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Sometimes the deepest wounds are not inflicted by time, but by the people who share our blood. Some families seem to be built on unshakable foundations, yet all it takes is a word left unsaid, a broken promise, or a misunderstood gesture for cracks to appear—cracks too deep to ignore. What was once affection slowly turns into distance, and the bond of blood is no longer enough to hold together those who have learned to live as strangers.

This is the story of two brothers who have spent far too many years feeding their pride and resentment, each convinced that the other is responsible for every scar they carry. Yet life has a strange way of forcing us back to the places where our pain began, because only there can we find the answers we have spent so long avoiding.

An old family house, frozen in time, becomes the setting for an unexpected reunion. Its walls still hold memories, forgotten photographs, and silences that were never broken. For thirty days, the brothers must live under the same roof, confronting not only each other, but also the ghosts of a childhood shaped by misunderstanding, jealousy, absence, and the choices that changed the course of their lives forever.

As the days pass, each room reveals another fragment of the past, and every discovery shatters a certainty that once seemed unquestionable. Slowly, they begin to understand that the truth rarely belongs to just one person, and that memories can be as fragile as the minds that preserve them. The inheritance they expect to receive turns out to be very different from what they imagined, because some legacies cannot be written into a will: inherited guilt, hidden affections, and opportunities lost to time.

Within these pages, readers will encounter moments of tension, restrained emotions, and revelations capable of reshaping an entire life. This is a novel about second chances, the weight of the past, and the difficult choice of extending a hand when pride has built an abyss between two hearts.

Because all of us carry within us a collapsed bridge leading to someone who once mattered deeply. Some choose to walk around it forever. Others find the courage to rebuild it stone by stone, discovering that forgiveness cannot change what happened, but it can change the road that lies ahead.

Perhaps every reader will come to realize that the greatest distances are not measured in miles, but in words left unspoken, embraces that never came, and affections that waited far too long to find their way home.
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Chapter 1: The Unexpected Inheritance
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The steady ticking of the wall clock was the only sound breaking the heavy silence inside the lawyer’s office.

The room was small and deliberately plain. Its faded white walls were bare of paintings or decorations, as if the space had been designed to discourage distraction. A bookshelf filled with neatly alphabetized files occupied one corner, while an old ceiling fan turned lazily overhead, adding a soft hum that did little to ease the tension hanging in the air.

Andrés sat rigidly in a worn wooden chair, his posture so stiff he looked as though he were standing trial. For the third time in less than ten minutes, he adjusted the knot of his tie—a nervous habit he couldn't seem to control. His dark gray suit was perfectly tailored, the kind worn by a man who had built his entire life around discipline, structure, and control. Yet none of those qualities offered him any comfort now.

Across from him, Julián lounged in his chair with a carelessness that bordered on insolence.

His black leather jacket, faded at the elbows, and worn jeans looked intentionally chosen to advertise how much he despised situations like this. With unruly hair falling across his forehead and fingers drumming an uneven rhythm against the armrest, Julián embodied everything Andrés disliked: chaos, rebellion, and a complete disregard for rules.

Behind a simple desk, the lawyer reviewed a stack of documents with mechanical patience. Whether he was oblivious to the tension between the brothers or simply accustomed to it was impossible to tell. Every now and then, he glanced up as if expecting one of them to speak, only to return to his paperwork after noticing Andrés's impatience and Julián's defiant expression.

At times, the office seemed smaller than it really was, as though years of resentment were occupying the remaining space.

A cold sheen of sweat gathered at the back of Andrés's neck. He tried to ignore the persistent tapping of Julián's fingers, but the sound echoed in his head like water dripping endlessly onto stone.

Julián, meanwhile, took a certain pleasure in his older brother's discomfort.

He could practically feel Andrés's irritation filling the room, and it brought a faint smile to his lips—a smile he made no effort to hide. To him, this meeting was just another waste of time, another pointless attempt to impose rules on a life that had never followed them.

When the clock struck three, both brothers instinctively turned toward the sound, as though searching for something they still shared, even if it was only the passage of time.

For a brief moment, their eyes met.

The spark of an old resentment passed between them, and both immediately looked away.

The lawyer cleared his throat.

"Thank you for coming," he said, adjusting his glasses as he glanced down at the document before him.

His voice was neutral, almost bored, like a man reciting lines from a script he had performed too many times before.

