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​INTRODUCTION

"The worst secrets are the ones we keep from ourselves."

In the quiet suburban neighborhood of Crescent Lane, ordinary people live ordinary lives. They wave to neighbors, mow their lawns, and keep their problems hidden behind closed doors. But secrets have weight. And when enough secrets accumulate in too small a space, something ancient and patient begins to take notice.

NO VOICES AFTER MIDNIGHT is a psychological horror novel that explores what happens when the darkness we hide from others - and from ourselves - becomes powerful enough to take form. When silence falls over Crescent Lane and the shadows begin to speak, widow Marian Cole and her eight-year-old son Eli find themselves at the center of an impossible nightmare.

This is a story about the cost of secrecy, the power of truth, and the eternal war between what we show the world and what we bury deep inside. It's about a mother who must confront her darkest shame to save her son. It's about a child who must become transparent - completely, terrifyingly honest - to survive.

But most of all, it's about the Listener: an ancient presence that feeds on human secrecy, that grows strong in the silence between lies, that waits patiently for communities to reach critical mass before it feeds.

Some truths change the world.

Some truths set you free.

And some truths attract the attention of things that should remain sleeping in the dark.

Welcome to Crescent Lane.

Where the shadows have started to speak.

And the silence has grown hungry.
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​PART ONE: THE SILENCE

​Chapter 1: The Silence Falls
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Marian Cole woke to nothing.

Not darkness - the streetlamp outside her window still cast its amber pallor across the ceiling, painting familiar shadows in familiar places. Not cold - the thermostat held the house at sixty-eight degrees, same as every night since David died. Not fear, exactly, though fear would come soon enough.

She woke to the absence of everything she had never noticed was there.

The digital clock on her nightstand read 12:00, the colon blinking its patient rhythm between the zeros. She watched it change to 12:01, though she couldn't have said why she was awake. No dream lingered at the edges of her consciousness. No sudden noise had startled her from sleep.

That was the first wrong thing: there was no noise at all.

Marian lay still beneath the weighted blanket she'd bought three months after the funeral, when sleep had become a negotiation her body kept losing. She'd read somewhere that the pressure mimicked being held, and she'd thought: how pathetic, how desperately pathetic, and then she'd ordered it anyway, and then she'd slept through the night for the first time in eleven weeks. Now the weight pressed down on her chest and legs, familiar as a second skin, but something was different. Something was gone.

The refrigerator.

She couldn't hear the refrigerator.

That old Kenmore had hummed its way through fifteen years of marriage, through pregnancy and colic and toddler tantrums and the slow erosion of love into something that looked like love but tasted like obligation. It hummed when David was alive and it hummed when he died and it hummed while Marian sat at the kitchen table at three in the morning, unable to cry, unable to feel anything except a vast and shameful relief. The refrigerator was the heartbeat of the house, and now - 

Silence.

Marian sat up slowly. The weighted blanket slid from her shoulders with what should have been a soft whisper of fabric against fabric, but there was nothing. No sound. She pressed her palm flat against the mattress and pushed herself upright, and the springs should have creaked - they always creaked, David had promised to replace the mattress for years, one of a thousand small promises that calcified into resentments - but the springs made no sound at all.

She swung her legs over the side of the bed. Her feet touched the hardwood floor. No creak. No whisper of skin against wood. She stood, and her knees popped silently, and her breath - 

Her breath.

Marian pressed her hand to her chest. She could feel her lungs expanding, feel the air moving through her throat and into her body, but she couldn't hear it. No soft rush of inhalation. No whistle of exhalation. She breathed in and out, faster now, the beginning of panic, and the panic itself was silent too, her heartbeat thundering in her chest without producing a single audible thump.

"Hello?" she tried to say.

Her mouth opened. Her vocal cords engaged. She felt the vibration in her throat, the shape of the word forming on her tongue and lips. But no sound emerged. Not a whisper. Not a rasp. Nothing.

She tried again: "Hello?"

Silence.

"HELLO?"

The word should have torn from her throat, should have echoed off the walls of the bedroom she'd shared with David for twelve years. She could feel herself screaming it, feel the strain in her vocal cords, the rawness that should have followed. But the room absorbed the word before it could exist. The room - or something in it - swallowed her voice whole.

Eli.

