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Chapter 1: Echoes of Her Name
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The ocean whispered her name every morning, but it wasn’t Ayla anymore—it was Lyrip. The woman who stood at the edge of the shore was no longer the delicate wife who once bled on marble floors for a man’s anger. She was wind-worn, salt-touched, and free.

The town knew her as the quiet florist who never spoke about her past, never answered questions with more than a smile. Her shop, Wild Bloom, was always filled with lilies and lavender, soft scents that masked the bruises memory left behind.

But that morning, something shifted.

A silver car—sleek, unfamiliar—rolled to a stop across the street as Lyrip unlocked her shop. She felt it before she saw it. That strange throb in her chest, like a ghost breathing down her neck. She didn’t look up. Couldn’t. Not yet.

Zayden had been searching for her for months.

After discovering the truth behind his sister’s fall—the ex’s manipulations, the doctored videos, the lies—his world collapsed. And for the first time in his life, he had no idea how to fix something. No money, no power, no apology could take away what he’d done.

Especially to the woman who once carried his child.

The world had moved on. But he hadn’t.

When he hired investigators, tracked every clue, and finally found whispers of a woman named Lyrip who looked a little too much like his ghost, he followed the scent like a starving man.

And now he sat in that car, watching her from a distance.

She hadn’t noticed him yet—or maybe she had, and just chose not to care.

Inside the shop, Lyrip clipped petals with trembling fingers. She wasn’t afraid. Just... bracing. She had spent a year rebuilding a version of herself that didn’t cry in her sleep or beg for answers that never came. She had stopped checking the news. Stopped looking at old photos.

But she hadn’t stopped dreaming of that moment.

The moment he’d see her again and realize she had changed.

Not out of revenge.

Not for him.

But for herself.

And maybe—just maybe—this time, she wouldn’t flinch when the past came knocking.

She’d open the door as Lyrip, and let it see that Ayla no longer lived here.
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Chapter 2: The Man Beside Her
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The morning breeze danced through the quiet coastal town, rustling the wind chimes that hung above the door of Wild Bloom. Lyrip fumbled with the keys, her fingers stiff from the cool air, and perhaps... nerves. She never had trouble opening the shop before. But today, with that silver car still lingering across the street, her hands betrayed her.

“Need a hand?” a gentle voice asked from behind.

She turned to see Revan, the young man from the bookstore next door. Tall, soft-eyed, with a casual kindness that never overstepped. He had helped her more times than she could count—carrying boxes, fixing her broken shelves, bringing her warm tea on stormy days.

Today, he simply reached out, took the key, and unlocked the door like he’d done it a hundred times.

“There we go,” he said with a small smile, holding the door open for her. “You okay?”

“I’m fine,” Lyrip said, quietly, slipping past him with a nod. Her voice remained soft but steady—something she'd mastered over the months.

Outside, Zayden’s hand clenched around the steering wheel. The sight of the man helping her stirred something violent inside him. A rage that wasn’t jealousy, but grief. He didn’t recognize her—this woman who smiled so calmly, who accepted another man’s help like it was routine.

Who was this man?

Who was she now?

In that moment, Zayden wasn’t just watching Lyrip. He was staring at a life he didn’t belong to anymore.

He had imagined their reunion a thousand times. Begging for forgiveness. Falling to his knees. Holding her, if she’d let him. But not this.

Not another man standing where he used to be.

Inside the shop, Lyrip moved to the counter, placing a new arrangement of daffodils and wild roses—flowers of rebirth and love. She could feel Zayden’s eyes from across the street, though she never looked out the window. She wouldn’t give him that satisfaction. Not yet.

“Thanks, Revan,” she said, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “I owe you... again.”

“You owe me a smile,” he teased, then nodded toward the bouquet. “Those are beautiful. Like you’re expecting someone.”

Lyrip’s smile faltered for half a second. “Not expecting. Just preparing.”

He looked puzzled but said nothing. He had learned not to ask too many questions.

Outside, Zayden’s chest tightened.

Another man’s smile. Her smile in return. A world where he no longer belonged.

The guilt roared inside him. But he stayed in the car, rooted by shame, watching the woman he once loved become a stranger.

But he couldn’t leave.

Not yet.

Not until she looked him in the eye—and said the words he feared most.

Zayden hadn’t moved.

The hours slipped by, and the sun arched low behind the hills, casting long shadows across the quiet street. Still, he sat in his car—engine off, windows slightly cracked, suit jacket folded on the passenger seat like he intended to stay. And he did.

Because he couldn’t leave.

He had rehearsed a hundred apologies, each one crumbling at the thought of her eyes—how they might hold hatred, or worse... indifference.

Inside Wild Bloom, Lyrip kept herself busy. Arranging, dusting, folding notes into customer bags with small pressed flowers tucked inside. She didn’t glance outside, not even once. But she knew he was there. Her skin prickled with his presence.

She thought time would dull the ache. That silence would turn love into memory. But Zayden’s presence cracked something inside her—a fracture she wasn’t ready to explore.

By dusk, the last customer left.

The bell chimed.

She locked the door.

Zayden tensed. This was his moment.

But Lyrip didn’t come out. She turned off the lights in the shop, one by one, moving like a ghost through the windows.

Then... nothing.

He waited. And waited.

The street emptied. The moon rose. The town fell asleep.

Still—no Lyrip.

Only the dim glow from a lamp in the upstairs window told him she was home. Safe. Breathing. Existing without him.

Zayden leaned back in his seat, defeated, his eyes fixed on that glowing window.
"Why did I come here if I’m too much of a coward to knock?"
He gripped the steering wheel, then let it go.
All the money, the influence, the power—it meant nothing now.

Not when the woman who once loved him was just a floor away... and wouldn’t open the door.

His phone buzzed.

It was his secretary:
“Sir, do you want me to book your return flight?”
Zayden stared at the message and typed just two words:

“Not yet.”

Then, he closed his eyes in the darkness—waiting for the upstairs light to go out.
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Chapter 3: Knocked on the Door (Part 1)
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Lyrip thought it was Revan... so she opened it.

The rain had begun to fall again, soft and steady like a whispered lullaby over the town.

Inside her modest apartment above Wild Bloom, Lyrip stirred the chamomile tea on the stove, the floral scent wrapping around her like comfort. She’d just finished arranging the last of her dried roses—her silent routine to keep her mind from spiraling into places it shouldn't.

A knock.

Two soft raps against the door.

She paused.

It wasn’t the heavy pounding of someone impatient. It wasn’t a stranger.
It felt... familiar.
Her heart jumped—Revan. He always knocked like that. Gentle. Polite. As if asking permission to be a part of her world every time.

She moved to the door without thinking, her lips already forming a smile, the words “You’re early tonight” caught at the edge of her breath.

The doorknob turned easily.

She opened it.

And her smile died.

He stood there. Rain-soaked. Silent. Still wearing the same watch she once teased him about.

Zayden.

His presence sucked the air out of the room. Out of her lungs. Out of her carefully rebuilt life.

She blinked as if her eyes had betrayed her, as if this man—this ghost—might disappear.

But he didn’t.

He looked as hollow as she felt.

His voice was raw when he spoke.
“I knocked... and you opened. That has to mean something.”
Lyrip gripped the edge of the door.

Her voice
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