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For everyone who has realized that Christmas isn’t always like the movies. For those carrying grief as baggage and facing the silence of empty chairs at the table.

I dedicate this work to my husband. Even with a heavy heart from the recent loss of your parents, you chose to be a light, making my Christmas a place of love and joy. Thank you for teaching me that even when the sadness is real, love is the only tool capable of fixing what life has broken.

Contents

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Synopsis

[image: ]


PART I: THE FALL (DECEMBER 24)

Chapter 1: 8:15 PM – The Sound of Breaking Glass

Chapter 2: 9:00 PM – The Weight of Silence

Chapter 3: 10:30 PM – The Law of Scarcity

Chapter 4: 11:15 PM – The Ghost in Your Pocket

Chapter 5: 11:50 PM – The Glass Supper

Chapter 6: 12:00 AM – Ground Zero

PART II: THE LIMBO (DECEMBER 25)

Chapter 7: 2:45 AM – The Loose Part

Chapter 8: 4:20 AM – Pandora’s Box

Chapter 9: 7:00 AM – The Gray Dawn

Chapter 10: 10:30 AM – The Blood Code

Chapter 11: 2:00 PM – The Glass Display

Chapter 12: 6:30 PM – The Freezing Point

PART III: THE HANGOVER (DECEMBER 26)

Chapter 13: 10:00 PM (Dec 25) – The Silence of the Snow

Chapter 14: 1:15 AM – The December 26th Hangover

Chapter 15: 4:30 AM – The Army of Zombies

Chapter 16: 6:00 AM – A Farewell Between Strangers

Chapter 17: 8:15 AM – Above the Clouds

Chapter 18: 9:30 AM – Unclaimed Baggage

AFTERWORD

Epilogue: The Rhythm of the Engine

A Letter to the Readers

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Synopsis


[image: ]


Christmas is the time for going home. But what if home is where the truth goes to die?

On a Christmas Eve marked by the worst blizzard in a decade, the world stops to celebrate. But at na international airport terminal, time doesn’t flow; it suffocates. Thousands of passengers are stranded between canceled flights and the relentless echo of festive carols. For two strangers in a forgotten hallway, the problem isn’t the delay—it’s what awaits them once the snow melts.

Elias is na elite investigator who built his career on cold facts and undeniable evidence. He carries a locked leather briefcase containing the secret needed to destroy his own family’s legacy. He is one flight away from a reconciliation dinner, but what he’s carrying isn’t a gift—it’s a sentence.

Lara doesn’t have the luxury of moral dilemmas. With hands scarred by hard work and eyes that have seen far too much, she doesn’t even have a boarding pass. Stranded at the airport for a reason she refuses to reveal, she watches Elias with the cynicism of someone who knows that, under expensive suits, everyone is hiding something.

Forced to share a single power outlet and the weight of the silence, Elias and Lara begin a dangerous game of confessions and bitter truths. As the terminal empties and the “mandatory joy” of Christmas becomes na unbearable noise, one question lingers: is it worth sacrificing everything for the truth on a night made of comforting lies?

In 18 intense chapters, The Baggage of Strangers dives into the shadows of the holiday season. A visceral drama about the weight of the past, the cost of forgiveness, and the unexpected encounter that will change both their fates before the sun rises on December 26th.

The snow will stop. But not everyone will make it out unscathed.

Chapter 1: The Sound of Breaking Glass

December 24 — 8:15 PM

The departures board wasn’t blinking; it was handing down a sentence. Elias watched the word CANCELLED spread across the digital lines like a virus, staining the lobby red. Around him, the sound of Christmas wasn’t bells, but a thousand sighs of defeat and the sharp cry of a child who had just realized Santa Claus wouldn’t find his way through that fog.

Elias adjusted the knot of his silk tie—a reflexive gesture from a man who had spent thirty years believing that the appearance of order could contain chaos. But there, in Terminal 5, order had died. The air conditioning blew na artificial chill that fought against the warm breath of three thousand people trapped in the same purgatory of glass and steel. He pressed the handle of his leather briefcase against his side. The material was warm, dampened by the sweat of his palm. Inside, protected by a brass latch and a four-digit code, lay the ruin of his family name.

“Sir?” The airline employee’s voice was a thin thread of sound. She wore a reindeer antler headband that tilted awkwardly over her messy hair. Her eyes were bloodshot—not from holiday emotion, but from absolute exhaustion. “As I said, there will be no more flights. The blizzard has grounded everything indefinitely.”

“I have a first-class ticket,” Elias said, his voice coming out huskier than he intended. It was a ridiculous argument and he knew it. The snow didn’t care about first-class tickets.

