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    To the ones who smile while breaking inside.To those who've been rewritten, erased, or forgotten —This story is for you.Not because it saves you…But because it sees you.
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What if the woman you loved wasn’t the woman you married?

What if every smile was scripted?
Every touch rehearsed?
Every memory... implanted?
Behind Her Smile isn’t just a story.
It’s a descent.
Into trust fractured by silence.
Into love twisted by lies.
Into a truth so raw, so buried — you’ll question your own reflection.
This book was born out of one question:

How much of what we know... is real?

Set in a world where memories can be rewritten and love can be weaponized, this psychological thriller explores the terrifying beauty of secrets — and the price of uncovering them.

You’ll meet Ryan Blake — a man trying to find his missing wife... and uncovering a version of himself that was never supposed to wake up.

Every chapter pulls back another layer.
Every clue leads deeper into the dark.
And nothing — not even love — escapes unchanged.
So take a deep breath.

Turn the page.

And remember:

Not everything forgotten... is lost.
Some things are hidden.
On purpose.
This story is still incomplete — so be ready to live.

— Moodykhan
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Chapter 1: The Dinner Party
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Part I: Disappearance

From the perspective of Ryan Blake


I never liked small talk, but Lila made it an art.



That night, she was all charm and curated laughter — the kind that sounded real to everyone but me.


Our new neighbors were polished. Corporate smiles, wine that cost too much, and stories that sounded like LinkedIn bios. Lila played hostess with her signature grace: pouring glasses, flashing teeth, brushing my shoulder with hers like we were still in love.

But her eyes...
They weren’t there.
They hadn’t been for weeks.
“Ryan, tell them about Italy,” she said, pressing a hand to my arm. Her skin felt cold. Like she was trying to remember how to be warm.

I nodded, giving the story its usual shine — how we backpacked through Tuscany, got lost in Florence, made love under open skies. They laughed. Lila smiled like the memory meant something. But it didn’t. Not anymore.

She excused herself before dessert. I figured she needed air. Or space. Or maybe just to breathe without pretending.

I stayed behind, played the polite husband, and when the last guest left, I found her in the backyard. Sitting in the dark. Barefoot on the grass.

“You okay?” I asked, stepping onto the dewy lawn.

She didn’t answer right away.

Then:


“Sometimes I wish we never met them tonight.”



“Why?”



“Because not every stranger should get to see your life from the inside.”



She kissed me softly on the cheek, walked back inside, and said nothing more.

The next morning, she was gone.

Not her shoes. Not her purse.
Her phone sat on the kitchen counter — fully charged, unlocked.
The coffee machine was cold.
Our bed still looked slept in... but not by her.
I called her name. I searched every room. I checked the backyard, her favorite reading spot, the garden she always killed time in when she couldn’t sleep.

Nothing.

Just the quiet hum of a house pretending to be normal.

Then I found her diary.
And a note stuffed between pages.


“He’s watching. If I vanish, don’t trust anyone — not even me.”



— Your Lila, not the version you married.
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Chapter 2: Missing
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Ryan Blake — 1st Person POV

They say the first 24 hours are critical.
What they don’t say is — only if they believe you.

The officer’s pen clicked like a metronome while I spoke.


“She wouldn’t just leave. Not like that.”





He nodded, eyes scanning my living room more than my words.
“Married how long?”
“Three years.”
“Any recent arguments?”
“We’re married,” I said, sharper than I meant. “Of course we argue.”
He jotted something down like I’d just confessed to something.

Two more officers came and walked through the house — not searching, just observing. One opened drawers. Another glanced at family photos on the wall. A picture of Lila at the beach, hair wild, sunlight in her eyes.


“Does she have mental health history?”

“No.”

“Substance use?”

“No.”

“Any reason she’d want space?”


I paused.

“Not from me.”

They asked if she had friends nearby.
She didn’t.
Family? Only a sister in Boston, and they hadn’t spoken in months.
They asked what she was wearing. I couldn’t remember. Something white? Or maybe light blue?
Then they asked about the night before.


“Dinner party. Neighbors. Nothing unusual.”





I didn’t mention the backyard conversation.
Didn’t mention the note.
Didn’t mention the feeling I’d had all week — like she was slipping, piece by piece, into someone I didn’t know.

When they left, I stood in the kitchen. Alone.
Her mug still on the table. Lipstick stain. Black coffee, half-full.
Her 
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