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DEDICATED TO THE LIGHT that has always existed, even when shadows tried to conceal it.

Woman of deep gazes and steady hands, my mother, these pages are for you. Although dark winds blew fiercely, your essence, like an eternal flame, never ceased to burn. Bound by fears sown by controlling hands, your indomitable spirit always sought the horizon.

This book is a mirror reflecting your silent bravery and boundless love. It is a tribute to you and to all those women who, like you, have felt the weight of insecurity but have not surrendered. May your steps guide every mother and girl, reminding them that within them lies a universe full of light and possibilities.

May these words be a beacon for those navigating seas of doubt, a reminder that their brilliance is not only possible but necessary to illuminate the world.

With eternal love and deep gratitude
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ARKANA

FROM THE ABYSS TO THE STARS

A THOUSAND YEARS OF HOPE
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CHAPTER 1
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PIPO AND EVA

Deep within the vast corridors of history lie forgotten chapters, buried in the shadows of time. Behind the veil of the unknown rests a lost world—an empire of wonders that defies every established notion of the past. This empire stretched across a great portion of the globe, and at its heart stood a capital unlike any other, a place where free energy and astonishing inventions dazzled the world and stirred envy among less advanced nations.

Not long had passed since a devastating world war had scarred the earth. From its ashes, nations rose again with renewed determination and fragile hope.

Among those seeking a new beginning was a young man named Pipo Sarmiento. Exhausted by the misery and hunger consuming his homeland, he decided to embark on a journey with no destination in mind. Thousands crowded the ports, desperate for a better future. Pipo boarded one of the departing ships with only a few personal belongings. His family, resigned to the worst, would eventually hold a symbolic funeral, believing him lost forever.

He had no idea what awaited him, but his unyielding spirit pushed him forward. Unbeknownst to him, the ship he boarded was bound for the capital of that vast empire.

Days passed in darkness, bitter cold, and gnawing hunger. Pipo—a tall man, roughly six feet in height, with straight brown hair and brown eyes—dreamed of a life beyond devastation. One evening, as he sat at the bow of the ship, smoking a cigarette with a distant, sorrowful gaze, a man approached him asking for a light. His name was Giovanny Bianchi. Slender, with dark brown hair and hazel eyes, dressed in a wool suit and a crisp white shirt, he carried himself with a quiet elegance. A striking watch gleamed on his wrist as he asked:

“Hey, do you have another cigarette? This one’s a bit damp.”

Pipo had only one left, but his kindness would open a new path—a slightly brighter destiny. He handed over the cigarette and replied:

“It’s my last one, but go ahead.”

Giovanny accepted it gratefully. Noticing Pipo’s melancholic expression, he asked:

“Thanks, friend. Do you know where this ship is headed?”

Pipo, still staring into the dark horizon, answered with indifference:

“I don’t know. I just want to get far, far away from here.”

Trying to lift his spirits, Giovanny added enthusiastically:

“I’m headed to the capital. My cousin’s waiting for me at the port. They’re even looking for blacksmiths, according to his last letter. If you don’t have a destination, you might consider it.”

As he walked away, he smiled and said:

“By the way, thanks for the cigarette. See you around.”

The mention of the capital stirred something in Pipo. He quickly turned and asked:

“Are you serious?”

Giovanny stopped, nodded, and smiled.

“Of course. They need blacksmiths in the capital. Lots of labor, you know?”

A spark returned to Pipo’s eyes. He extended his hand.

“I’m Pipo Sarmiento. Nice to meet you. Tell me more about that job—I’ve worked as a blacksmith.”

Encouraged, Giovanny continued:

“Oh, yes. The pay is modest, but there’s room to grow. My cousin says the capital feels like another world—full of inventions and technology no one’s ever seen. Sounds promising.”

And so, a simple conversation blossomed into a bond that would become a brotherhood, forged during their uncertain voyage toward a future filled with possibility.

Night fell over the ship, and the stars shimmered above them. As the two men talked, camaraderie grew between them, tying their destinies together as they sailed toward the radiant capital.

When the ship finally reached the city, Pipo could hardly believe his eyes. The towering walls—massive structures of stone and brick adorned with intricate reliefs—rose before him, radiating power and grandeur.

Passing through the gates, he stepped into a vibrant, bustling metropolis. Streets overflowed with life: vendors shouting from colorful stalls, nobles strolling proudly along broad avenues, and the air thick with exotic aromas and lively chatter.

