
BEAUTIFUL LIES

Every heart she broke was part of a secret contract.



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BEAUTIFUL LIES

    

    
      First edition. July 24, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Davis Shyaka Musirikare.

    

    
    
      Written by Davis Shyaka Musirikare.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Beautiful Lies

Chapter 1: The Envelope in the Quiet Room

Chapter 2: A History of Useful Heartbreaks

Chapter 3: The Men Who Were Never There

Chapter 4: Paper Trails and Ghost Stories

Chapter 5: The Architecture of a Soul

Chapter 6: Counting the Cost of a Kiss

Chapter 7: The First Cracks in the Foundation

Chapter 8: A Conversation with a Paid Ghost

Chapter 9: The Blueprint of Clara Morgan

Chapter 10: The Midpoint: Ready for What?

Chapter 11: Inheriting the Silence

Chapter 12: The Philanthropy of Human Souls

Chapter 13: Genuine Feelings in a Fake World

Chapter 14: The Last Man Standing

Chapter 15: Breaking the Design

Chapter 16: Assignment Thirty-One

Chapter 17: The Architect’s Final Choice

Chapter 18: Beautiful Truths

Chapter 19: The Silent Witnesses

Chapter 20: The Unseen Bridge

Chapter 21: The Court of Public Opinion

Chapter 22: The Weight of the Void

Chapter 23: The Border of Reality

Chapter 24: The Language of Silence

Chapter 25: The Ghost of Perfection

Chapter 26: The Architecture of the Unplanned

Chapter 27: The Unwritten Page

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For the Silent Witnesses. May you find your own voice.


    



  	
        
            
            "The perfect cage is the one you do not know you are in."— Unknown
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Chapter 1: The Envelope in the Quiet Room
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Clara Morgan lived her life by the millimeter. As a successful architect, she understood that a single degree of error at the base of a skyscraper could lead to a collapse fifty stories up. Precision was her sanctuary. She liked clean lines, glass walls, and the predictable strength of steel.

At thirty-four, her life looked exactly like one of her designs: elegant, functional, and seemingly perfect. She had a thriving firm in the city, a quiet apartment overlooking the river, and a history of relationships that had ended with the same clean precision. She was not a woman who looked back. She was a woman who looked at the next project.

The rain tapped against the large windows of her office, a soft, rhythmic sound that usually helped her focus. Today, however, her mind kept drifting to a funeral she had attended three days ago.

Thomas Vance had been her boyfriend for three years in her late twenties. He was a landscape designer, a man who spoke to plants and understood the soil. They had broken up four years ago because he wanted a quiet life in the countryside, and she wanted the roar of the city. It had been a mutual, gentle ending. Or so she had thought.

Then came the car accident. A patch of black ice on a mountain road, and Thomas was gone.

A soft knock at her door interrupted her thoughts. Her assistant, Sarah, stood there with a look of hesitation.

"Clara? There is a man here to see you. A Mr. Bennett. He says he is the legal representative for the estate of Thomas Vance."

Clara straightened her posture. "Please, send him in."

Mr. Bennett was a small, grey man in a suit that looked slightly too large for him. He carried a leather briefcase that had seen better decades. He did not smile when he sat down across from her.

"Ms. Morgan," he said, his voice like dry parchment. "I apologize for the intrusion. I know this is a difficult time."

"Thank you, Mr. Bennett. Thomas was a good man. I was saddened to hear about the accident."

"Indeed," Bennett replied. He reached into his briefcase and pulled out a single, thick envelope. It was sealed with heavy wax. "In the event of his passing, my client had very specific instructions regarding this document. It was to be delivered to you, and only you, in person."

Clara felt a strange coldness settle in her chest. Thomas was not a man of secrets. He was as transparent as the glass she worked with. "Instructions? Regarding what?"

"I am merely the delivery mechanism, Ms. Morgan. I have no knowledge of the contents. My firm was simply retained to ensure this reached your hands."

He placed the envelope on her mahogany desk. It looked heavy, weighted with something more than just paper. Clara did not touch it.

"Is there anything else?" she asked.

"No. My duties are complete." Bennett stood up, nodded once, and left the room.

Clara stared at the envelope for a long time. The rain grew louder. She picked up a silver letter opener, her hand steady despite the sudden tightness in her throat. She sliced through the wax and the paper.

Inside was a small stack of documents.

The first was a Confidentiality Agreement. It was standard legal language, but the names at the bottom caught her breath. Thomas Vance had signed it ten years ago. The second party was listed simply as "The Client: UNKNOWN."

The second document was a receipt. It was a confirmation of a wire transfer into a private account belonging to Thomas.

