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​Chapter 1: The Precise Destruction of a Saturday
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​1.1 The Man at the Door

The Saturday morning light in the suburbs of Connecticut had a different quality than the light in Dublin. Back home, the sun was a shy thing, filtered through layers of Atlantic dampness and gray wool clouds, but here, it was aggressive and golden, pouring across the white granite countertops of Mirabel Asante-Corrigan’s kitchen like liquid honey. She leaned against the island, her palms wrapped around a heavy ceramic mug of Earl Grey, letting the steam soften the sharp edges of her morning. She loved this house. She loved the way the high ceilings echoed the quiet rhythm of a life well-ordered.

Declan had left at six-thirty for his usual Saturday CrossFit session, followed by the requisite post-workout protein shake and a stop at the boutique bakery he knew she loved. He had kissed her forehead before he left, his skin smelling of peppermint mouthwash and the faint, woody scent of his expensive cologne. There had been no rush in his touch, no jittery energy of a man looking to escape. He was, as he always was, surgically present. He had asked if she wanted him to pick up the gluten-free scones for the book club meeting next week, and she had smiled, leaning into his warmth, feeling entirely, fundamentally safe.

As a speech-language pathologist, Mirabel spent her days deciphering the silences between words. She worked with stroke victims, men and women who had the world locked inside their heads but lacked the phonetic keys to let it out. She was trained to notice the micro-movements of a lip, the hesitation before a hard consonant, the subtle shift in a patient’s eyes when they were frustrated by their own limitations. She prided herself on being a woman who saw everything. Her mother had lived a life of willful blindness in Dublin, ignoring her father’s late nights and the smell of gin and perfume that clung to his coats, choosing the comfort of the lie over the coldness of the truth. Mirabel had promised herself she would never be that woman. And she wasn't. She watched Declan. She listened to him. Their marriage was a transparent thing, built on the solid ground of shared history and mutual ambition. Or so she believed as she watched a blue jay land on the bird feeder outside the window.

The doorbell didn't ring; it chimed, a polite, two-tone sound that vibrated through the stillness of the hallway. Mirabel checked the clock on the microwave. It was 8:14 AM. Too early for a delivery, and far too early for any of their neighbors to be social. She set her mug down on the coaster—Declan hated rings on the granite—and smoothed her leggings, moving toward the front door with a frown of curiosity.

When she pulled the heavy oak door open, she didn't find a solicitor or a lost delivery driver. She found Dr. Idris Tamboli.

She recognized him immediately, though they had never spoken for more than five minutes at a time. He was an ophthalmologist, a man of precise movements and soft-spoken authority. His wife, Noura, was in Mirabel’s neighborhood book club—a vibrant, laughing woman who brought spiced appetizers to every meeting and always had an insightful take on the latest literary fiction. Idris was usually the shadow in the background of Noura’s stories, the hardworking doctor who stayed late at the clinic and loved his garden.

Today, he looked as though he had been carved out of cold marble. He was dressed in a crisp, button-down shirt and navy slacks, looking more like he was headed to a surgical consultation than a Saturday morning stroll. His dark hair was combed back with military precision, and his eyes, usually kind, were flat and unreadable.

Mirabel? I apologize for the early hour, he said. His voice was low, carrying the rhythmic cadence of a man used to delivering difficult diagnoses. I believe we have something to discuss.

Idris? Mirabel stepped back, her hand lingering on the doorknob. Is everything okay? Is Noura...?

Noura is fine, he said, and the way he said his wife's name was like a door slamming shut. May I come in? I wouldn't dream of doing this on the porch.

The clinical coldness of his tone sent a localized chill down Mirabel’s spine. It was the same tone she used when she had to tell a family that their father might never regain the ability to say his own name. It was the tone of the inevitable. She stepped aside, gesturing toward the living room, her mind racing through a list of possibilities. Had Declan’s company had a legal issue? Had something happened in the neighborhood?

Idris didn't sit. He walked to the center of the room and placed a manila folder on the coffee table. It was thick, bulging with the weight of whatever was inside, and fastened with a heavy-duty elastic band. He looked at it for a moment, his gloved fingers—he was wearing thin, driving gloves, she noticed—tracing the edge of the paper.

