

    
        
          A Smile of Betrayal- A Novel

        

        
        
          Sagor sarker

        

        
          Published by Sagor Sarker, 2024.

        

    


Table of Contents

Title Page

A Smile of Betrayal- A Novel

Chapter 1: The First Visitor

Chapter 2: Threads of Deceit

Chapter 3: The Vale Mansion

Chapter 4: Shadows in the Dark

Chapter 5: Secrets by Candlelight

Chapter 6: Shadows in the Mirror

Chapter 7: The Cracks Begin to Show

Chapter 8: The Echo of the Missing

Chapter 9: The Hidden Address

Chapter 10: The Battle of Wits

Chapter 11: A Desperate Escape

Chapter 12: The Betrayal

Chapter 13: Unraveling the Web

Chapter 14: Into the Abyss

Chapter 15: Shadows of Deceit

Chapter 16: The Hidden Web

Chapter 17: Veil of Betrayal

Chapter 18: The Final Hour

Chapter 19: The Last Truth

About the Author


A Smile of Betrayal- A Novel

A Smile of Betrayal is a fast-paced thriller about trust, betrayal, and the dark secrets people keep. The story follows Jordan, a strong-willed protagonist who sets out to uncover a traitor in their midst. What begins as a mission to expose a hidden enemy soon turns into a deadly game of lies and manipulation, where no one can be trusted.

As Jordan and their allies dive deeper into a world of deception, they discover that the traitor they’ve been hunting is much closer than they thought. With twists at every corner, the lines between friend and foe begin to blur, and Jordan must confront shocking truths that will change everything they thought they knew.

In the end, it’s not just about survival—it’s about breaking free from a dangerous web of power and control. A Smile of Betrayal is packed with suspense, unexpected turns, and a cast of characters who will keep you guessing until the very end.

If you enjoy gripping stories filled with intrigue, betrayal, and a fight for freedom, this novel is for you.
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Chapter 1: The First Visitor
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It was raining outside. Not the angry, thunder-filled rain, but a slow, rhythmic drizzle that soaked the city quietly, as if trying to cleanse it. Jordan Cross sat by the window of their small, cluttered office, a mug of untouched coffee in hand, staring blankly at the drops sliding down the glass. There was something comforting about this kind of rain—it filled the silence but didn’t demand attention.

The knock on the door was soft. Hesitant. Jordan glanced at the clock: 7:14 PM. Clients didn’t usually show up unannounced this late. With a sigh, they set the mug down and walked to the door.

The woman standing on the other side was not what Jordan expected. She looked like she belonged in one of those old black-and-white photographs—graceful, poised, and distant. Her silver-gray hair was perfectly styled, her black coat spotless despite the rain. The only thing out of place was her eyes. They were sharp, restless, and searching.

“Jordan Cross?” she asked, her voice clipped and precise.

Jordan nodded, stepping aside to let her in. The woman walked in, surveying the room like she was assessing a crime scene. She didn’t sit until Jordan gestured to the worn leather chair across the desk.

“Eleanor Vale,” she introduced herself. “I believe you’ve heard of my family.”

Jordan had. The Vales were one of those wealthy, untouchable families that tabloids loved to write about. Old money. Big scandals. They hadn’t been in the news for a while, but the name was familiar enough.

“I need your help,” Eleanor said, cutting straight to the point. “My daughter-in-law, Alice, has been missing for six months.”

Jordan leaned back in their chair, folding their arms. “And you don’t trust the police?”

Eleanor’s lips tightened. “The police are incompetent. They’ve found nothing. But Alice didn’t just vanish. Someone in my family knows what happened to her.”

Jordan raised an eyebrow. “And you think they’ll tell me?”

“I don’t expect them to. That’s why I need you. You don’t just find the truth. You make people reveal it.” She placed an envelope on the desk. It was thick, stuffed with cash. “I don’t care what it costs.”

Jordan stared at the envelope but didn’t reach for it. “Why now?” they asked. “Why come to me after six months?”

Eleanor hesitated, her mask of confidence slipping for just a moment. “Because I received this yesterday.” She pulled out a photograph from her coat pocket and slid it across the desk.

Jordan picked it up. The image was grainy, but there was no mistaking the figure in the foreground. It was Alice Vale, sitting in what looked like a café, her face turned away from the camera. The timestamp in the corner was from two weeks ago.

“That’s impossible,” Eleanor said quietly. “Alice is dead. I know she is.”

Jordan studied the photograph, their mind already racing. “What do you want me to do?”

“Find out where she is,” Eleanor said, her voice hardening again. “Find out who’s lying.”

