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Chapter 1 Stabbed in the Back
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Lena Beckett was twenty-six, maybe twenty-seven—she stopped counting after twenty-five because, honestly, who needed that kind of negativity? She was on the shorter side, about 5’3’ on a good day, and curvy in a way that made old ladies call her ‘healthy’ and fitness influencers on Instagram recommend detox teas.

But she was not ugly. Lena had great skin, a killer rack, and an ass that could put an influencer’s BBL to shame. Plus, she had one of those infectious smiles that made people describe her as ‘cute,’ which was basically a nice way of saying ‘not conventionally attractive, but we like you anyway.’

Right now, she was sitting in the conference room with the rest of the design team, her fingers twirling a pen with the kind of concentration that suggested either deep focus or an upcoming nervous breakdown. Across the room, their boss, Vivian Hayes—forty-something, permanently serious, and the kind of woman who probably ironed her yoga pants—was talking.

‘We’ve reviewed all the submitted designs and have chosen the final selection for Tokyo Fashion Week,’ Vivian announced. ‘Congratulations, Margot Fletcher!’

Applause erupted. Lena clapped along like a trained seal, her face a perfect mask of support while internally, she was recalibrating her entire existence. She turned to her bestie, the newly crowned queen of the design department. ‘Congrats, Margie!’

‘Thanks,’ Margot said, offering one of those effortlessly elegant smiles that made Lena want to drown herself in iced coffee. Margot was the kind of beautiful that Instagram filters were made for—graceful, poised, the human equivalent of a perfectly curated Pinterest board. Meanwhile, Lena was... well, let’s just say the algorithm would’ve labelled her ‘relatable content.’

Maybe if she hung around Margot long enough, some of that aesthetic perfection would rub off on her. Wishful thinking. She’d tried every diet, workout trend, and ‘glow-up’ routine known to mankind, and the only thing she’d gained was an unhealthy obsession with before-and-after transformation videos.

Vivian cleared her throat, bringing the room’s attention back. ‘Margot’s collection was outstanding, and the company has decided to submit her designs for the Atelier Lumina Fashion Design Competition.’

The applause started again, but this time, Lena swore she felt Vivian’s eyes laser-focusing on her like a sniper sight.

God. The embarrassment. Lena had always been one of the strongest designers in the department, but this? Not getting a single design into Fashion Week? Not even making it into the competition? It was like bombing a final exam when you were the teacher’s favourite. She shrank in her seat, feeling like a human Pinterest fail.

Then, she saw it.

On the big screen behind Vivian, displayed for the whole room to see, was one of the chosen designs.

Her design.

What the actual fuck?

Lena stared, brain buffering like a slow internet connection. Why was her design up there? Had Vivian put it on display as an example of what not to do? Was this some kind of public shaming ritual?

And then, Vivian spoke again. ‘This is Margot Fletcher’s winning design.’

Lena’s stomach dropped so hard it might’ve left a dent in the floor.

Margot’s design? No. No, no, no.

That was hers.

Stomach dropping, she shot up from her seat. ‘Vivian, that’s my sketch!’

Vivian Hayes raised an eyebrow. ‘This is yours?’

‘Yes! I did—’

‘Lena,’ a cool, clipped voice interrupted. ‘This is the design Margot submitted. Yours was... not this.’

That voice belonged to Adrian Calloway—department VP, nephew of the company’s CEO, and, oh yeah, Lena’s husband.

Not that anyone knew about that last part, except for Margot and the CEO. Adrian had been adamant about keeping their relationship under wraps, citing professionalism and avoiding workplace gossip. As if Skyline City’s fashion industry wasn’t already one giant, never-ending episode of The Real Housewives: Office Edition.

Lena, who had spent years mastering the art of keeping Adrian happy (read: worshipping him like the unattainable Greek god she had chased for three years), instantly froze. The sight of his disapproving face always did that to her.

Vivian glanced between Adrian and Lena, a hint of uncertainty creeping into her otherwise unshakable expression. ‘Lena, what’s going on? Margot, do you have anything to say?’

Vivian Hayes had always been a strong supporter of Lena’s career, mentoring her, pushing her forward. Sure, she’d been surprised when Lena’s submitted designs were subpar this time around, but she’d assumed it was just an off week. Now, though, she was looking at Margot’s so-called winning design again, and something wasn’t adding up.

It wasn’t exactly Lena’s usual style, but certain details—stitching techniques, the balance of structure and fluidity—felt familiar. Too familiar. Vivian had chalked it up to Margot and Lena being besties, influencing each other’s work. But now...

Vivian trusted Lena more than a newbie like Margot, but if Lena was telling the truth, she needed proof.

Lena clenched her jaw. ‘That’s my design. Maybe someone mixed up the names?’

She was still half in shock, but clarity was hitting like a double shot of espresso.