I have spent the last three weeks trying to find a reason not to be here, Idris began, his gaze shifting to Mirabel. He didn't look angry. That was what she would remember later, the terrifying absence of rage. He looked like a man who had completed a very difficult math problem and was now presenting the proof. I am a man of science, Mirabel. I believe in evidence. I believe in the observable world. And I have found that my wife has been lying to me for sixteen months.

Mirabel felt a strange, disconnected sense of relief. Oh, Idris. I’m so sorry. If you’re looking for Declan, he’s at the gym, but if there’s something I can do to help you and Noura...

You don't understand, he interrupted, not unkindly, but with a firmness that stopped the breath in her lungs. I am not here because of Noura. I am here because of Declan.

He reached down and snapped the elastic band. It made a sharp, percussive sound in the quiet room. He opened the folder, and Mirabel saw the most organized destruction of a human life she had ever witnessed.

The interior was divided by color-coded tabs, neatly labeled and protruding from the side of the pages like the index of a medical textbook. There was a section with red tabs, one with blue, and one with a shocking, neon yellow.

The blue tabs are hotel receipts, Idris said, his voice as steady as a metronome. He flipped to the first section. They are cross-referenced with your husband’s travel for the real estate firm. Here, the Marriott in Philadelphia, three nights in October. Here, the boutique hotel in the city where he claimed to have a late-night closing. You will see that in every instance, a second room was booked under my wife’s maiden name, paid for via a pre-paid credit card, the statements of which I have also recovered.

Mirabel stared at the pages. She saw the dates. She remembered those dates. October had been their anniversary month. Declan had brought her back a pair of sapphire earrings from that Philadelphia trip, telling her he had spent his lone free hour scouring the jewelry district for something that matched her eyes.

The blue tabs, Idris continued, flipping the page with a dry, papery rustle, are phone records. Not the ones on your family plan. They both purchased encrypted burners. I am an ophthalmologist, Mirabel. I deal in the minute. I noticed a change in Noura’s pupillary response when she received certain notifications. I tracked the MAC addresses.

He pointed to a spreadsheet, a master document of times and durations. The frequency of the contact was staggering. It wasn't a fling. It was a parallel life. While Mirabel had been cooking dinner, while she had been working with her patients, while she had been sleeping beside him, Declan had been maintaining a secondary, digital existence that was just as robust as their marriage.

The yellow tabs, Idris said, and for the first time, his voice faltered, just a fraction of a decibel. These are the photographs. I hired a private investigator once I realized the scale of the deception. I needed to be sure. I didn't want to be a man who destroyed his home based on a suspicion.

He didn't flip to the yellow section. He left it closed, but the tab sat there, a bright, jaundiced warning.

Mirabel’s knees gave out. She sat on the edge of the sofa, the plush velvet feeling like sandpaper against her skin. The sunlight was still pouring into the kitchen. The blue jay was still at the feeder. The world was still turning, but the axis had snapped. She looked at the manila folder, at the precise, methodical organization of her husband's betrayal. It was so clean. So surgical.

Why? she whispered. Why tell me?

Because I have tried to make her stop, Idris said, and finally, a flicker of something human and raw touched his eyes. I have begged her. I have confronted her. And she looks at me and tells me I am imagining things. She is a very good liar, Mirabel. But your husband... your husband is an architect. He has built a fortress around this affair. And I cannot tear it down alone.

He straightened his coat, his task completed.

He will be home soon, I imagine, Idris said, checking his watch. I will leave this with you. I suggest you look at the yellow tabs before he arrives. It is better to see the truth while the room is still quiet.

He turned and walked toward the door, leaving the folder on the table. The color-coded tabs seemed to glow in the Saturday morning light, a rainbow of ruin that Mirabel could no longer pretend she didn't see. She reached out, her fingers trembling, and touched the first red tab. The paper was cold. The ink was black. And the man she loved was a stranger she had never met.

​1.2 The Evidence of Absence

THE FOLDER WAS HEAVIER than it looked. It had the density of a weapon, something meant to blunt the senses and shatter the bone of a well-ordered life. Mirabel let her fingers graze the first tab—a crisp, royal blue sticker that Idris had labeled with the architectural precision of a man who spent his days looking through high-powered lenses. She felt the texture of the paper, the slight grain of the laser printer’s ink, and the coolness of the air in her own hallway. It was an ordinary Saturday morning. Somewhere down the street, a lawnmower was humming, and the scent of freshly cut grass was drifting through the screen door. These were the sounds and smells of a life that had made sense five minutes ago.

