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Closing Flashes:
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After-Reading Guidelines

A Letter from the Author to the Reader

Excerpt from the story

"The stab in the back was not what hurt me...
It was the voice that called me by my name before it planted it. I thought she was my friend, I thought it was my support... But masks only fall off when we strip them of everything."

Dedication to the reader

To your heart that came looking between the pages for some consolation, 
to you... As you read these lines, perhaps with a pain that resembles mine, or you remember a failure that you have not yet forgotten.
Here you are... O reader, who is tired of honesty in the age of masks, 
and to you... Reader who understands that betrayal doesn't always come from strangers. This novel was written from my pulse, yours.
Perhaps within it there is something that will repair something inside you... I thought he would never be cured.

Introduction

Noor had always believed that friendship meant loyalty, and that the people closest to you were your safe fortress. But she didn't know that some friends wore false masks, tricking you with their smiles while planning to stab you in the back. But Noor, despite everything she went through, didn't drift down the path of hatred or blind revenge, she realized that true justice is in God's hands, and that success is the most powerful response to betrayal. Not all betrayals come loud...
Some of them reach us in a whisper, in the form of a friend's smile, or a hand that stretches out in a moment of weakness... Just to push us down.
This novel is not about revenge, nor about hatred, but about the silent distance that separates the first shock... And the decision to survive.

"The Smile of Deception" is not a superhero story, but a mirror to all those who failed and said nothing, 
to all those who collapsed silently, and decided in a rare moment to write about their own survival. Line after line...
You will read the story of a woman who started where she ended a woman who did not close
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Chapter One: The Friendship of a Lifetime
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It was a gray morning, one of those mornings that carried in the air the trembling of the beginning. Nour stood in front of the gate of the Grand University, holding a heavy bag in her hand, as if she was carrying with her a whole lifetime of reservation, anticipation, and hesitant dreams.

She lowered her gaze to the pavement soaked in the traces of the night rain, took a deep breath, and then took her first steps inside the campus as if she were afraid to wake up the world around her. She was still under the influence of the place, in awe of the new faces, under an inner voice telling her, "Will I find someone like me here?"

I entered the spacious hall and sat in the third row, to the right, as close to the wall as possible, where I felt safe from behind and to the side. She would wipe the faces of her colleagues who had come in successively: one laughed out loud, one sending pictures of her friends, and another looking lightly at her little mirror.

Then Sarah entered.

It was like a warm wind on a cold morning. Her brown hair flows freely over her shoulders, and her wide eyes flood the place with strange confidence. She held a cup of coffee in one hand and a feisty notebook in the other, filled with posters and drawings.

She looked left and right, looking for a place, then settled her gaze on the seat next to Noor, and approached with confident steps:

"May I sit down?"

Noor replied with a slight nod, pulling away her bag, and then smiled shyly.

Sarah sat down, put the coffee cup on the table, and looked at Noor:

"I'm Sarah. Your first year?"

Noor said quietly, "Oh... I am Noor."

Then, as if there was a secret agreement between them, a long conversation began without preamble: about the hall, about the specialization, about the professor who was late, about the fear of the beginnings.

From that moment on, something arose between them that could not be easily identified. It was not a direct friendship, but rather an unspoken agreement of friendship. Sarah was loud, loved small details, and overexpressed, while Noor was meticulously observed, content with a smile or a thoughtful word.

At the end of the lecture, Sarah said, "Would you break your fast with me? I always break my fast at the cafeteria, and the croissant there saves the morning."

Noor laughed: "I don't mind."

From that session, the first thread of the story began.

The months passed as if they had never been. The sessions were repeated, the laughter increased, and the stories became more complex. Each of them has a small key in the other's life. They read together, study, go to each other's house, share secrets, and even the first disappointments.

One evening, when her father asked her about her friendships, Nour said, "Sarah and I are like twins. I think I find her saying the same thing."

She believed this completely.

In her third year, Noor began to attract the attention of professors with her reports and in-depth analysis. Once, she was called to represent the university in an intellectual debate. Sara rejoiced at her, or so she showed. I brought her a congratulatory card in her beautiful handwriting, in which she wrote: "Noor... You are a pride for me before you are the pride of the college."

But that night, when Sarah returned to her room, she closed the door and sat on the bed without turning on the light. She looked at the opposite wall and whispered, "And always she..."

The feeling was creeping in without permission: jealousy.

It is not hatred; it is not hatred... But it's the sadness you feel when you see your loved one always ahead of you, always shining, always praising them, while you... In the shade.

With graduation, the difference between the two tracks was born. Noor received a job offer from a major company even before she received her degree. Sarah, on the other hand, waited for answers.

Noor, in good faith, reserved a table at an elegant restaurant, and invited Sara to dinner in celebration of her sores.

"Without you, I wouldn't have reached here. Thank you for always being by my side."

Noor said as she held Sarah's hand warmly.

Sarah smiled and commented, "But don't forget me when you become a manager!"

They laughed together, but inside Sarah, there was something else to be said:

"Manager? And me? I'm still counting the days."

That evening, when Sarah returned home, she opened her phone and wrote in her notes:

"Am I a shadow forever? Why is everything that Noor wishes for come true, and everything I want is delayed? Is love alone enough when one of us feels inferior?"

She didn't hate Noor.

But something is starting to break.

Noor did not know... The first rift in the relationship is not heard when it happens but is discovered only after it has been repaired by time.
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Chapter Two: The Seed of Jealousy




[image: ]


It wasn't just a friendship. It was a kind of psychological fusion, like those relationships that start from the small details and extend to the bone.

But strong bonds, such as microflora, die if invisible insects infiltrate them.

Since their university days, Noor and Sarah have been like twins. They shared secrets, laughter, and even dreams. Each of them trusted the other as if she were a part of them. When Noor got a prestigious job in a well-known company, she couldn't hide her joy, and the first person to tell her about it was Sarah, who blessed her with apparent happiness, while inside her the fire of jealousy was burning.

On a bright evening, Noor was sitting on her usual sofa, under a dim light, reviewing a proposal file she had been tasked with presenting to the board. A huge project related to the development of the internal communication structure between the departments. As she was arranging his paragraphs and adding some ideas, Sarah remembered... She smiled unconsciously.

I picked up the phone and called.

"Do you believe it? Today the manager introduced me as an example of an ideal employee. I felt like I was flying, Sarah."
"And that's normal. Is there anyone better than you?"
"The subject is bigger than that, they gave me a complete development project, I'm for now."
"By your way?!"
"Ah. I don't believe it... But I'm very excited."
– "Sweet... You deserve it all from your hard work."
Noor ended the call with
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