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  CHAPTER 1

  
  




THE PHOTOS BEFORE BREAKFAST




Morning came too bright over the Fitzgerald house.




The sun climbed over Los Angeles and poured itself through the tall glass walls, turning the kitchen gold. Everything shone. The white marble island. The silver coffee machine. The wide windows that looked down at the blue pool. The flowers the housekeeper had placed in a crystal vase the day before.




It looked perfect.




That was the problem.




Harriet Fitzgerald stood at the stove in her silk robe, turning toast she did not want to eat. The kitchen was larger than the first flat she had rented in Bath after university. It had two ovens, three sinks, and a refrigerator that could feed a hotel.




Still, most mornings, it felt empty.




She cracked two eggs into a pan. Mia liked them soft, with toast cut into strips. Callum said the habit was too childish for a girl of thirteen. Harriet had told him Mia could eat her breakfast however she liked.




Callum had laughed then, kissed Harriet’s temple, and left for London before sunrise.




That had been six months ago.




Now he was in Bath. Or he was meant to be.




A production meeting, he had said.




A very important one, Harriet.




He had said her name the way he always did when he wanted the conversation to end. Soft. Tired. Almost loving. As if she was unfair for needing more than a sentence.




Harriet looked at the phone lying face down beside the fruit bowl.




She had not slept.




Callum had promised to call after dinner in England. He had not called. At midnight in Los Angeles, she had sent one message.




Are you back at the hotel?




No reply.




At one, she had checked the time in Bath. Morning there.




Still no reply.




At two, she had opened the flight app, then closed it before typing his jet number.




She would not become that woman.




The woman who searched for proof before breakfast. The woman who knew the answer but still begged the world to be kind enough to lie.




She turned off the stove and placed Mia’s eggs on a plate.




The house stayed quiet above her.




Too quiet.




Usually, Mia came down with noise around her. Not loud noise. Mia was never loud unless she was hurt. But there was always something. The soft slap of her slippers. The zip of her school bag. The music from her phone playing low because she thought Harriet did not hear it.




Today, there was nothing.




Harriet looked toward the stairs.




“Mia?”




No answer.




She wiped her hands on a towel and tried to ignore the cold feeling moving through her chest.




“Mia, darling, breakfast is ready.”




A step sounded.




Then another.




Slow.




Wrong.




Harriet turned fully as Mia came into the kitchen.




The girl was still in her sleep shirt. Her dark hair hung loose around her pale face. Her school skirt was in one hand, crushed like she had forgotten why she had picked it up.




Her other hand held her tablet.




Harriet saw the screen before she saw Mia’s eyes.




A gossip site.




A red headline.




A photo.




For one second, Harriet’s mind refused to read it.




Then the words cut through.




BILLIONAIRE PRODUCER CALLUM FITZGERALD CAUGHT IN IBIZA WITH SIENNA DRAKE.




Harriet did not move.




The kitchen seemed to tilt.




Mia placed the tablet on the marble island with great care, as if a sudden movement might make the house explode.




The photo filled the screen.




Callum stood on a balcony above dark blue water. The sky behind him was pink, soft, almost romantic. He wore white linen trousers and an open shirt. His hair was rough from wind or sleep.




Sienna Drake stood beside him.




Harriet knew her face. Everyone knew her face. Twenty-eight. Beautiful. Long legs. Full mouth. Golden skin from beaches Harriet had never visited. She had been attached to one of Callum’s new films. A small role, Callum had said. Nothing important.




In the photo, Sienna wore a man’s pale blue shirt.




Callum’s shirt.




His hand rested on her waist.




Not by accident.




Not for balance.




Not the way a married man touched a colleague.




Harriet stared at the date under the photo.




Three days ago.




The same week Callum had told her he was in Bath.




Her body understood before her heart did.




Her mouth dried. Her fingers curled around the edge of the counter. She thought of the eggs cooling on Mia’s plate. She thought of the coffee dripping into Callum’s favorite black mug, because even angry, even tired, even suspicious, she had made coffee for a man who was not there.




“Mia,” she whispered.




Mia looked up.




That was when Harriet saw the tears.




They were not falling in a pretty way. They were stuck on Mia’s cheeks, thick and hot. Her lips had gone white. Her hands were shaking so hard the tablet made small tapping sounds against the marble.




Harriet crossed the kitchen and closed the tablet.




Mia grabbed her wrist.




“Don’t.”




Harriet froze.




Mia’s fingers were thin and cold.




“I already saw it,” Mia said.