She opened the first section: phone logs. Idris hadn't just printed them; he had cross-referenced them. Every call to Noura was highlighted in a pale, non-threatening yellow. Mirabel’s eyes scanned the columns. The dates were a map of her own calendar, but a map drawn in a language she didn't speak. On Tuesday the twelfth, Declan had called Noura at 8:14 AM. Mirabel remembered that morning clearly. She had been searching for her keys, and Declan had found them behind the fruit bowl. He had kissed her forehead, told her she was the most brilliant woman he knew but the most disorganized, and then he’d walked out the door to his car. According to the log, he had dialed Noura before he’d even cleared the driveway.

In her professional life as a speech-language pathologist, Mirabel dealt with the mechanics of communication every day. she worked with people whose brains had betrayed them, men and women who knew exactly what they wanted to say but found their mouths filled with stones. She understood the catastrophic weight of aphasia, the way a stroke could sever the bridge between thought and expression. Now, as she stared at the highlighted numbers, she felt that same severance. She wanted to scream, to ask Idris a thousand questions, to call Declan and demand an explanation that didn't exist. But her throat was a desert. Her tongue felt thick and useless, a muscle that had forgotten its primary function. She was the expert on speech, the woman who coached stroke victims through the agony of a single syllable, and yet she was currently the most silent person in the room.

The second tab was green. Hotel receipts. This was where the surgical precision of Declan’s deception became truly visible. Mirabel saw the names of hotels she knew—the boutique place downtown, the Marriott near the airport, even a bed and breakfast two towns over. She looked at the timestamps for check-ins. They were always mid-day or late afternoon. There were no overnight stays. That was how he did it. He never missed a family dinner. He was always there to help with the dishes, to ask her about her patients, to listen to the minutiae of her day with an attentive, steady gaze. He had maintained the marriage like a vintage clock, winding it every night so she would never suspect the gears were rusted through.

She remembered the Thursday in November listed on one of the receipts. Declan had told her he was at a zoning board meeting that was running late. He’d texted her a photo of a lukewarm pepperoni pizza in a cardboard box, complaining about the boredom of local bureaucracy. She had felt sorry for him. She had saved him the last of the shepherd's pie and left it in the fridge with a note that said I love you, boring meetings and all. The receipt in her hand showed he’d checked into a suite at the Hilton at 6:15 PM and checked out at 9:45 PM. The pizza photo must have been a stock image or something he’d snapped months ago and saved for just such an occasion. The level of preparation was dizzying. It wasn't a lapse in judgment; it was a career.

Mirabel’s heart felt like it was being compressed by a slow-turning vice. She thought of her mother back in Dublin, a woman who had lived a life of deliberate, curated ignorance. Her mother had always said that a happy marriage was built on what you chose not to see. Mirabel had hated that philosophy. She had moved to America, built a career on the transparency of communication, and married a man she believed was as solid as the limestone of the Burren. She had prided herself on her perception. She was a woman who noticed the subtle shift in a patient’s facial muscles that signaled a breakthrough in vocalization. How had she missed the shift in her own husband?

The answer was in the third tab: GPS data. Idris had somehow obtained the digital breadcrumbs from the shared family account or perhaps a tracking device he’d used on Noura’s car. It showed the movements of Declan’s Lexus. The lines were clean. He didn't linger. He didn't act like a man who was conflicted or nervous. He moved with the efficiency of a commercial real estate developer, navigating the city with an intimate knowledge of shortcuts and timing. He would go to the gym at 5:00 AM, but the GPS showed the car parked in a lot three blocks away from the gym, near a residential street where Noura lived. He would return home at 6:30 AM, smelling of soap and sweat, carrying a bag of bagels, and Mirabel would tell him he was working too hard.

The irony was a bitter pill that she couldn't swallow. Every time she had complimented his dedication to his health or his work, she had been unwittingly applauding the logistics of his affair. She had been the audience for a performance that never had an off-night. Her silence deepened, a heavy, suffocating thing that filled the hallway. She looked up at Idris, who was standing perfectly still, his hands folded in front of him. He looked like he was waiting for a diagnosis, or perhaps he was just giving her the space to process the autopsy of her own life.

Is this all of it? she finally managed to whisper. Her voice sounded thin, a ghost of the confident tone she used in the clinic. It was the voice of a woman who was learning to speak for the first time after a trauma.

