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  Preface



Fifteen years ago, they buried a secret so deep in the secluded Adirondack woods that they thought it would stay hidden forever. Now, as the leaves of autumn carpet their idyllic Lake Placid home, a haunting phone call shatters their carefully crafted facade. The voice on the other end is familiar and chilling—it’s the daughter they brutally took from the world, and her message is clear: the truth will not stay buried.




In “We Made A Grave Mistake,” follow the story of Henna and Adriel, a couple whose peaceful existence is torn apart as each secrecy and lie begins to unravel. As they grapple with guilt and fear, old memories resurface, revealing the lengths they went to protect their perfect life. Can they confront the horrors of their past, or will they be consumed by the weight of their deception?




This psychological thriller dives deep into themes of guilt, redemption, and the perils of living a false life. The panic of being unmasked intertwines with the haunting echoes of a life lost, creating a relentless tension that will keep readers on the edge of their seats.




As they race against time to salvage what’s left of their lives, Henna and Adriel must confront not only the consequences of their actions but the very nature of love and loss. “We Made A Grave Mistake” is a gripping tale that poses the ultimate question: How far would you go to preserve your perfect life, and what happens when the past refuses to let you go?




Prepare for a heart-pounding journey that will leave you questioning the boundaries of morality and the survival instinct of a parent’s love.








  
  
  Prologue

  
  




The cold was a living thing that night, a predatory breath on the back of their necks. It bit through Henna’s thin sweater, turning her fingers numb as she fumbled with the shovel. Beside her, Adriel worked with the methodical desperation of a man building a fortress against invading forces. The scent of pine needles and damp earth was thick, overwhelming the metallic tang of fear that coated her tongue.




The hole was never deep enough. Not for what they were putting in it.




They hadn’t spoken since the drive out here, a silent journey under a sky devoid of stars, the only illumination the frantic beam of Adriel’s work light, glinting off the polished wood of the shovel handle, then off the pallid skin of their daughter’s face.




Uraina.




Henna’s stomach spasmed, bile rising. She pressed a fist to her mouth, stifling a sob. No, not now. Not here. Adriel needed her. She needed to be strong. For him. For them.




The weight was unbearable, her muscles screaming with the effort. They lowered her, not gently, into the makeshift grave. Her eyes were closed, a faint bruise blooming high on her cheekbone. So peaceful, so utterly still. Nothing like her. Uraina, all fire and restless energy, perpetually in motion. This stillness was a cruel mockery.




Adriel paused, his chest heaving, his face a mask of sweat and dirt. He looked at Uraina, then at Henna, his eyes – usually so clear and commanding – now bloodshot, clouded with a terror that mirrored her own.




“It’s done,” he whispered, his voice ravaged, barely audible above the whisper of the wind through the skeletal branches of the pines. “We just… cover it. And we never, ever speak of it again.”




Henna nodded, unable to articulate a sound. The words were a fragile shield against an ocean of horror. They would bury her, bury the truth, bury themselves in the lie. And the Adirondack woods, vast and indifferent, would keep their secret. Forever.




At least, that’s what they told themselves.
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  Chapter 1: The Stillness Before the Storm

  
  




Fifteen years.


Fifteen years of waking up in the same grand, timber-framed house overlooking the pristine sapphire of Lake Placid, of watching the same sun creep over the jagged peaks of the Adirondacks, painting the sky in hues of rose and gold. Fifteen years of pretending.


Henna Hardeson stood on her back deck, a steaming mug of artisanal herbal tea clutched in her hands, the chill morning air seeping into her bones. The view was postcard-perfect: the lake, a sheet of hammered silver, glinted under the nascent spring sun; the distant Whiteface Mountain still wore its cap of snow, a majestic, silent sentinel. It was a vista designed to soothe the soul, to inspire awe, to whisper of peace.


But peace, for Henna, was a meticulously crafted illusion, as fragile as the frost that still clung to the shaded corners of the deck.


She closed her eyes, and the tranquility shattered. The silence of the mountain air was replaced by the phantom echo of a scream, a furious, desperate sound that had ripped through their home one autumn night. The scent of pine and lake water twisted, becoming the metallic tang of fear, the damp earth of a freshly dug grave.