The thought cut through everything else. Her son. Eight years old. Sleeping in the room down the hall, the room with the glow-in-the-dark stars on the ceiling and the nightlight shaped like a rocket ship, the room where he still sometimes cried for his father in his sleep, though he'd learned to muffle the sounds so Marian wouldn't hear and come in and try to comfort him with words that both of them knew were lies.

Marian moved. She crossed the bedroom in four quick strides, her bare feet striking the floor with impacts she could feel but not hear. She grabbed the doorknob - cold brass, familiar weight - and twisted it. The door swung open. No sound. No creak of hinges, no whisper of wood against carpet as the door swept over the threshold.

The hallway was dark except for the dim glow coming from beneath Eli's door - his rocket ship nightlight, still burning, still trying to hold back whatever monsters an eight-year-old believed in. Marian walked toward that light with her heart pounding silently in her chest, her breath coming in ragged silent gasps, her bare feet making no sound on the carpet runner that David's mother had given them as a wedding present.

Please be asleep, she thought. Please just be asleep and having a normal dream about dinosaurs or superheroes or whatever it is you dream about when you're not dreaming about your father dying.

She reached Eli's door. She pressed her palm flat against the painted wood, feeling for something - vibration, warmth, any sign of life on the other side. The door was just a door. Cool. Solid. Silent.

Marian turned the knob.

The room looked exactly as it always did. Eli's bed against the far wall, piled with the excessive pillows he'd started collecting after the funeral, as if enough softness could cushion him against the hard fact of loss. His desk by the window, covered with LEGO sets in various stages of assembly, half-finished drawings of robots and monsters and, lately, men in suits who looked like they might be fathers. His bookshelf crammed with chapter books and comics and the picture books he claimed to have outgrown but couldn't quite bear to give away.

And Eli himself, curled on his side beneath his Star Wars comforter, his dark hair splayed across the pillow, his mouth slightly open.

Not breathing.

No - he was breathing, she could see his chest rising and falling beneath the blankets, but she couldn't hear him breathing. Couldn't hear the soft snuffle he always made when he slept on his side, couldn't hear the occasional murmur as he shifted through dreams. He was alive and breathing and utterly, impossibly silent.

Marian crossed to his bedside. She knelt on the carpet, bringing her face close to his, close enough to feel the warmth of his exhalation against her cheek. But no sound. No tiny whistle of air through his slightly congested nose. Nothing.

She reached out and touched his shoulder. Gently at first, then with increasing pressure. "Eli," she tried to say. "Eli, wake up." The words formed and died in her throat, stillborn. She shook him harder. "Eli!"

His eyes opened.

For a moment, he looked at her with the unfocused confusion of a child dragged from deep sleep. Then his eyes sharpened, focused, and she watched understanding dawn across his face - the understanding that something was wrong. His mouth opened. He tried to speak.

Nothing.

Eli sat up in bed, and Marian could see the panic building in his eyes, could see him trying again and again to make sound, any sound. He clapped his hands together. Silence. He stamped his foot against the mattress. Silence. He opened his mouth and she could tell from the way his face contorted that he was screaming, really screaming, with all the terror of an eight-year-old who had already lost his father and now seemed to be losing the basic rules of reality - but no sound came out. None at all.

Marian pulled him into her arms. He buried his face against her shoulder, and she could feel his body shaking with sobs, could feel the wetness of tears soaking through her sleep shirt, but she couldn't hear him crying. Couldn't hear the ragged gasps for breath or the wordless keening that should have accompanied such profound distress. She held him and rocked him and tried to make soothing sounds that refused to exist, and above them both, the rocket ship nightlight glowed its futile orange glow, holding back nothing.

It's okay, she wanted to say. It's going to be okay. But she couldn't say it, and even if she could have, it would have been a lie. Because this wasn't okay. This was the opposite of okay. This was the universe turning itself inside out, the rules of existence rewriting themselves in the middle of an ordinary Tuesday night in an ordinary suburban neighborhood, and Marian had no idea why or how or what she was supposed to do about any of it.

She held her son until his shaking began to subside. Then she pulled back, holding his face between her hands, forcing him to look at her. She exaggerated the movement of her lips, hoping he could read them: Stay here. I'm going to check the house.

Eli shook his head violently. His hands gripped her wrists, small fingers digging in with desperate strength.

Together, she mouthed. We'll go together.