He opened a sealed envelope and carefully removed a document.

Their father's last will and testament.

Even that could not lessen the tension rooted in the room—a silent reminder of years of misunderstandings, disappointments, and wounds that had never truly healed.

The brothers had not seen each other in over a year.

Time had not softened the sharp edges between them. If anything, it had made them sharper.

Andrés, three years older, represented everything their father had always admired. Stability. Responsibility. Achievement.

His structured life was both his refuge and his pride. He had a respectable position at a successful company, a wife, two children, and a routine so carefully maintained that surprises rarely found room to enter. His shirts were always perfectly pressed. His watch governed every minute of his day with military precision.

For Andrés, success was more than a goal.

It was proof.

Proof that he had risen above the disorder that had defined much of his childhood.

Julián was the exact opposite.

Where Andrés saw structure, he saw confinement.

Where Andrés found security, he found monotony.

His life had followed a winding road filled with sharp turns. He had dropped out of college, launched several projects that failed before they ever gained momentum, and drifted from one unstable job to another. Relationships came and went just as easily.

A guitar was almost always slung over his shoulder, and his smile hovered somewhere between sincerity and mockery, as though other people's opinions carried little weight.

To Julián, rules were merely suggestions.

Promises were distant horizons few people ever reached.

Despite everything, an invisible thread still connected the brothers.

It was woven from mutual misunderstanding.

Andrés looked at Julián with a mixture of pity and frustration, convinced his brother represented everything a man should avoid becoming.

Julián saw Andrés as a willing prisoner—a man trapped inside a life built by fear and obligation.

The distance between them stretched back to adolescence.

Their father had imposed unequal expectations. Their mother had tried to bridge the divide, usually without success.

Andrés became the obedient son, carrying the burden of dreams his father had never achieved.

Julián chose rebellion.

He questioned rules, challenged authority, and paid the price for it.

Now, sitting in the same room after so many years, that distance felt less like a gap and more like a canyon.

Neither seemed willing to cross it.

The idea of spending thirty days together sounded less like an opportunity and more like a punishment disguised as legal procedure.

"I hope this isn't a waste of time," Andrés muttered.

His cold gaze settled on Julián's profile.

Without turning around, Julián rolled his eyes dramatically.

The lawyer ignored them both.

He placed the document on the desk and folded his hands.

"Your father's estate is substantial," he said. "However, there is one condition."

Both brothers stiffened.

Andrés straightened in his chair like a man preparing for a business negotiation.

Julián crossed his arms, pretending indifference, though curiosity flickered unmistakably in his eyes.

"What kind of condition?" Andrés asked.

The lawyer adjusted his glasses.

"You must live together for thirty consecutive days in your father's house."

Silence filled the room.

Only the ticking clock remained.

Andrés blinked slowly.

Julián raised an eyebrow.

"You can't be serious."

"During that period," the lawyer continued, "neither of you may leave the property for more than twenty-four consecutive hours, except in the event of a documented emergency. If either of you violates this condition, both of you forfeit the inheritance."

The words landed like a hammer blow.

Andrés exhaled sharply.

"This is ridiculous."

"Ridiculous, maybe," Julián said with a crooked grin, "but definitely interesting."

He leaned forward.

"So what's the prize that makes this circus worth attending?"

"The family house," the lawyer replied. "Several additional properties, personal assets, and a significant amount of cash."

For the first time, both brothers fell completely silent.

Their father's fortune was larger than either had expected.

"The intention," the lawyer continued, "was to give both of you an opportunity to reflect on your relationship and on your family's legacy."

"To force us to become friends?" Julián asked with a short laugh.

The lawyer remained unfazed.

"Those were your father's wishes."

Andrés rubbed his temples.

"This is emotional manipulation."

"Maybe," Julián replied. "Or maybe the old man knew exactly what he was doing."

The lawyer leaned back in his chair.

"The decision is yours. However, if both of you reject the condition, the estate will be transferred to the alternative beneficiaries designated in the will."

The brothers exchanged a brief glance.

Each silently wondering whether the other could survive thirty days under the same roof.

Finally, Andrés spoke.

"If that's what it takes, I'll do it."

His voice was flat.

"But let's be clear. This changes nothing."

A grin spread across Julián's face.

"Perfect."

He shrugged.

"Let's see which one of us lasts longer."

The lawyer closed the file.

