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​THE PROMISE YOU BROKE


CHAPTER 1 THE DAY I MET YOU
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The first time I saw Daniel Hayes, it was raining.

Not the gentle kind of rain that made the city look beautiful. It was the kind that turned the streets into rivers, soaked through clothes, and made people run as if they were trying to escape something.

I was running too.

My shoes were completely wet, my hair was sticking to my face, and the papers I had been carrying were slowly turning into a useless mess in my hands.

Then I bumped into him.

Hard.

The papers flew everywhere.

“Oh my God, I’m so sorry,” I said, immediately kneeling down to collect them.

A pair of black shoes stopped in front of me.

“Are you okay?”

His voice was calm.

Too calm for the chaos around us.

I looked up.

And that was the first time I saw him.

Daniel Hayes.

I didn’t know his name yet.

I didn’t know that, five years later, I would fall asleep beside him every night.

I didn’t know that I would learn the sound of his heartbeat.

I didn’t know that I would trust him with every secret I had ever kept from the world.

And I definitely didn’t know that one day, he would be the reason my heart would break into pieces.

At that moment, all I knew was that he was standing in the rain, holding an umbrella over me while his own shoulders were getting wet.

“You’re going to catch a cold,” I said.

He looked at me for a second.

Then he smiled.

“I’m already wet. It’s too late now.”

I laughed.

I don’t know why.

Maybe it was because I was nervous.

Maybe it was because his smile made the entire gray world seem a little less cold.

Or maybe some people enter your life at exactly the moment you’re not looking for anyone.

I gathered the last of my papers and stood up.

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

For a moment, neither of us moved.

The rain continued falling between us.

Then he looked at the papers in my hands.

“Are you going to a job interview?”

I looked down at them.

“Yes.”

“Good luck.”

“Thank you.”

I turned to leave.

“Wait.”

I stopped.

He reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a small white card.

“Your name?”

I stared at him.

“Why?”

His smile grew slightly.

“So I can wish you luck properly.”

I should have walked away.

Instead, I gave him my name.

“Emma.”

“Emma what?”

I raised an eyebrow.

“You’re very curious.”

“Only when I meet someone interesting.”

My heart skipped.

Just once.

But I noticed.

“Emma Carter.”

He looked at me as if he were memorizing the name.

“Emma Carter.”

“And you?”

“Daniel.”

“Daniel what?”

He smiled.

“Now who’s curious?”

I laughed again.

“Fair enough.”

He looked down at his card and wrote something on the back.

Then he handed it to me.

I turned it over.

There was a phone number.

And beneath it, four words.
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Call me when you smile.
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I looked at him.

“What does that mean?”

“It means you should smile more.”

I wanted to tell him that he didn’t know me well enough to say that.

But somehow, I didn’t.

Instead, I put the card in my bag.

“Goodbye, Daniel.”

“Goodbye, Emma.”

I walked away.

I didn’t look back.

At least, not immediately.

But after a few steps, I stopped.

I turned around.

He was still standing there.

Still watching me.

And when our eyes met again, he smiled.

That was the day I met Daniel Hayes.

The day I met the man I would love more than anyone else in this world.

The day I met the man who would eventually teach me that love could be the most beautiful thing in life.

And the most painful.

Five years later, I would look back at that rainy afternoon and wonder if the universe had been warning me.

Maybe the signs had always been there.

Maybe I had simply been too in love to see them.

Because sometimes, the person who makes you feel safest...

is the same person who knows exactly where to hurt you.
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CHAPTER 2 : A LOVE I TRUSTED
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Five years after the day I met Daniel Hayes, I knew the sound of his footsteps better than I knew my own.

I knew the way he opened the front door when he was tired.

I knew how he drank his coffee in the morning.

I knew that he hated crowded restaurants but loved quiet cafés.

I knew that he never slept properly when he was worried.

And I knew the way he looked at me when he thought I wasn’t watching.

At least, I thought I did.

That was the thing about loving someone for five years.

You started believing that you knew everything about them.

You memorized their habits.

Their fears.

Their dreams.

Their lies.

Although, at the time, I didn’t know about the last one.

“Emma?”

I looked up from the kitchen counter.

Daniel was standing by the doorway.

He was wearing a dark blue shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows. His hair was slightly messy, and there was a tired expression on his face.

Still, somehow, he looked perfect.

“You’ve been staring at your phone for ten minutes,” he said.

I blinked.

“I have?”

He nodded.

“Should I be worried?”

I smiled and put my phone down.

“No. I was just thinking.”

“That’s dangerous.”

I laughed.

He walked toward me and placed his hands around my waist.

“What were you thinking about?”

“You.”

His expression softened.

“Me?”

“Yes.”

“Should I be worried?”