She helped him out of bed. He was wearing his dinosaur pajamas, the ones with the T-Rex on the front, the ones he'd picked out himself at Target two weeks after the funeral, when Marian had taken him shopping because she didn't know what else to do and buying things had always been her family's substitute for processing emotions. He stood barefoot on the carpet, eight years old and terrified, and he reached up and took her hand.

They walked to the window together.

Marian pushed aside the curtain - no rustle of fabric, no whisper of material against material - and looked out at Crescent Lane.

The streetlights were on, casting pools of amber light at regular intervals down the block. She could see the Hendersons' house across the street, dark except for the porch light that Brenda always left on for their cat. She could see the Morenos' minivan in their driveway, and the Chens' perfectly manicured lawn, and Detective Pike's unmarked sedan parked at the curb in front of his own house four doors down. Everything looked exactly as it always did.

But there were people in the street.

Marian squinted, trying to make sense of what she was seeing. Mr. Henderson stood on his front lawn in his bathrobe, his mouth opening and closing, his arms gesturing wildly at nothing. Mrs. Moreno was in the middle of the street in her nightgown, turning in slow circles, her hands pressed to her throat. Old Mr. Chen sat on his porch steps in his undershirt, rocking back and forth, his face contorted in what looked like weeping.

And none of them made a sound.

Marian watched her neighbors' silent panic like a movie with the sound turned off. She watched Mrs. Moreno collapse to her knees in the middle of Crescent Lane, her mouth wide open in what should have been a scream. She watched Mr. Henderson run to his car and try to start it - the headlights came on, the engine should have roared to life, but there was nothing, the car sat there illuminated and impotent - and then slam his hands against the steering wheel in soundless fury. She watched lights flicking on in windows up and down the street as more people woke to find themselves trapped in this bubble of silence, this pocket of wrongness that had swallowed their ordinary suburban lives.

Eli tugged at her hand. She looked down at him, and he was pointing at the wall of his bedroom. Specifically, at his shadow.

The rocket ship nightlight was behind him and to the left, which meant his shadow stretched out to the right, a dark Eli-shaped silhouette against the pale blue wall. Perfectly normal. Perfectly ordinary.

Except that Eli's shadow was looking at her.

The real Eli was looking at his shadow, his face turned to the right. But his shadow - that dark shape on the wall - had its head turned toward Marian. Not in profile, the way it should have been if it were truly mirroring his posture. Full-on. Looking at her. She could see the shadow's head, the suggestion of features where there should have been only a silhouette, and it was facing her directly.

Marian's blood went cold.

She blinked. She rubbed her eyes with her free hand, the one Eli wasn't clutching. She looked again.

The shadow was normal. Just a shadow. A boy-shaped darkness on a light blue wall, facing the same direction as the boy who cast it.

I imagined it, she told herself. Stress and fear and I imagined it. But her heart was racing even faster now, her skin prickling with a dread that went beyond the loss of sound, beyond the impossibility of a silent world. Something had shifted in that shadow. Something had moved that shouldn't have been able to move.

She led Eli out of his bedroom, and as they stepped into the hallway, she glanced back over her shoulder at the wall where his shadow had been.

The rocket ship nightlight flickered.

Just once. Just for a fraction of a second. But in that momentary dimness, Marian could have sworn she saw Eli's shadow still standing in the room, even though Eli himself was already in the hallway holding her hand.

Then the light steadied, and the shadow was gone, and Marian told herself it was nothing. Just a trick of the light. Just her terrified mind looking for new things to fear.

She didn't believe herself for a moment.



They went through the house room by room. The kitchen, where the refrigerator sat dark and silent, its compressor apparently stopped along with everything else. The living room, where Marian's laptop sat open on the coffee table, the screen dark, the half-edited podcast file waiting for attention it would never receive. The bathroom, where Marian turned on the faucet and watched water flow from the tap in absolute silence - no gurgle, no splash, no hiss of water against porcelain.

Everything worked except sound. The laws of physics seemed otherwise intact. Objects fell when dropped. Water flowed. Light illuminated. But the world had been put on mute, and no amount of tapping or banging or desperate would-be screaming could convince it to return to normal.

Marian kept Eli close, one hand always on his shoulder or holding his smaller hand in hers. He was shivering despite the warmth of the house, and she could feel tremors running through him periodically - the aftershocks of terror, or new waves of it, she couldn't tell. She wished she could speak to him. She wished she could lie to him, tell him everything would be fine, that this was just a dream or a temporary glitch in reality that would resolve itself by morning. She wished, not for the first time, that she were a better mother - the kind of mother who would know instinctively how to comfort a frightened child, instead of the kind of mother who had spent the past year counting down the hours until Eli went to bed so she could sit alone in the dark and not feel anything at all.

