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PROLOGUE
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The truth rarely arrives like thunder.

More often, it comes quietly — a single crack in the silence, so small it could be ignored. Until it expands. Until it widens. Until everything built upon it begins to tremble.

Tom Andersen had learned this too late.

He previously regarded families as constructs formed through careful selection of resources, strategic planning, and diligent work. He used to believe that if you chose the right person, spoke the right words, made the right promises, the structure would hold.

He used to believe that mistakes stayed buried.

But mistakes had a way of putting down roots.

On nights when he couldn’t sleep — and there had been many — Tom would lie awake and listen to his house breathe. The soft hum of the refrigerator. The faint settling of wooden beams. The rhythmic sighs of his sleeping sons. And beneath it all, like an underground river, the memory of every moment where the past had risen to claim him.

A knock on the door.

A four-year-old boy with his eyes.

The look on Rosalyn’s face.

He had rebuilt everything after that.

Or so he’d allowed himself to believe.

But now, as winter pressed cold fingers against the windows and the world went still, Tom sensed a shift beneath the surface. A shiver in the foundation. A weight waiting to fall.

Upstairs, footsteps moved gently — Rosalyn checking on Jakob, whispering something soft enough to calm him back into sleep. She had become an expert at holding the pieces together. For months, she had carried all of them. Her strength had been the quiet tether keeping the family from drifting apart.

But even strength had limits.

Tom rose from the bed and walked to the window. Outside, the snow lay untouched, a clean white sheet stretching toward the dark. He watched his own breath cloud the glass. For a brief instant, the person he saw in the mirror seemed unfamiliar—a figure older than he expected, shaped by sorrow and affection. Life still had challenges ahead for him.

Behind him, the house seemed to stir — a soft door closing, the muted vibration of a phone on a nightstand, the sigh of someone who had not slept deeply in far too long.

Tom closed his eyes.

In the stillness, he heard her voice again.

Not Rosalyn’s.

The other one.

“I’m pregnant.”

Two words, spoken just hours earlier.

Two words from their daughter — a child still half grown herself.

The crack widened.

The foundation shifted again.

Tom pressed his hand against the cold windowpane, as if the chill could anchor him. But nothing felt steady anymore. Not the house. Not the future. Not the man inside his skin.

There would be choices to make.

Hard ones.

There would be truths to face — the kind that made a man confront not only his past, but the shadows it cast on the next generation.

He opened his eyes to the darkness outside.

Families were not houses.

They were fault lines — shifting, grinding, reshaping themselves with every secret, every mistake, every moment of love or fear.

And the question was never whether the ground would move.

The question was who would still be standing when it did.

Tom exhaled.

A long, unsteady breath.

Another storm was coming.

And this time, it would not break one family.

It would break — or remake — all of them.
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Chapter One: Nina
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The doorbell rang at 7:43 on a Tuesday evening, and everything Tom Andersen had rebuilt came apart.

He was in the kitchen, sleeves rolled to his elbows, scrubbing the remains of Jakob’s mashed sweet potato from the high chair tray. Rosalyn was upstairs giving the baby his bath. He could hear her singing softly through the ceiling, her voice threaded with the contentment that had come to define their evenings. The house smelled of garlic and thyme from the chicken she’d roasted. A good smell. A safe smell. The kind of smell that said: this is a home. This is where people who love each other live.

The doorbell rang again. Two sharp bursts, impatient.

Tom dried his hands on the dish towel and walked to the front door, expecting a package delivery or perhaps one of the neighbours collecting for the school fundraiser. He pulled the door open with the easy half-smile of a man whose biggest concern was whether he’d remembered to switch the laundry.

A woman stood on the step. Late twenties, maybe thirty. Dark hair pulled back in a low ponytail that was losing its fight against the autumn wind. She wore a green parka too thin for September, and her eyes— large, brown, furious—fixed on him with the intensity of someone who had rehearsed this moment a thousand times.

Beside her, half-hidden behind her leg, a small boy peered up at Tom.

Tom’s half-smile died.

The boy was four years old. Maybe a little younger. It was hard to tell— he was small for his age, with a narrow face and sandy-blond hair falling into his eyes. He clutched a stuffed dinosaur against his chest with both arms, the way children hold things when the world has become too large and they need something to anchor them. His sneakers were scuffed, one lace untied. His coat was buttoned wrong, one side hanging lower than the other.