"Then we will begin tomorrow. Detailed instructions will be sent to both of you this evening."

The meeting was over.

The brothers rose from their chairs and headed toward the door.

Two pieces of the same puzzle.

Pieces that had never fit together.

As they stepped into the hallway, Julián let out a disbelieving laugh.

"Imagine that," he said. "The old man still trying to control us from beyond the grave."

Andrés didn't answer immediately.

The truth was, he wasn't entirely sure Julián was wrong.

The pause that followed was anything but innocent.

The glint in Julián's eyes revealed the satisfaction of having the last word, and then, with a crooked smile, he added in a cutting tone,

"It'll be fun watching you fail at being the perfect dad."

The remark hung in the air like a poisoned dart, aimed directly at Andrés's heart. The provocation was deliberate, its cruelty carefully measured. Tension spread between them, each syllable carrying a charge that seemed to crackle through the room.

Andrés didn't answer immediately.

His mind processed the words with the restraint of a man accustomed to biting his tongue, but his body betrayed him. His hands tightened around the armrests of the chair, fingers digging into the worn wood as if that simple act were the only thing anchoring him to the composure he fought so hard to maintain.

He refused to show weakness.

Yet somewhere deep inside, Julián had struck a nerve.

The room seemed to close in around them. The air grew heavier.

Andrés drew a slow, controlled breath before turning toward his brother. The response he wouldn't give in words, he would give through actions—through the way he carried himself over the next thirty days.

Still, something inside him knew this wouldn't be easy.

The tension in the office had become so tangible it felt like a third person in the room, invisible but impossible to ignore. It seeped into every corner, squeezing even the small space that separated the two brothers.

The air was thick with unspoken emotions, years of accumulated resentment, and silences that weighed more than words ever could.

The lawyer, seated behind his desk, maintained a professional smile that now looked more like a defense mechanism than genuine friendliness. His fingers tapped lightly against the papers before him, a nearly imperceptible gesture that betrayed his discomfort.

His gaze shifted from one brother to the other, like a referee assessing whether a fight was about to break out.

"Excellent," he finally said, forcing an optimism that felt painfully out of place. "We'll begin the arrangements tomorrow. I hope both of you will see this as an opportunity to close old chapters."

The words faded quickly, as though the room itself refused to entertain the possibility of reconciliation.

Andrés, sitting straight-backed with a frown etched across his face, gave a brief nod. His expression made it clear he shared none of the lawyer's enthusiasm.

Julián responded with a barely audible snort and a cynical smile that seemed to say, This is going to be a disaster.

Noticing their lack of reaction, the lawyer leaned forward slightly.

"I know this may seem difficult," he said in a gentler tone. "Perhaps even unnecessary. But sometimes unexpected circumstances give us a chance to heal old wounds... or at least understand them better."

Neither brother replied.

Andrés stared at the folder on the desk as though some miraculous alternative might reveal itself between its pages.

Julián looked out the window, clearly more interested in the buildings across the street than in the speech he had just heard.

The lawyer's words echoed through the room, but neither man embraced them.

For Andrés and Julián, the idea of "closing old chapters" felt less like a promise and more like a sentence.

Their silence spoke volumes.

A fragile agreement built on obligation, not desire.

When the meeting finally ended, both men rose almost in unison, though for entirely different reasons.

Andrés adjusted his watch and smoothed the front of his shirt before leaving, as if reaffirming his neat appearance could somehow shield him from what lay ahead.

Julián slung his jacket over one shoulder with casual indifference, yet his eyes revealed a mixture of resentment and something harder to identify.

Curiosity, perhaps.

Curiosity about the storm that was about to unfold.

They walked out of the office in funeral silence, like strangers bound by the same unwanted fate.

The afternoon air felt heavier outside.

The moment he stepped onto the sidewalk, Julián lit a cigarette and exhaled a long stream of smoke.

A house. A month. And a mountain of buried crap waiting to be dug up.

The thought lingered as he walked without any particular destination in mind.

To him, returning to that house felt like opening a Pandora's box filled with old grudges and wounds that had never truly healed.

A cold wind swept through the street, but neither brother made any attempt to break the ice.

Andrés turned left without looking back, heading toward the car parked across the road.

Julián remained where he was for a few moments, watching his brother disappear into the distance before eventually taking the opposite direction.