They ended up in the living room, sitting side by side on the couch that had been David's favorite spot, the cushions still permanently indented from years of his weight. Marian found a notepad and pen on the coffee table - she used them for jotting down timestamps when she was editing podcasts - and she wrote in large block letters:

ARE YOU OKAY?

Eli read the note. He shook his head, then took the pen from her hand and wrote beneath her question in his careful third-grade printing:

SCARED. WHAT IS HAPPENING?

I DON'T KNOW, Marian wrote. BUT WE'RE TOGETHER. WE'LL FIGURE IT OUT.

More lies, committed to paper this time instead of spoken aloud. She had no idea what was happening or how to figure it out. She was a thirty-six-year-old widow who edited podcasts for a living, a woman whose entire professional existence revolved around sound, and now sound had been stolen from her world and she was supposed to somehow protect her son from... what? A silent void? A pocket of wrongness that had swallowed their suburban street?

Eli wrote: DAD'S GONE AND NOW SOUND IS GONE. WHATS NEXT?

The question hit Marian like a physical blow. She stared at the words, at her son's neat handwriting, at the brutally logical progression he'd drawn between his father's death and this new impossibility. As if the universe were taking things from them one by one. First David. Now sound. What next indeed?

She didn't have an answer. She put her arm around Eli and pulled him close, and they sat together on the couch in the perfect silence, watching shadows stretch and shift across the walls as the streetlight outside swayed in a wind they couldn't hear.



At some point - Marian's phone said it was nearly 2 AM, though she had no memory of the time passing - she noticed the shadows.

Not Eli's shadow. Not her own. The shadows cast by the furniture, by the floor lamp in the corner, by the stack of books on the end table. They were all wrong. Subtly, almost imperceptibly wrong, but wrong nonetheless.

The lamp's shadow fell to the east, toward the window. But the streetlight was outside that window, which meant the shadow should have fallen west, toward the interior of the room. The coffee table's shadow stretched too long, longer than any light source in the room could account for. And the shadows of the books - those stacked hardcovers that had belonged to David, that Marian kept meaning to donate but never quite managed to - those shadows seemed to pool together in a way that defied the geometry of light and dark.

Marian sat very still. She didn't want to draw Eli's attention to what she was seeing, didn't want to add this new wrongness to the terror he was already carrying. But she watched the shadows, and the longer she watched, the more certain she became that they were moving.

Not drastically. Not obviously. Nothing like the turned head she'd seen - or imagined - in Eli's room. But there was a creeping quality to them, a gradual shift that suggested intention rather than mere physics. The lamp's shadow was slightly longer now than it had been a moment ago. The coffee table's shadow had crept closer to Marian's feet.

And her own shadow, cast by the light from the kitchen doorway behind her - her own shadow sat perfectly still while Marian shifted on the couch, adjusting her position, turning her head to look around the room.

Her shadow didn't move with her.

Marian felt her breath catch in her throat - a silent gasp, a soundless hiccup of fear. She turned her head to the left. Her shadow remained facing forward. She lifted her hand, waving it slowly through the air. Her shadow's hand stayed down.

It's not mine, she thought wildly. It's something else. Something wearing my shape.

She wanted to jump up, to run, to get Eli and flee from this house where even shadows had turned traitor. But where would they go? The silence extended at least as far as she could see from the windows. The neighbors were trapped in the same soundless nightmare. And if her shadow was wrong here, what guarantee did she have that it would be right anywhere else?

Eli stirred against her side. She looked down at him and found his eyes open, staring across the room with a focus that made her blood run cold. She followed his gaze.

His shadow was standing.

Eli was seated, curled against Marian's side, his small body tucked into the angle between the couch cushions and her ribs. But his shadow - that dark boy-shape on the far wall - was upright. Standing. And as Marian watched, frozen with a terror that transcended anything she had ever felt before, the shadow raised one hand and pressed a finger to where its lips should have been.

Shhh.

The gesture was unmistakable. The gesture was impossible. But there it was, eight-year-old Eli's shadow telling them - or perhaps telling Marian specifically - to be quiet.

As if they had any choice.

As if the silence weren't already complete.