Margot was new to the company, still finding her footing. If Lena dug her heels in, Margot would probably be out on her ass—brutal, but fair. And for someone fresh off a divorce, that would sting like hell.

Then there was Adrian Calloway. His face was unreadable, but she knew that look. He didn’t want her making a scene.

But fuck that—this was her work! They hadn’t even given her a heads-up before slapping someone else’s name on it. And she needed the extra money. Desperately.

Her dad had been hit by a car two years ago. The bastard behind the wheel took off, leaving her family drowning in medical bills. Now her dad was stuck in a deep depression, missing a leg and missing the will to do anything. She’d been saving every cent she could to buy him a high-quality prosthetic, hoping to surprise him on his birthday next month.

And now that plan was circling the drain.

‘Lena, what are talking about?’ Margot’s voice was all wide-eyed innocence, like a Disney princess caught shoplifting. ‘I designed this.’

‘Lena, stop talking nonsense,’ Adrian snapped, frowning like she was embarrassing him.
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Chapter 2 Blowup
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Lena stared at him, disbelief creeping in. Are you serious right now? He knew she had designed it. He’d literally watched her sketch it out. Just a few nights ago, she had been joking with him about how this design was going to put her on the map, make her rich, and let her finally ‘marry a tall, rich, handsome guy.’

That ‘tall, rich, handsome guy’ being him.

She had loved Adrian for seven years, and somehow, every year, that love had only gotten worse. Even after they’d gotten married, she’d always regretted not having a wedding.

‘Lena. Margot.’ Vivian Hayes cut through the tension with her sharp tone. ‘My office. Now.’

Lena snapped out of it and followed.

She was anxious but not worried; she had evidence.

Her work was all backed up on her laptop—a high-performance beast she carried everywhere. And just in case, she had a USB drive loaded with copies of her designs.

She would just open her laptop, pull up the files, and boom. Case closed.

Except... when she booted it up, her stomach dropped.

Everything was gone.

Every single file, wiped clean.

She yanked out her USB drive, praying that at least that was safe.

Nope. Completely erased.

And yet, there was Margot Fletcher, all smug and innocent, holding up her files.

Lena Beckett wasn’t the kind of person who lost her temper easily. Normally, she was the queen of letting things slide—laughing off minor annoyances, swallowing her pride when necessary. But this had her shaking with rage.

Because this wasn’t just about stolen designs.

Her office had security cameras, and there were plenty of people around. If someone had tampered with her laptop at work, it would’ve been obvious. Which meant...

It happened at home.

And the only other person who had access to her apartment—no, their apartment—was Adrian. Fucking. Calloway.

It was bad enough that Margot was claiming her work, but how could Adrian? He had watched her pour hours into those designs. He had held the final sketches in his hands when she passed them to him for submission. Hell, she had even done a last-minute check before handing them over.

And now, he was standing there, cool as ever, pretending like it had always been Margot’s?

Why?

Why would he do this to her?

Lena wasn’t precious about her designs. Back in college, she had sold off sketches just to make rent, even knowing her name would never be on them. If Margot had been the only problem here, Lena probably would’ve just cut ties and walked away.

But this wasn’t just Margot. This was Adrian Calloway.

Her husband.

He had stolen from her. For her best friend.

Lena clenched her fists so tight her nails dug into her palms. ‘You’re fucking disgusting, Margot. You did this.’

Margot blinked. ‘Lena, it’s bad enough you’re accusing me, but do you really have to be so mean about it?’

Vivian Hayes had looked like she was on Lena’s side at first, but without proof, there wasn’t much she could do. With a sigh, she waved them off. ‘You can all go. Lena, if you’re interested in the competition, you can submit new designs. And next time, at least make some edits before handing them in.’

Then she slid a stack of papers across the desk.

Lena’s own designs.

But as soon as she flipped through them, she felt sick.

This wasn’t her competition submission.

These were old designs—ones she had tossed out because they weren’t good enough. Adrian must have dug them up and passed those off as her entry.

Which meant Vivian probably thought she had phoned it in. That she wasn’t worth taking seriously.

Her hands clenched around the papers.

Then, without another word, she bolted out the door.

Her pulse pounded in her ears, and before she even realised what she was doing, she was shoving open the door to Adrian’s office.

He was at his desk, cool as ever, but the second he saw her, his brows pinched together in pure irritation.

Any other time, she might’ve cracked a joke, teased him for always looking like he had a stick up his ass. Hell, she probably would’ve tried to fix whatever had pissed him off.

But now she felt nothing but cold rage.

‘Tell me the truth,’ she said, her voice like steel. ‘Did you give my designs to Margot? Did you wipe my laptop?’

Adrian didn’t hesitate. ‘I did.’

The air left her lungs.

