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The Silence Between


[image: ]


The city was still. Too still. The kind of stillness that wrapped around you like a suffocating blanket, the kind that made you question whether the world was ever really alive or if it had always been haunted by some unspoken dread.

The air itself felt stale, thick with a weight that pressed down on every building and every cracked pavement. Even the flickering streetlights seemed reluctant to pierce the gloom, as if afraid of disturbing the silence that hung between the narrow alleys and the empty storefronts. Shadows stretched long, unnaturally so, creeping along brick walls and curling around rusted lampposts like phantoms.

Occasionally, a dry wind would snake through the deserted avenues, stirring faded newspapers and dust in lazy, indifferent spirals. It whispered through the broken windows of abandoned shops, rattling their frames like brittle bones. The echoes it left behind were hollow, a sound that seemed to come from nowhere and return to nowhere, swallowed by the city's aching emptiness.

It wasn’t just the absence of people that made the place feel wrong. It was the sense that even the memory of life had been scraped away, leaving nothing but a hollow shell where once there had been dreams and noise and human warmth. The city itself seemed to breathe, a slow, shuddering exhale that made the air taste like ash and forgotten stories.

Somewhere in the distance, a bell tolled—a cracked, weary sound that seemed less a signal and more a lament, mourning something long lost. The sound drifted through the vacant streets, past boarded-up windows, and into the heart of the city, where the silence awaited its return.

Detective Evelyn Carter stood over the body, her boots planted firmly on the cold concrete, eyes scanning the scene in silence. The alley was narrow, wedged between two decaying buildings that hadn’t seen the sun in years. A single lamppost flickered above, casting a weak yellow glow that barely fought off the shadows lurking in the corners. The body of the young woman lay in the same position as the others—limbs splayed unnaturally, face frozen in terror.

Evelyn was the kind of detective who didn’t flinch, not anymore. Years of working homicide in this godforsaken city had seen to that. She was tall, with a lean, wiry build that made her look more like a fighter than a police officer, and there was a steely edge to her gaze, sharpened by a career spent chasing shadows and ghosts. Her dark hair was cropped short, more out of practicality than style, and her leather jacket was worn and creased from too many long nights on the job.

She didn’t just see the crime scene; she felt it. Years of intuition honed through bitter experience made her notice the little things—the way the blood had dried unevenly, how the victim’s shoes didn’t match the polished nails, or how the alley smelled faintly of burnt rubber, a scent that shouldn’t have been there. To Evelyn, every detail was a thread, and she had learned to weave them into patterns that others overlooked.

But it wasn’t just the job that made her so relentless—it was personal. She’d grown up in the city, back when it wasn’t quite so hollow and haunted. A place that had swallowed up people she loved and left her with nothing but questions. Questions that she couldn’t answer back then but was determined to now. Cases like this one weren’t just puzzles to be solved—they were echoes of old losses, reminders of the people she couldn’t save. That’s why she wouldn’t stop, no matter how deep the darkness got.

As the coroner arrived, Evelyn forced herself to look at the victim’s face one last time. There was fear there—genuine, gut-deep terror. Evelyn made a silent promise to the girl, just as she did to every victim: She would find whoever did this. No matter how long it took, no matter how many dark alleys she had to search.

A chill ran down Evelyn’s spine, though she didn’t flinch. She never flinched.

"Another one," Ryan Patel's voice broke through the silence. He had a way of speaking that suggested both caution and weariness, like he knew what it cost to endure these nights with her.

Ryan was everything Evelyn wasn’t—steady where she was relentless, calm where she was fire. Tall and broad-shouldered, he moved with a quiet confidence that made him seem almost out of place in the chaotic world of homicide. His dark hair was always just a little unruly, and his eyes, sharp and perceptive, carried a warmth that softened the rough edges of the work they did.

He had transferred to the city three years ago, bringing with him a reputation for patience and diplomacy, traits that Evelyn had initially dismissed as weakness. But Ryan had proven himself in ways that didn’t involve brash confrontations or reckless pursuit. He listened—to witnesses, to victims’ families, and, most importantly, to Evelyn herself, even when she didn’t want to talk.

Despite his calm demeanour, there was a sadness in Ryan that mirrored Evelyn’s own. He didn’t share much about his past, but Evelyn had pieced together enough to know that his reasons for working homicide weren’t just about justice—they were about redemption. He never tried to fix Evelyn or push her to open up. He simply stood by her, offering support without judgment, knowing that some scars ran too deep to be healed with words.