The architecture was a breathtaking blend of eras. Ancient stone buildings crowned with gilded domes stood beside Victorian and Gothic skyscrapers. But what astonished Pipo most were the unfamiliar metal structures—gravity-defying shapes rising like metallic giants into the sky.

At every corner, monuments honored heroes and historic triumphs. Enormous coils hummed with mysterious energy, releasing electric flashes that bathed the night in an ethereal glow. Their constant vibration was hypnotic, adding to the city’s enigmatic atmosphere.

At the center of it all stood the Royal Palace, an imposing fortress dominating the main square. Flags fluttered atop its towers, and uniformed guards patrolled with stern vigilance. The palace, with its majestic spires and formidable walls, seemed an eternal guardian of the empire.

Pipo wandered slowly, overwhelmed by the city’s magnificence. Floating spheres illuminated the streets, casting a magical glow. The voices of vendors, the murmur of crowds, and the hum of electric coils blended into a strange, comforting symphony.

“Incredible... simply incredible,” he whispered, humbled by the grandeur around him.

Remembering Giovanny’s words, he set off toward one of the blacksmith workshops. With each step, hope grew within him.

In a crowded market, a flower vendor offered him a blue rose—a rarity in his homeland. Pipo accepted it gratefully and continued on, feeling for the first time in years that he was exactly where he needed to be.

Eventually, he reached the workshop Giovanny had mentioned. The owner, a robust man with calloused hands and a warm smile, greeted him with a curious look.

“What can I do for you, young man?” he asked, studying Pipo carefully.

With his heart pounding, Pipo replied:

“I’m a blacksmith. I’m looking for work—and a new beginning.”

The man nodded slowly, weighing his words.

“Welcome to the capital. Let’s see what you’re made of.”

And so began Pipo’s new life. He found not only work, but a community that welcomed him. His friendship with Giovanny deepened, and together they built a future filled with hope.

The city thrived around them. Merchants sold spices, fabrics, and advanced artifacts. Shop windows glittered with electric devices and ancient relics. The air was rich with the scent of street food—golden empanadas, spicy sauces, and flavors Pipo had never imagined.

Above, sleek airships drifted like serene giants. Electric vehicles buzzed along the streets, sharing space with horse-drawn carriages in a harmonious blend of old and new.

Years passed. Pipo opened his own workshop, filled with state-of-the-art tools. Wealth came quickly—but so did arrogance. His old vices resurfaced: violence, alcohol, and reckless pursuits.

One night, fate brought him across Eva Fiore, a seventeen-year-old girl from a poor family. While playing with her siblings, she was nearly struck by Pipo’s truck. Drunk and predatory, he saw only an opportunity to exploit her vulnerability.

What began as a chance encounter spiraled into a nightmare. Driven by selfishness and addiction, Pipo dragged Eva into a world of fear and isolation. He confined her in a grim room, where despair clung to her like a shadow. Days blurred into an endless cycle of abuse and humiliation.

When her parents finally found her, the damage was irreversible. Eva was pregnant. Under Pipo’s threats, the family accepted his proposal of marriage. He longed for a son to carry his legacy—but fate denied him. His first child was a girl.

And then another. And another. Six daughters in total, each gifted in her own way. A family born from suffering, yet marked by brilliance.

Arkana—Arky to those who loved her—was the eldest. With golden curls and a curious mind, she possessed an extraordinary intellect. But her home was a storm of dysfunction. Pipo’s rage, fueled by trauma and addiction, cast a dark shadow over the household.

As the sisters arrived one by one—Gracia, Rocío, Lila, Nevis, and Zulla—the emotional turmoil deepened. Each girl carried her own light, yet each was trapped in the labyrinth of their father’s violence.

One night, when alcohol had turned Pipo into a monstrous version of himself, Arkana and Gracia found themselves in a nightmare. Reeking of cigarettes and liquor, he staggered toward them with terrifying fury. His heavy hands closed around their necks.

“Don’t move!” he roared. “If you disobey, you’ll pay dearly.”

Terrified, the girls struggled, but every movement provoked greater brutality. Arkana felt his sweaty, foul-smelling body pressing against them. Her thoughts raced:

I’m scared... so scared. Dad is on top of us, and his skin is sticky and smells terrible.

Realizing resistance only worsened his rage, she went still, hoping exhaustion would make him pass out. Gracia did the same. The house, thick with the stench of alcohol, became a prison of fear.

Pipo had always wanted a son. The absence of one fed his frustration, which he unleashed upon his daughters.

