slept.

Every time she closed her eyes, she saw Adrian sitting inside her office before she arrived—as if locked doors and professional boundaries were concepts that simply didn’t apply to him.

Worse than that was the feeling growing beneath her thoughts.

Not fear.

Anticipation.

And she hated herself for it.



At 7:12 a.m., Lucía called.

—You need to meet him today.

Valeria rubbed her tired eyes.

—Lucía—

—I’m serious.

—You don’t even know if he’s credible.

—I know enough.

Valeria stood from the edge of her bed and walked toward the kitchen window. Rain slid down the glass in thin silver lines.

—This is becoming inappropriate.

Lucía laughed bitterly.

—A private investigator following your patient is inappropriate. Anonymous messages are inappropriate. Him somehow knowing about Daniel before you even mentioned him? That’s beyond inappropriate.

Valeria stayed silent.

Because Lucía wasn’t wrong.

And that was becoming harder to admit.

—Just meet him once —Lucía said more quietly. — If he’s lying, walk away.

Valeria looked outside again.

Something inside her already knew she wouldn’t walk away.



The café was nearly empty when she arrived that afternoon.

Small place. Low music. Dim lighting.

Lucía was already there.

And so was Daniel Serrano.

He looked exactly like the photo.

Mid-thirties. Dark jacket. Calm posture. Sharp eyes that scanned people instead of simply looking at them.

The kind of man who noticed exits before conversations.

Daniel stood politely when Valeria approached.

—Dr. Montes.

His voice was steady.

Professional.

Not dramatic like she expected.

Valeria sat across from him carefully.

—You’ve been investigating my patient.

Daniel didn’t deny it.

—Yes.

—Why?

He studied her for a second before answering.

—Because women around Adrian Rivas tend to get hurt.

Straight to the point.

No hesitation.

Valeria crossed her arms.

—That’s a serious accusation.

—It’s a serious pattern.

Lucía remained silent beside them, watching both carefully.

Valeria leaned slightly forward.

—What exactly are you implying?

Daniel’s eyes held hers steadily.

—That Adrian doesn’t destroy people quickly. He does it slowly.



The waitress arrived briefly with coffee.

Nobody touched it.

Daniel reached into his bag and placed a thin folder on the table.

Valeria stared at it without opening it.

—What is this?

—Three years of observations.

—Observations aren’t proof.

—No —Daniel agreed calmly. — But patterns matter.

Valeria hesitated before opening the folder.

Inside were photographs.

Different women.

Different locations.

Different years.

But always Adrian somewhere near the center.

Watching.

Standing slightly apart.

Close enough to matter.

Far enough to avoid suspicion.

Valeria felt tension gather in her chest.

—Who are these women?

Daniel answered quietly.

—Former relationships.

She flipped through more pages.

Some smiling.

Some visibly distressed.

One crying outside what looked like a hospital.

Another leaving an apartment building while Adrian watched from a balcony above.

The images weren’t illegal.

That was the unsettling part.

Nothing obvious.

Nothing direct.

But together...

They felt wrong.

Like pieces of a story missing its final page.



—You’re building a psychological profile from fragments —Valeria said carefully.

Daniel nodded once.

—I know how it looks.

—Then you also know obsession can distort interpretation.

Daniel leaned back slightly.

—You think I’m obsessed with him.

Valeria didn’t answer.

Because yes.

Part of her did think that.

Daniel noticed anyway.

—Fair conclusion —he admitted. — But obsession usually creates emotional instability. Adrian creates it in others.

That sentence lingered.

Lucía finally spoke.

—Tell her about Clara.

Daniel’s expression changed slightly.

Not fear.

Regret.

He looked back at Valeria.

—Clara Mendes was his last long-term relationship.

Valeria listened silently.

—Six months after moving in with him, she disappeared socially. Lost contact with family. Quit her job. Stopped seeing friends.

—That can happen in abusive relationships —Valeria said carefully.

—Yes. But Adrian never isolated her directly.

Daniel slid another photo across the table.

Clara.

Smiling beside Adrian.

But her eyes looked exhausted.

—He made himself necessary —Daniel said. — That’s what he does.

Valeria looked down at the image again.

—Where is she now?

A pause.

Then:

—Psychiatric care facility outside Quito.



The café suddenly felt too warm.

Valeria closed the folder slowly.

—If any of this is true, why hasn’t anyone reported him?

Daniel gave a faint humorless smile.