As they worked together, Ryan became more than just a partner—he was a grounding force, a reminder that not every case had to tear them apart. He could see past the hardness Evelyn projected, understanding that beneath her relentless drive was someone who cared too much to ever stop. That was why, despite the late nights and grim discoveries, he stayed. Because Evelyn fought for the dead, and Ryan fought to keep her from becoming one of them.

Evelyn turned her head slightly but didn’t look at him directly. Her gaze remained fixed on the victim.

The woman’s eyes were wide open, locked in a gaze that Evelyn couldn’t quite place. They were too vacant to be real, too full of terror to belong to someone still alive. And the way she was posed—legs twisted, head tilted at an odd angle—sent a shudder crawling down Evelyn’s spine.

A gust of wind rustled the rubbish overhead, whispering secrets Evelyn didn’t want to hear. The dim streetlight above flickered, casting fleeting shadows that stretched like grasping fingers over the body. Evelyn swallowed hard, forcing herself to take in every detail. The victim’s pale skin seemed to glow in the artificial light, marred only by a thin trail of blood trickling from the corner of her mouth. Her dress—a faded yellow sundress—was torn at the hem, and one shoe had come off, lying a few feet away as if it had been flung during a struggle.

Evelyn took a steadying breath. The city had seen its share of violence, but this—this was personal. The meticulous way the victim had been arranged spoke to something more calculated, more sinister. As Evelyn’s partner, Ryan, approached, his footsteps crunching on the gravel, she finally tore her gaze away.

“Same pattern?” he asked, his voice low.

Evelyn nodded, suppressing a shiver. “Yeah. Same markings on the neck. Another one.”

Ryan muttered a curse, pulling out his notepad. “Third in two weeks. We’re running out of time.”

Evelyn didn’t respond, but her mind raced. She glanced back at the victim, determined to find the clue that would break this case open. Somewhere in the shadows, she could almost feel the killer watching, relishing in their twisted artistry.

Beside the body, half-crumpled on the pavement, was a note. Ryan bent down and picked it up, then handed it to her, his fingers brushing the edges carefully. Evelyn unfolded it, her eyes scanning the scrawl, the slanted handwriting, the words etched with a kind of frenzied energy.

“You can’t hide from what you forget.”

Her fingers tightened around the paper, the words seeping into her like a poison.

Evelyn knew that note. She knew that phrase. It had been with her, in her mind, for as long as she could remember. But the memory, like all things from her past, was obscured by fog. The more she tried to grasp it, the more it slipped away.

A faint tremor shook her hand as she lowered the note. Ryan’s eyes were on her, questioning. “You alright?” he asked.

She didn’t answer right away. She couldn’t. The words from the note echoed in her mind, sending her spiralling back to a place she didn’t want to visit. A place buried so deep within her that it was almost impossible to remember clearly—only fragments, like broken glass, sharp and dangerous.

Ryan was watching her now, his face unreadable. "What’s going on, Evelyn? You okay?"

"I’m fine," she lied, shoving the note into an evidence bag. But something about those words felt like they were meant for her—like a taunt from the shadows. Her heart thumped louder in her chest, drowning out the distant hum of traffic. "Get forensics over here. I’ll start canvassing the area."

Ryan didn’t move, his eyes narrowing as if he wanted to push her further, but he held back. They’d been partners for five years, and in that time, he’d learned when to press her and when to step back. But something about this case—something about the look on her face—had him uneasy. 

Ryan glanced around, his jaw set. “Whoever did this knows something. Or thinks they do.”

Evelyn nodded, though she wasn’t so sure. Although, she wasn’t so sure about anything anymore. She stayed silent. She couldn’t admit it—not to Ryan, not even to herself—but part of her feared that whoever left the note wasn’t just taunting her. They might be trying to remind her of something—something she had buried long ago.

As the night pressed in around them, Evelyn couldn’t shake the feeling that she was being watched. The note seemed to pulse in her hand, the ink still fresh, as if the writer had been here moments ago, lurking in the darkness. She scanned the surrounding alleys, but only shadows moved, shifting with the wind.

Ryan touched her shoulder, drawing her back. “We need to call it in. Forensics can get prints off the note. Maybe something useful.”

