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DEDICATION
For those who have lived in the silence between the questions and the answers.
And for anyone who had to break their own heart to save their own soul.
EPIGRAPH
"The mirror is a treacherous thing. It shows us what we want to see, or it shows us what we fear is true. But it never shows the face behind the glass."
— Anonymous
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PREFACE
The genesis of Two Faces began with a single, unsettling question: How well can we truly know the person sleeping beside us?
We often speak of "red flags" in retrospect, but in the moment, they are often indistinguishable from the mundane patterns of a long-term life together. This story is not merely about betrayal; it is about the architecture of deception and the resilience required to tear it down. Writing Patricia’s journey was an exercise in empathy—following a woman as she realizes that her entire reality was a house of cards, and watching her find the strength to walk through the wreckage.
It is my hope that this story serves as a mirror for the strength we all carry, even when we feel most broken.
— G.H. Arthur
PROLOGUE
The second phone is always in the glove compartment.
Patricia has never asked why. That's the first lie she tells herself.
She knows the car—a silver Mercedes, all leather and that new-car smell that's faded into something almost unrecognizable after three years. Every Friday at 4:47 p.m., Kai tucks his overnight bag into the trunk with the kind of precision that suggests habit, muscle memory, the weight of repetition. She could set her watch by it. She has set her watch by it, in the dark moments of the morning when sleep abandons her and leaves only questions in its wake.
The driveway is empty now. Kai has been gone for eleven minutes.
The interior of the Mercedes still holds the warmth of him—the faint cologne she bought last Christmas, something with notes of cedar and distance. Patricia's hands tremble as she opens the glove compartment. Not from fear. From something worse: the certainty that she is about to confirm what she already knows.
The phone is smaller than she expected. Sleek. Expensive. A phone a person buys when they have something to hide.
The password is four digits. It takes her three tries, which is embarrassing—how little she knows about her own husband, how easily she guesses his secrets. His son's birthday. April 23rd. She doesn't think about the irony of using their child's birth date as a shield for another life.
The screen illuminates her face in the gathering dusk.
Hundreds of messages. She scrolls, her thumb moving with mechanical precision, her mind refusing to process what her eyes are reading. Miss you, one says. Can't wait for Friday, says another. I've been thinking about you all week. The words blur together into something that tastes like metal and ash.
There's a photo. A woman—beautiful, the kind of beautiful that makes Patricia's chest tighten—laughing in what looks like a hotel room. The woman is barefoot. Her hair is dark and loose. She looks like someone who has never worried about anything in her entire life.
Patricia closes her eyes, but the image is already burned into the back of her eyelids.
When she opens them again, she does something she will remember for the rest of her life: she photographs every message. Every name. Every hotel reservation written in a different name—Aaron Barnes—a name that means nothing and everything. She photographs the woman's image from every angle, as if by doing so, she might understand something about herself. As if by learning who this woman is, she might learn who her husband really is.
The photograph is taken in a restaurant. There's a wine glass. There's a man's hand on the woman's arm—confident, possessive. Kai's hand, but not Kai's. The hand of someone named Aaron Barnes, whoever that is.
Patricia slides the phone back into the glove compartment with the care of someone handling a bomb. Her hands have stopped shaking. That's the worst part. The shaking stops, and in its place comes a terrible, crystalline clarity.
She gets out of the car and walks back into the house, where her son is doing homework at the kitchen table and the dinner she spent an hour preparing is cooling on the stove.
"Where's Dad?" her son asks, not looking up from his math.
"Work," Patricia says. "A business trip."
The lie slides out so easily. She has been practicing it for three years without knowing it.
She looks at her hands. They are steady now. They are the hands of a woman who is about to do something that will split her life into before and after. She doesn't know this yet. She only knows that the woman in the photograph is laughing at something Kai said—or something Aaron said—and that this laughter, this moment captured in a stolen phone, has already changed everything.
The third phone will come later.
But for now, there is just Patricia, standing in her kitchen, watching her son struggle with his algebra homework, knowing something she cannot unknown.
Outside, the sun is setting. The driveway is empty. And somewhere in the city, a man with two names is building a life that has nothing to do with the woman standing in this kitchen, nothing to do with the son bent over his math homework, nothing to do with the carefully constructed illusion of a marriage that is already, in every way that matters, over.
Patricia sets the table for one.