Arkana often felt she had been born into the wrong family. While her sisters accepted the roles imposed on them, she dreamed of independence—of science, knowledge, and a life beyond oppression.

In secret, she nurtured her love for music and dance. She and her sisters painted their faces with beets and fruit, hiding traces of their stolen moments of joy.

But Pipo had other plans. He boasted to his friends that none of his daughters would ever serve men in subordinate roles. His intention was clear: marry them off young, bind their lives to his will.

Arkana, with her fierce spirit and impossible dreams, felt the walls closing in. Deep inside, a fire burned—a longing to escape, to rise above the life she had been forced into. But the path to freedom was steep, and the obstacles ahead loomed like mountains.

[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 2


[image: ]


BLACK CAT

Arkana lived with her family on a bustling street where the constant hum of engines and the chatter of passersby set the rhythm of their days. Her mother, Eva, was always anxious—terrified, even—a shadow of the young woman she had once been. Forced into adulthood and motherhood far too early, her mental health had slowly deteriorated. Suspicion clouded her view of the neighbors’ lives, and her anxiety pushed her into a spiral of gossip and petty conflicts, perhaps as a way to cope with the life that had been stolen from her.

One afternoon, Eva sat with a neighbor over coffee. Lost in lively conversation, gossip flowed freely—this time about the supposed indiscretions of a close friend. So absorbed was Eva in the chatter that she failed to notice the front door had been left open.

Curious and eager to explore the world beyond her home in that vast and wondrous empire, Arkana slipped outside. The street was as crowded as ever, a symphony of voices and mechanical noise. But something caught her attention: a medium-sized cat, black as a moonless night, watching her from behind a bush. Fascinated, Arkana approached. The cat, sensing her presence, bolted.

It darted across the street—only to be struck brutally by a speeding vehicle.

Arkana froze. A few drops of blood speckled her face. The world she had longed to explore had revealed its cruelest side in an instant.

Chaos erupted. The driver, terrified he had run over a child, slammed on the brakes, causing a commotion that rippled through the crowded street. The noise jolted Eva back to reality. Realizing the door was open, she rushed outside in panic, convinced one of her daughters had been hit. After frantically counting them, she saw they were all safe—but fury overtook her when she found Arkana outside.

Grabbing her by her beautiful chestnut curls, she dragged her inside and shouted:

“I’m sick of you disobeying me! Why do you have to be so spoiled? Come here, Arkana!”

When Arkana stepped closer, Eva slapped her hard, turning her face sharply to the side.

“I hope this teaches you a lesson. Don’t you ever go out on the street without my permission again.”

Arkana barely registered the pain. What consumed her was the crushing guilt over the death of the black cat. Days passed, but she remained shaken. Nightmares tormented her, replaying the tragedy again and again. Still so young, she began seeing the cat everywhere—in shadows, in corners, in the edges of her vision. She would close her eyes and whisper to herself:

“It’s just my imagination... it’s not real...”

Her relationship with her sisters was far from harmonious. They regarded her with suspicion, unsettled by her remarkable intelligence. Gracia, desperate for affection, constantly sought attention and sympathy—perhaps a consequence of their fractured home. Rocío, still a teenager, had fallen in love far too young with a boy whose angelic face hid a cruel heart. Easily manipulated by lies and intrigue, she clashed often with Arkana. Like Gracia, she feigned illnesses to gain pity.

Lila seemed lost, detached from reality. Shy and distant, she was terrified of men—unsurprising, given the life she had endured. Nevis, though already a teenager, remained childish. She clung to the fantasy of a perfect family, blind to the truth. Yet sometimes, without warning, she would erupt into sudden storms of anger, saying and doing things she later regretted.

And then there was Zulla, one of the youngest. Grounded, determined, and far stronger than her age suggested, she adopted a more masculine, resilient demeanor. In a home defined by oppression and violence, Zulla stood out for her unbreakable spirit.

Despite living in the heart of an extraordinary empire, Arkana and her sisters grew up in a home filled with pain and constant struggle. Each developed unique traits in response to their environment. Arkana, with her love of knowledge and music, dreamed of escape. Gracia sought affection at any cost. Rocío created conflict through lies. Lila hid behind her shyness. Nevis oscillated between innocence and rage. And Zulla faced the world with a courage none of the others possessed.