She nodded but couldn’t help but feel like they were already too late—like the killer had slipped away, leaving nothing but a whispered threat and a trail of memories Evelyn couldn’t piece together. As they stepped back from the body, a single crow landed on a nearby trash bin, its caw splitting the air, and Evelyn shivered. Whatever this was, it wasn’t just a case anymore. It was personal, and she couldn’t afford to lose herself in it.

Evelyn's mind was racing, a whirlwind of half-formed thoughts and flickering memories. The words from the note echoed in her ears like a mocking refrain. "You can't hide from what you forget." It felt like an accusation, a challenge. She couldn’t shake the feeling that this wasn’t just another case. This was personal, and it was meant to reach her.

Ryan was talking, but the words seemed distant, muffled by the pounding in her head. He was saying something about finding the killer’s pattern, the pressure mounting on them, but all Evelyn could focus on was the way her hand was still trembling slightly, clutching the evidence bag as though it might slip away.

She looked down at the note, now safely contained, but its presence still loomed large. It wasn’t the first time she’d encountered something that triggered her—these distorted echoes from her past that refused to fade—but this felt different. The way the note had been left for her, so deliberately placed beside the victim, was too calculated. Too familiar.

Her gaze darted to the victim again, her body frozen in that grotesque, unnatural pose. The more she stared at the woman, the more something about the scene seemed to shift. It wasn’t just the victim. It was the entire street, the dark corners, the hidden alleyways that seemed to hold their breath. The shadows felt alive now, as though they were closing in, just waiting for something—or someone—to make a mistake.

"Evelyn." Ryan’s voice was sharper now, breaking through her fog. She blinked and turned her head slowly. He was standing a few feet away, eyes narrowed in concern, his brow furrowed.

"I need you with me on this," he said, the edge of urgency creeping into his voice. "We need to stay focused. Whoever did this is sending a message."

Evelyn nodded, though she wasn’t sure if she was agreeing with him or merely trying to pull herself together. She couldn’t afford to unravel here, not in front of him. She couldn’t afford to show that she was slipping, that this case was opening doors she wasn’t ready to walk through.

"Yeah," she said, forcing her voice to stay steady. "I know."

Ryan’s eyes flicked to the evidence bag, still clutched tightly in her hand. He studied her for a moment longer before turning away, walking toward the edge of the crime scene where the forensics team was just beginning to gather their tools. Evelyn stayed behind, her gaze returning to the victim.

She hadn’t noticed it at first, but now, something in the victim's expression unsettled her even more. The vacant terror in those eyes—it wasn't just fear. It was recognition. The victim's face seemed to be twisted in an unspoken plea, as if she had known the killer, known the person who had done this. But that wasn’t possible. There was no connection between this victim and any of the others. No obvious link.

But the words on the note, they were getting under her skin.

Evelyn's eyes scanned the surrounding area, the dim streetlight casting long shadows that stretched toward her. The night felt oppressive now, the air thick with the weight of the unsolved mysteries piling on top of one another. As she turned to follow Ryan, her gaze lingered on the narrow alley to her left, the dark passage where the wind carried the scent of wet pavement and decay. For a moment, she swore she saw a figure standing at the end of the alley, just beyond the reach of the light.

She blinked, and the figure was gone.

But the feeling remained.

She took a deep breath and walked toward Ryan, her heart pounding a little harder in her chest. She couldn’t let the fear take hold. Not now. Not when there was still a case to solve.

"Let’s get this over with," she muttered, her voice steadying as she approached Ryan.

Ryan didn’t look up at first, too engrossed in the forensics team’s work, but when she stood beside him, he glanced at her, his expression unreadable.

"You sure you’re okay?" he asked again, a little more insistent this time.

Evelyn met his gaze, forcing herself to meet his concern head-on. "I’m fine," she said, her voice firm. "Let’s find the bastard who’s doing this."

But even as she spoke, she couldn’t shake the feeling that she wasn’t just chasing a killer. She was chasing something that had been buried inside her—a truth she wasn’t ready to face.

The night wasn’t over, and the shadows weren’t done whispering.
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The investigation began like any other—methodical, careful, with no room for mistakes. Evelyn had seen this before, the patterns that emerged, the cold logic of it all. But this time, something was different. Something more. The chilling familiarity of the crime scenes, the way the killer arranged the bodies, it was all becoming harder to ignore.