Then she goes to her bedroom, closes the door, and begins to search for answers in the only way she knows how: by looking at a photograph of a woman laughing, trying to understand what it means to be invisible to the person you love.
The second phone sits in her purse, heavy as a stone, heavy as the truth.
She will not put it back in the glove compartment.
Everything that comes after begins here.
CHAPTER 1: MISSING WEEKEND
The coffee maker gurgles at 6:47 a.m., right on schedule. Patricia doesn't need the alarm anymore—her internal clock has learned the rhythm of Kai's weekends. Friday mornings are always the same. The shower runs at six. The cologne comes out at 6:15. By 6:45, the leather overnight bag sits at the bottom of the stairs.
She pretends to sleep.
This is the part she's gotten good at. The staying still. The even breathing. The acceptance on her face when he comes into the bedroom already dressed in the charcoal suit she bought him last Christmas, already moving toward whatever exists outside of this house, outside of her.
"Conference in the city," he says. "Sorry, babe. I just found out yesterday."
He always just finds out yesterday. Or the day before. Or two hours before. The timeline of his suddenly urgent business obligations is as unpredictable as it is frequent.
Patricia opens her eyes slowly, as if she's been sleeping. As if she hasn't been awake for the last twenty minutes, listening to the shower, the cologne spray, the soft clink of his cufflinks against the bathroom sink.
"How long?" she asks.
"Just the weekend. Back Sunday night."
She nods. This part, at least, is consistent. Every Friday. Every weekend. Every time, the same lie wrapped in a different colored suit.
Kai leans down and kisses the top of her head. His cologne is strong, professional, carefully chosen. Cedar and something else—something that smells like distance. She remembers when he used to smell like the detergent on their sheets, the coffee they drank together, the fading scent of sleep that clung to his skin in the mornings.
"Love you," he says.
She used to answer immediately. Love you too. It came automatic, the expected response, the completion of a ritual as established and unchanging as the sunrise.
Now she waits just long enough that it becomes noticeable.
"Drive safe," she says.
It's not the same. They both know it. But Kai doesn't comment. He never does. He just touches her shoulder with a hand that already feels like it belongs to someone else, and then he's gone—pulling his overnight bag down the stairs with a quiet efficiency that suggests he's done this a thousand times.
Which he has.
Patricia lies in the bed and listens to the sounds of his leaving. The front door. The beep of the car alarm. The engine turning over. The gravel in the driveway crunching beneath the tires. By the time their eight-year-old son, Marcus, calls from down the hall that he's awake and hungry, Kai has been gone for five minutes.
The silver Mercedes is no longer in the driveway. It won't return until Sunday night at 10:43 p.m., give or take three minutes.
Patricia has started keeping notes.
She tells Lucy about the pattern while they're at yoga on Wednesday afternoons, though she doesn't tell her about the notes. Lucy is her oldest friend—they've known each other since college—but even Lucy would think Patricia is paranoid if she knew about the spreadsheet on her laptop, the calendar with dates highlighted in angry red, the tally marks next to each Friday like some kind of obsessive count.
"Maybe he's working on a big deal," Lucy says, pressing her forehead to her knees in a forward fold. Her voice comes out muffled by her own thighs. "Men get weird about work stuff. Especially in finance."
Kai works in something related to accounting. Patricia knows this the way she knows a lot of things about him now—as information rather than intimate knowledge. He goes to an office. He talks about spreadsheets and portfolios. Once, a few months ago, she tried to ask him about his day, and he'd given her a vague answer about markets and quarterly reports that meant nothing to her. She hasn't asked since.
"Every Friday?" Patricia says. "For the past three months?"
"Three months." Lucy lifts her head, rolls her shoulders back. Her dark hair falls across her face. "Patricia, that's actually pretty normal. Quarterly business thing, maybe."
"Quarterly things happen quarterly. This is every week."
Lucy gives her a look—the look Patricia has been getting more and more lately. It's a gentle look, the kind people give you when they think you might be a little unreasonable. The kind of look that makes Patricia want to both defend herself and never speak about this again.
"When's the last time he actually had fun?" Lucy asks, not unkindly. "Like, real fun? With you?"
Patricia doesn't answer. She knows when the last time was. It was six weeks ago, before the Friday trips became a regular thing. They'd gone to dinner at the Italian place downtown, and Kai had been present in a way he hadn't been since. He'd talked about work. He'd asked about Marcus. He'd touched her hand across the table. It had felt like they were still married.