Outside, the rain continued to fall, each drop tapping against the window like a question Jordan wasn’t sure they wanted to answer.
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Chapter 2: Threads of Deceit
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The rain hadn’t let up, but Jordan barely noticed it as they stood by the window, the photograph still in hand. Alice Vale. Missing, presumed dead—or so the world believed. Yet here she was, frozen in time, alive just two weeks ago. Jordan couldn’t decide what felt heavier: the weight of the photograph or the questions it carried.

Behind them, Eleanor Vale sat perfectly still, her eyes fixed on Jordan like a predator watching prey.

“This is all you have?” Jordan asked, turning to face her.

“For now.”

Jordan placed the photograph on the desk. “For someone who doesn’t trust the police, you seem awfully certain Alice is dead. Care to explain?”

Eleanor’s jaw tightened, her gloved hands resting delicately on her lap. “Intuition,” she said after a pause, her tone clipped. “When you’ve lived as long as I have, you learn to trust it.”

Jordan smirked. “Intuition doesn’t hold up in court, Mrs. Vale. If you want my help, you’ll need to be honest with me. All of it.”

Eleanor’s gaze didn’t waver, but a flicker of something—hesitation, annoyance—crossed her face. “Very well,” she said at last. “Alice was... complicated. She had a talent for making enemies. My family, myself included, never quite trusted her. She had this... charm, a way of making you feel as though you were the only person in the room. It made her dangerous.”

“Dangerous how?”

“She wasn’t a Vale,” Eleanor said simply, as though that explained everything. “She married into us. That may not mean much to you, but in our world, it matters. And Alice knew it. She played her role beautifully, but she always had her own agenda. I could feel it.”

Jordan leaned forward, folding their hands. “And what exactly was this ‘agenda’?”

Eleanor’s lips pressed into a thin line. For a moment, Jordan thought she wouldn’t answer. Then, quietly: “She wanted control. Over my son. Over this family. I don’t know how far she was willing to go, but if Alice is still alive, she’s dangerous. You need to understand that.”

Jordan nodded slowly, filing the words away. “And what about the rest of your family? How do they feel about Alice?”

Eleanor’s expression shifted, her gaze turning distant. “Graham adored her, of course. He’s my son; he sees what he wants to see. But my daughter, Lila... well, let’s just say Lila has always been protective of what’s hers.”

“And Victor?” Jordan asked.

Eleanor’s composure cracked, just slightly. “Victor? What does he have to do with this?”

“I don’t know yet. But I like to be thorough.”

Eleanor rose from her seat, smoothing her coat with precise movements. “Victor is irrelevant. Focus on Alice. And the clock is ticking, Mr. Cross.”

“It’s Jordan,” they corrected, but Eleanor was already heading for the door.

Before leaving, she paused, her hand on the doorknob. “I’ll expect updates. Daily.”

The door closed softly behind her, leaving Jordan alone with the photograph and a growing sense of unease.

Later That Night

The office was dark except for the dim glow of the desk lamp. Jordan sat with their laptop open, pulling up files on the Vale family. It didn’t take long to confirm what they already knew: the Vales were old money, steeped in power and scandal. Graham Vale, the grieving husband, was the head of a prominent investment firm. Lila Vale, his sister, had a reputation for being the wild one—a socialite with a knack for trouble. And Victor Vale...

Jordan frowned at the screen. Victor Vale was harder to pin down. No official job title, no public appearances, no social media presence. Yet his name popped up in connection with a few unsavory dealings: offshore accounts, anonymous donations to questionable charities. He was the kind of man who thrived in shadows.

But it wasn’t just Victor’s file that bothered Jordan. It was the nagging feeling that they’d met him before. Somewhere, years ago, in a past life they’d rather forget.

The photograph lay on the desk beside the laptop. Jordan picked it up again, studying Alice’s face. There was something about her expression—calm, almost amused. As if she knew she was being watched and didn’t care.

Jordan’s phone buzzed, pulling them out of their thoughts. The number was unlisted.

“Cross,” they answered.

A voice crackled on the other end. “You shouldn’t have taken the case.”

Jordan sat up straight. “Who is this?”

Silence. Then, a low chuckle. “Some truths aren’t meant to be uncovered.”

The line went dead.

Jordan stared at the phone, the unease from earlier now a full-blown storm. Outside, the rain had finally stopped, leaving the city eerily quiet.

Somewhere out there, Alice Vale was alive—or someone wanted them to believe she was. Either way, Jordan knew one thing for certain: this wasn’t just about a missing woman. It was about power, control, and secrets someone was willing to kill for.

And they were right in the middle of it.
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