But it was his eyes that stopped Tom’s breath.

Grey-blue. Pale as winter water. Set beneath brows that pulled together in a frown that Tom had seen every morning in the mirror for thirtyfour years.

“Are you Tom Andersen?” the woman said. Her Norwegian was clipped, precise, each word filed to a point.

“Yes.”

“My name is Nina Solberg.” She paused, and something in her jaw tightened, as though the next words cost her physically. “This is Anders.

He’s your son.”

Later, Tom would try to reconstruct the exact sequence of what happened in the minutes that followed, and he would fail. Time folded in on itself. There was the porch light casting its yellow cone over Nina’s pale face. There was the boy—Anders—staring up at him with those impossible eyes. There was the sound of water draining from the bathtub upstairs, which meant Rosalyn would be coming down soon. And there was the roaring in Tom’s ears—a sound like standing too close to the ocean, drowning out everything except the primitive awareness that something irreversible was happening.

“You should come in,” he heard himself say.

Nina studied him for a long moment. Whatever she saw in his face seemed to satisfy her, because she took Anders’s hand and stepped through the doorway.

Tom led them to the living room on autopilot, the same way a man in shock might walk to a chair and sit down, his body following its training while his mind refuses to engage. He gestured to the sofa. Nina sat on the edge of it, spine rigid, her hands folded in her lap with the calculated composure of someone who was holding herself together by force of will. Anders climbed up beside her and pressed into her side, his dinosaur wedged between them.

“I’ll explain everything,” Nina said, “but you should know I didn’t come here to make a scene. I came because Anders deserves to know his father, and because I’m done pretending I can do this alone.”

Tom opened his mouth. Closed it. Opened it again.

“I don’t—” he started, and then stopped, because the question that was forming—I don’t know you—was not entirely true. Something in the shape of her face, the way she tilted her head when she spoke. A memory stirred, waterlogged and unwanted, from the bottom of a sea he’d spent four years pretending didn’t exist.

Oslo. The conference. Too much wine and a hotel room and a night he’d sealed inside a vault in his mind and sunk to the deepest trench of his memory.

“The conference,” he whispered.

Nina’s eyes went flat. “So you do remember.”

“I—”

“Tom?”

Rosalyn’s voice came from the stairs. Soft. Curious. The voice of a woman who has heard unfamiliar sounds in her living room and come down to investigate, still carrying the warmth of bath time, probably with damp patches on her shirt from where Jakob had splashed.

Tom turned and saw his wife standing at the bottom of the staircase with their eighteen-month-old son on her hip. Jakob had his thumb in his mouth, his dark curls still wet, his dinosaur pyjama’s—the ones with the little T-Rexes—buttoned neatly. Rosalyn’s gaze moved from Tom to Nina to the small boy on the sofa, and then back to Tom, and something in her expression shifted. Not anger—not yet. Something worse.

Recognition. The look of a woman whose body understands before her mind catches up, the way you feel the earthquake in your feet before you hear the rumble.

“Who is this?” Rosalyn asked. Her voice was steady. Too steady. The kind of steady that costs everything to maintain.

Tom’s mouth was dry. “Rosalyn, this is Nina. Nina Solberg. And this is—” He couldn’t finish. The word caught in his throat like a fishhook.

“Anders,” Nina said, standing. She met Rosalyn’s eyes without flinching. “He’s four years old. Tom is his father.”

The silence that followed hit harder than anything she could have said.

Jakob broke it. He let out a happy shriek and pointed at the dinosaur clutched in Anders’s arms. “Di-no!” he squealed, squirming in Rosalyn’s grip. “Di-no, di-no!”

Nobody moved.

Rosalyn set Jakob down slowly, deliberately, the way you set down something breakable when your hands have begun to shake. Jakob toddled toward the sofa with the drunk confidence of a toddler, reaching for the stuffed dinosaur with both hands. Anders pulled it closer to his chest and looked up at his mother with wide, uncertain eyes.

“It’s okay, sweetheart,” Nina murmured. “He just wants to see it.”

Anders held the dinosaur out, tentatively. Jakob grabbed its tail and laughed.

And there they were—two brothers, meeting for the first time in a living room that had become a crime scene—sharing a toy dinosaur while three adults stood frozen in the wreckage of the truth.

Rosalyn looked at Tom. “Kitchen,” she said. “Now.”