And then the shadow's mouth moved. Not Eli's mouth - Eli sat rigid with fear, his jaw clenched, his real lips pressed tightly together. But his shadow's mouth opened and closed, forming shapes that might have been words, speaking in a silence so profound that Marian could almost hear it pressing against her eardrums like water at depth.

The shadow spoke, and for just a moment, Marian felt something brush against the inside of her mind - not sound, not exactly, but the memory of sound, the ghost of a voice that might once have existed in a world where such things were possible.

Mom, the voice-that-wasn't-a-voice whispered. Don't lie anymore.

The voice was not Eli's.

It was deep, adult, male - a voice that resonated with a timbre Marian knew, a voice that had said her name a thousand times in love and anger and disappointment and the exhausted silence of a marriage running out of road.

It was David's voice.

Her dead husband's voice, coming from their son's shadow.

Marian opened her mouth to scream, and the scream died before it could be born, swallowed by the silence that had eaten everything else. She clutched Eli to her chest, and he clutched her back, and together they stared at the shadow on the wall that wore their son's shape but spoke with the voice of the dead.

The shadow lowered its hand. Its mouth moved again.

The silence is listening, it said in David's voice. And I know all your secrets.

Then the shadow turned its head - slowly, deliberately - and looked directly into Marian's eyes.

And smiled.

Outside, in the soundless suburban night, Crescent Lane lay trapped beneath a silence as heavy as grief, as inescapable as truth. The streetlights burned their amber vigil. The stars turned overhead, indifferent to the impossibility below. And in houses up and down the block, shadows began to stir, began to shift, began to remember things their owners had spent years trying to forget.

The hour of truth had begun.

And it was only the first night.
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​Chapter 2: Eli's Shadow Speaks
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The shadow's smile held for three heartbeats, then faded into something worse: an expression of patience. Of waiting. Of knowing that time meant nothing to a thing that existed only when light chose to create it.

Marian couldn't move. She sat frozen on David's couch, her dead husband's couch, clutching their living son while their son's shadow wore her husband's voice like a stolen coat. Her mind kept trying to reject what she was seeing, kept running up against the impossibility and bouncing off like a bird against glass. Shadows didn't move on their own. Shadows didn't speak. Shadows didn't know secrets.

But the silence - the silence that had swallowed every sound in the world - that was impossible too. And yet here it was, pressing against her ears like a physical weight, making the inside of her skull feel too full, too pressurized, too close to cracking.

Eli whimpered against her chest. She couldn't hear it, but she felt the vibration of it, the silent sob working its way through his small body. He was staring at his own shadow with an expression that no eight-year-old should ever have to wear: the expression of a child watching something fundamental about reality come apart at the seams.

Mom, the shadow said again, and again it wasn't sound exactly, but the memory of sound, the impression of words forming inside Marian's brain without passing through her ears first. You felt it too, didn't you? Relief.

Marian shook her head. A violent denial. A lie told with body language because her voice had been stolen and she couldn't lie with that.

The shadow tilted its head - Eli's silhouette tilting its head while the real Eli remained motionless - and the gesture was so familiar, so utterly David, that Marian felt something crack open in her chest. David used to do that when he knew she was lying. That same slight tilt, that same patient waiting for her to remember that he knew her better than she wanted to be known.

When the hospital called, the shadow continued, and they said David Cole was in the ICU, and you should come quickly, and you drove across town in the rain with Eli sleeping in the backseat - do you remember what you thought? What you really thought, underneath all the appropriate panic?

"Stop," Marian mouthed. The word shaped itself on her lips but went nowhere, meant nothing, changed nothing.

You thought: maybe this is it. Maybe this is my way out.

No. No no no. That wasn't true. She had been terrified. She had been devastated. She had gripped the steering wheel so hard her knuckles ached for days afterward, and she had driven fifteen miles over the speed limit, and she had prayed to a God she wasn't sure she believed in, prayed for David to survive, prayed for the chance to fix things, to try again, to be better.

But underneath all of that - 

Underneath all of that - 

The shadow smiled again. Not the waiting smile from before. This smile was different. This smile knew exactly what lived in the basement of Marian's mind, knew about the thoughts she'd spent the last year trying to bury under work and routine and the exhausting performance of grief.