Her voice was flat. Too old. Too empty.




Harriet wanted to pull the girl into her arms. She wanted to smash the tablet. She wanted to call Callum and scream until every glass wall in this house broke around them.




But Mia was watching her.




So Harriet swallowed the scream.




“Come here,” she said.




Mia shook her head.




“He said he was in Bath.”




“I know.”




“He lied.”




Harriet closed her eyes for one second.




Just one.




When she opened them, Mia was still looking at her. Waiting. As if Harriet had the power to make this less ugly.




Harriet did not.




“Yes,” Harriet said. “He lied.”




Mia gave a small sound. It was not a sob. It was worse. It sounded like something inside her had snapped.




“He did it to Mum too.”




The words landed softly.




Then they destroyed everything.




Harriet reached for the island, but missed it. Her hand touched air. For a moment she saw Lydia Hartwell’s face, not from life, but from old photographs. Callum’s first wife. Mia’s biological mother. A woman with pale hair, sad eyes, and a smile that never reached the edges of her mouth.




Callum did not speak of Lydia much.




When he did, it was always careful.




Lydia had struggled.




Lydia had not handled the pressure.




Lydia had needed space.




Harriet had believed some of it. Not all. Never all. But enough to stay polite. Enough to not ask a child questions she had no right to ask.




Now Mia stood in front of her, shaking, and Harriet understood that children heard more than adults thought.




“Mia…”




“She used to cry in the bathroom,” Mia said. “I remember. I was little, but I remember. Dad would say she was tired. Then he would leave again.”




Harriet felt sick.




Mia wiped her face with the back of her hand, angry at the tears now.




“I thought you were different.”




“I am not Lydia.”




“I know.” Mia’s voice broke. “That is why I got scared.”




Harriet stared at her.




The room went silent again.




Only the coffee machine made noise behind them, soft and steady, filling a cup no one would drink.




Harriet thought of every small warning she had buried.




The restaurant receipts from places Callum said he had never been. The late flights. The hotel charges his assistant had explained away. The way his phone always faced down. The sudden showers when he came home. The gifts that arrived after each lie.




A bracelet.




A coat.




A painting.




Once, a diamond necklace so cold against her skin she had taken it off before bed and never worn it again.




She had stayed.




For love at first.




Then for hope.




Then for Mia.




Mia, who waited at windows. Mia, who pretended not to care when Callum missed school events. Mia, who always sat close to Harriet on film nights, as if she was afraid someone might take the warmth away.




Harriet could be humiliated.




She could sleep alone in a rich man’s bed.




She could smile beside Callum at premieres while strangers envied a marriage that had become a beautiful locked room.




But she could not stand in this kitchen and let Mia learn that love meant staying while someone broke you in public.




Her phone rang.




The sound cut through the room.




Both of them looked at it.




Callum Fitzgerald.




His name glowed on the screen like a cruel joke.




Harriet watched it ring.




Once.




Twice.




Mia stared at the phone as if it might bite.




“Are you going to answer?” she asked.




Harriet picked it up.




For one second, her thumb hovered over the green button.




She imagined his voice.




Harriet, calm down.




It is not what it looks like.




You know how these sites twist things.




Sienna was upset. I was helping her.




We will talk when I get home.




Home.




As if this glass house was still that.




Harriet pressed the side button and silenced the call.




Mia’s eyes widened.




Harriet placed the phone back on the island.




“No,” she said.




The call stopped.




The silence after it felt like a door opening.




Harriet turned away from the breakfast she had made and walked toward the stairs.




“Go get dressed.”




Mia did not move.




Harriet stopped and looked back.




The girl was standing in the sunlight, thin and pale, with her crushed skirt still in her fist.




“Harriet?”




“Yes, darling?”




“Are you leaving?”




Harriet’s chest hurt so sharply she almost bent over.




She climbed two steps back down and held out her hand.




Mia looked at it.




Then she walked over and took it.




Harriet held on tight.




“Not without you.”




Mia’s face changed.




Hope was a dangerous thing on a child’s face. Small. Frightened. Afraid to be seen.




“Can you do that?” Mia whispered.




Harriet did not answer at once.




Because love could say yes.




But life was not always kind to love.




She pulled Mia gently upstairs.




Callum’s bedroom was too neat. Their bedroom. Harriet corrected herself, then hated the correction. Her side had books on the table, a robe over a chair, a small bottle of lavender oil. His side had nothing except a charger and a watch box.




He lived like a man who was always ready to leave.