The amount was two hundred and fifty thousand dollars.

Clara’s eyes skipped to the "Purpose of Payment" line at the bottom of the ledger.

It did not say "Landscaping." It did not say "Inheritance."

In clear, typed letters, it said: Relationship Assignment Completed.

Clara felt the air leave her lungs. She read the words again. And again. Relationship Assignment.

She looked at the date of the payment. It was dated one week after she and Thomas had broken up. The payment was a closing fee. A bonus for a job well done.

She turned the page. Attached was a small, handwritten note on a yellowed piece of paper. It was in Thomas’s handwriting—the messy, looping script she used to find on the kitchen counter next to her coffee.

Clara, it read. I am sorry. I wanted to tell you a thousand times, but the contract wouldn't let me. They told me I was helping you. They told me you needed to learn how to let go of control before you could build something real. I thought I was doing the right thing. But then I fell in love with you for real, and I didn't know how to stop the lie. I hope you can forgive me. I hope the others are braver than I was.

The others.

Clara’s heart hammered against her ribs like a trapped bird. She stood up so quickly her chair scraped loudly against the floor. She walked to the window, looking out at the grey city.

Her mind raced through her history. Before Thomas, there was Simon. Simon had encouraged her to leave her first firm and start her own. He had been her rock for two years.

Before Simon, there was David. David had been the one who convinced her to move to this city. He had been the one who pushed her to enter the competition that won her the career-defining contract for the City Library.

She felt a wave of nausea. She grabbed her phone and scrolled through her contacts. Most of her ex-partners remained on friendly terms with her. That was one of the things she was proud of—her ability to maintain a mature, professional distance after a romance ended.

She found David’s number. He was a successful photographer now, living across town. They hadn't spoken in months.

She dialed. He picked up on the third ring.

"Clara? This is a surprise. Is everything okay?"

Clara’s voice was a whisper. "David. I need to ask you something. And I need you to be honest with me."

There was a long silence on the other end. Too long.

"David?" she prompted.

"I wondered if this day would ever come," David said. His voice wasn't surprised. It was heavy with a strange kind of relief. "Is this about the Vance estate? I heard about the accident."

"Did they pay you, David?" Clara asked, her voice trembling. "Did someone hire you to date me?"

She heard a sharp intake of breath. David didn't deny it. He didn't laugh. He didn't ask her if she was crazy.

"It wasn't just dating, Clara," he said softly. "It was an assignment. I was supposed to make sure you didn't give up on your dreams. I was supposed to make sure you moved to the city."

Clara sank to her knees on the plush carpet of her office. The world felt like it was tilting, the floor no longer level.

"Who?" she choked out. "Who is paying for this?"

"I don't know," David replied. "I swear, I never knew. I just got the wire transfers. And the instructions."

"Instructions?"

"Every month," David said. "A single sentence. To guide you. To help you become who you were meant to be."

Clara hung up the phone. She couldn't listen to any more. She looked back at the envelope on her desk.

Her entire adult life—every heartbreak, every shared meal, every whispered secret in the dark—wasn't a series of accidents. It wasn't "growing apart." It was a series of completed contracts.

She was thirty-four years old, and she realized she had never actually met anyone by chance. She was an architect who had spent her life designing buildings, but she was the one who had been designed.

She went to her filing cabinet and pulled out her old journals. She began to layout the names. Simon. David. Thomas. Marcus.

She looked at the timeline of her career. Every major promotion, every creative breakthrough, happened exactly when a relationship was ending or beginning.

She wasn't a woman who had found success through hard work and luck. She was a project.

But who was the builder? And why were they so obsessed with her?

Clara looked at the note from Thomas again. I hope the others are braver than I was.

She realized then that she wasn't going to go home. She wasn't going to sleep. She was going to find every man she had ever loved, and she was going to tear the truth out of them, piece by piece, until she found the person who had bought her soul.
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Chapter 2: A History of Useful Heartbreaks
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The lights in the architectural firm had dimmed automatically, leaving Clara in a pool of soft glow at her drafting table. Usually, this was where she felt most powerful. Here, she could move walls. She could redefine how people lived and breathed within a space. But as she looked down at the large sheet of white paper she had taped to the table, she felt like a ghost in her own life.

She didn't draw a building. She drew a timeline.

With a black felt-tip pen, she marked a point twenty years ago. Her first real love. Marcus.

They had met during her first year of university. He was a senior, a brilliant and fiery debate student. He had taught her how to stand her ground. Before Marcus, Clara had been shy, her voice easily lost in the noise of a classroom. After Marcus, she was a warrior. When they broke up after two years, she was devastated, but she was also strong enough to win the prestigious design fellowship that launched her career.