Yet an invisible tension continued to pull at them both, as though some unseen thread still connected them despite their mutual contempt.

Neither would have admitted it.

But their lives were now hopelessly intertwined by the legacy of a man who had left behind as many scars as memories.

A man they loved and hated with equal intensity.

Andrés climbed into his car with practiced precision. He adjusted the rearview mirror and took a deep breath before starting the engine.

The growl of the motor shattered the silence, but it did nothing to quiet the doubts forming in his mind.

How was he supposed to face Julián—and everything they had spent years refusing to confront?

His carefully structured life had no room for this kind of drama.

And yet, rejecting the inheritance wasn't an option.

It was a matter of pride.

Of duty.

And perhaps—though he would never admit it aloud—of finally closing a chapter he had left unfinished for far too long.

The house was waiting.

Like an ancient sleeping giant.

Its weathered façade bore the marks of time. Its windows resembled blind eyes that had once watched life unfold around them.

Its walls, silent witnesses to decades gone by, seemed saturated with stories and secrets pulsing beneath every crack in the peeling plaster.

The house was more than a building.

It was a ghost of the past.

A reflection of the lives that had grown, collided, and fractured within its walls.

For Andrés, it had once been a refuge.

A place where routine offered stability amid emotional chaos.

He remembered the nights spent studying in his room, desperate to prove to his father that he was worthy of expectations no son could ever fully meet.

He also remembered the arguments.

The shouting that slipped beneath closed doors and echoed through the hallways like constant reminders of a family slowly coming apart.

For Julián, the house had always felt like a prison.

No matter how far he traveled, he had never completely escaped it.

The walls seemed to close around him every time his rebellious spirit collided with his father's rules.

He remembered sneaking out through his bedroom window in the middle of the night.

The punishments when he returned.

The looks of disappointment that followed him even when he was alone.

The brothers had lived the same reality, yet they remembered it as if they had grown up in different worlds.

To Andrés, the house represented order and responsibility.

To Julián, it symbolized repression and suffocating expectations.

And yet neither could deny that, despite everything, those walls had also witnessed moments of happiness.

Unexpected laughter around the dinner table.

A spontaneous embrace after a fight.

The warmth of home during a storm.

Now, as they prepared to return, both sensed that the house would become more than the setting of their forced coexistence.

It would be a battlefield.

A place where the past and present would collide.

The secrets hidden within its walls seemed to whisper in anticipation, waiting to be uncovered.

The countdown had already begun.

Each tick of the clock echoed like a hammer strike against their consciences.

But time was not what weighed most heavily on them.

It was the invisible baggage they carried.

The memories.

The accusations.

The wounds left open for years.

Every step toward that house dragged another shadow behind it—an echo of old arguments and silences that had always spoken louder than words.

The past neither man had dared confront waited there like a living presence.

It lingered in every room.

Every piece of furniture.

Every forgotten photograph.

The house called them back—not with the warmth of a home, but with the authority of a judge demanding an accounting of old debts.

Andrés felt the weight of responsibility pressing against his chest. He remembered all the times he had tried to be the older brother Julián seemed determined not to need, only to be ignored or pushed away.

Julián carried a different burden.

Years of resentment.

Years of feeling judged.

Years of being treated as though the life he had chosen were a crime against the family's expectations.

Neither would admit it aloud, but spending an entire month together felt both unbearable and unavoidable.

And both sensed that time would not be their only enemy.

There would also be the memories trapped within those walls.

The ghosts of a childhood shaped by their father's emotional distance.

And the certainty that if they hoped to leave with anything more valuable than an inheritance, they would have to unearth long-buried secrets and face truths neither of them was ready to hear.

The past was not merely waiting for them.

It had already woven its web around them.

And it had no intention of letting them go until old debts were settled and old wounds were finally acknowledged.
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Chapter 2: The Empty House
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The car came to a stop with a soft squeal of brakes, barely audible in the stillness of the afternoon.

For a moment, neither brother moved.

The old house stood before them like a silent witness, as if their arrival demanded something neither of them knew how to give. It had watched over their childhood, their family's unraveling, and the slow collapse of the bond they once shared. Now it seemed to stare back at them from its lonely stillness, waiting for old memories to come alive once more.

Time had not been kind to it.