—Reported what exactly?

That answer hit harder than she expected.

Because legally...

There was nothing concrete.

No visible violence.

No crime she could point to.

Only emotional erosion.

Manipulation.

Dependency.

The kind of damage that leaves no fingerprints.



Daniel’s phone vibrated briefly on the table.

He ignored it.

—Why are you really involved in this? —Valeria asked.

Daniel looked at her directly.

For the first time, emotion cracked slightly through his calm exterior.

—Because Clara was my sister.

Silence.

Lucía lowered her gaze immediately.

Valeria felt guilt twist inside her.

Daniel continued quietly:

—I spent two years trying to understand what happened to her. Adrian was always there. Always close enough to matter. Never close enough to accuse.

Valeria’s professional instincts collided painfully with something more personal now.

This wasn’t just paranoia.

This was grief.

Focused into investigation.



—And now you think he’s doing the same thing to me?

Daniel didn’t answer immediately.

Instead, he asked:

—Has he started making you doubt yourself yet?

Valeria froze slightly.

Daniel noticed.

Of course he noticed.

—That’s how it begins —he said softly.



That night, Valeria drove home through heavy rain with the folder beside her on the passenger seat.

She told herself she should return it.

Destroy it.

Separate herself from this entire situation before it became unethical beyond repair.

But she didn’t.

Because another part of her kept replaying Adrian’s words.


“You’re closer to understanding this than you think.”


As if he knew this moment would happen.

As if he had anticipated Daniel.

Anticipated her reaction.

Anticipated all of it.



At home, she poured herself wine she didn’t really want.

The apartment felt unusually quiet tonight.

Her eyes drifted toward the folder again.

She opened it once more.

Photographs.

Notes.

Dates.

Behavioral observations.

And then—

A page near the back caught her attention.

Not because of the words.

Because of the handwriting.

One sentence circled in black ink:


“He mirrors emotional needs until the target cannot separate themselves from him.”


Valeria stared at it for a long moment.

Then suddenly remembered something Adrian said during their second session.


“People feel comfortable around versions of themselves.”


At the time, she thought it was philosophical.

Now it sounded calculated.



Her phone rang suddenly.

Unknown number.

Again.

Valeria hesitated before answering.

Silence greeted her.

Then breathing.

Slow.

Controlled.

She stood immediately.

—Who is this?

Nothing.

Just breathing.

Then a voice.

Male.

Calm.

—You met Daniel Serrano today.

Valeria’s blood ran cold.

Not because she recognized the voice.

Because she didn’t.

—Who is this?

A pause.

Then:

—You’re making this harder than it needs to be.

The line disconnected.



For the first time since meeting Adrian, fear entered clearly.

Real fear.

Not abstract concern.

Not fascination.

Fear.

Someone was watching her movements in real time.

And suddenly, the apartment no longer felt private.



The next morning, Valeria arrived at her office exhausted.

But Adrian was already there.

Again.

This time standing by the window inside the waiting room.

The receptionist looked uncomfortable.

—He insisted on waiting upstairs —she whispered apologetically.

Adrian turned slowly when Valeria entered.

Rain-dark eyes calm as ever.

—You look tired —he said softly.

Valeria stopped several feet away.

—Did you call me last night?

Adrian tilted his head slightly.

—No.

She searched his face carefully.

Nothing obvious.

No guilt.

No amusement.

Nothing.

That somehow disturbed her more.

—Someone knows where I go.

Adrian watched her in silence.

Then he asked quietly:

—And now you’re wondering if it’s me... or someone trying to keep me away from you.

Valeria’s chest tightened.

Because that was exactly what she had been thinking.

Adrian stepped closer slowly.

Not enough to invade her space.

Just enough to shift the atmosphere around them.

—That’s the problem with fear, Valeria.

First time.

First time he used her first name.

No “Doctor.”

No professionalism.

Just Valeria.

And somehow, hearing it from him felt deeply wrong.

Yet impossible to ignore.

He continued softly:

—Once it enters your mind, you stop knowing who the danger really is.



Then he smiled.

Not warmly.

Not cruelly.

Just knowingly.

And for the first time since this began, Valeria realized something terrifying:

Part of her no longer trusted anyone involved.

Not Adrian.

Not Daniel.

Not even herself.
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Episode 4: “The First Crack”
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Valeria spent the next three days trying to reclaim control of her life.

It didn’t work.

The problem wasn’t Adrian anymore.