She stood in the centre of the conference room, a whiteboard to her left covered in sketches of the victims, timelines of the murders, and cryptic phrases from the notes. The details of each case, each death, were burned into her memory now. There had been five victims in the past two months—five women found in isolated corners of the city, abandoned warehouses, alleyways, and quiet parks. Each victim was posed in a similar way: limbs contorted unnaturally, eyes open wide, and that unnerving stillness to them as though they were frozen in time.

The wounds were consistent—shallow cuts to the neck, a trace of blood left behind, but not enough to suggest a struggle. It was as if the killer had carefully chosen each moment, each action.

But there were deviations, small ones, subtle details that Evelyn couldn’t yet grasp. Each murder was different from the last, a slight evolution in technique, a change in the location or manner of death. The killer was learning, adapting, and that thought twisted something in Evelyn’s gut. No longer was this an isolated act of violence. This was a person honing their craft, a person who was not only meticulous, but intelligent.

Her team huddled around the table, flipping through their own sets of notes, but Evelyn wasn’t focused on them. Her mind kept drifting back to the notes, those cryptic messages left at the crime scenes.

"You can’t hide from what you forget."

They had found the first note on the third victim, and since then, each new body had a note—each one more disturbing than the last. Not only were the notes chilling, but they were also personal. They were meant for Evelyn. She could feel it in her bones. But why?

Her hands trembled slightly as she sifted through the files in front of her, the scent of stale coffee filling the air. It was late, and the fluorescent lights above buzzed softly in the background, the hum blending with the murmurs of her team. But Evelyn couldn’t shake the feeling of being alone, of being targeted, as though the walls themselves were closing in on her.

She glanced at the whiteboard, focusing on the faces of the victims. All women. Young. Innocent, or at least, that’s how it appeared on the surface. No obvious connection between them. But that’s what bothered her the most. The more she thought about it, the more she realised she didn’t know them. Not personally, not yet.

But something deep within her—the same thing that had gnawed at her since the first murder—whispered that they were tied to her in some way. That she had known them. That they were linked to her past, to something she had buried a long time ago.

She could feel the weight of it, pressing against her chest, suffocating her. Every time she closed her eyes, the images of their faces flashed in her mind, but they weren’t just random faces. No, these women—they were familiar. Like shadows from a dream. Faces she should know. Faces she couldn’t place.

The words from the note were like poison, swirling in her mind. You can’t hide from what you forget. They scratched at her brain, burrowing deeper with each passing second.

Her fingers tightened around the edge of a file, the paper crinkling under her grip. She couldn’t get rid of the sensation, the nagging pull that something was hidden, something just out of reach. The more she tried to grasp it, the more it slipped away. Like a dream fading upon waking, leaving only a feeling of loss.

"Evelyn," Ryan’s voice broke through her thoughts, and she blinked, looking up to find him standing beside her desk, a frown on his face. "We’ve got something."

She straightened, forcing herself to focus. The sound of his voice grounded her, but she could feel the weight of the moment pressing in. This wasn’t just another victim. This wasn’t just another case. This was something far darker.

"What is it?" she asked, her voice steady despite the storm brewing inside her.

Ryan held up a new report. "The latest victim—she had a previous connection to one of the others. A relative. A sister."

Evelyn’s heart skipped a beat. She leaned forward, her fingers trembling again as she took the report from him. Her eyes scanned the page, but her mind was already racing. A connection? It was the first lead they’d had that didn’t seem completely random. But even as she read the details, something gnawed at her—the feeling that this was just the beginning. A clue, yes, but only the first piece of a much larger puzzle.

And deep down, a terrifying thought crept into her mind: What if the killer was closer than she thought? What if they knew her—knew her better than anyone else?

Evelyn’s phone rang, its shrill tone slicing through the room. The sound startled her, making her jump slightly as she reached for the device. She raised her hand to prevent Ryan from saying another word, as if to tell him, “Pause that thought.” She glanced at the screen—an unfamiliar number. Her first instinct was to ignore it, but something in the pit of her stomach told her she needed to answer.

She swiped the screen, her thumb brushing the smooth surface. "Evelyn Carter," she said, her voice steady, low, though the tension in her chest was tightening with every second.

"Evelyn," a woman’s voice responded—soft, smooth, unmistakable. The words hit her like a sudden gust of wind, unexpected yet familiar.

Evelyn’s pulse quickened, and for a moment, her mind went blank, the room around her fading as the voice sank into her bones. She recognised it immediately. It had been months, but some things never quite left you.