Harriet opened the safe drawer inside the wardrobe. Her hands shook as she typed the code.




Mia’s birthday.




Callum had picked it because he never remembered numbers unless someone else made them matter.




The lock clicked.




Inside were passports, birth certificates, property deeds, and the folder Callum’s lawyer had prepared two years earlier. He had been flying between Los Angeles, London, and Rome then. Mia had needed school forms, doctor visits, travel papers.




Handle Mia things, he had told Harriet, kissing her cheek while signing page after page.




You are better at all that than I am.




At the time, she had thought it was trust.




Now she saw it for what it was.




Convenience.




She pulled out the folder.




International travel consent.




Medical authority.




Temporary school decision authority.




There was also an older letter from Lydia, giving consent for Mia to spend school time in Bath if Callum ever approved the move. Harriet remembered that plan. Callum had wanted Mia in a British school for a year because he said it would “settle her.” Then a film deal had come up, and he had forgotten the idea.




Harriet had not.




She took photos of every page with her phone. Then she carried the folder to Callum’s office.




His office smelled like leather, cedar, and power.




Awards lined one wall. Gold statues. Framed magazine covers. Photos of Callum with actors, directors, politicians, and men who smiled like money had taught them how.




Mia followed her inside.




Harriet opened Callum’s desk drawer and found the scanner. Her hands moved fast now. Too fast to think. If she thought, she might break.




She scanned every document and emailed them to Nora Bramley in Bath.




Subject: Urgent. Need help today.




Then she wrote only one line.




I am bringing Mia to Bath. I have signed authority. Please review before we land.




She booked two seats to London under their legal names. First available flight. Three hours.




Her phone rang again.




Callum.




She let it ring.




A message appeared.




Harriet. Answer your phone.




Another.




Where is Mia?




Then another.




Do not make this worse.




Harriet laughed once.




It had no joy in it.




Mia stood near Callum’s wall of awards. She was staring at a photo on his desk. In it, she and Harriet sat on the lawn by the pool, both laughing. Mia had sunscreen on her nose. Harriet had one arm around her shoulders.




It was the only family photo on the desk that did not include Callum.




Mia reached out and turned it face down.




Harriet saw the movement and felt something inside her split.




“Mia.”




“I don’t want him looking at it,” Mia said.




Her voice was small now.




Thirteen again.




Harriet walked over and touched her hair.




“Pack warm things. Bath will be cold.”




Mia nodded.




In Mia’s room, Harriet opened the suitcase while Mia moved quickly around her. Jeans. Jumpers. School shoes. Hairbrush. Chargers. The inhaler from the bedside table. The old stuffed rabbit Lydia had given her as a baby. Mia pressed it to her chest for a second before putting it in the case.




Harriet packed her school records, passport, and medication.




Mia looked at the open suitcase.




“I can leave things,” she said.




“We can buy what we need.”




“I don’t want his money.”




Harriet stilled.




Then she zipped the suitcase halfway and looked at her.




“Then we will use mine.”




Mia nodded, but her chin trembled.




Harriet packed one bag for herself. Not much. Clothes. Passport. Laptop. The small framed photo of her father outside the Bath cottage. She stopped at her jewelry drawer.




Her wedding ring felt heavy before she even touched it.




She twisted it off.




The skin beneath was pale.




For a moment, she remembered Callum sliding it onto her finger in a small chapel in Somerset. No cameras. No studio people. Just them, Mia, and a sky full of rain. He had cried that day. Quietly, but he had cried.




I will never make you lonely, he had whispered.




Harriet closed her fist around the ring.




Then she walked back to his office.




His latest script lay on the desk. A story about a man who lost everything and fought to win it back. Callum had said it might be his best film yet.




Harriet placed the ring on the first page.




No note.




No explanation.




For once, he could look at what he had done and work out the story himself.




The drive to the airport felt unreal.




Los Angeles moved around them like nothing had happened. Cars shone in the sun. Palm trees bent in a soft wind. People drank coffee outside cafes. A woman laughed into her phone at a red light.




Harriet sat in the back seat with Mia’s hand locked in hers.




Their driver, Owen, did not ask questions. His eyes met Harriet’s in the mirror once. He had worked for Callum for four years. He had seen enough not to ask.




At the private terminal, Harriet almost changed her mind.




Not about leaving.




About taking Mia.




Fear rose hard and fast.




What if Callum stopped them?




What if the papers were not enough?




What if Mia hated her one day for making this morning the day everything broke?