“Maybe.”

He smiled.

I loved that smile.

I loved the way his eyes changed when he looked at me.

I loved the way he made ordinary moments feel important.

Five years.

Five years of birthdays.

Five years of Christmas mornings.

Five years of arguments over the smallest things.

Five years of apologies.

Five years of choosing each other.

At least, I thought we had chosen each other.

Daniel leaned forward and kissed my forehead.

“How was your day?”

“Long.”

“That bad?”

“Not bad. Just exhausting.”

He pulled out a chair and sat down.

I watched him for a moment.

There was something different about him that evening.

Something I couldn’t explain.

Maybe it was the way he kept checking his phone.

Maybe it was the way his smile disappeared every time a notification appeared on the screen.

Maybe it was the fact that, when I asked him what was wrong, he said nothing.

But I trusted him.

That was the problem.

I trusted him so completely that I didn’t question the things I should have questioned.

“Daniel?”

He looked at me.

“Yes?”

“Are you okay?”

For half a second, something flashed across his face.

Fear.

I saw it.

But it disappeared almost immediately.

“I’m fine.”

I smiled.

“You’re a terrible liar.”

He laughed softly.

“Am I?”

“Yes.”

He stood up and came closer to me.

“Then ask me something.”

I looked into his eyes.

“Do you love me?”

His smile disappeared.

Not completely.

Just enough for me to notice.

Then he reached for my hand.

“More than anything.”

I believed him.

That was the worst part.

I believed every word.

That night, we went to the restaurant where we had celebrated our first anniversary.

Daniel had made a reservation.

He had insisted that we go somewhere special.

I thought it was because we were celebrating five years together.

I was wrong.

We sat across from each other beneath warm golden lights.

A soft piano melody played somewhere in the background.

I looked at him and smiled.

“Do you remember our first anniversary?”

“Of course I do.”

“You were late.”

“By forty minutes.”

“Forty-five.”

He laughed.

“You’re still counting?”

“I remember everything.”

He looked at me.

For a moment, his expression became unreadable.

“Do you?”

I frowned.

“What does that mean?”

“Nothing.”

“Daniel.”

He looked away.

“Forget it.”

I reached across the table and touched his hand.

“Hey.”

He looked back at me.

“What’s wrong?”

For a moment, I thought he was going to tell me something.

Something important.

His lips parted.

Then he closed them again.

“Nothing is wrong.”

The words sounded different this time.

Almost like a warning.

I smiled anyway.

Because I loved him.

Because I trusted him.

Because I had no reason to believe that the man sitting across from me was hiding something that could destroy everything we had built together.

After dinner, Daniel took me to the park where we had first kissed.

The night was cold.

The city lights reflected in the distance.

I stood beside him, holding his hand.

“Why did you bring me here?”

He didn’t answer immediately.

Instead, he looked at me.

“I’ve been thinking.”

“About what?”

“Us.”

My heart began to beat faster.

“Us?”

He nodded.

“Emma, we’ve been together for five years.”

“I know.”

“And I don’t want to waste another minute.”

I stared at him.

Then he reached into his coat pocket.

My breath stopped.

Daniel got down on one knee.

I covered my mouth with my hand.

“Daniel...”

He looked up at me.

His eyes were full of something I couldn’t name.

Love.

Fear.

Regret.

At the time, I thought it was love.

“Emma Carter,” he said quietly, “I promise you that I will never leave you.”

Tears filled my eyes.

“Daniel...”

“I promise that I will never lie to you.”

The world seemed to disappear around us.

“I promise that no matter what happens, I will always choose you.”

He held out a small black box.

Inside was a ring.

I looked at it.

Then I looked at him.

“Will you marry me?”

I didn’t hesitate.

“Yes.”

He stood up and pulled me into his arms.

I cried against his chest.

He held me tightly.

And in that moment, I believed I had everything.

The man I loved.

The future I had dreamed about.

And a promise that could never be broken.

I didn’t know that promises were sometimes made by people who already knew they would break them.

I didn’t know that, somewhere in the city, another woman was waiting for Daniel.

I didn’t know that she already knew about the ring.

And I definitely didn’t know that, before the night was over, Daniel would receive a message that would change everything.

His phone vibrated.

Once.

Twice.

He looked down.

I saw the change in his face.

“Who is it?” I asked.

He locked the screen.

“No one.”

I smiled.

I believed him.

That was the last time I believed the words:
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No one.


CHAPTER 3 : THE FIRST LIE
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The next morning, I woke up before Daniel.

For a few seconds, I simply lay there and watched him sleep.

His face looked peaceful.

Almost innocent.

The thought made me smile.

I reached for his hand beneath the blanket and gently held it.

The ring on my finger caught the morning light.

