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1.Morning Shadows
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Every morning, the same ritual. The alarm blares like an unwelcome guest, yanking me from the shallow, restless sleep I’ve been drowning in for years. I lie there for a moment, eyes closed, willing the heaviness in my chest to lift — but it never does. Today, like every day, I tell myself: Today will be different. But deep down, I already know it won’t be.

The bedroom is dim, bathed in the pale gray light of early dawn slipping through the curtains. I watch the shadows stretch across the floor and creep up the walls, twisting and elongating like silent witnesses to the secrets in this house. Shadows that cling to every corner, every whispered lie, every cold silence between us.

Cole’s side of the bed is empty. I don’t even flinch anymore when the cold sheets remind me that he’s gone again — late nights at the hospital, long hours under the unforgiving fluorescent lights, saving lives or so I tell myself to justify the distance that’s grown between us. The man I married, my brilliant neurosurgeon husband, is now a stranger who barely looks at me anymore.

I sit up slowly, muscles aching from a night spent tossing and turning. My fingers tremble as I reach for my phone on the nightstand. No messages. No missed calls. Just the emptiness that echoes louder than any text.

The silence is suffocating.

I slip out of bed, trying to keep my footsteps light so I don’t wake Cole’s mother, who has been staying with us ever since she retired. She worries about me, she says, but I think she’s more afraid of what’s happening between me and Cole — afraid of the cracks in our marriage that widen every day like a canyon I’m helpless to cross.

Downstairs, the kitchen is cold and still. I pour myself a cup of coffee and stare out the window, watching the first weak rays of sunlight touch the garden. The roses Cole planted last year still bloom, their petals bright against the morning grayness. I remember how he used to hold my hand in the garden, whispering promises about forever. Now, those promises feel like ghosts, fading and insubstantial.

I take a shaky sip of coffee, the bitterness matching the knot tightening in my stomach. Today was supposed to be different. I had rehearsed the conversation I would have with Cole — I would ask him why he’s been so distant, why he shuts me out with that charming, practiced smile that doesn’t reach his eyes. But now, sitting here alone, the words stick in my throat.

The clock ticks loudly, each second a reminder that time is slipping away — slipping away from us.

Then my phone buzzes.

A message.

From an unknown number.

I hesitate before opening it, my heart pounding in my chest like a warning drum. The screen lights up, and the words appear:

“You don’t know the man you married. Watch your back.”

Cold fingers clutch at my throat. My mind races — is this some cruel prank? A mistake? But the fear settles like ice in my veins. This message is no accident. Someone knows something. Something terrible.

I try to call Cole, but it goes straight to voicemail.

I try to text him, but no reply.

I feel the walls closing in, the shadows growing longer.

I want to scream, to run, to disappear — but I’m rooted to the spot, paralyzed by the question gnawing at my sanity:

Who is the man I married?

The door creaks behind me. I spin around, heart in my throat.

Cole steps into the kitchen, his white coat rumpled, eyes tired but guarded. His smile flickers — that same smile I’ve learned to mistrust.

“Morning,” he says softly, reaching for his coffee. “Sorry I’m late. Surgery ran over.”

I want to believe him. I want to believe that his exhaustion explains the coldness, the silence, the distance.

But the message on my phone burns in my mind like a brand.

I want to ask him about it — about us — but the words catch in my throat again.

Instead, I force a smile. “Good morning.”

Cole’s eyes flicker with something I can’t quite place. Regret? Fear? Or is it something darker?

He doesn’t answer. Instead, he stares out the window, lost in his own thoughts.

I watch him, searching for a crack in his façade, a glimpse of the man I once knew.

But all I see are shadows.

2.The Hidden Smile
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Cole’s smile has always been his armor — the mask he wears to hide everything underneath. At first, it was easy to believe it was genuine. Charming, warm, the kind of smile that made you feel safe, loved. But now, I’m not so sure. Lately, that smile feels like a puzzle I can’t solve — beautiful on the surface, but hiding something sharp and dangerous beneath.