Mia squeezed her hand.




“I’m sure,” she said.




Harriet looked down at her.




“What?”




“I’m sure,” Mia said again. Her face was dry now. Too dry. “Please don’t ask me if I want to stay. I don’t.”




Harriet bent and kissed her forehead.




“All right.”




They boarded before Callum could arrive. Before his lawyers could call. Before fear could grow teeth.




As the plane lifted from Los Angeles, Harriet looked out the window.




The city fell away beneath them. The mansion was somewhere down there, all glass and money and lies.




Her phone was full of missed calls now.




Callum.




Margot.




Callum again.




Unknown number.




Callum.




Harriet turned the phone off.




Only then did the tears come.




She covered her mouth, but it did not help. A sob broke through her fingers. She turned toward the window because she did not want Mia to see her fall apart.




But Mia saw.




Of course she saw.




Mia unbuckled her seat belt and moved closer. She took Harriet’s hand in both of hers.




Harriet tried to speak.




Nothing came out.




Mia leaned her head against Harriet’s shoulder.




“I knew you’d leave if you saw proof,” she whispered.




Harriet went still.




The plane hummed around them.




Far below, the ocean flashed silver under the morning sun.




Harriet slowly turned her head.




Mia’s eyes were closed.




Too tight.




Too careful.




Like a girl pretending to sleep because she had said too much.




Harriet stared at her, the tears drying cold on her face.




Proof.




The word sat between them like a locked door.




And for the first time that morning, Harriet understood that Mia had not only seen more than a child should see.




Mia knew more than she should know.








  
  
  CHAPTER 2

  
  




THE EMPTY HOUSE


Callum Fitzgerald landed in Los Angeles angry.


Not afraid.


Not sorry.


Angry.


The black car waited for him beside the private jet, its engine already running. The driver opened the door before Callum reached it. Hot California air touched his face, dry and sharp, and he pushed his sunglasses on as if the whole city had done something wrong.


His phone had not stopped ringing since sunrise.


Graham Alder.


Daphne Hart.


Sienna Drake.


His lawyer.


Graham again.


Then Harriet.


No.


Not Harriet.


That was the problem.


Harriet had not called once.


Callum slid into the back seat and shut the door harder than he needed to. The driver pulled away without asking where to go. Everyone knew where Callum Fitzgerald went after a mess.


Home first.


War after.


His phone lit up again.


Sienna.


He stared at her name and let it ring.


She had called him twelve times since the photos went live. Twelve. As if she had the right to panic. As if she had not walked onto that balcony in his shirt, laughing like the world was a private joke made only for beautiful people.


He should never have gone to Ibiza.


He should never have let the meeting move from the hotel bar to the villa.


He should never have stayed after midnight.


A muscle jumped in his jaw.


He hated that word.


Should.


It was a poor man’s word. A weak word. A word people used when they had already failed and were looking back from the wreck.


Callum did not fail.


He fixed.


He paid.


He moved.


He changed the story before the story could change him.


He opened a message from Graham.


CALL ME BEFORE YOU SPEAK TO HARRIET.


Callum almost laughed.


As if he needed advice on how to speak to his own wife.


Harriet would be upset. Of course she would. Harriet had pride under all that softness. Quiet pride. The kind that did not shout but could make a room feel cold.


She would cry, maybe.


She would ask questions.


He would answer some, avoid others, and then they would do what they always did.


Move on.


He would send flowers. Not roses. Harriet hated roses because they looked “too pleased with themselves.” He would send white peonies. He would buy the emerald bracelet she had paused over in Santa Barbara last month but refused to let him buy. He would clear his weekend. Take her to the coast. Make sure Mia came too, if Harriet wanted that.


A family weekend.


Clean air.


No phones at dinner.


A few careful words.


A few soft touches.


Harriet would not forgive at once. She never did. But she would stay.


She always stayed.


The thought settled him.


Then he looked at the messages again.


No reply from Harriet.


No reply from Mia.


He had called Mia twice from the jet. Straight to voicemail. That annoyed him more than it should have. Mia was thirteen. Her phone was part of her hand most days. She replied to silly school friends in seconds. She sent Harriet pictures of cakes, horses, clouds, anything. But her father called, and suddenly she was unreachable.


His fingers tightened around the phone.


“Faster,” he said.


The driver glanced at him through the mirror. “Yes, sir.”


The car moved through the gates of the Fitzgerald estate twenty minutes later.