Idris nodded slowly. That is what I could verify with absolute certainty, he said. His voice was calm, devoid of the jagged edges of anger. He wasn't there to seek revenge; he was there to share the burden of the truth because it was too heavy for one person to carry alone. I thought about not telling you. I thought about just leaving. But I realized that as long as you didn't know, I was the only one living in the real world. And it is very lonely here, Mirabel.

Mirabel looked back down at the folder. She saw a receipt for a florist—not for her, but for Noura. The date was her own birthday. Declan had brought her lilies that evening, her favorite. He’d taken her to a candlelit dinner and toasted to another forty years together. Now she wondered if he had used the same credit card for both bouquets, or if he was careful enough to keep those paper trails separate too. The mechanical nature of it all—the partitioning of his soul into neat, airtight boxes—was more terrifying than the infidelity itself. If he could love her and betray her with the same steady hand, then nothing she had ever known was real. The house, the marriage, the very words they spoke to each other were just shadows on a wall. She felt the first prickle of a cold, hard resolve beginning to form beneath the shock. She had spent her life helping people find their voices. It was time she found her own. She turned the page to the final section, her eyes narrowing as she prepared to see the rest of the ghost life her husband had been living.

​1.3 The Co-Conspirator

THE SILENCE IN THE kitchen felt like a physical weight, pressing against Mirabel’s eardrums until they throbbed. She looked down at the manila folder again. The plastic tabs were a mockery of her life. Blue for hotel receipts. Yellow for call logs. Red for the GPS coordinates Idris had painstakingly pulled from a shared family account that Noura had forgotten to secure. It was a professional audit of a spiritual assassination.

Why are you doing this, Idris? Mirabel finally asked. Her voice sounded thin, like a reed caught in a gale. She didn't look up at him. She couldn't. If she looked at him, she would have to acknowledge that they were now bound together by a rope made of their spouses' lies. She was a speech-language pathologist; she spent her days helping people find the words that had been stolen by strokes and brain injuries. Now, she felt the familiar pull of aphasia, the terrifying void where a sentence should be.

Idris shifted in the mahogany chair, the one Declan had picked out because he said the grain reminded him of the pubs in Temple Bar. I did not come here for revenge, Mirabel, Idris said. His voice was steady, the practiced tone of a man who had delivered news of degenerative macular degeneration and permanent vision loss a thousand times. I came here because I am tired of being the only one who sees. I tried to talk to Noura. I tried to give her the chance to be honest. I even tried to believe her when she told me I was imagining things, that my work was making me paranoid. But the lying is a cycle, and it is a cycle that requires everyone to play their part. I have decided to stop playing mine.

He leaned forward, his hands clasped on the granite countertop. I cannot make her stop. I have realized that. But I can stop the invisibility of it. If I am the only one who knows, then she can convince me I am crazy. If we both know, then the truth exists outside of our own heads. It becomes a fact, like a clinical diagnosis. I need a co-conspirator in the truth, Mirabel. I think you deserve to live in a world that is real, even if that world is on fire.

Mirabel’s fingers brushed the yellow tab. She flipped it open. Her eyes skipped over the dates, landing on a Friday three weeks ago. It was a book club night. She remembered it clearly. She had hosted. They had discussed a contemporary novel about a woman living a double life in post-war Berlin. Noura had been there, sitting on the velvet armchair in the corner, sipping a glass of Malbec and talking about the necessity of secrets in a marriage. Mirabel had laughed, thinking Noura was being provocative, playing the devil's advocate for the sake of literary debate.

Noura, Mirabel whispered. The name felt like ash in her mouth. She’s my friend, Idris. We were supposed to go to that gardening seminar next month. We swapped sourdough starters.

I know, Idris said, and for the first time, a flicker of something sharp and jagged broke through his professional veneer. He looked away, his gaze landing on the family photo hanging on the wall behind Mirabel—a shot of her and Declan in Dublin, laughing in the rain. She stayed in our house while you were at work, Mirabel. She used our guest towels. She sat at my dinner table and told me how much she admired your career. The betrayal is not just the sex. The sex is the simplest part of it. It’s the meticulousness of the deception. It’s the way they look us in the eye while they are still warm from each other.