She closed the kitchen door behind them and stood with her back against it, her arms crossed, her chin lifted in that way she had when she was trying not to cry. Tom knew every version of his wife’s face, had catalogued them with the devotion of a man who understood he was lucky beyond reason. The laughing face, eyes crinkling, head thrown back. The concentrating face, lower lip caught between her teeth, a furrow between her brows. The tender face she wore when she nursed Jakob, soft as candlelight.

This face was new. This was the face of a woman watching her world crack open like an egg, and he had put that look there, and the knowledge of it was already destroying him.

“Tell me,” Rosalyn said. “Tell me everything, and if you lie to me, Tom, if you leave out a single detail, I will walk out that door and you will never see me again.”

“It was one night,” he said. His voice sounded like it belonged to someone else. “Four years ago. The Oslo conference, before I met you. Before any of this. One night, too much to drink, and I swear to you, Rosalyn, I swear on Jakob’s life, I didn’t know. I gave her the wrong number. I never—”

“You gave her the wrong number.” Rosalyn’s voice could have cut glass.

“I was a coward. I knew it was a mistake the moment it happened, and instead of being honest, I ran. I gave her a wrong number so she couldn’t reach me. And then I buried it. I pretended it never happened.”

“While she raised your child alone for four years.”

Tom’s throat closed. He pressed his palms against his eyes and felt the burning behind them that meant he was about to break down. “Yes.”

“Did you use protection?”

“I don’t—I was drunk, I don’t remember all of—”

“Did you use protection?”

“I think so. I thought so. Clearly, it—”

“Clearly.” Rosalyn’s laugh was a sound without any humour in it, a bark of pure disbelief. She turned away from him and gripped the edge of the counter, her knuckles white. “How did she find you?”

“Facebook. She said she found me on Facebook.”

“Of course. Of course she did.” Rosalyn closed her eyes. “Is there a DNA test?”

“She says she has one. Ninety-nine point seven percent.”

“Have you seen it?”

“No. She mentioned it at the door, but I haven’t—”

“We’ll need to verify it. Our own test. I’m not taking anyone’s word for anything.”

Tom looked at his wife. Even in this—even in the worst moment of their marriage—she was thinking clearly. Strategically. It was one of the things he loved most about her and one of the things that terrified him, because a woman who could think this clearly through this much pain was a woman who could also decide, clearly and strategically, to leave.

“Rosalyn—”

“Don’t.” She held up a hand. “Don’t say you’re sorry. Don’t say you love me. Don’t say anything right now except what I ask you. Are there others?”

“What?”

“Are there other women? Other children? Other ghosts you’ve buried that are going to show up on our doorstep?”

“No. God, no. Rosalyn, there’s no one. There was never—it was one time, one terrible mistake—”

“One terrible mistake that has a name and a face and your eyes.”

Rosalyn’s voice cracked on the last word, and she pressed her fist against her mouth, and Tom watched the first tear slip down her cheek, and the knowledge of it shattered him.

He took a step toward her. She took a step back.

“Rosalyn, please.”

“I need—” She took a breath. Then another. Her hand trembled at her side. “I need to go back out there and be civil because there is a fouryear-old child in my living room who did not ask for any of this. And then I need you to handle—whatever needs to be handled. And then we need to talk. But not tonight. I can’t—” Her voice broke again. “I can’t do this tonight.”

She straightened her spine, wiped her cheeks with the backs of her hands, and opened the kitchen door.

Tom stood alone in the kitchen for what might have been thirty seconds or thirty minutes. The faucet dripped. The dishwasher hummed its cycle. Through the wall, he heard the murmur of voices—Rosalyn’s, calm and measured, and Nina’s, lower, and once, the high bright note of Jakob’s laugh. His son playing with his other son, and the absurdity of it, the sheer cosmic cruelty of the timing, buckled his knees.

He sank into a kitchen chair and pressed his forehead against the table.

The wood was cool against his skin. It smelled of lemon cleaner, the kind Rosalyn bought in bulk because she said it was the only one that didn’t give her a headache.

Four years.

Nina had raised his son alone for four years because he’d been too much of a coward to leave his real phone number. Because one night of weakness—one night that he had convinced himself didn’t count because he’d been drunk, because it was out of town, because no one would ever know—had produced a child. A living, breathing human being with his eyes and his frown who clutched a stuffed dinosaur and was afraid of this house and the strangers inside it.

Anders.