I stared at it.

My engagement ring.

I still couldn’t believe it.

Daniel Hayes was going to marry me.

I was going to become his wife.

I had spent years imagining that moment.

And now it had finally happened.

I turned toward him and kissed his cheek.

His eyes slowly opened.

“Good morning,” he whispered.

“Good morning, fiancé.”

He smiled.

“Fiancé?”

“I like the sound of it.”

“So do I.”

He pulled me closer.

For a moment, everything felt perfect.

Then his phone rang.

The sound immediately changed the atmosphere.

Daniel reached for it.

I watched his expression change when he saw the name on the screen.

It was only for a second.

But I saw it.

The smile disappeared from his face.

“Who is it?” I asked.

He looked at me.

“No one important.”

I frowned.

“Then why don’t you answer?”

He turned the phone face down.

“It’s work.”

“On a Sunday morning?”

“Yes.”

I stared at him.

He smiled.

But this time, the smile didn’t reach his eyes.

“Don’t worry about it.”

I nodded.

“Okay.”

That was the first lie.

At the time, I didn’t know it was a lie.

But something inside me did.

Later that morning, Daniel left the apartment.

He kissed me before he walked out.

“I’ll be back soon.”

“How soon?”

He smiled.

“Before you miss me.”

“I already miss you.”

He laughed.

Then he walked away.

I stood at the door and watched him disappear down the hallway.

For some reason, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was wrong.

I told myself I was being ridiculous.

We had just gotten engaged.

I was supposed to be happy.

So I tried to be.

I made coffee.

I cleaned the apartment.

I played music.

I even started looking at wedding venues online.

Every time I looked at the ring, I smiled.

Until my phone rang.

It was my brother, Ethan.

“Hey,” I answered.

“Where are you?”

“At home.”

“With Daniel?”

“No. He just left.”

There was a pause.

“Where did he go?”

I frowned.

“Why are you asking?”

“I was just curious.”

“Ethan.”

Another pause.

Then he sighed.

“Emma, I need to talk to you.”

His voice sounded serious.

My smile disappeared.

“About what?”

“About Daniel.”

My heart began to beat faster.

“What about him?”

“I don’t trust him.”

I laughed nervously.

“You’ve never trusted him.”

“This is different.”

I stood up.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean you need to be careful.”

“Careful of what?”

Ethan didn’t answer immediately.

“Ethan?”

“Just promise me you’ll listen to me.”

I felt a strange coldness in my chest.

“What are you not telling me?”

“Nothing.”

I froze.

The word echoed in my mind.

Nothing.

The same word Daniel had used the night before.

I closed my eyes.

“Did something happen?”

“No.”

“Ethan.”

“I have to go.”

“Wait.”

But he had already ended the call.

I stood in the middle of the living room, staring at my phone.

Something was happening.

I knew it.

But I didn’t know what.

An hour passed.

Then two.

Daniel still hadn’t come home.

I called him.

No answer.

I sent him a message.

No reply.

I tried to convince myself that he was busy.

Maybe he was in a meeting.

Maybe his phone was on silent.

Maybe he had forgotten to charge it.

I came up with every possible explanation.

Every explanation except the truth.

At 2:17 p.m., my phone vibrated.

I looked at the screen.

A message from Daniel.
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I’m sorry. Something came up. I’ll be home later.
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I stared at the message.

Something came up.

I typed a reply.
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Is everything okay?
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Three dots appeared.

Then disappeared.

Appeared again.

Then disappeared.

Finally, his reply arrived.
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Everything is fine. Don’t worry.
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I read the message twice.

Then I noticed the time.

The message had been sent from a location only fifteen minutes away from our apartment.

I knew because we had shared our locations with each other for years.

I opened the location.

Daniel was not at work.

He wasn’t at a meeting.

He wasn’t at a restaurant.

He was at a hotel.

I stared at the screen.

My heart stopped.

For a few seconds, I couldn’t breathe.

I told myself there had to be an explanation.

There had to be.

Maybe he was meeting a client.

Maybe someone needed help.

Maybe—

I stopped.

Why was I making excuses for him?

I didn’t even know what was happening.

And yet, I was already protecting him.

That was what love did to you.

It made you defend someone before they had even asked for forgiveness.

I put on my coat.

My hands were shaking.

I didn’t know what I was going to do.

I only knew that I needed answers.

When I arrived at the hotel, I stood outside for several minutes.

I almost turned around.

Then I saw him.

Daniel.

He was standing near the entrance.

And he wasn’t alone.

A woman was standing beside him.

She was beautiful.

Long dark hair.

Elegant clothes.

A face I had never seen before.

Daniel was looking at her.

Not the way he looked at a stranger.

Not the way he looked at a colleague.

There was something
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