Mirabel felt a sudden, violent wave of nausea. She thought of her mother, back in Dublin, who had spent thirty years pretending she didn't smell other women on her father’s coats. Her mother had chosen the comfort of the lie, and Mirabel had grown up hating the softness of that choice. She had promised herself she would be different. She had married Declan because he was the opposite of her father—stable, transparent, a man who built things to last. Or so she thought. Now, she realized Declan hadn't avoided her father’s path; he had simply paved it with better materials. He had used the very tools of their stable life—the routines, the gym sessions, the conferences—to build a fortress for his infidelity.

Idris stood up slowly. He adjusted his coat, the fabric crisp and expensive. He looked like a man who was leaving a business meeting, not someone who had just detonated a nuclear device in a stranger's kitchen. There is more in the file, he said quietly. The patterns are consistent. They have been careful, but they were not perfect. No one is ever perfect. I have left my cell phone number on the inside cover. If you need to talk, or if you need the original documents for a lawyer, you can call me. I suspect Declan will try to tell you that I am unstable. That is what Noura told me when I first confronted her.

Mirabel finally looked at him. His dark eyes were filled with a profound, weary clarity. She realized then that he wasn't looking for a friend or a lover; he was looking for a witness. Thank you, she said, though the words felt absurd.

Idris nodded once, a sharp, clinical movement. I am sorry, Mirabel. I truly am. But the first step to healing any trauma is an accurate assessment of the damage.

He walked himself out. Mirabel heard the heavy front door click shut, the sound echoing through the foyer. The house was silent again, but the silence had changed. It was no longer the peaceful quiet of a Saturday morning; it was the silence of a tomb.

She stood up, her legs feeling like they belonged to someone else. She walked slowly through the ground floor, her eyes moving over the objects she had spent years collecting. The ceramic vase from their trip to Galway. The rug they had haggled over in a market. The stack of mail on the side table, addressed to Mr. and Mrs. Corrigan. Everything looked the same, yet everything was different. The sunlight streaming through the windows felt intrusive, exposing the dust motes dancing in the air, highlighting the small imperfections in the floorboards she had never noticed before.

She realized with a jolt of terror that she no longer knew where she was. This wasn't her home. This was a stage set, a carefully constructed environment designed to facilitate the appearance of a life. Declan would be home in an hour. He would be carrying a bag of groceries, perhaps some fresh sourdough or the specific brand of coffee she liked. He would kiss her cheek, his skin smelling of the outdoors and the expensive soap he used at the gym. He would ask her about her morning, and he would do it with such genuine interest that she would wonder if Idris had been a hallucination.

She looked at the manila folder sitting on the kitchen island. It was the only real thing in the room. Her heart began to race, a frantic, uneven drumming against her ribs. She wasn't just a wife anymore. She was a woman holding a map of a territory she had lived in her entire life but had never actually seen. The mechanical precision of her marriage was about to be met with the raw, jagged edge of the truth, and as she heard the distant sound of Declan’s SUV pulling into the driveway, Mirabel realized that the most dangerous part of the day was only just beginning.
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​Chapter 2: The Mechanical Husband
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​2.1 The Return of Declan

The hum of the automatic garage door was a sound Mirabel usually associated with the relief of a Saturday beginning in earnest. It was the mechanical signal that the week was over, that Declan was home from his early morning ritual at the gym, and that they could finally settle into the slow, rhythmic comfort of their shared life. Today, however, the sound was a serrated blade. It vibrated through the floorboards of the kitchen, traveling up through the soles of her feet and settling like a cold weight in the pit of her stomach. She stood by the island, her fingers still tingling from where she had touched the manila folder Idris Tamboli had left behind. She had shoved the folder into the depths of her leather work bag, burying it beneath folders of patient progress reports and neurological diagrams, but she could still feel the heat of it radiating through the leather.

The door leading from the garage to the mudroom clicked open. Mirabel didn't move. She couldn't. She was a woman who spent her professional life helping stroke victims find their way back to language, navigating the labyrinthine breaks in their neural pathways to find the right words for bread, for love, for help. Now, the pathways in her own mind were firing wildly, searching for a script that no longer existed. She watched the doorway, her breath held so tightly it felt like a bruise in her chest.