Tom said the name aloud, testing it in his mouth. It tasted like guilt.

Like the name of a debt he hadn’t known he owed but that had been accruing interest every single day for 1,460 days.

He heard a small sound at the kitchen door and looked up.

Anders stood in the doorway. He’d slipped away from his mother somehow—or maybe Nina had let him go, had wanted this moment to happen. The boy stood there in his wrongly-buttoned coat, his dinosaur tucked under one arm, his other hand gripping the door frame. Those grey-blue eyes looked at Tom with an expression that was simultaneously curious and guarded, the look of a child who has learned that adults are unpredictable and that safety is a thing you carry with you, not a thing that places provide.

“Hi,” Anders said. His voice was small and careful.

Tom’s heart clenched so hard he thought it might stop.

“Hi,” he managed.

“Are you my daddy?”

The question was so direct, so stripped of preteens, delivered with the devastating honesty that only a four-year-old possesses, that Tom felt the ground shift under everything he had believed about himself. There is a before this question and an after this question, and the man in the after was not the same as the man in the before.

“I think so,” Tom whispered.

Anders considered this. He looked at his dinosaur, then back at Tom.

“My dinosaur’s name is Rex.”

Tom almost laughed. Almost cried. The sound that came out was somewhere in between. “That’s a great name.”

“He’s a T-Rex. That’s why.” Anders took a step into the kitchen. Then another. He stopped an arm’s length from Tom’s chair and held out the dinosaur. “You can hold him if you want. He makes people feel better when they’re sad.”

Tom took the stuffed dinosaur. It was worn soft with love, one eye slightly loose, the green fabric faded to sage in patches. It weighed almost nothing in his hands. But what it carried was enormous.

“Thank you, Anders.”

The boy nodded seriously. Then he climbed, uninvited and unhesitating, into Tom’s lap.

Tom froze. He didn’t breathe. He didn’t move. This small, warm body settled against his chest with the trust that children give before the world teaches them not to, and Tom’s arms came up around him, as though he were handling something that might dissolve on contact.

Anders leaned his head against Tom’s shoulder. “You smell like dinner,” he said.

And Tom Andersen—who had lied by omission for four years, who had built a beautiful life on a buried secret, who was about to lose everything or gain everything and couldn’t yet tell which—held his son for the first time and wept into the boy’s sandy hair while the dishwasher hummed and the faucet dripped and the house stood quiet around the sound of a man’s heart breaking open.

Nina left at nine-thirty. Tom walked her and Anders to her car—a battered Volvo with a child seat in the back and a parking permit from Bergen dangling from the mirror. She buckled Anders in without looking at Tom, her movements efficient, practiced, the hands of a woman who had done this alone a thousand times.

“I’ll send you the DNA results,” she said, straightening. Her voice had lost its edge. She sounded tired now, a bone-deep weariness that went beyond the drive from Bergen, beyond this evening, all the way down to four years of single motherhood and unanswered questions. “You can verify them however you want.”

“Nina—”

“I don’t need you to apologize tonight either.” She almost smiled. Almost. “I’ve had four years to be angry. I’ve done enough of it. What I need now is practical. He needs a father. I need help. And he needs to know where he comes from.”

Tom looked through the car window at Anders, who was already halfasleep, Rex the dinosaur wedged between his cheek and the car seat. In the sodium glow of the streetlight, the boy’s face was soft with exhaustion, and for a disorienting moment, Tom saw Jakob’s face overlaid on it—the same slope of the nose, the same curl of the upper lip. Brothers.

“I’ll do whatever it takes,” Tom said.

“We’ll see.” Nina opened the driver’s door. “I’ll call you tomorrow. We need lawyers.”

She drove away. The taillights disappeared around the corner, and Tom stood on the sidewalk in the September cold, staring at the empty street, trying to assemble the pieces of a life that had, in the space of two hours, become unrecognizable.

When he went back inside, Rosalyn was sitting on the bottom stair.

Jakob was asleep in her arms, his cheek squished against her shoulder, one tiny fist curled around the collar of her shirt. She’d been crying. Her eyes were swollen, her nose red, and she looked up at him with an expression that contained love and fury in equal, devastating measure.

“Is he yours?” she asked.

“I don’t know for certain. But Rosalyn—those eyes. That frown. He looks—”

“Like you. I know. I saw.” She pressed her lips together. “We’ll do a DNA test. A proper one, through a clinic, not whatever she brought.