Now she's not sure what they are.
"I think I'm going to follow him," Patricia says.
She doesn't know she's going to say it until the words are already out, hanging in the quiet of the yoga studio like a confession. Lucy goes completely still.
"Follow him?"
"Just once. Just to see where he actually goes."
Lucy sits up. Around them, other women stretch and breathe and pay no attention to two middle-aged women having the kind of conversation that changes things. "Patricia. That's—I mean, that's a little intense, right?"
"So is having your husband disappear every Friday."
"He's not disappearing. He's going to work."
"Is he?"
Lucy is quiet. Her yoga mat is beneath her, scattered with the sweat of her forward folds and downward dogs. Outside, the afternoon sun slants through the tall windows. Patricia realizes, not for the first time, how little she actually knows about her husband's life. How easily he's built something separate from her. How long it might have been happening without her noticing.
"If you're having real concerns about Kai," Lucy says carefully, "maybe you should just... talk to him? Ask him directly?"
"I did."
"And?"
"He said everything was fine. That he was working. That this was temporary."
"So maybe it is."
Patricia doesn't respond. She rolls up her yoga mat and avoids looking at her reflection in the mirror. She's gotten good at that too.
Friday arrives with the inevitability of a scheduled appointment.
Patricia watches Kai shower, dress, pack his bag. She watches him kiss Marcus goodbye—lingering long enough that her son wraps his arms around Kai's neck and doesn't let go. Watching your husband comfort your son feels like watching someone else's husband comfort someone else's son. The intimacy is there, but it's not hers to witness. It belongs to another family, another version of a life that Patricia used to be part of.
When Kai is pulling out of the driveway at 4:47 p.m., exactly seventeen minutes ahead of the usual time, Patricia is getting into her car. She's rearranged her schedule so that Marcus is at his friend's house until six. She's told the friend's mother she's going to run an errand. She's convinced herself that this isn't obsessive. This is reasonable. This is what a woman does when her marriage is slowly unraveling and no one will tell her why.
The silver Mercedes is easy to follow. Kai drives with the confidence of someone who is certain he's not being watched. He takes the main road out of their neighborhood, toward the highway. Patricia keeps three car lengths between them, though there's almost no traffic. The evening is settling into a deep blue, the kind of blue that happens in the minutes before real darkness takes over.
Kai takes the exit that leads downtown. He passes the office buildings where he supposedly works, doesn't slow down. Patricia's hands tighten on the steering wheel.
He takes another exit. Then another. He's heading toward the hotel district, the part of the city with high-rise buildings and valet parking and the kind of anonymous elegance that makes Patricia think of affairs. She knows she shouldn't be thinking about affairs. She should be thinking about some other explanation. But her mind, like her body, has already jumped to its own conclusions.
The silver Mercedes pulls into a hotel parking garage. Patricia watches from the street as Kai removes his overnight bag from the trunk. He looks different from here—or maybe she's looking at him differently. He looks like someone who belongs in a place like this. Polished. Separate. Like he's already shed his other identity, the one that came home to her.
Patricia doesn't know what to do. She can't follow him inside. She can't watch him approach the front desk or press the elevator button or unlock a room. So she sits in her car in the parking lot, engine idling, and tries to think about what this means.
A business trip to a hotel instead of the office. But that's not really unusual, is it? People travel for work. People stay in hotels.
Except that this happens every Friday. And Kai doesn't travel. Or he didn't use to. Or maybe he always did, and Patricia just never paid enough attention to notice.
She pulls out her phone and takes a photo of the hotel building. Then another. She takes photos like someone documenting evidence, like someone preparing for a conversation that might require proof. Like someone who has stopped trusting what her husband tells her and has started trusting only what she can see with her own eyes.
By the time she pulls back onto the main road, the sun has set completely. The city lights are starting to come on, reflecting off the windows of tall buildings like eyes opening in the dark. Patricia drives back toward the neighborhood, toward the house, toward the empty kitchen where she'll make dinner for Marcus and herself, and she tries not to think about the fact that she followed her husband like he was a stranger. Like she was a stranger. Like this is the kind of thing that people in movies do right before their lives fall apart.
When she gets home, Marcus is already there, dropped off by his friend's mother. He's done his homework. He's had a snack. He's watched television. He's waiting for her with the infinite patience of a child who has learned not to expect too much from his mother's attention.
"Did you have a good
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