"Dr. Monroe?" Evelyn whispered, as if saying the name aloud would make the moment too real, too dangerous.

"Yes," Dr. Lisa Monroe replied, her tone calm, almost too calm. "I’ve been following your case, and I think it’s time we had a conversation."

The words hung in the air, the weight of them pressing down on Evelyn’s chest. Dr. Monroe. She hadn’t spoken to the psychiatrist in months, not since their last session, and even then, the conversations had been sparse, carefully guarded. There were things Evelyn had never shared with her—things she had buried so deeply they barely registered as memories anymore.

Evelyn hesitated, the flickering of doubt crossing her mind. She’d seen Dr. Monroe off and on for years, but her sessions had always been fragmented, interrupted by Evelyn’s own reluctance to fully open up. It wasn’t just the usual hesitation—it was something darker, something she couldn't explain. Every time Dr. Monroe had gotten close to uncovering a layer of Evelyn’s past, she’d pulled away. And now, with the murders closing in, with the chilling notes appearing one by one, Evelyn wasn’t sure if she was ready to face whatever Dr. Monroe might unearth.

But there was something else. A pull. A gut feeling that this wasn’t just a casual check-in. The way Dr. Monroe’s voice had dropped a few octaves, its calm undercurrent suggesting knowledge that Evelyn didn’t have. Something the psychiatrist had seen, something she knew about the case—or about Evelyn—that was buried just beneath the surface.

Evelyn’s fingers tightened around the edge of the desk, her heart pounding in her ears. Her breath felt shallow as she spoke, trying to keep her voice even. "I’ll come by," she said, though it came out more like a decision made out of necessity than willingness. "But this better not be some wild goose chase."

"I’ll be waiting," Dr. Monroe replied, her voice like a gentle, but firm, command. There was no hesitation in her words, no doubt. Just the quiet assurance of someone who had been waiting for this moment, for this conversation.

The line went dead.

Evelyn stood still for a long moment, the phone still pressed to her ear, the silence stretching out. She could hear the faint hum of the office around her—someone’s computer whirring, distant voices murmuring—but none of it seemed to matter. Her mind was spinning, the pieces of the puzzle she had been trying so hard to fit together suddenly shifting, like a room rearranging itself just out of view. The murders. The notes. The feeling of being watched.

And now Dr. Monroe, reappearing like a ghost from her past, offering something Evelyn wasn’t sure she wanted: answers.

The last thing Evelyn needed right now was to open up—to unravel the past she’d spent so long trying to bury. But what if Dr. Monroe held the key to understanding the link between the murders, the notes, and whatever was buried in Evelyn’s own forgotten memories?

With a sharp exhale, Evelyn set the phone down on the desk and sighed. The room seemed smaller now, the walls pressing in as if the shadows themselves were inching closer. She rubbed her temples, the faint headache from earlier creeping back, a dull throb that matched the rhythm of her heartbeat.

She had no choice. She had to go.

But a voice deep inside her whispered that seeing Dr. Monroe again would open a door that might never close.

Her eyes stared at the phone set on the table, her thoughts running through her mind , but before she could gather her thoughts, she heard Ryan’s voice from across the room.

"Who was that?"

She turned slowly, trying to mask the unease that had crawled into her chest. Ryan was standing by the coffee machine, his brow furrowed in quiet curiosity. She could see the faintest glimmer of suspicion in his eyes, but she pushed it aside, offering a calm, almost bored, shrug.

"It was someone who knew the girl," she said, her voice even. "Said she had information."

Ryan didn’t respond right away, but the silence between them was heavy. Evelyn could feel his gaze on her, sharp and assessing, like he could see right through the lie. She knew he didn’t buy it—not for a second—but he didn’t press. Not yet.

"You sure about that?" Ryan’s voice was low, like he was testing the waters, seeing how far she’d go with this.

"Yeah," Evelyn replied, a bit too quickly. She felt the weight of his stare, but she kept her expression neutral. "Just a lead, nothing concrete."

Ryan didn't look convinced, but he didn’t push it further. Instead, he folded his arms across his chest, his gaze flicking to the rest of the team, who were still quietly discussing the case around the table.

"You going to meet with her?" he asked, his tone softer now but still carrying that quiet concern.

Evelyn paused. The thought of facing Dr. Monroe—of opening up to her—was unsettling, but she nodded, a decision forming quickly in her mind. She had to go. She couldn’t explain it, but she had to.