And then, as if he hadn’t just confessed to betraying her, he had the audacity to sigh. ‘Margie’s new here. She was struggling, getting pushed around. Your designs helped her establish herself.’ He met Lena’s eyes, full of disappointment. At her. ‘She’s your best friend, Lena. Was it really necessary to make a big deal out of this?’

Lena almost laughed.

Because yeah, Margot had been her best friend.

She’d been the only friend Lena had for years. Growing up, Lena had been the chubby, nerdy girl who buried herself in books instead of socialising. It wasn’t until university—until she met Margot—that she finally had someone in her corner.

And she had done everything for Margot.

Brought her breakfast, did her laundry, stayed up late fixing her assignments. Even long after graduation, Lena was Margot’s on-call crisis hotline, dropping everything whenever she needed help.

A few months ago, when Margot’s marriage crashed and burned, who was there? Lena. Helping her move out, covering her rent when money was tight, getting her this fucking job.

And this was what she got in return?

Margot hadn’t just taken her work—she had let Adrian steal it for her.

How long had that been going on?

Lena swallowed the lump in her throat. ‘Why?’ Her voice wavered despite herself. ‘Why would you do this to me?’

‘I already told you,’ Adrian said, exasperated. ‘Margie needed them.’

She let out a breathless laugh. ‘Oh, so because she needed them, that makes it okay? You don’t think I needed them? You don’t think I worked for them?’ She slammed her hands on his desk, leaning in. ‘Adrian, what the hell do you take me for?’

His jaw tightened. ‘Enough, Lena.’

‘No, you don’t get to decide when this conversation ends,’ she shot back. Her eyes burned, but she refused to blink, refused to let a single tear fall. ‘I’m your wife. What the hell am I to you?’
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Chapter 3 Lies
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Adrian’s expression darkened. ‘For fuck’s sake, Lena, will you stop? Margie has always had your back, always spoken up for you, and you can’t even spare a few designs?’ He scoffed, shaking his head. ‘I never thought you’d be so selfish.’

Lena’s hands curled into fists.

Selfish?

That was rich, coming from the man who had handed her life’s work to another woman.

Lena barely processed his words before he hit her with the real gut punch.

‘Honestly, if it weren’t for Margie talking me into it, do you really think I’d have married a fat cow like you?’

Her breath caught.

The tears she’d been holding back burned hotter, but she refused to let them fall. A fat cow. That’s what he thought of her? That’s what he’d always thought of her?

Adrian must’ve realised he’d gone too far because he let out an awkward cough. ‘Look, this isn’t a big deal. You help her out this one time, and that’s it. I was going to tell you, but... I didn’t expect Vivian to put the designs up in the meeting today.’ He rubbed a hand over his face, sighing like he was the victim here. ‘I just... I didn’t know how to bring it up, and Margie asked me not to say anything. She didn’t want to upset you.’

Lena let out a laugh—sharp, humourless. Oh, how thoughtful of her.

She took a step back, looking at Adrian like she was seeing him for the first time.

Then she asked the one question she already knew the answer to. ‘You’re in love with her, aren’t you?’

Adrian’s ever-stoic expression faltered. He didn’t say a word, but his silence said everything.

Lena’s chest tightened.

She could’ve screamed. Cried. Launched into some dramatic monologue about betrayal.

Instead, she calmly reached for the nearest stack of papers on his desk—and swept every single thing onto the floor.

Pens, files, coffee mug, laptop. Crash. Thud. Splash.

Adrian barely had time to react before she turned on her heel, yanked open the door—

And there stood Margot Fletcher, all wide, guilty eyes like she’d just realised stealing from your best friend and sleeping with her husband might make you the villain in this story.

Lena didn’t spare her a glance.

She marched straight out, past the gawking colleagues, down the stairs, and through the doors, until she hit the sidewalk—

Where she promptly broke the fuck down.

Ugly, gasping sobs. Full public spectacle. She couldn’t bring herself to care.

It was funny, in a way.

She’d met both Adrian and Margot back in college, back when she was still a chubby, awkward mess in her oversized hoodies, ponytail, and glasses that made her look like a failed anime protagonist.

Her mum had been obsessed with making sure she ‘ate well’ growing up—code for stuffing her with so many vitamins and home-cooked meals that she basically inflated. She hit university weighing a solid 150 pounds, with all the confidence of a wet paper towel.

People weren’t exactly lining up to be her friend.

Except for Margot.

Margot had been her first real friend. And for years, Lena had treated her like family.

She’d brought her coffee, fixed her assignments, made sure she never had to struggle. And Margot had been there for Lena too. Encouraging her. Building her up.

At least, that’s what she thought.

And when the two of them joined the photography club together, that’s where she met him.

Adrian Calloway.

Lena had no idea that the club’s first big outing would be an actual hiking trip. As in, climb-a-mountain kind of hiking.