You loved him once, the shadow said. And then you didn't. And then he died before you had to make a choice. How convenient. How lucky. How relieved you must have - 

Eli pulled away from Marian's grip. His small hands pressed against her chest, pushing distance between them, and when she looked down at his face she saw something that hurt worse than anything the shadow had said.

He looked at her with suspicion.

He was eight years old. He didn't understand everything the shadow was saying - couldn't understand the full weight of marital disintegration, the slow death of love, the complicated calculus of staying together for the children. But he understood enough. He understood that the shadow was accusing his mother of something terrible. He understood that his mother wasn't denying it.

Marian grabbed the notepad from where it had fallen on the couch cushion. Her hands were shaking so badly she could barely grip the pen.

DON'T LISTEN TO IT, she wrote. IT'S LYING.

She held the notepad up for Eli to see. His eyes tracked across the words, and she watched him want to believe her, watched the desperate need for her to be the good mother he thought she was warring with what the shadow had implied.

On the wall, the shadow laughed. She couldn't hear it, but she could see it - the way the silhouette's shoulders shook, the way its head tilted back. A silent pantomime of amusement that somehow conveyed more contempt than any sound could have.

I don't lie, the shadow said. That's your job. That's what you've always done. Smile and nod and pretend everything is fine. Pretend you're happy. Pretend you love your husband. Pretend you don't count down the hours until he falls asleep so you can finally be alone with your real thoughts.

Marian wrote: THIS IS SOMETHING ELSE. SOMETHING WRONG. YOUR SHADOW ISN'T YOUR DAD.

Eli read the words. He looked from the notepad to the shadow, and for a moment - just a moment - Marian saw certainty solidify in his eyes. Yes. Of course. Shadows weren't people. Shadows couldn't really speak. Whatever this was, it was a trick, an illusion, a nightmare they would wake from eventually.

Then the shadow spoke again, and certainty shattered.

Hey, buddy.

Two words. That was all. But they were spoken in a tone that Marian recognized instantly, a specific shade of warmth that David had reserved for Eli alone - the voice he used at bedtime, during story time, during the countless small moments of fatherhood that Marian had watched from a distance, jealous of the easy affection her husband could offer their son, the same easy affection that had curdled and soured between the two adults in the house.

Hey, buddy, David's voice said from Eli's shadow. I missed you.

Eli's face crumpled.

He didn't cry out - couldn't cry out, the silence stole that from him too - but Marian watched the grief she'd been trying to manage for a year break through every defense her son had built. His shoulders shook. His mouth opened in a silent sob. Tears spilled down his cheeks, and he reached out toward the shadow on the wall with the desperate hunger of a child who would do anything, believe anything, accept any impossibility if it meant getting his father back.

"Eli, no - " Marian tried to say, the words dying on her lips.

She grabbed for him, but he was already off the couch, already moving toward the wall where his shadow stood waiting. The shadow that wore his shape but spoke with his father's voice. The shadow that was beckoning him now, one dark hand raised in welcome.

Come here, the shadow said. I want to tell you something. Something your mother won't.

Marian launched herself off the couch. She caught Eli around the waist, lifted him bodily, felt him struggle against her grip with a strength she didn't know he possessed. His elbow caught her in the ribs. His heel kicked her shin. He was fighting her - her own son was fighting her to get to a shadow that had stolen his father's voice.

She carried him back to the couch. She sat down hard, pinning him against her body with arms that refused to let go no matter how much he thrashed. She held him while he fought, while he wept silently, while his small fists beat against her arms leaving bruises she would discover later.

On the wall, the shadow watched. It didn't try to follow. It didn't advance or retreat. It simply stood there, a dark silhouette against light blue paint, waiting with an patience that suggested it had all the time in the world.

She was going to leave me, the shadow said. Still David's voice. Still that terrible familiar warmth, now edged with something harder. The night I died. She had packed a bag. Did you know that, Eli? She had packed a bag and hidden it in the trunk of her car. She was going to take you and drive to her mother's house and never come back.

Eli went still in Marian's arms.

He stopped fighting. Stopped thrashing. Went absolutely rigid, and she could feel him holding his breath, feel the terrible trembling of a child who didn't want to believe what he was hearing but couldn't quite disbelieve it either.

Marian closed her eyes. Just for a second. Just long enough to feel the weight of her secret finally crashing down on top of her, crushing her beneath the rubble of a lie she'd been maintaining for a year.

Because the shadow was right.

She had packed a bag. She had
































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
1CES

No Vo

After

/






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