Clara stared at the name. Marcus.

Was he the first?

She picked up her phone and searched for him. It took an hour of digging through social media and alumni records. She found him in Chicago. He was a high-profile civil rights lawyer. She found a professional email address and sent a message. It was short.

Marcus, it is Clara. I know about the assignments. I know about the money. We need to talk.

She didn't expect an answer immediately, but the "Read" receipt clicked on within minutes. Her phone rang. An unknown number from a Chicago area code.

"Clara?" Marcus’s voice was deeper than she remembered, but the cadence was the same. There was no "How are you?" or "Long time no see." There was only a heavy, exhausted sigh. "I always wondered if you would find out. I thought the layers were too thick."

Clara gripped the edge of her drafting table until her knuckles turned white. "How much, Marcus? How much was I worth when I was nineteen?"

"It wasn't like that," he said quickly. "I was a kid from a neighborhood with no way out. I was staring at a mountain of student debt and a family that needed help. Someone approached me. They didn't ask me to hurt you. They just asked me to... mentor you. To make sure you didn't let the world sharpen your edges until you broke."

"And the love?" Clara’s voice cracked. "Was that in the contract too?"

There was a long silence. Clara could hear the distant sound of Chicago traffic through the phone.

"I cared for you, Clara," Marcus said softly. "But I knew from the start that there was an expiration date. I had to leave when you reached a certain level of confidence. That was the 'Completion Trigger.' If I stayed, I would have become a crutch. I was paid to be a ladder, not a home."

Clara felt a cold shiver run down her spine. "Who paid you?"

"I don't know," Marcus said. "It was all handled through a third-party agency. 'Human Potential Consultants,' they called themselves. I never met a soul. It was all digital. All anonymous."

"Human potential," Clara whispered. "I’m a project to them."

"You’re a masterpiece, Clara," Marcus said, and for the first time, he sounded like the boy she had loved. "Look at what you’ve built. Look at who you are. Would you be that woman if I hadn't pushed you to find your voice?"

"I don't know!" Clara shouted into the empty office. "I'll never know because I never had the chance to grow on my own! You stole my mistakes from me, Marcus. You stole my right to fail with the wrong person."

She hung up before he could answer.

She turned back to her timeline. She added a note under Marcus: Lesson: Confidence/Voice.

Then came David.

David had appeared two years after Marcus. He was a photographer. He was the one who insisted they move to this city. Clara had been afraid of the big pond, but David had made it seem like an adventure. Under David, she learned how to see the world through a lens of beauty rather than just function. He taught her the "soul" of architecture.

She called David back. He had stayed on the line earlier, waiting for her.

"David," she said, her voice cold and professional. "What was your instruction? One sentence. That’s what you said."

David cleared his throat. "Mine was: Show her the light so she can build the shadows."

"And the move to the city?"

"Required," David admitted. "You were stagnating in your hometown. You were too comfortable. You wouldn't have applied for the Library project if we hadn't moved. I was told to make the city feel like the only place you could breathe."

Clara felt a strange sensation, as if her skin didn't quite fit her body anymore. Every major decision she thought she had made—every "gut feeling"—had been a seed planted by a man who was reading from a script.

Next on the timeline was Simon.

Simon had been the most stable. He was the one who stayed during the hardest years of building her firm. He was an accountant. He had handled her books, taught her the business side of her craft. He had taught her how to be a boss.

She didn't need to call Simon. She already knew. He had encouraged her to fire her first partner—a man who was lazy but a dear friend. Clara had cried for weeks, but the firm had tripled its profit after he left. Simon had held her while she cried, telling her it was the price of greatness.

Was that a "Completion Trigger" too?

She looked at the dates. Simon left six months after the firm hit its first million in revenue. He told her he had "lost the spark." He moved to London.

"A ladder," she whispered, repeating Marcus’s words. "Not a home."

The final name was Thomas.

Thomas was different. Or he was supposed to be. He was the one who died. He was the one who left the note. He was the landscape designer. He was the one who taught her about the earth, about the things that grow slowly and cannot be rushed.

He had taught her patience. He had taught her that even the strongest steel needs to be balanced by something living.

And he was the one who had finally broken. He had fallen in love with the "subject." He had kept the secret until his death, but he had left the trail. Why? Was it guilt? Or was it his own way of finally giving her a choice?

Clara looked at the four names. Four men. Twenty years.

She realized that the "Client" wasn't just watching her. They were sculpting her. They had taken a talented, shy girl and put her through a twenty-year gauntlet of emotional engineering. They had manufactured heartbreaks to force growth. They had used love as a tool for professional development.