Henna opened her eyes abruptly, her breath catching in her throat. She saw Uraina in the reflection on the glass of the sliding door – a fleeting, almost transparent image of a girl with fiery red hair, a defiant tilt to her chin, her eyes wide with accusation. Then it was gone, replaced by Henna’s own pale, drawn face, the lines around her eyes etched deep by sleepless nights and unconfessed guilt.


“Still out here, love?”


Adriel’s voice, smooth and resonant, startled her. He appeared in the doorway, impeccably dressed as always, even on a Saturday morning. His cashmere sweater was the color of lake mist, his khakis pressed. He carried his own mug, black coffee, black as the secrets they shared.


He came to stand beside her, his arm brushing hers, a familiar, comforting contact that was also, in its own way, a constraint. Their marriage, outwardly strong and enviable, was a masterclass in shared dissimulation. Every touch, every kiss, every quiet evening shared by the fire, was underpinned by the monstrous truth they had buried together.


“Just enjoying the view,” Henna murmured, forcing a lightness into her voice that felt utterly alien.


Adriel’s gaze swept across the lake, appreciative, possessive. “Beautiful, isn’t it? Our sanctuary.”


Our prison, Henna thought, but didn’t say. She often wondered if Adriel felt the walls closing in as tightly as she did. He was the pragmatic one, the architect of their silence, the keeper of their perfect lie. He rarely betrayed the cracks in his own facade, always the picture of controlled composure. But sometimes, in the dead of night, she’d wake to hear him moving through the house, a restless shadow, and she’d know the hum of paranoia wasn’t hers alone.


“I was thinking of taking the boat out later,” Adriel said, shattering her reverie. “The ice is almost entirely gone. Get some fresh air, clear the cobwebs.”


Clear the cobwebs. A euphemism, she knew, for the lingering tendrils of guilt that clung to them both. The lake, for all its beauty, was also a vast, cold mirror, reflecting their monstrous deed back at them.


Henna shivered. “Maybe later. I have a session with Dr. Sullivan this morning.”


Adriel’s lips tightened almost imperceptibly. He didn’t approve of her therapy. He saw it as a risk, a potential breach in the carefully constructed dam that held their truth at bay. “Still with the anxiety, then?” he asked, his tone carefully neutral.


“It helps,” Henna said, though she wasn’t sure that was entirely true. Dr. Sullivan was kind, insightful, but Henna could only ever present a half-truth, a muted version of her internal terror. The real source of her anxiety was locked away, deeper than any therapist could probe.


The rest of the morning passed in a slow, agonizing crawl for Henna. The drive into town, the small talk with Dr. Sullivan, the careful navigation around the dangerous truths.


“And what about Uraina?” Dr. Sullivan had asked softly, as she often did. “Do you still think of her?”


Henna’s heart had lurched. “Always,” she’d whispered, the word raw. “She was my daughter.” “And the pain of her running away, of not knowing… it’s still very present for you, isn’t it?” Henna could only nod, a lie built upon another lie, a lifetime of them.


When she returned home, the house was quiet. Adriel must have gone out, perhaps to the boathouse or for a run along one of the Adirondack trails he claimed helped him “think.” Henna moved through the spacious rooms, her footsteps echoing on the polished wood floors. The silence, initially welcome, soon pressed in on her, heavy and cloying.


She went into the kitchen, a gleaming expanse of stainless steel and marble, a testament to their successful lives, the kind of lives people aspired to. She poured herself a glass of water, her hand trembling slightly. The reflection of the overhead lights in the water surface seemed to ripple, distorting, taking on the shape of a child’s face.


Stop it, Henna, she chastised herself. You’re letting it get to you.


She took a deep, shuddering breath, trying to anchor herself in the present, in this beautiful, empty house. She picked up her phone to scroll through muted news alerts, to distract herself.


That’s when it rang.


An unknown number.


Henna frowned. Adriel usually screened their calls. Her finger hovered over the screen, a flicker of irritation. Probably a telemarketer.


It rang again. And again. Persistent.


A strange prickle ran down her spine. A sudden, inexplicable dread.


She answered. “Hello?” Her voice was steady, surprisingly so.


A beat of silence. Then, a click. Not a hang-up, but a connection. A breath, soft and slow
















