The house rose at the end of the drive, all glass, stone, and clean lines. A famous architect had designed it. A magazine had once called it “a palace for modern love.”


Callum had liked that line.


Harriet had not.


She had said palaces were built for people to look at, not live in.


The car stopped.


Callum stepped out before the driver could open the door. He walked toward the house, already planning the order of the day. Speak to Harriet. Calm Mia. Call Graham. Kill the story. Call Sienna’s manager. Threaten the blog. Review the Northlight deal. Put out a clean statement by evening.


Control the frame.


Control the damage.


Control the people.


He opened the front door.


And stopped.


The house was silent.


Not quiet.


Silent.


There was a difference.


Quiet had life under it. A dishwasher humming. Harriet moving in the kitchen. Mia’s music upstairs. A staff member crossing the hall.


This was empty.


Callum lowered his sunglasses.


“Harriet?”


His voice moved through the entrance hall and came back thin.


No answer.


He stepped inside. The air-conditioning was too cold. The flowers in the hall vase were fresh. The floor had been polished that morning. Everything was in place.


No.


Not everything.


He turned slowly toward the wall by the stairs.


The family wall.


Harriet had made it two years ago after saying the house felt like a showroom. She had filled the space with framed photographs. Not magazine shots. Not red carpets. Real ones. Mia in a raincoat in Bath. Harriet laughing with flour on her cheek. Callum asleep on the sofa with Mia’s feet in his lap. A blurred photo of all three of them on the beach, taken by a waiter who had cut off half Callum’s head.


Three frames were gone.


The hooks remained.


Small holes in a perfect wall.


Callum walked closer.


One missing frame had held Harriet and Mia in the garden. Another had held Mia on her first day at school in Los Angeles, Harriet kneeling to fix her tie while Callum stood in the background on a call. The third had been from Somerset, their wedding day. Harriet in a simple cream dress. Mia holding a basket of flowers. Callum looking at Harriet as if she had been the only clear thing in the world.


His stomach tightened.


“Harriet!”


Still nothing.


He moved fast now.


Kitchen first.


The coffee machine was off. A black mug sat beneath it, half full. His mug.


On the island was a plate of cold eggs. Toast cut into strips.


Mia’s breakfast.


Untouched.


Beside it, the tablet was gone. Harriet’s phone was gone. Mia’s school bag was gone.


Callum stared at the cold eggs for too long.


Something had happened here.


Not a fight.


A decision.


His phone rang again.


Graham.


Callum ignored it and went upstairs.


Mia’s room.


The door was open.


Her bed was made badly, the way Harriet made it when she was in a rush. Mia’s desk still had pencils scattered across it. A jumper lay over the chair. Posters were still on the wall. Her riding boots were by the wardrobe.


For one wild second, hope rose.


She had not cleared the room.


She had not left.


Then he opened the wardrobe.


The school uniforms were fewer. Her favorite jeans were gone. Her navy coat was gone. The old red sweater Harriet had knitted badly and Mia loved fiercely was gone.


He went to the bedside table.


The inhaler was gone.


His chest tightened.


Bathroom.


Toothbrush gone.


Passport drawer.


Empty.


He stood very still.


Then he walked out and crossed the hall to his office.


The door was open.


The room looked the same at first. Same leather chair. Same wall of awards. Same framed film posters. Same glass desk. Same script in the center of it.


Then he saw the ring.


Harriet’s wedding ring sat on the first page of his latest script.


Small.


Gold.


Simple.


He had bought her diamonds too. Large ones. Famous ones. Stones with private security and insurance papers.


She never loved them.


She loved that ring.


He remembered sliding it onto her finger in Somerset. Her hand had trembled then, but she had smiled at him like she had chosen him with her whole heart. Mia had cried during the vows and denied it after. Lydia had not been there, but Harriet had sent her flowers anyway because Harriet did things like that. Small, gentle things that made other people look less kind beside her.


Callum stared at the ring.


It should not have hurt.


It was metal.


A symbol.


A thing.


But pain moved under his ribs, slow and sharp.


He reached for it, then stopped.


Do not make this bigger than it is.


He pulled out his phone and called Harriet.


Straight to voicemail.


He called again.


Voicemail.


He called Mia.


Voicemail.


His breath turned hard.


He called Mia’s school.


“This is Callum Fitzgerald,” he said when the front office answered. “I need to speak to my daughter. Mia Fitzgerald.”


A pause.


“Mr. Fitzgerald,” the woman said, suddenly too careful. “Mia is not in school today.”