And until the results come back, we don’t make any decisions. We don’t make any promises. We don’t panic.”

“Okay.”

“And Tom?”

“Yes?”

“Tonight you sleep in the guest room.”

She stood, shifting Jakob’s weight on her hip, and walked upstairs without looking back. Tom listened to her footsteps on each stair, heard the bedroom door close with a quiet, devastating click, and stood alone in the hallway of the home he’d built with the woman he loved, surrounded by the silence of a life that would never be the same.

He pulled out his phone. One text from Nina, sent while she was still in the driveway: The DNA test results are attached. 99.7% probability of paternity. We meet with lawyers Monday. —N Tom stared at the screen until it went dark. Then he walked to the guest room, lay down on the narrow bed that smelled of lavender sachets and disuse, and stared at the ceiling while the house settled into its nighttime sounds around him.

In the room down the hall, his wife cried herself to sleep.

In a battered Volvo somewhere on the highway back to Bergen, his son slept with a dinosaur pressed to his face.

And Tom Andersen lay in the dark and understood, with the clarity that comes only when everything is falling apart, that the cost of a single lie is never just the lie itself. Silence was a fuse. And it had just reached the end.
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Chapter Two: The Aftermath
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Rosalyn packed the bag at five in the morning.

She moved through the bedroom in the grey pre-dawn light with the efficiency of a woman who had made a decision during the night and was now executing it before doubt could set in. Underwear, three changes of clothes, her toiletries case, Jakob’s diaper bag already stocked from yesterday. She lifted each item and placed it in the overnight bag with the careful precision of someone defusing a bomb—because if she slowed down, if she allowed even one second of stillness, the thing inside her chest that she was holding at bay would detonate, and she could not afford that. Not yet. Not here.

Jakob slept in his crib with his arms thrown wide, the way babies sleep when they believe the world is safe. She watched him for a moment— his dark lashes against his round cheeks, the tiny rise and fall of his chest—and felt a wave of love so fierce it nearly knocked her sideways.

This child. This perfect, innocent child who had no idea that the foundation of his family had cracked overnight.

She lifted him gently. He stirred, made a soft sound of protest, then burrowed into her neck and settled. The weight of him—warm, trusting, unbearably small—was the only thing keeping her upright.

She carried him downstairs. Her car keys were on the hook by the door.

Her coat was on the chair where she’d left it. She moved through her own house like a ghost. She avoided the living room where Nina had sat, the kitchen where Tom had confessed, every surface that was contaminated with last night’s revelations.

She was reaching for the front door when his voice came from behind her.

“Rosalyn. Please.”

Tom stood in the hallway in yesterday’s clothes, unshaven, his eyes hollowed out from a night of no sleep. He looked wrecked—exactly the way he should look, Rosalyn thought, and she hated the part of herself that still wanted to cross the distance between them and put her hand on his face.

“I’m going to Mira’s,” she said. Her friend’s name felt like a rope thrown to a drowning woman. “I need distance. I need to think.”

“For how long?”

“I don’t know.”

“Rosalyn, please don’t—we need to talk about this—”

“We will talk. But not now. Right now I need to not be in this house.”

She held Jakob a little tighter. “I need to not be looking at you.”

The words landed like a slap, and she saw him flinch, and she didn’t care. Or she cared too much. It was impossible to distinguish between the two.

“Can I at least say goodbye to Jakob?”

She almost said no. The word was right there, loaded and aimed, and it would have felt good to fire it, the way cruelty sometimes feels good when you’re in enough pain. But Jakob was his son too, and she was not the kind of woman who used children as weapons. Not yet. Maybe not ever, if she could help it.

She turned so Tom could see Jakob’s sleeping face. Tom stepped forward and pressed his lips to the boy’s forehead—gently, reverently— and when he pulled back, his eyes were wet.

“I love you,” he said.

Rosalyn opened the door and walked into the cold morning and did not answer.

The drive to Mira’s took forty minutes. Rosalyn drove on autopilot, her hands at ten and two, her eyes on the road, her mind somewhere far behind her in a kitchen that smelled of lemon cleaner. Jakob slept in his car seat. The radio played something soft that she didn’t hear.

She didn’t cry during the drive. She had cried in the night—silently, viciously, with a pillow pressed against her face so Tom wouldn’t hear from the guest room—and now she felt hollowed out, scraped clean, as though the tears had taken everything with them and left only the framework of a woman behind. Bones. Tendons. The mechanics of breathing. Everything else—the warmth, the trust, the safety—had drained out through the crack that Nina Solberg had opened in her world.