This morning, after the message on my phone, I found myself watching him more closely than ever. Every glance, every twitch of his mouth, every hesitation in his voice suddenly seemed loaded with meaning. I wondered what secrets that smile was covering up.

At breakfast, Cole was his usual polite, distant self. He barely touched his food, eyes flicking to his phone as if expecting bad news. The way he nodded absently when I spoke made me want to shout. I needed answers, but I didn’t know how to ask without sounding insane.

“Cole,” I finally said, trying to keep my voice steady, “did you get a strange message on your phone this morning?”

He froze, fork halfway to his mouth. His eyes darkened for a split second, then he smiled — the smile that chilled me to the bone.

“No, why?”

I swallowed hard. “Because I got a text from an unknown number. It said... it said I don’t know the man I married. That I should watch my back.”

His smile didn’t falter. If anything, it grew colder.

“That’s ridiculous,” he said smoothly. “Someone’s playing a prank.”

But the fear tightening my chest said otherwise.

“Cole, please. I need to know what’s going on. You’ve been distant, secretive. I can’t keep pretending everything’s fine.”

He set his fork down and looked at me — really looked at me — for the first time in weeks.

“You’re scared,” he said quietly. “I get it. But you don’t need to be.”

I felt tears prick my eyes, the mix of relief and dread swirling inside me like a storm.

“Then tell me the truth,” I whispered.

He sighed, running a hand through his dark hair.

“There are things I can’t tell you. Things that would put you in danger.”

My heart skipped a beat.

“Danger? Cole, what do you mean?”

He looked away, jaw clenched.

“Please, trust me. For now.”

But trust felt like a fragile thread stretched thin. Every word, every secret, pushed me further into the unknown.

After breakfast, I tried to push the day forward, forcing myself to act normal. But every shadow in the house felt like a threat. Every creak of the floorboards echoed like a warning.

At work, I kept replaying the message over and over, searching for clues. Who could have sent it? Why now? And what was Cole hiding?

When I called his office to check on his schedule, the receptionist sounded puzzled.

“Dr. Cole? He left early this morning. Said he wasn’t feeling well.”

That didn’t match the tired, strained man I’d seen just hours ago. I felt a knot tighten in my stomach.

I decided to dig deeper.

That evening, after Cole fell asleep in the living room, I took his phone from the kitchen counter — just for a moment, just to check.

His messages were mostly work-related — patient files, hospital alerts. But then, buried deep in a folder labeled Private, I found something chilling.

A series of texts between Cole and someone named M.

Their conversations were cryptic, filled with code words and hints at plans I couldn’t understand. One message stood out:

“Tomorrow is the day. Everything must go as planned. No mistakes.”

I froze.

What plan? What day?

A cold sweat broke out on my skin.

I heard footsteps behind me.

Cole’s voice was low, almost menacing.

“What are you doing with my phone?”

I turned, heart pounding.

His charming smile was gone.

Replaced by something cold and dangerous.
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3.Cracks in the Glass
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The moment Cole’s voice sliced through the quiet, my body froze. His eyes bore into mine — sharp, cold, accusing. The man I thought I knew, the man I loved, was a stranger standing in my living room.

“What are you doing with my phone?” he demanded, voice low and dangerous.

I swallowed hard, trying to steady my racing heart. “I... I saw the messages,” I stammered. “Cole, what’s going on? Who is ‘M’? What plan are you talking about?”

For a heartbeat, the tension in the room was suffocating. Then Cole’s expression softened — just a flicker — and he took a slow step toward me.

“It’s not what you think,” he said, but his voice held an edge I couldn’t ignore.

I shook my head. “It’s exactly what I think. You’re hiding something, and I don’t know if you’re protecting me or putting me in danger.”

He looked away, jaw clenched. “There are things I can’t explain. Things you wouldn’t understand.”

I wanted to reach for him, to pull him close and beg him to tell me the truth, but my instincts screamed at me to stay back.

The man I married, the man I trusted, was a puzzle I couldn’t solve — and the pieces were starting to cut deep.

That night, sleep evaded me. The house felt colder, the shadows darker. I lay awake, staring at the ceiling, listening to the distant hum of the city and the
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