Not entirely.

The problem was uncertainty.

Every conversation now carried a second meaning. Every silence felt loaded. Every coincidence looked intentional.

She hated what that was doing to her mind.

As a psychologist, she understood cognitive contamination better than most people. Fear changed perception. Suggestion reshaped memory. Once suspicion entered the brain, it searched constantly for confirmation.

And right now, her thoughts were full of Adrian Rivas.

That alone made her angry with herself.



Monday morning began with routine.

Coffee.

Emails.

Patient notes.

Normalcy.

She clung to it desperately.

But even normal things now felt artificial, like scenery built to hide something underneath.

At 10:14 a.m., her receptionist knocked softly on the office door.

—Dr. Montes?

Valeria looked up.

—Yes?

The receptionist hesitated.

—There’s a delivery for you.

Valeria frowned slightly.

—From who?

—No name.

A small black box sat in the receptionist’s hands.

No label.

No card.

Nothing.

A cold sensation moved slowly through Valeria’s stomach.

—Leave it there.

The receptionist placed it on the desk carefully before leaving.

Valeria stared at the box for nearly thirty seconds before touching it.

Then she opened it.

Inside was a single white orchid.

And beneath it—

A folded piece of paper.

Her hands suddenly felt colder.

She unfolded the note slowly.


“You listen to broken people because nobody listened to you first.”


No signature.

But she knew.

Or thought she did.

And somehow, that was worse.



Lucía nearly exploded when Valeria called her.

—You need to report this.

—I can’t report a flower.

—You can report harassment.

Valeria rubbed her forehead.

—There’s no proof Adrian sent it.

Lucía’s voice sharpened immediately.

—Who else would know something that personal?

Valeria didn’t answer.

Because that was exactly what frightened her.

That sentence wasn’t random.

It touched something real.

Something private.

Something connected to her childhood.



When Valeria was nine years old, her mother stopped listening.

Not literally.

But emotionally.

After Valeria’s father abandoned them, Elena Montes became colder every year. Functional. Responsible. Present.

But distant.

Every emotion became inconvenience.

Every vulnerability became weakness.

Valeria learned early that pain should be analyzed instead of expressed.

Maybe that was why she became a psychologist.

Maybe that was why Adrian unsettled her so deeply.

Because somehow...

He saw things she never said aloud.



At 2:00 p.m., Adrian arrived for his session.

Perfect timing.

Perfect posture.

Perfect calm.

Valeria hated how normal he looked.

Like a man untouched by chaos while everyone around him slowly unraveled.

He sat down quietly.

And immediately noticed the orchid on her desk.

His eyes lingered on it for exactly one second.

No more.

—You seem distracted today —he said softly.

Valeria crossed her legs carefully.

—Did you send this?

Direct.

No games.

Adrian looked at the flower again.

Then back at her.

—Would it matter if I said no?

—Yes.

—Why?

—Because I’m asking.

A faint smile touched his mouth.

Not amusement.

Appreciation.

Like he admired directness.

—No —he said calmly. — I didn’t send it.

Valeria studied him carefully.

The dangerous thing about Adrian was that he rarely sounded dishonest.

That was what made him impossible to read.

Most liars leaked tension.

He didn’t.



—Then how does someone know personal things about me?

Adrian leaned back slightly.

—You assume people only reveal themselves verbally.

—Meaning?

—People expose their wounds constantly. In posture. Tone. Reactions. Choice of profession.

Valeria felt irritation rise.

—You’re avoiding the question.

—No. I’m answering it honestly.

Silence settled again.

Adrian tilted his head slightly.

—You think I’m trying to destroy your life.

Valeria didn’t respond immediately.

—Are you?

His expression softened strangely.

Almost disappointed.

—If I wanted to destroy your life, Valeria... you would already know.



The temperature in the room seemed to drop.

That sentence should have sounded threatening.

But Adrian didn’t say it aggressively.

He said it with terrifying certainty.

Like simple fact.

Valeria’s pulse quickened despite herself.

—You enjoy this, don’t you?

Adrian frowned slightly.

—Enjoy what?

—Making people uncomfortable.

He considered the question carefully.

Too carefully.

—No —he said finally. — I enjoy honesty. Most people become uncomfortable around it.



The session ended badly.

Not explosive.

Not dramatic.

Worse.

Incomplete.

Like two people circling something neither wanted to name directly.

When Adrian stood to leave, he paused near the door.
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