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LEGAL DISCLAIMER

	This book is a work of fiction intended for entertainment purposes. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

	The content of this book does not constitute professional psychological, legal, medical, or relationship advice. Readers who are experiencing emotional difficulties, marital crises, or family trauma are encouraged to seek support from a qualified therapist, counsellor, or medical professional.

	The themes explored in this novel — including infidelity, betrayal, and emotional recovery — are fictional narrative devices intended to explore the human experience. They do not represent the views or personal experiences of the author.

	Intended for adult readers. Parents and guardians should use their discretion before recommending this title to younger readers.
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Introduction

	There is a particular kind of silence that follows a revelation. Not the comfortable silence of a Sunday morning or the peaceful quiet of the world after snowfall. This silence is different. It is the silence of a foundation cracking beneath your feet — the moment when everything you believed was solid reveals itself to be hollow, and you understand with terrible clarity that the ground you have been standing on was never ground at all.

	Nadia Calloway knew that silence well. She had heard it the night she picked up her husband's phone to silence an alarm and instead found three months of messages that rewrote the story of her marriage. She heard it when the name at the top of the thread resolved itself through her disbelief — not a colleague, not a woman from the gym, not a stranger at all. A name she had known since she was six minutes old. The name of the only person in the world who shared her face.

	This novel is Nadia's story. It is the story of what happens after the worst moment — when the dust is still settling, when grief and rage and love and loss are indistinguishable from one another, and when the woman you used to be no longer exists but the woman you are becoming has not yet arrived. It is a story about betrayal at the most intimate possible level, because the two people who hurt Nadia were not strangers. They were the architecture of her life.

	Daniel Calloway had been her husband for seven years. She had chosen him carefully, loved him steadily, built a life with him that she believed — genuinely, completely — was solid. They had argued about small things and agreed on the big ones. They had shared a bed, a bank account, a kitchen table, a future. She had trusted him with the unguarded version of herself, the version she showed no one else, and she had believed he was doing the same.

	Camille was her twin. Not just a sister — her twin. The woman who had shared her womb before they shared the world. The woman who knew the sound of Nadia's laughter before it became the laugh the world knew. The woman who could finish her sentences, who remembered their mother's hands, who was supposed to be the one person on earth for whom Nadia would never have to explain herself. They had grown apart over the years — different cities, different rhythms, different choices — but the bond had never seemed so frayed that it could be severed. Until it was.

	What you are about to read is not a story about weakness. Nadia is not a passive woman overwhelmed by events beyond her control. She is a woman who must reckon with the full weight of what happened, feel every jagged edge of it, and then — slowly, painfully, on her own terms — decide who she is going to be after the reckoning. That process is neither clean nor linear. It involves fury and grief and moments of dark humour and days where getting dressed feels like an act of impossible bravery. It involves the unwelcome discovery that she knew less about the people closest to her than she believed, and the even more unwelcome discovery of what she is capable of when the world she built is taken from her.

	This story is also about identity — specifically the identity of a woman who has always existed in relation to others. As Daniel's wife. As Camille's twin. As the responsible one, the steady one, the one who kept things together. When both of those identities are stripped away in a single night, what remains? The question sounds philosophical. When you are living it, it does not feel philosophical at all. It feels like standing in a room where all the furniture has been removed, turning in circles, and not knowing where to stand.

	If you have ever had the floor pulled out from under you — by a person, a truth, a moment you did not see coming — then Nadia's story will feel familiar in ways that may surprise you. The specific betrayal is hers alone. But the process of surviving it, of excavating yourself from the rubble of who you thought you were, is universal. It is the oldest human task: continuing after loss.

	Begin at the beginning. Nadia Calloway is thirty-four years old, has been married for seven years, and has not yet picked up her husband's phone. She does not yet know what she is about to find. She is, at this exact moment, a woman who believes her life is what she thinks it is. She is, as she will later reflect with a bitter wisdom, one of the fortunate ones. And then, in the space of a lit screen in a dark room, she is not.

	 


CHAPTER ONE — THE LIFE SHE BUILT

	1.1 — Seven Years, Twelve Months, Four Walls

	The apartment on Meridian Street was the kind of place that photographed well. High ceilings, original cornicing, windows that let in the afternoon light in long golden panels that made even an ordinary Tuesday feel deliberate. Nadia had chosen everything in it with care — the paint colours, the furniture, the throw pillows in three shades of green that she had argued about with Daniel for longer than the argument deserved. She had made a home. She had made it consciously, the way she did most things, and she had been proud of it in a quiet way that she would not have called pride because the pride seemed too small a thing to name.

	She was a graphic designer, which meant she spent her working hours shaping the way other people's products looked to the world. She had an eye for balance and negative space and the way a colour changed depending on what it sat next to. She brought that eye home with her. The apartment on Meridian Street was her best work in a medium she would never put in a portfolio, and that was all right. Some things were made for the people who lived inside them rather than the people who admired them from outside.

	Daniel came home on Tuesdays and Thursdays before six, and on the other days closer to seven. He was in corporate law, which sounded important and paid well and consumed him in ways she had long ago stopped interrogating. He had

	
	