Yet Arkana faced something even more disturbing than her family’s turmoil. Without any logical explanation, she began hearing unsettling cat sounds at night. Sometimes, on her way to school, she swore she saw a black cat watching her. The visions grew more frequent, plunging her into a state of constant fear. She told no one, terrified they would think she was losing her mind.

“What’s wrong with me? Why does the ghost of that black cat follow me—even in my dreams? What’s happening to me?” she wondered.

Over time, the visions became part of her life. She no longer feared the cat, but the doubt lingered—was it real, or just her imagination? She never spoke of it, though her sisters sometimes noticed her distant expression, as if she were seeing something invisible to them.

Arkana began to suspect she possessed a kind of sixth sense, a perception beyond the ordinary. This idea ignited an insatiable hunger for knowledge. She devoured books—not only about the physical world, but also about metaphysics, to which she became deeply devoted. She felt there was something beyond the visible world, something she could not yet understand but sensed deeply.

Nights were the hardest. While her family slept, Arkana curled up in her small bed, heart racing whenever she heard a meow or saw a shadow shift across the room. One night, under the silver glow of a full moon, she awoke from a disturbing dream. Her eyes drifted to the window—and there it was.

The black cat.

Its yellow eyes glowed in the moonlight. But this time, something was different. The cat arched its back and hissed, baring sharp fangs. Suddenly, it leaped toward her, claws extended, its meow twisting into a terrifying screech.

Arkana screamed, her cry echoing through the house and waking her sisters in a panic.

Later, while Arkana studied in the backyard, Zulla approached. The sky was dark, heavy with clouds.

“Arkana, what are you reading so intently?” Zulla asked, curiosity in her voice.

Arkana looked up, and for the first time, shared a piece of her inner world.

“I’m trying to understand something that’s been happening to me. I believe there’s more to this world than what we can see. I feel like... there’s something I’m meant to discover.”

Zulla nodded, understanding more than Arkana expected.

“If you need help, I’m here. We can discover it together.”In that moment, Arkana felt a spark of hope. Her path would be long and filled with challenges, but with Zulla by her side, she had an ally. Their relationship began to shift, and Arkana—through her determination and thirst for knowledge—would become a guide for all her sisters, bringing light into the darkness of their lives and opening the door to a future filled with possibility.
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FORCED COMPRESSION

It was a dark and gloomy afternoon, with dense clouds covering the sky, casting an ominous shadow over the day. I had just returned from school to the house where I lived with my family. It was a large house with four bedrooms, and I shared one of them with my sister Gracia. The house had two doors: a main entrance that led directly into the living room, its walls adorned with floral patterns, and a second entrance—the one my sister and I usually used.

As we crossed the threshold, we immediately noticed the presence of my father, drunk once again. He was sitting at the table, devouring what appeared to be a plate of spaghetti like a savage. It was hot, and as usual, he was shirtless. His sweaty body and despicable demeanor only heightened the revulsion I felt towards him. I watched in disgust as he insulted my mother, berating her for how poorly she had cooked the meal.

Fury and exhaustion washed over me, but the worst part was my sister Nevis’s reaction. She had a tendency to become unrecognizable when situations spiraled out of control. Seeing how our father treated Mom, Nevis struck the plate of food, sending sauce and spaghetti flying across the kitchen. The shock paralyzed me, and my father looked at us with a malevolent grin, fully aware of the terror he was about to unleash.

“Eva, you’re useless!” Pipo shouted at the top of his lungs, as he grabbed her by the arm and threw her to the ground. Then, he turned on us, his daughters, unleashing his fury without mercy.

He intimidated and beat us for what he deemed a lack of respect. Despite everything, my sisters and I had once loved our father, but war and alcoholism had destroyed him. Over time, I came to understand him and, in some way, even pity him, but the damage he caused in my life was irreversible. I longed to escape that house, to finally be free, to dress and act as my soul dictated, without judgment. But I was trapped, with no way out, and the hope of going to university seemed more distant with each passing day.

One rainy afternoon, while I was reading an astronomy magazine that announced a total eclipse, my father called me into the living room. That could only mean one thing: we had guests, and we needed to pretend to be a normal, loving family. I rushed to my room, my heart pounding and my pulse echoing in my ears. I quickly shed the dress I was wearing, my long golden curls bouncing with the urgency of my movements, glistening in the dim light of the room. I slipped into one of the dresses my mother had carefully chosen—a calculated strategy to impress and be accepted in the rigid society of the industrialized empire. The dress clung to my slender figure, highlighting my pale complexion and accentuating my full, rosy lips. As I adjusted the dress, my shy gaze met the mirror, revealing a mixture of anxiety and hope. Every movement reminded me of what was at stake, and I tried to adopt an elegance that, I hoped, would be enough to earn the acceptance we so desperately desired.

