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    To those who carry the weight of history,whose voices were silenced but never erased,and to the brave souls who choose to face the truthshidden behind the glass. 

      

    



  	
        
            
            "We look through the glass, and we see the past—its reflections sharp, its truths fragile.To touch it may be impossible,but to acknowledge it is the first act of courage."
— Anonymous 
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Prologue — Quiapo, 1947
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The rubble still smoked in the streets of Quiapo. War had left the city scarred, its buildings fractured and its people weary, yet life pressed forward—merciless, unrelenting. Among the first to rise from the ashes were those with ambition sharp enough to exploit the chaos.

Lamberto Ezekiel walked through the narrow alleys with a careful smile and the weight of power behind every step. To the displaced families, he was a savior; to those who resisted, a storm. He promised reconstruction, opportunity, a brighter future—but his deeds whispered something else: threats inked in forged papers, contracts signed under duress, homes that disappeared overnight.

The Delgado family’s house sat near the old market, its wooden beams splintered from the bombing yet stubbornly upright. That stubbornness, however, counted for little against forged deeds and the quiet intimidation of Ezekiel’s men. One evening, a messenger arrived—a man with sharp eyes and sharper words.

"Your property has been reassigned, señor Delgado. You have until sunrise to vacate."

There was no choice. The Delgados packed what little they could carry, clutching faded photographs and family heirlooms as they stepped into the street, their eyes following the rising figure of Lamberto Ezekiel, already surveying the next lot he would claim.

It was the beginning of a dynasty, one built on fire and fear, on ambition that ignored the lives it crushed. The city would remember, even if the people forgot. And the Delgados would carry their loss through generations, its echoes lingering long after the smoke cleared.
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Chapter 1 — The Static
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The streets of Quiapo never slept. Jeepneys rattled over uneven cobblestones, vendors shouted over frying oil and sizzling meat, and the air carried the pungent mix of wet cement, incense, and exhaust fumes. Yet inside her small clinic on Bautista Street, Dr. Bettina Delgado could almost pretend the city didn’t exist.

The waiting room was quiet—too quiet, she thought, adjusting the cuffs of her white coat. She liked the orderliness of her office: a row of neatly aligned chairs, soft lighting that didn’t flicker, shelves of psychiatric journals and neatly labeled files. Outside, the city roared; inside, she maintained calm. It was her sanctuary, and her patients, often lost souls, came here to seek the thin thread of stability she offered.

Bettina’s gift—her secret—wasn’t part of any textbook or clinical guideline. She called it the static. When she touched someone who carried trauma too heavy to confront, flashes of memory, of unprocessed pain, would surge through her. Sometimes it was a memory of yesterday, sometimes decades old, sometimes so vivid she questioned whether she was really seeing the past or simply imagining it.

She didn’t talk about it. Few people could understand—or survive—the truth of what she saw. But it was real, and it guided her.

Her first patient of the morning, a young man named Carlo, fidgeted in the chair across from her. His hands trembled as he described recurring nightmares of fire, screams, and a sense of helplessness. Bettina listened, her hands folded on her lap. When she reached out to place a calming hand on his arm, the familiar tingling surged through her fingertips—the static.

The office seemed to darken. Carlo’s words blurred, replaced by images that weren’t her own: a burning apartment, a mother shouting for her children, a child’s small body pressed into a corner. Bettina pulled back instantly, her breath catching.

“It’s okay,” she said softly, letting him see her calm. “You’re safe here.”

The vision faded, leaving her trembling despite her attempts to remain composed. It always left her shaken, but she never doubted its purpose. The static was a key—a window into a life suspended between memory and trauma, and she had learned to walk that line carefully.

She straightened, scanning the room. Quiapo’s chaos waited outside, indifferent and relentless. And somewhere within that noise, she knew, the next life in need of her—and the next storm—was already coming.
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Chapter 2 — The Patient
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Bettina sat at her desk, reviewing files when the secretary’s timid knock broke her concentration.

“Dr. Delgado,” the young woman said, holding a manila folder like it might explode. “You have a new referral... it’s urgent.”

Bettina took the folder, noting the embossed letterhead: Ezekiel & Associates. Her brow furrowed. The Ezekiels were not the type to seek ordinary psychiatric care.

The folder opened to reveal a single sheet with terse notes and a photograph. The patient was young—early twenties—with pale skin and eyes that seemed distant even in a still image.

Therese Ezekiel, the folder read. Daughter of Senator Henry Ezekiel.

Bettina’s pulse quickened. High-profile patients always carried complications, but something about this felt heavier, colder, almost dangerous.

Her eyes scanned the notes: Patient undergoing Geneva Protocol. Combination of sedation and cognitive suppression therapy. Patient exhibits emotional detachment. Significant gaps in memory. History classified.

Bettina set the folder down slowly. The Geneva Protocol. She had heard whispers of it—an experimental treatment that promised to suppress traumatic memories. In theory, it could protect patients from the worst of their psychological scars. In practice... she had always been wary. Manipulating memory, chemically or otherwise, was a dangerous road. The mind was not a ledger to be edited at will.

When Therese arrived two days later, she moved through the clinic like a ghost. Her hair was dark, perfectly straight, framing a face that was beautiful but vacant. Her eyes drifted, unfocused, and she clutched a designer
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