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	For the women who lay awake doing the math.

	You already knew the answer.
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	Chapter One

	
Her Name

	She sees it at 11:47 p.m.

	

	She knows the time because she glances at the microwave clock on her way back from the kitchen — she'd gotten up for water, barefoot on the cold marble, the city bleeding its amber light through the floor-to-ceiling windows they'd argued over for six weeks before agreeing they were worth it. She knows the time because she will remember it later, the way you remember the exact moment a thing breaks: not the before, not the after, but the precise, ordinary second in which the world reorganizes itself into a shape you don't recognize.

	

	Marcus's phone is on her nightstand.

	

	She'd meant to check the time on her own phone, but it's charging across the room and she is tired in that specific, bone-deep way that has become familiar this winter — not the good tired of a long day well-spent but the gray tired of too many days that passed without really happening. She picks up Marcus's phone without thinking. The screen comes alive at her touch.

	

	There is a name.

	

	And beneath it: I keep thinking about what you said. That you feel seen. Me too.

	

	The screen dims. The lock re-engages. The phone goes dark in her hand.

	

	She sets it back on the nightstand. She sets it back the exact way she found it — angled slightly toward the lamp, face-up — because some part of her is already moving with a precision that has nothing to do with thought. She steps back. She stands in the middle of the bedroom in her white silk robe with her arms loose at her sides and she breathes. In. Out. She is forty floors above Chicago and the city below her is full of light and the candle on the dresser is burning down to nothing and her husband is standing at the window with his back to her, nursing what is almost certainly his third scotch, watching the skyline do what he has always loved to watch it do: hold still and look infinite.

	

	He doesn't know she's behind him. He doesn't know what she just read.

	

	She thinks: Ren.

	

	She thinks: I keep thinking about what you said.

	

	She thinks: that you feel seen.

	

	She doesn't say any of it. She picks up the ring from the nightstand — her ring, her diamond, the one Marcus placed on her finger seven years ago on a Tuesday evening with pasta burning on the stove and his voice cracking on the last word of the question — and she holds it up between herself and the back of his head. The stone catches the candlelight. It throws a small, cold point of brilliance against the wall.

	

	She thinks: does this still mean what it meant?

	

	The question lands without drama, without heat, without the jagged edge of what she knows is coming. It lands the way structural failures land in the reports she writes: quietly, on paper, as a number. As a fact. The building has been compromised. Here is where the load-bearing wall gave way.

	

	She doesn't know, yet, how far back the failure goes.

	✦  ✦  ✦

	"You're up late," Marcus says.

	

	She hasn't moved, but he has. He's turned from the window. She lowers the ring and curls it inside her fist so he won't see what she was doing with it, though she couldn't explain, not yet, why that matters.

	

	"Couldn't sleep," she says.

	

	The words come out in her ordinary voice. She is always surprised, in these moments — moments she has had before in smaller ways, a worry kept close, a piece of news she wasn't ready to speak aloud — by the reliable competence of her own voice. It does what she tells it to. It has never betrayed her.

	

	"The Hensley proposal?" He finishes his scotch, sets the glass on the windowsill. He is still handsome, Marcus, in the specific way he has always been handsome: lean, slightly careless, the kind of face that looks better unrested. Twelve years she has known this face. Seven married. She can read the set of his shoulders the way she reads blueprints — stress points, load paths, where the tension lives.

	

	"Probably," she says.

	

	He crosses the room, touches her shoulder briefly as he passes — the gesture of a man moving through a room he knows by feel, a familiar weight of hand, not tender, not distant, just present the way furniture is present — and disappears into the bathroom. She hears the tap run. She hears him brush his teeth. She stands with her ring closed in her fist and watches the city not move.

	

	When he comes back she is already in bed on her side, facing the window, her breathing measured and even. She has always been good at stillness. It used to be one of the things he said he loved about her — that she could be in a room like a room was enough. She heard it as a compliment. Now, in the dark, she thinks: or perhaps she was just easy to leave in one.