When I reached the living room, I saw my father sipping whisky, the best he had in his mini bar. He was accompanied by a young man, robust and dark-skinned, with straight black hair and a freshly shaven beard. He was smoking a cigar with my father, and it seemed they knew each other well. As I entered, both men stood up, and my father said:

“Lucio Nefario, this is Arkana Sarmiento, my eldest daughter. She’s quite the lady, isn’t she beautiful?”

“A pleasure, Pipo. She’s lovely” Lucio said, kissing my hand.

The situation was repulsive to me, but I did my best to smile and behave as expected. It felt as though every act, every word, was a mask to hide the true misery that lived behind the walls of our house. I knew exactly what was happening: my father was setting out to find me a husband. How long would his control over all of us last? But it was a man’s world, he said, and I was just a teenager, so there wasn’t much I could do. I tried to be polite with this young man, but the truth was, I struggled. He wasn’t my type at all, and it seemed we had little in common. I considered myself an intelligent girl, but with him, there weren’t many interesting topics we could discuss.

The living room, with its ivory-colored walls and dark mahogany furniture, was filled with the persistent aroma of the tobacco my father smoked. The golden light of the sunset filtered through the lace curtains, casting a surreal glow over the scene.

After Lucio left, I could finally be myself, and I confronted my father.

“What are you trying to do? Are you looking for a husband for me?”

Pipo, with a frown and a look of irritation in his eyes, replied:

“Lucio is a good man, and he has a lot of money. Behave yourself, and you’ll do well in life. I like Lucio for you, and that’s that. So stop with the nonsense and go to bed.”

But I wasn’t about to let my father have his way, so I shot back:

“Who I fall in love with will be my decision, not yours. Besides, I plan to go to university and graduate. I want to be an independent woman, and that silly boy doesn’t interest me at all.”

Pipo, who had almost turned his back to head to the kitchen, quickly spun around and grabbed me by the arms, shaking me hard. His cigar-laden breath brushed my face as he spoke in a threatening tone:

“None of my daughters will be a concubine or a secretary” and, with his large finger nearly touching my nose, he continued:

“Get it through your head, Arkana. Don’t make me angry, especially not at bedtime. Now, go to bed.”

I felt overwhelmed with frustration. Wild ideas of escaping filled my mind, but where could I go? The oppressive control my father wielded over me had created a monumental insecurity within me, like a mountain I couldn’t climb. The thought of going out alone terrified me, as did social interaction. At some point, I didn’t even know how to behave in public. I was an extremely shy girl, and my options were limited.

Night fell, and the house was enveloped in an unsettling silence, interrupted only by the occasional creak of the wind and the distant murmur of the city. I locked myself in my room, a small and modest space with lavender-colored walls and a window overlooking a neglected garden. I gazed out the window, watching the moon hidden behind dense gray clouds, and wished with all my heart to find a way out of this suffocating life.

In my dreams, I saw doors opening to unknown worlds, places where I could be free and happy. But when I woke, reality hit me hard, reminding me that I was trapped in a life I hadn’t chosen and that only determination and intelligence could someday give me the freedom I so desperately longed for.

Without realizing it, my father had condemned me to an abyss where I would be treated as nothing more than an object. Not only would I be trapped there, but I would also be abused and humiliated by the very person who was supposed to love and care for me.

My father took it upon himself to arrange the wedding. After all, Lucio’s father was very wealthy, owning a major mining company, and my father was utterly mesmerized by it. Lucio’s family exuded monumental hypocrisy, so I avoided them at all costs. On my wedding day, my husband, Lucio, saw me as nothing more than a delicious dish he was about to devour. I couldn’t hide my unhappiness during that dreadful ceremony, where I didn’t even have the choice of selecting my own wedding dress. My mother insisted on a modest style, but I wanted something more modern and original.

It didn’t surprise me that, after a few hours of celebration, Lucio got so drunk that he began to stagger around, making a fool of himself in front of everyone. He grabbed me by the arm as if he had just bought me and said he wanted to go to bed. His breath reeked, and his greasy, sweaty skin exuded a rancid odor that was impossible to ignore. He threw me onto the bed and roughly pinned me down. I had never imagined what losing my virginity would be like, but I never expected it to be like this. He started groping me and
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