“I am aware. Send someone to collect her from class if she arrived late.”


“Sir, she has been withdrawn.”


Callum’s hand tightened around the phone.


“What did you say?”


“She has been withdrawn for temporary international study.”


The words did not make sense.


“By whom?”


“Mrs. Fitzgerald submitted the required authority papers this morning.”


“Mrs. Fitzgerald does not have the right to withdraw my daughter from school without speaking to me.”


Another pause.


“I understand this is upsetting, sir. But the documents on file list Mrs. Fitzgerald as having educational authority during your travel periods. The papers were signed by you.”


Callum closed his eyes.


A memory came back.


Two years ago. Rome. London. Los Angeles. Three films. One sick child. Harriet on the phone, tired and soft, asking him to sign forms because Mia’s school needed things done properly.


He had signed where his lawyer told him to sign.


He had not read every page.


“Email me everything,” he said.


“We already sent copies to Mrs. Fitzgerald’s solicitor.”


“Her what?”


“Her solicitor in Bath. Nora Bramley.”


Bath.


The word hit like a fist.


Harriet had gone home.


And she had taken Mia with her.


For the first time that day, anger lost its shape.


Fear stepped in.


Not loud.


Not dramatic.


Cold.


He ended the call.


For a moment, he did nothing.


Then he called Graham back.


“Get to the house,” Callum said.


Graham did not ask why. “Already on my way.”


“And bring Daphne.”


“She is with me.”


Of course she was.


Graham Alder never entered fire without a bucket and a knife.


They arrived twenty-five minutes later.


Graham came in first, tall, clean, silver at the temples, suit perfect. He was the kind of man who never looked shocked because he made a living preventing other people from knowing what he felt. Daphne Hart came behind him, phone in hand, dark hair pulled tight, sharp eyes already reading the room.


“Where are they?” Daphne asked.


“Bath,” Callum said.


Graham’s mouth tightened. “Confirmed?”


“Mia’s school. Harriet used old authority papers.”


Daphne looked toward the stairs. “Old papers can still be valid.”


“I know that,” Callum snapped.


She did not flinch.


Graham placed a tablet on the kitchen island. The gossip blog was open. Callum refused to look at the photos again.


“We have two problems,” Graham said. “The affair angle and the family angle. The affair is ugly, but survivable. The family angle is dangerous. Northlight is already nervous.”


Callum looked at him. “My daughter is gone.”


“And your studio may lose a nine-figure deal before lunch,” Graham said. “Both things can be true.”


Callum wanted to hit him.


Instead, he walked to the window and stared at the pool. The water was too blue. Too clean. Mia had learned to swim there. Harriet had sat on the edge with her feet in the water, clapping every time Mia crossed from one side to the other.


He had missed that day.


A meeting in Toronto.


Or Berlin.


Or maybe he had simply been late.


He could not remember.


That made him feel worse.


Graham continued, “We release a short statement. You and Harriet have been privately separated for months. You remain committed to co-parenting Mia. You ask for privacy. It kills the betrayal angle.”


“No.”


“Callum.”


“I said no.”


Graham’s eyes cooled. “Then suggest something better.”


Callum turned. “I will not tell the world my wife left me months ago.”


Daphne watched him. “Because it is not true?”


Callum said nothing.


Her gaze sharpened. “Or because you do not want the world thinking she left first?”


The room went still.


Callum’s jaw locked.


Graham gave Daphne a warning look, but she ignored him.


“Harriet has not spoken,” Daphne said. “That should worry you.”


“She will not hurt me publicly.”


Daphne’s voice softened, but not kindly. “A silent wife with legal documents is not weak. She may be choosing her moment.”


“Harriet is not like that.”


“Maybe not.” Daphne glanced toward the stairs. “But your daughter might be.”


Callum looked at her.


The words stayed in the air.


Your daughter might be.


Mia, with her quiet eyes. Mia, who noticed everything. Mia, who had stopped asking when he would be home because he had taught her not to trust the answer.


His phone rang before he could speak.


Mother.


He almost let it go.


Then he answered.


“Not now.”


“I am at the gate,” Margot Fitzgerald said.


Callum closed his eyes. “Why?”


“Because my granddaughter is missing, your wife has embarrassed this family across two continents, and your staff are pretending I need permission to enter my son’s house.”


Callum ended the call and told security to let her in.


Margot swept into the kitchen five minutes later in cream silk and pearls, face calm, eyes cold. She was seventy-one, but she carried herself like age was something that happened





























































































































































