A son. Tom had a son. another son, a first son, a son who had existed for four years in the world without Tom’s knowledge because Tom had been too cowardly to leave a real phone number after a one-night stand.

The mathematics of it were staggering. Anders was born before she’d even met Tom. Which meant that somewhere in the timeline of their love story—their first date at the café by the harbour, their first kiss in the rain outside her apartment, the wedding, the pregnancy, Jakob’s birth—somewhere in all of that beauty, there was a parallel story running underground. A woman in Bergen changing diapers alone. A boy growing up without a father. A lie by omission that Tom might not have known was a lie, but that had shaped everything, nonetheless.

He said he didn’t know. She believed him. That was the terrible part— she actually believed he hadn’t known about Anders. Tom was many things, but he was not a man who could look at his wife every day for years while knowingly hiding a child. The guilt would have destroyed him. She’d have seen it.

But that didn’t make it better. In some ways, it made it worse. Because it meant the problem wasn’t deception. The problem was who Tom was before he met her. The problem was a man who slept with a woman at a conference, panicked, gave a fake number, and walked away without a backward glance. That man—the careless, cowardly man who had sown a child and fled—was still inside her husband. She had married him without knowing he was there.

She pulled into Mira’s driveway at 6:15. The lights were off. She sat in the car with the engine running and stared at Mira’s front door and wondered who she was going to be when she walked through it.

The betrayed wife. The abandoned woman. The mother of a child whose family had just fractured. None of these identities fit. None of them were ones she would have chosen.

She turned off the engine and got out.

Mira opened the door in her bathrobe, her reading glasses pushed up on her head, a mug of tea in her hand because she was the kind of person who woke at five to read. She took one look at Rosalyn’s face and stepped aside without a word.

Rosalyn carried Jakob to the guest room and laid him in the portable crib that Mira kept assembled for visits. He sighed in his sleep and turned onto his side. She pulled the blanket over him, smoothed his hair, and then walked to the kitchen and sat down at the table and said, “Tom has another child.”

Mira set the tea down. She sat across from Rosalyn and folded her hands and waited, because Mira had always understood that the most important thing you can give someone in crisis is silence.

Rosalyn told her everything. She told it in a flat, precise voice, the same voice she used in work presentations—controlled, data-driven, stripped of emotion. The conference. The one-night stand. The wrong phone number. Nina appearing on the doorstep with a four-year-old boy who had Tom’s eyes. The DNA test. The demand for lawyers.

When she finished, Mira let out a long breath.

“Well,” she said. “Shit.”

And that broke it. The dam Rosalyn had been holding crumbled, and she put her head in her hands and wept—ugly, shaking sobs that came from the bottom of her chest and tore through her throat like something with claws. Mira moved her chair around the table and put her arms around her friend and held on and said nothing, because there was nothing to say.

They sat like that for a long time.

Tom called at eight. Rosalyn stared at his name on the screen and let it ring.

He called again at eight-thirty. Nine. Nine-fifteen. Each time, she watched the phone vibrate on Mira’s kitchen counter and felt the pull of it—the gravity of their marriage, the weight of twelve years together, the muscle memory of reaching for him—and each time, she let it pass.

At ten o’clock, a text arrived: I know you need space and I respect that. But please tell me you and Jakob are safe. That’s all I need to know. I love you. I’m here whenever you’re ready.

She typed: We’re at Mira’s. We’re safe. Don’t call again today.

Then she turned the phone face-down and went to play with Jakob on the living room floor, and tried to be a mother while the rest of her burned.

Tom’s apartment—their house, but it didn’t feel like their house anymore—was quiet in the way only empty places can be. The silence had mass. It pressed against the walls and filled the rooms with the suffocating absence of the people who were supposed to be there.

He sat at the kitchen table with his phone in front of him and stared at Rosalyn’s text.

Don’t call again today.

Five words. He read them over and over, mining them for meaning the way a condemned man reads a verdict—looking for loopholes. Don’t call again today implied tomorrow was possible. We’re safe meant she still understood that he needed to know. There was consideration in that.

Maybe even love, buried under the wreckage.

Or maybe he was reading hope into a text message from a woman who was deciding whether to leave him.