She was not built for this.

She barely exercised, carried way too much stuff, and, because she had a marshmallow for a heart, even volunteered to hold some of Margot’s things—because Margot was thin and delicate, and Lena had, well... extra storage capacity.

So, while everyone else was laughing and joking ahead of her, she was lagging way behind, drenched in sweat, gasping like an asthmatic pug.

The other girls who struggled—like Margot—had boys fawning over them, offering water, carrying their bags, giving them all sorts of prince-charming treatment.

Not a single fucker noticed Lena was practically dying.

Then came the steep incline.

One by one, the boys helped all the girls up, making a whole scene of it. Heroic, gallant, full of ‘Oh no, let me carry you, you delicate little fairy’ energy.

And when it was Lena’s turn—radio silence.

Nobody even glanced her way.

She would’ve swallowed the humiliation and figured out how to haul her own ass up—except then, out of nowhere, Margot and Adrian actually came back for her.

Adrian looked reluctant, maybe even disgusted, but whatever. He grabbed her backpack and pulled her up like he was handling biohazard waste.

That was the exact moment Lena’s stupid, naive heart decided—yep, this one.

She told Margot about it later, because that’s what best friends did, right? Share crushes. Obsess over tiny details. Overanalyse every word and action.

And Margot had been so supportive. Encouraged her to go after Adrian. Gave her pep talks.

After much deliberation (read: several weeks of pining and panicking), Lena finally worked up the nerve to get Adrian a little gift. He loved photography, so she bought him a fancy album for his pictures.

He accepted it.

And used it.

Which was basically a love confession in her book.

That tiny shred of hope turned her into a full-blown simp.

She started cooking in their dorm, sneaking snacks over to Adrian like some lovesick 1950s housewife. And yeah, he was distant, but hey, he was distant with everyone, so that had to mean something, right?

She kept at it.

For three goddamn years.

Then, finally, in their senior year—Adrian agreed to date her. Maybe ‘condescended’ was the more appropriate word.

Lena was over the moon.

She chased him straight into the same company for their internships, dedicated herself to making his life easier, and took care of him like it was her job.

Sure, he was cold most of the time. But he also turned down other girls, sometimes even checked in on her. And that was enough to keep her going.

Then, after graduation, he proposed.

Like the dumbass romantic she was, Lena actually thought she was winning at life.
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Chapter 4 The Woman
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Sure, Adrian had insisted they keep the marriage a secret. Something about working at the same company, how the big boss was actually his uncle, blah blah corporate politics. She hadn’t cared.

Then her dad got into a car accident, and with everything going on, they never even had a wedding. Just signed the papers, moved into the apartment Adrian had mortgaged his soul for, and that was it.

And yet, Lena had been happy.

Because Adrian was just naturally cold, right? He cared about her in his own quiet, distant way. Right?

...Right?

Except—plot twist—Adrian had always been in love with Margot Fletcher.

As in, Lena’s best friend. The only person who’d ever encouraged her to chase him in the first place.

Lena hadn’t won shit. She’d been handed over like a pity prize.

If Adrian never liked her, he could’ve just said so. Rejected her. Moved the fuck on.

But nooo, apparently, he’d been pressured into it. Poor baby. Forced to settle for a fat girl he didn’t even want.

What the fuck did they take her for? Some disposable roadblock in their grand love story?

And now that Margot was divorced, they figured it was time to finally get rid of the extra baggage—aka her?

Lena would never have suspected Adrian and Margot had any history.

Back in their first year of college, she’d been clueless about fashion and ended up looking worse than she actually was—shapeless hoodies, greasy ponytail, full tragic nerd mode.

As for Adrian back then? Just meh. Some average guy.

Margot Fletcher, though.

Margot had waltzed into their department and immediately been crowned queen. Everyone adored her. Guys tripped over themselves trying to impress her. And she had the most perfect, model-status boyfriend.

For four whole years, Margot and her man had flexed their relationship all over campus, then tied the knot the second they graduated. The ultimate power couple.

Nobody had ever seen Margot and Adrian together in any way that screamed secret lovers.

Lena had lived in the same dorm as Margot. Seen her all day, every day, glued to her boyfriend. Sure, Adrian had talked about Margot sometimes, but Lena had just assumed that was because she was her best friend.

Hell, half the time, Lena was the one bringing Margot up in conversation.

Never, not once, had she considered the possibility that some absolute dipshit of a man could be convinced to marry a woman he didn’t even like just because his actual crush told him to.

But here she was.

Married to a man she’d loved for seven fucking years, only to find out he’d been in love with someone else the whole time.

Oh, and he’d called her a fat cow.

Yeah.

Lena had no clue how her life had just imploded like this.

‘Miss, are you okay?’

She snapped out of her daze, realising she’d somehow ended up
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