Declan stepped into the kitchen. He looked exactly as he always did on a Saturday morning at eight-fifteen. He was wearing a charcoal-gray moisture-wicking shirt that clung to his broad shoulders and a pair of black athletic shorts. A light sheen of perspiration coated his forehead, and he looked invigorated, his Irish-American features softened by the easy, reliable charm that had first drawn her to him a decade ago. He wasn't a man of extremes; he didn't have the jagged edges of a classic philanderer. He was the man who remembered to change the oil in her car before she even noticed the sticker. He was the man who brought her tea when she worked late on her case notes.

Good morning, beautiful, he said, his voice a warm, low baritone that filled the room with an agonizing sense of normalcy. He walked toward her, the soles of his expensive running shoes squeaking slightly on the polished hardwood.

He didn't hesitate. He didn't look like a man who had just come from a hotel room or a parked car or whatever shadowed corner he shared with Noura. He leaned in and pressed a kiss to her temple. His skin smelled of the outdoors, a hint of woodsy cologne, and the faint, clean scent of the gym’s eucalyptus-infused towels. It was a terrifyingly wholesome scent. Mirabel felt a wave of nausea so potent she had to grip the edge of the granite countertop to keep her knees from buckling.

You’re up early, he remarked, moving past her to the refrigerator. He pulled out a carton of orange juice with the practiced, fluid motion of a man who knew exactly where everything in his world belonged. Did you sleep okay? You were out like a light when I headed out at six.

Mirabel watched him. She looked at his hands—the hands that Idris’s phone records suggested had been texting another woman at two in the morning while Mirabel slept inches away. They were steady as he poured the juice. There was no tremor of guilt, no shift in his gaze. This was the partitioning she had read about in the brief moments after Idris left, the surgical separation of his lives. To Declan, the man standing in this kitchen was the only man who existed right now. The other version of him, the one who belonged to Noura, was likely folded away in a different drawer of his mind, invisible even to himself.

I slept fine, Mirabel said. Her voice sounded thin to her own ears, like a recording played from a distance. It was the voice of a patient with aphasia—someone struggling to map the meaning of the world onto the sounds coming out of her mouth.

He turned, leaning against the counter, holding the glass. He looked at her then, really looked at her, with that quiet, attentive focus that had always made her feel seen. It was his greatest gift and, she now realized, his greatest weapon. He used his presence to mask his absence.

You look a little pale, Mira. Are you coming down with something? Maybe you should head back upstairs for an hour. I can take care of the grocery run this morning.

The kindness in his offer was a physical blow. She thought of Idris, sitting in his car down the street or perhaps back in his own silent house, looking at his own wife through a lens of clinical devastation. She wondered if Declan had been this kind to Noura an hour ago. Did he offer to run her errands too? Did he use this same tone of gentle concern to bridge the gap between their secret and his reality?

I'm just tired, she managed to say. The lie felt heavy and oily in her throat. I think I just need some coffee.

Declan nodded, his expression softening into a smile. Coming right up. Sit down. I’ll make a fresh pot. I saw some of those fancy pastries at the bakery on the way back, but the line was out the door. Maybe we can walk down there together later? The weather is supposed to hold.

He was already moving to the coffee maker, his back to her. He hummed a low, tuneless melody, the sound of a man entirely at peace with his environment. Mirabel sat on one of the high-backed barstools, her eyes fixed on his spine. She was a speech pathologist; she was trained to notice the smallest deviations in rhythm, the tiny hitches in breath that signaled a struggle to communicate. But Declan was fluent in the language of the happy marriage. He didn't stumble over his syllables. He didn't miss a beat of the domestic dance.

She looked at her bag on the floor, the corner of the manila folder just barely visible if she leaned at the right angle. Inside that folder were hotel receipts from three weeks ago—a Tuesday when he told her he was at a zoning board meeting until midnight. He had come home that night and apologized for being late, then spent twenty minutes rubbing her shoulders because he knew she’d had a difficult session with a patient.

As the scent of brewing coffee began to fill the kitchen, Mirabel realized with a jolt of pure horror that she didn't know the man standing five feet away from her. She knew the shape of him, the sound of him, the habits of him. But the person inhabiting that charcoal-gray shirt was a stranger who had mastered the art of the perfect echo. He was giving her exactly what she expected to see, a projection of a husband that was so flawless it left no room for the truth to leak through.

Here you go, Declan said, sliding a steaming mug toward her. Exactly how you like it. A splash of oat milk, no sugar.

He stood there, waiting for her to take a sip, his gaze warm and expectant. He was waiting for her




​2.2 The Ghost in the Room
















​2.3 The First Question
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