“You and two hundred others, sir. The hotels are booked solid. Taxis can’t get through. We suggest you find a spot in the lounge. We’ll have emergency blankets soon.”

Elias didn’t answer. He looked through the massive glass wall. Outside, the world had vanished. The runway lights were blurred ghosts in a violent, white mass. He was supposed to be on his way to a reconciliation dinner. He was supposed to sit at the table, accept his brother’s expensive wine, and pretend he didn’t know that every drop in that bottle had been paid for with someone else’s despair.

The speakers began playing Joy to the World. Elias felt a sudden wave of nausea. To him, the joy of the world tasted like burnt airport coffee.

He turned his back to the counter and began to walk. The sound of rolling suitcases on the granite floor echoed like a distant, continuous thunder. He passed a fifteen-foot Christmas tree whose gold ornaments reflected the weary faces of the passengers, distorting them like a funhouse mirror.

Elias felt his phone vibrate in his jacket pocket. He knew who it was. His sister-in-law, likely asking if he had landed, if he was bringing the nieces’ gifts, if peace would finally reign tonight. He didn’t answer. He couldn’t lie to her—not while he was carrying the truth in his right hand.

His feet led him away from the main gates toward the service corridors, where the lighting was dimmer and the smell of kerosene and cleaning supplies replaced the artificial cinnamon scent of the duty-free shops.

He needed a place to think. He needed na outlet. His phone was his only weapon, and the battery was dying, along with his patience. Elias spotted a recessed area in the wall behind a decommissioned newspaper rack. It looked like the most isolated spot he could find.

However, as he approached, he realized the refuge already had na occupant. Huddled on the floor over a gray toolbox was a figure wrapped in a dark canvas coat.

Elias stopped. For a moment, he thought about turning back. But the “15% battery” warning flashed on his screen like a cry for help. He sighed, tucked the briefcase under his arm, and took the first step toward the dark corner. Christmas had stopped the world, but his personal destruction was only just beginning.

Chapter 2: The Weight of Silence

December 24 — 9:00 PM

The airport had entered a different stage of agony. The noisy panic of the early hours had been replaced by a morbid resignation. Groups of passengers huddled together in islands of luggage, trying to turn cold metal benches into makeshift beds. Elias kept walking, fleeing the main areas, seeking the void.

He found the alcove he had spotted earlier. The broken newspaper machine served as a makeshift barricade. The figure huddled in the canvas coat—Lara—didn’t move. She looked like a rag statue under the fluorescent light flickering rhythmically on the ceiling.

Elias sat down two yards away from her, his back against the rough concrete. The contact of his expensive suit jacket with the dirty floor made him wince, but exhaustion was a harsher judge than vanity. He placed the leather briefcase on his knees, clutching it.

He pulled the phone from his pocket. 12%. The device felt like it was burning his hand. There were three new missed calls from “Thomas.” Elias closed his eyes, and for a second, he saw his brother’s face. Not the face of the businessman Thomas was today, but the boy who, forty years ago, had convinced Elias to take the blame for a broken vase in the living room.

“We’re blood, Elias. Blood protects blood,” Thomas used to say, usually right after making a mistake Elias would have to fix.

The briefcase on his lap felt like it had gained weight. Inside were the audit reports proving that Thomas’s logistics companies were mere fronts for a money-laundering scheme that preyed on humble workers’ pension funds. Elias had spent months gathering the evidence, operating in the shadows, preparing the finishing blow. He had planned to deliver the files on the morning of the 26th, right after the final family dinner. A parting gift.

But the blizzard had changed the script. Now, he was trapped in the “in-between.” Neither the ruthless investigator nor the loyal brother. Just a man with a secret and a growing hunger.

“You won’t be able to sleep holding it like that.”

The voice was raspy, direct, and stripped of any holiday courtesy.

Elias snapped his eyes open. The figure in the canvas coat had moved. Lara was still lying down, her face toward the wall, but her voice had echoed through the empty hallway with cutting clarity.

“I beg your pardon?” Elias asked, straightening his posture.

“The bag,” she said, without turning around. “You’re gripping it like someone’s going to rip it away from you any second. No one here has the energy to steal anything, sir. We’re all too busy trying not to freeze.”

Elias cleared his throat, feeling exposed. “These are work documents. Important ones.”

“On Christmas?” Lara finally turned around. She sat up, leaning her back against the wall. Her face was young, but her eyes held na exhaustion that didn’t come from one sleepless night at na airport. “The world is ending out there and you’re worried about the office. Is that sad, or just arrogant?”

Elias looked at her more closely. She had no luggage, only the
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