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To everyone who has ever felt lost in the story of their own life

may you find the courage to uncover your truth,

the strength to face your fears,

and the grace to begin again.

And to my precious son

you are my reason, my light, and my greatest inspiration.

Every word I write carries a piece of my love for you.
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About the Book – Secret Identity

What if everything you remember about your life was a lie?

Emily Rowen thought she was an ordinary woman trying to survive her painful past the fire that took her parents, the nightmares that never stopped, the strange flashes of memories that never felt like hers. But when a mysterious man from her childhood appears with a warning, her world begins to unravel.

Haunted by a name she doesn’t recognize and chased by people who seem to know more about her than she does, Emily is thrust into a chilling conspiracy that blurs the line between science and the soul. Hidden beneath her skin lies the secret her father died to protect a secret powerful enough to change humanity forever.

Secret Identity is a gripping psychological mystery filled with suspense, dark secrets, and emotional twists. It tells the story of courage, love, and the painful journey of finding who we truly are when the truth itself is a weapon.

In a world built on lies, Emily must uncover who she really is before the people hunting her erase her existence for good.
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CHAPTER ONE – The Night of the Fire
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The rain that night came without mercy. It fell in heavy sheets, hammering rooftops and flooding the narrow streets of Maplewood Town. The power had gone out hours ago, leaving the streets wrapped in blackness.

The only light came from lightning tearing through the sky each flash revealing the same terrible sight.

The Harrison residence, once the most beautiful house on Willow Lane, was on fire.

The flames roared like a wild beast, swallowing everything the curtains, the furniture, the family portraits that once told a story of love and laughter. Neighbors shouted, trying to help, but the storm was too strong. The water from their buckets only hissed against the inferno, vanishing into steam.

Inside, Evelyn Harrison, a 17-year-old girl with a soft heart and a quiet soul, crawled through the smoke, gasping for air. Her white nightgown was torn and blackened. Every breath burned her lungs. She could barely see, but she could still hear her mother’s voice screaming her name.

Evelyn! Run! Don’t look back!”

Then came the sound a crash, a scream, and the ceiling collapsing.

Evelyn stumbled toward the back door, her hands shaking as she pushed it open. Cold rain slapped her face as she stumbled into the night, coughing violently. She looked back once just once and saw the flames devouring her home.

And then she ran.

She didn’t stop until she reached the dark woods beyond the neighborhood. Her bare feet bled from the stones and broken glass. Her whole body trembled from shock and pain. She wanted to scream, to cry, to turn back but something deep inside told her not to.

Behind her, Maplewood was awake. Sirens blared. Neighbors gathered.

By morning, there was nothing left of the Harrison house but ash and sorrow.

The fire department found the remains of two adults. They couldn’t identify them by sight only by the wedding rings melted together in the rubble. No one found Evelyn. The police searched for days. When nothing turned up, they declared her dead.

The town mourned.

A funeral was held with an empty coffin.

At the church, Evelyn’s photo sat framed beside white roses. Everyone cried. Everyone but her.
Because miles away, at a cold, lonely bus station, Evelyn sat on a wooden bench, staring at the floor. Her hands were wrapped in bandages. Her eyes were hollow. Her heart felt like a stone.

When the night bus arrived, she climbed in without a word.

The driver asked, “Name?”

She hesitated. Then she said softly,

Amelia... Amelia Gray.”

It was the first lie she ever told.

She didn’t look back. She didn’t cry.

She just whispered to herself

Evelyn Harrison is dead.”

Two years later, Amelia lived in Ravenwood City, a crowded, fast-moving place where no one cared about your past. She worked quietly at a small motel as a cleaner. To everyone else, she was just another girl trying to survive. She avoided friends, never stayed long in one job, and always used a fake address.

But some nights, she couldn’t sleep.

The memories came back the smell of smoke, the scream of her mother, the heat of the flames. And a face a man’s face standing in the doorway that night before everything exploded into fire.

She never told anyone what she saw.

Then, one rainy morning, Amelia opened her apartment door to find a plain white envelope lying on the floor. No name. No stamp. No return address.

Inside was a single note.

Five words written in neat, elegant handwriting:

I know who you are.”

Her hands shook. Her throat went dry. She looked around, heart pounding, but the hallway was empty. Only silence and the faint sound of footsteps fading down the stairs.

That night, Amelia couldn’t sleep. She sat by the window, watching the rain fall, her mind spinning. Someone knew. Someone from Maplewood. Someone who had been there that night. Her biggest fear had found her.

And this time... she had nowhere to run.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER TWO – The Letter
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Amelia barely slept that night. Every sound made her jump the ticking of the wall clock, the hum of the refrigerator, even the distant wail of sirens outside. The letter lay on the table like a ghost, daring her to open it again, as though the words might have changed.

I know who you are.”

She read them over and over, her mind spiraling.

Who could have sent it?

No one in Ravenwood knew her real name. She had no friends, no family. She worked, went home, and stayed invisible. That was the rule. That was how she survived.

But now... someone had broken into her quiet life.

By morning, her eyes were red and heavy. She dragged herself to the motel where she worked, forcing a smile for Mrs. Clark, the old manager who liked her because she never complained.

“Rough night?” Mrs. Clark asked, adjusting her glasses.

Just couldn’t sleep,” Amelia murmured, forcing her voice to sound calm.

She grabbed her cleaning cart and started on the second floor. But as she pushed open the first door, her heart nearly stopped.

Someone had left a folded piece of paper on the bed.

She froze. Slowly, she reached for it.

Same handwriting. Same message.

Stop pretending, Evelyn.

Her knees went weak. The mop fell from her hand. No one absolutely no one knew that name here.

She stumbled backward, her breath shallow. The hallway spun. She glanced at the window, half-expecting to see someone watching her. Nothing. Only rain against the glass.

Someone was playing with her mind. Or worse someone was watching her every move.

That night, she locked her door and sat on the floor, her heart racing. She spread the two notes in front of her, studying the handwriting. It was elegant, almost graceful, like someone well-educated. Not a random stranger. Someone deliberate.
Her first thought was Liam. Liam Ward her childhood best friend from Maplewood. He had been at her house the day before the fire. They’d argued. He’d said things she couldn’t forget. Then the fire happened that same night, and he vanished. No one ever found him either.

Could it be him? Could he still be alive too?

She wanted to believe it, but a part of her was afraid, afraid that if it was him, he might not be the same person she once knew.

Three days passed.

No new letters.

No strange knocks.

She started to think maybe it had all been some cruel prank until she returned home one evening and found her apartment door slightly open.

Her heart nearly stopped. She hadn’t left it unlocked.

She stepped inside, quietly, like a shadow. The room was dark except for the faint glow of her lamp. Nothing looked stolen. But something was different.

Her old photo the only one she had kept hidden in a drawer now sat on the table. The picture of Evelyn Harrison and her parents, taken two weeks before the fire.

Across the photo, written in red ink, were the words:

You can’t hide forever.”

Amelia’s legs gave out. She sank to the floor, trembling. The world around her spun, and tears filled her eyes.

She thought she had buried Evelyn. She thought she had escaped that night.

But the past had found her.

And it wanted answers.
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