She felt a deep, burning rage. But beneath the rage was a terrifying question.

If Marcus gave her a voice, and David gave her vision, and Simon gave her a business, and Thomas gave her patience... who was Clara Morgan?

If you took away the lessons taught by the paid actors, what was left of the woman standing in this office?

She looked at the receipt from Thomas's envelope. Relationship Assignment Completed.

She noticed something she had missed before. At the very bottom of the receipt, in tiny print, was a series of coordinates and a string of numbers.

It wasn't a bank account. It was a file reference.

Clara sat back at her computer. She was an expert at finding things. In her business, you had to know how to dig through city records, land deeds, and hidden ownership structures.

She began to trace the agency Marcus had mentioned: Human Potential Consultants.

She found that it was a shell company. It was owned by a holding group called "The Meridian Group." Which was owned by "The Atlas Trust." Which was owned by "The Shepherd Foundation."

She stopped. The Shepherd Foundation.

She knew that name. Everyone in the world of philanthropy knew that name. It was one of the most private, most wealthy organizations in existence. They didn't build hospitals. They didn't put their names on wings of museums. They were known for "Investing in Human Capital."

But the public thought that meant scholarships. It meant funding research.

It didn't mean buying boyfriends.

Clara’s hands hovered over the keyboard. She looked at the clock. It was two in the morning. She felt a sudden, sharp sense of being watched. She looked at the dark windows of her office, seeing only her own reflection.

Was there someone out there right now? Someone watching her react to the news? Was this part of the plan too?

Phase Five: The Realization.

She grabbed her coat and her bag. She took the timeline she had drawn and folded it into a small square, tucking it into her pocket.

She wasn't going to go to her apartment. Her apartment was a place Simon had helped her pick out. Her furniture was a style David had admired. Her very lifestyle was a collection of their influences.

She needed to go somewhere that didn't belong to them.

She drove out of the city, headed toward the coast. She needed a place where the lines were dictated by the ocean and the wind, not by a contract.

As she drove, her mind kept returning to the "Midpoint" of her life. She was thirty-four. She was at the peak of her powers. If the foundation had spent millions of dollars and twenty years creating her, they weren't doing it just so she could design nice buildings.

They were preparing her for something.

"Ready for what?" she asked the empty car.

The road stretched out before her, illuminated by her headlights. For the first time in her life, Clara Morgan didn't have a blueprint. She didn't have a plan.

She was just a woman in a car, running away from a life that might have been a lie, toward a truth that might be even worse.

She reached a small coastal motel as the sun began to peek over the horizon. The sign flickered with a tired hum. She checked in under a different name. She used cash.

Inside the small, sterile room, she sat on the edge of the bed. She pulled out the timeline and the receipt.

She looked at the coordinates at the bottom of the page again.

She pulled up a map on her phone and entered them.

The map zoomed in, flying over oceans and continents, until it dropped a red pin in the middle of a dense forest in upstate New York.

There was nothing there. No city. No town. Just a vast, private estate labeled "The Shepherd Institute."

Clara stared at the red pin.

That was the source. That was the architect’s office.

She closed her eyes, and for the first time since she had opened that envelope, she didn't feel like crying. She felt a cold, hard resolve.

They had spent twenty years teaching her how to be strong, how to be a leader, and how to see through the noise to the structure beneath.

They had succeeded.

She was going to use everything they had taught her to tear their foundation down.
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Chapter 3: The Men Who Were Never There
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The motel room smelled of stale cigarettes and industrial lemon cleaner. It was a harsh, honest smell. Clara sat on the edge of the bed, her laptop glowing in the pre-dawn shadows. The blue light reflected off her glasses, making her look like a phantom.

She was an architect. Her mind was trained to look at a finished building and see the skeleton beneath. She could look at a wall and know exactly where the load-bearing beams were. Now, she was applying that same cold logic to her own history.

She opened a folder on her cloud drive labeled Personal – Archive. It was filled with thousands of photos spanning fifteen years. She had always been a diligent archivist of her own life. Now, those files felt like a crime scene.

She clicked on a photo from seven years ago. It was a picture of her and Simon in a small bistro in Paris. They were both laughing. Clara looked radiant, her eyes bright with the excitement of her first international project. Simon had his arm around her, his smile warm and supportive.

She zoomed in on Simon’s eyes.

She looked for the lie. She looked for the "worker" behind the boyfriend. Was he checking his watch? Was he looking at her with the clinical detachment of a scientist observing a lab rat?

"He looks like he loves me," she whispered to the empty room.

That was the horror of it. The "Beautiful Lie" was so perfect that it was
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