	

	He gets in beside her. The mattress shifts. The warmth of him reaches her in the narrow geography of their bed. He doesn't reach for her, but that isn't unusual. She doesn't reach for him. That is also not unusual. She lies in the dark and thinks: when did the space between us stop being comfortable and start being the shape of something missing?

	

	Within four minutes, from the sound of his breathing, he is asleep.

	

	Nadia opens her fist. Holds the ring against her chest in the dark. The stone is warm from her palm.

	

	She does not sleep.

	✦  ✦  ✦

	The name was Ren.

	

	Not a full name. Just the three letters, the way you'd save a name when a name had become shorthand for a feeling. She has contacts in her own phone like that: Cece for Celeste, Mom, Dr. O. Names that have earned their compression. Names that mean I know exactly who this is and what they are to me.

	

	Ren.

	

	She turns the syllable over in her mind the way her tongue will sometimes catch a word and refuse to release it — worrying at it, testing its edges. It is a soft name. Almost a sound more than a name. The kind of name you exhale rather than say.

	

	The text had come in at 11:44. She'd seen it at 11:47. Three minutes during which Marcus was at the window and the phone was on the nightstand and the message was just sitting there, unread, ordinary, waiting.

	

	I keep thinking about what you said. That you feel seen. Me too.

	

	She works the sentence the way she works a bad structural spec: locating the failure, tracing it back. What you said — so they have had a conversation, recently, in which Marcus said something true enough about himself that it is still echoing in someone else's chest. That you feel seen — which means at some point, in some conversation she was not part of, her husband used those words. I feel seen. Or something close enough to it that this woman heard it as an invitation. A door cracked open.

	

	Me too.

	

	The worst two words in the sequence. The ones that closed the door from the inside.

	

	Nadia lies in the dark and stares at the ceiling and thinks about the last time she made Marcus feel seen. She tries to locate the moment. The architecture of their life together crowds in — the dinners, the deadlines, the arguments about the Hensley contract, the renovation of the spare bedroom they'd started and abandoned, the trip to Portugal they'd half-planned for two years. She tries to find the last conversation they'd had that wasn't logistics. The last time she'd asked him something real and sat with the answer.

	

	She can't find it.

	

	This is the thought that cracks her open — not the name, not the text, not the warmth of him sleeping six inches away as though nothing has changed. The thought that she cannot find it. That she has to look.

	

	The candle gutters and dies.

	

	Nadia lies in the dark with her ring against her chest and does not allow herself to cry. Not yet. There will be time for that. What she does instead is what she has always done with a problem she cannot immediately solve: she maps it. She holds the known facts still in her mind and looks at their arrangement. She does not move until she understands the shape of what she is dealing with.

	

	The shape, tonight, is this: her husband feels seen by someone else.

	

	And she did not see it happening.

	

	 




	Chapter Two

	
Before the Phone

	At 2:14 a.m. she is in the kitchen.

	
	She doesn't remember deciding to get up. She is simply there, sitting at the island they'd designed together — white Calacatta marble, waterfall edge, she'd wanted the waterfall edge and Marcus had pretended to resist and then ordered it without telling her and she'd come home one afternoon to find the installers finishing it and him leaning in the doorway watching her face. He'd been like that, then. Orchestrating small moments of joy.

	
	A glass of water sits in front of her that she hasn't touched.

	
	She is thinking about Amsterdam.

	
	Eight months ago. Marcus had gone for a private equity conference — she'd had the Northside Cultural Center deadline and hadn't considered going, hadn't even thought to ask about it. He'd been gone four days. He'd called each evening, the conversations brief and warm, the way conversations are when nothing is wrong. She'd thought nothing was wrong. He'd come back on a Thursday evening and she'd been sitting right here at this island with her drawings spread across the surface, and he'd dropped his bag by the door and come to her and held her for a long moment without saying anything.

	
	She'd thought: he missed me.

	
	She'd held him back.

	
	She'd said, eventually, "How was it?" and he'd said "Fine. Good. Tiring," and she'd believed him because those words covered everything and she hadn't been curious enough to pull on any of them. She'd been tired herself. The deadline had been brutal
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