He showered. He shaved. He ate a piece of toast that tasted like cardboard and drank two cups of coffee that tasted like nothing. He cleaned the kitchen—thoroughly, obsessively. Wiped counters already clean. Scrubbed the stovetop until it gleamed. Because if he stopped moving, he would have to feel it.

At ten-thirty, he stopped. He was standing at the kitchen sink with a sponge in his hand and the water running and he simply stopped, the way a machine stops when something inside it seizes. The sponge fell into the sink. His hands gripped the counter. And then the thing he’d been holding at bay since last night broke through, and Tom Andersen put his head down on his arms and sobbed—ugly, shaking, graceless sobs that sounded like an animal in a trap. He hated himself. Not with the dignified, articulate self-awareness he would later perform for Rosalyn and his mother and her daughters. He hated himself the way you hate a stranger who has ruined your life—completely, irrationally, with a fury that had nowhere to go because the person he was furious with was the person trapped inside his own skin. He had done this. Not fate. Not bad luck. Him. A coward in a hotel room, too gutless to leave a real phone number, and now everything he loved was on fire and the matches were in his hand. The sobbing lasted four minutes. Then it stopped, the way storms stop—not gradually but all at once, the pressure released, the air cleared. He straightened. Wiped his face with the dish towel. Ran cold water over his wrists. And continued cleaning. The alternative was standing still. Standing still meant the wolves.

At eleven, his phone rang. Not Rosalyn. His mother.

Vera.

He stared at the caller ID and felt a new dimension of dread open beneath him. Her full name was Veronika, a fact she had spent seventy-one years ignoring. The family called her Vera. Tom’s children, when she was being particularly herself, called her VV—double Vera, double voltage. Veran Andersen was many things—dramatic, opinionated, boundary-resistant, fiercely loving—but discreet was not among them.

If she had somehow heard— He answered.

“Tom, darling.” Vera’s voice had that particular bright sharpness that meant she was pretending not to know something she absolutely knew.

“I called Rosalyn this morning and she didn’t pick up. Then I called your house line and no one answered. Is everything all right?”

“Everything’s fine, Mom. Rosalyn took Jakob to visit Mira.”

“On a Wednesday?”

“Mom—”

“Tom.” The brightness dropped away, revealing the steel underneath.

Vera was seventy-one years old and had survived a difficult marriage, raised three children, and buried a husband. She could detect a lie the way a seismograph detects tremors—before the surface even cracks.

“What’s happened?”

He told her. He hadn’t planned to—had, in fact, planned to tell no one until the DNA test was verified and he and Rosalyn had a plan—but Vera had a way of pulling truth out of people the way a dentist pulls teeth: inevitable, painful, necessary.

When he finished, the silence on the line was so complete he thought she’d hung up.

“Mom?”

“I’m here.” Vera’s voice was oddly calm. “I’m processing.”

“I know it’s a lot—”

“Have you. ANOTHER. Secret child.” Each word was a separate sentence, delivered with the precision of a hammer striking nails. “First the situation with Emma. Now this. Tom, is there a factory somewhere producing your offspring that I should know about?”

“Mom, that’s not—”

“Because I am seventy-one years old, Thomas, and my heart can only take so many grandchildren appearing from nowhere.”

Despite everything—the catastrophe, Rosalyn’s absence, the fact that his life was unravelling at the seams—Tom felt the ghost of a smile.

Vera’s outrage was so perfectly Vera that it almost felt normal. Almost safe.

“It was one time, four years ago, before I met Rosalyn,” he said. “I swear.”

“You swore after Emma too.” Vera’s voice softened slightly. “I believe you, Tom. I do. But belief doesn’t undo the damage, does it?”

“No.”

“What does Rosalyn say?”

“She’s at Mira’s. She’s not taking my calls.”

“Good for her.”

“Mom.”

“I mean it. She needs time, and you need to give it to her. Don’t grovel.

Don’t send flowers. Don’t do any of those pathetic things men do when they’ve ruined everything and think a bouquet will fix it. Just wait. Let her come to you.”

Tom pressed his thumb and forefinger against his eyes. “What if she doesn’t come back?”

Vera was quiet for a moment. “She will. That woman loves you beyond all reason. Which, frankly, given your track record, suggests either sainthood or poor judgment. But Tom—”

“Yes?”

“The boy. Anders. He didn’t ask for this. None of this is his fault.”

“I know.”

“Do you
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