"Yeah," she said, her voice firm this time. "I’ll meet her."

Ryan raised an eyebrow, clearly concerned. He stepped closer to her, his posture relaxed but still alert. "You want me to go with you? I could—"

"No," Evelyn snapped, the word coming out more abruptly than she intended. It hung in the air, sharp and final. She could feel the eyes of the team members around the table snap toward her, their conversation suddenly halting. The room grew still, as if her response had thrown them all off balance.

Ryan blinked, clearly taken aback by her tone. His jaw tightened, and for a moment, Evelyn could see the flash of hurt in his eyes, something that was usually so carefully hidden. But he didn’t say anything—he didn’t push her, not yet.

Evelyn’s heart hammered in her chest as the silence stretched, the weight of her own words lingering in the air. She realised how harsh she’d sounded, but there was no taking it back now.

She sighed, her shoulders sagging slightly. "Sorry," she said quietly, her voice softer. "It’s just... it’s better if I go alone. You stay here, man the fort."

Ryan studied her for a long moment, his expression unreadable. Then, he gave a slight nod, his lips pressing into a thin line. "Alright," he said, his voice guarded now. "But if you need anything, you know where to find me."

Evelyn gave him a small, tight smile, trying to convey something she wasn’t sure she felt herself—assurance. "I know."

Ryan turned away without saying another word, but Evelyn could feel his eyes on her as she picked up her jacket. The rest of the team, sensing the tension in the room, had already returned to their quiet conversations, though the atmosphere had shifted. There was an unspoken understanding now—Evelyn wasn’t entirely herself, and they could see it.

As she walked toward the door, she caught Ryan’s gaze one more time. He didn’t say anything else, but the look he gave her spoke volumes. Concern, maybe a bit of frustration, but also that quiet determination that had always been there. He would be watching her. He would be waiting for her return.

And Evelyn knew, deep down, she was going to need him more than she was willing to admit.
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The door to Dr. Monroe’s office creaked as Evelyn pushed it open, the sound almost too loud in the otherwise serene space. As soon as she stepped inside, the familiar scent of lavender and old books filled her lungs, the kind of fragrance that had always been associated with comfort. The air, thick with the calming presence of the psychiatrist’s office, felt almost oppressive in its stillness. It was a calm she rarely allowed herself to experience anymore.

The office was exactly as it had always been—tidy and immaculately arranged, the walls lined with shelves filled with textbooks, journals, and framed certificates. The large windows provided a view of the quiet street below, with just enough light filtering through to bathe the room in a soft glow. The distant hum of the city outside seemed miles away, as if it belonged to a different world entirely.

Dr. Monroe sat behind her desk, as poised as ever. Her posture was perfect, almost too perfect, and her eyes—those sharp, calculating eyes—watched Evelyn with an intensity that made Evelyn's skin prickle. She had a warm smile, the kind of smile that was meant to put people at ease, but Evelyn couldn’t shake the feeling that something was amiss. Something had changed. The woman across from her wasn’t the same psychiatrist Evelyn had known for years. This time, Dr. Monroe seemed... different.

"You wanted to talk," Evelyn said, her voice cool but laced with tension as she crossed the room and took a seat in the chair across from Dr. Monroe. She sat with purpose, her arms folded, her posture as stiff as it had ever been.

Dr. Monroe’s smile softened, but there was a flicker of something in her eyes—something Evelyn couldn’t quite place. "I did," Dr. Monroe replied, her voice calm and measured. "I think we both know what this is about."

Evelyn's frown deepened, her gaze sharpening. She wasn’t here for another round of personal introspection, not now. Not when the case had become so personal. "I’m not here to talk about my past, Lisa," she said, the words feeling heavy as they left her mouth. "I’m here about the case. The murders."

Dr. Monroe’s eyes flickered with something that could have been pity, but it passed too quickly for Evelyn to catch. She leaned back in her chair, folding her hands neatly in her lap. "I know," she said softly, almost too softly. "But you’re not going to solve this case until you face what you’ve buried."

The room seemed to close in around Evelyn. A cold knot tightened in her stomach, and for a moment, she couldn’t breathe. She was used to the idea that Dr. Monroe would always push. She was a therapist, after all, trained to probe, to ask the hard questions no one else dared to ask. But now—now there was a dangerous edge to her words, something
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