The exterior walls were weathered and faded, marked by years of neglect. Every crack in the plaster seemed to carry the echo of old arguments, broken promises, and wounds left unattended for far too long. The entire structure looked as though it had absorbed every unspoken word and every unresolved conflict that had ever passed through its doors.

The garden had suffered the same fate.

Once the pride of the family, lovingly maintained by their mother, it had surrendered to disorder. Wild shrubs and tangled weeds claimed every corner. Grass grew unchecked, spreading like a quiet rebellion against the years of abandonment.

The air carried the scent of damp earth, aging wood, and neglected vegetation.

It was the smell of something that had once been alive.

The house was silent, yet it did not feel empty.

There was a presence in its stillness, as though the walls themselves were breathing memories. The faded façade seemed almost expectant, waiting for the brothers to break the spell of indifference that had settled over the place for so long.

The house waited.

Patient.

Watchful.

As if it were ready to awaken old ghosts and summon echoes of both joy and sorrow.

The silence hanging over the property felt unusually heavy, as though the entire place were holding its breath.

Waiting.

Not merely for their return, but for a reckoning.

For a confrontation with everything they had been, everything they had lost, and everything they had never forgiven.

In that moment, the house seemed to be the only place where they could truly meet—not just each other, but the most honest versions of themselves.

Andrés stepped out of the car and stood motionless.

His gaze lingered on the house as though searching for something he already knew he would never find.

To him, this place had once been more than a home.

It had been a refuge.

He remembered long summer afternoons when life felt simple and predictable. He remembered his mother's laughter drifting from the kitchen, the comforting aromas that filled the house, and even the harmless fights he and Julián used to have—arguments that often ended with laughter or reluctant hugs.

Back then, everything had seemed secure.

But that world no longer existed.

The house had aged into a relic trapped within its own history.

Like his relationship with Julián, it bore the scars of time.

The place that had once represented stability and comfort now felt distant and unforgiving. The same walls that had sheltered his happiest memories now seemed to close around him, forcing him to confront experiences he had spent years burying beneath routines, responsibilities, and carefully maintained distance.

The sense of abandonment was unmistakable.

The house seemed to be waiting for something.

A change.

A chance.

A return to life.

Andrés could not shake the feeling that he was partly responsible for its decline. Its roots were intertwined with his own, and the weeds consuming the garden felt like a reflection of the distance that had grown between the brothers.

Through the dusty windows, he caught glimpses of darkness and empty rooms.

For the first time in years, he felt unexpectedly vulnerable.

With a resigned sigh, he stepped toward the front door.

Whatever needed to happen would happen here.

The countdown had begun.

Julián felt none of Andrés's nostalgia.

The moment his feet touched the ground, discomfort spread across his face.

There was no place in the world he hated more than this house.

To him, it had always been a battlefield.

A landscape of invisible confrontations whose traces still lingered in every room.

The pressure of old memories settled on his shoulders the moment he looked at the building.

Every room felt like a trap.

Every hallway a path back into a past he had never managed to escape.

He remembered his parents' arguments.

The fights that erupted in the middle of the night, shattering the silence of the house.

He remembered his mother's suffocating protectiveness—offered as love, yet often feeling like a prison.

Most of all, he remembered his father.

Or rather, the way his father's attention always seemed directed elsewhere.

Toward Andrés.

The son who did everything right.

The son who fulfilled expectations.

The son who never seemed to disappoint.

For years, Julián had lived with the feeling of being second best.

Of never quite measuring up.

The wound had never healed.

This house was where those frustrations had taken root.

Every compliment directed at Andrés reminded him of what he wasn't.

Every expectation became another chain.

The disappointments accumulated.

The broken promises multiplied.

And slowly, resentment became part of who he was.

It had happened gradually.

Not through one catastrophic event, but through countless small moments.

A disapproving glance.

A disappointed sigh.

A silence heavy with judgment.

The distance between father and son had widened until it became impossible to cross.

For Andrés, this house had been a refuge.

For Julián, it was a monument to everything he had lost.

And standing before it now, he could feel anger, bitterness, and sadness rising within him despite every effort to suppress them.

Every corner carried an echo of his childhood.

A childhood he had spent years trying to outrun.

Yet somehow it had never stopped chasing him.

Inside, the air felt thick with dust and abandonment.

The moment they crossed the threshold, the smell



























































































































































































































































































































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Thirty Days
to Forgive

L U-ESssEa=A-D A





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





