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DEDICATION




For anyone who learned the hard way that privacy is not the same as silence.

---


PROLOGUE 




11:58 P.M.

The last time Meera Sen checked in, she didn’t smile.

She stood under the lobby’s chandelier like she belonged there—black dress, gold hoops, calm face—and tapped her phone against the front desk scanner.

CHECK‑IN CONFIRMED 

LAKESHORE ATLAS RESIDENCES

The receptionist didn’t notice her hands shaking.

The security camera did.

Meera looked up at the lens for half a second, eyes sharp with warning.

Then she turned toward the elevators and disappeared into the private floors.

At 12:07 a.m., her phone went dark.

At 12:08 a.m., someone used her keycard again.

At 12:09 a.m., a new check‑in appeared under her name.

In a city three states away.

---


CHAPTER 1 

The Voice Note


Naina Kapoor didn’t panic easily.

She panicked professionally—quietly, efficiently, with a checklist in her head and her emotions locked behind a door that only opened when she was alone.

But when her phone lit up at 6:14 a.m. with Meera’s name, her hands went cold anyway.

MEERA (2 new messages)

Naina swiped.

The first message was blank—just a single period.

The second was a voice note.

Duration: 0:12

Naina’s thumb hovered over play. Meera didn’t send voice notes. Meera sent bullet points. Meera sent screenshots with red circles. Meera sent “Call me in 2” like she owned time.

Naina hit play.

Meera’s voice came through, breathless and controlled at the same time.

“Don’t call me,” Meera whispered. “If I’m missing, it’s not an accident. Check my last check‑in. And Naina…”

A faint sound, like fabric moving. A door? A hand over the mic?

“…trust no one at Atlas. Not even—”

The note cut off.

Naina stared at her phone until her reflection came back—pale, sleepless, eyes already calculating.

“Meera,” she whispered, and the apartment stayed silent.

She called anyway.

Straight to voicemail.

Naina tried again.

Voicemail.

A third time.

Voicemail.

She threw on a hoodie and grabbed her keys without thinking, then stopped in the doorway and forced herself to breathe.

*She said don’t call.*

Naina opened Meera’s location sharing.

**Last updated: 11:58 p.m.** 

**Lakeshore Atlas Residences**

Atlas.

The new luxury building downtown. The one with private elevators, fingerprint locks, and a PR team that made every resident look like a success story.

Naina’s stomach turned.

Meera worked as a compliance analyst. Her job was boring on paper and dangerous in real life—finding the kind of patterns rich people paid to bury.

Naina had begged her to quit.

Meera had laughed and said, “Someone has to keep the monsters honest.”

Naina grabbed her phone and searched Meera’s check‑in history.

Only one entry appeared:

**CHECK‑IN CONFIRMED — LAKESHORE ATLAS RESIDENCES — 11:58 p.m.**

Then a second entry loaded.

Naina blinked.

**CHECK‑IN CONFIRMED — ROSELINE PLAZA HOTEL, NASHVILLE — 12:09 a.m.**

Her throat tightened.

That wasn’t possible.

Unless it was.

Or unless someone wanted it to look possible.

Naina’s phone buzzed again.

Unknown number.

One text.

**STOP LOOKING.**

---


 CHAPTER 2 

Atlas


Atlas looked like a place built to convince you that nothing bad could happen inside it.

Glass façade. Uniformed doorman. Fresh flowers in the lobby like someone was trying to bribe the world into calm. The air smelled like money and lemon polish.

Naina walked in with her hood down and her shoulders squared, trying to look like she belonged.

A guard glanced at her, then at his tablet.

“Can I help you, ma’am?”

“I’m here for Meera Sen,” Naina said. “She lives here.”

The guard smiled politely in the way people smile when they’re about to say no.

“Residents’ privacy is strict,” he said. “You can leave a message with the concierge.”

Naina kept her voice steady. “She sent me a voice note this morning. It cut off. Her phone is off. She has a last check‑in here and another one in Nashville eleven minutes later.”

The guard’s smile didn’t change.

“That would be an issue for the police,” he said.

Naina swallowed. “Then call them.”

The guard’s eyes flicked to her phone in her hand, then back up. “You can call them, ma’am.”

Naina forced herself not to argue in circles.

She did the only thing she could do: she made it inconvenient to ignore her.

“I’ll wait here,” she said. “In the lobby. Until someone explains how her check‑in happens in two places.”

The guard hesitated, then picked up his radio.

“Concierge,” he said. “We have a… situation.”

Naina stood near the flower arrangement and stared at the security cameras.

There were three she could see from this angle. Probably more she couldn’t.

Atlas was watching her.

Good.

Let them.

A woman in a fitted blazer approached, smile bright enough to be a weapon.

“Hi,” she said warmly. “I’m Sienna, building manager. How can I help?”

Naina met her gaze. “Meera Sen is missing.”

Sienna’s smile faltered for half a second—tiny, practiced recovery.

“I’m sure there’s a misunderstanding,” she said.

“Her phone is off,” Naina replied. “Her last check‑in was here at 11:58. Then Nashville at 12:09. She sent me a warning voice note. I want footage from last night.”

Sienna’s tone stayed pleasant. “We can’t release footage without a formal request.”

Naina nodded once. “Great. I’m filing one. Now. And I’m calling the police. Now.”

Sienna’s smile tightened. “Of course. Please don’t cause a scene.”

Naina’s voice went quiet. “I’m not the one who did something to her.”

Sienna blinked. “Excuse me?”

Naina leaned in slightly. “Tell your security team I’m not leaving. And tell whoever you’re protecting that Meera left me a trail.”

Sienna’s eyes flicked to the cameras again, then back to Naina.

“Let’s speak privately,” she said.

Naina’s stomach tightened.

Private conversations were where threats got teeth.

But she needed information.

So she followed.

---


 CHAPTER 3 

The Private Hallway


Sienna led Naina into a side hallway where the lobby noise faded into expensive silence.

The hallway was carpeted so thick it swallowed footsteps.

It felt like walking inside a lie.

Sienna stopped at a security door and swiped her badge.

A keypad blinked green.

“Just so you know,” Sienna said lightly, “our residents include high-profile individuals. We take discretion very seriously.”

Naina stared at her. “My sister isn’t a secret.”

Sienna’s smile stayed in place, but her eyes cooled. “We’ll do what we can.”

They entered a small office with glass walls. Two monitors sat on a desk showing camera feeds—hallways, elevator bays, the parking garage.

Sienna gestured toward a chair. “Sit.”

Naina didn’t sit.

Sienna sighed, then tapped on the keyboard.

“You said her last check‑in was 11:58,” Sienna said. “What unit does she live in?”

Naina’s throat tightened. “She doesn’t live here. She was visiting.”

Sienna paused. “Visiting who?”

Naina held her gaze. “That’s your job to know, not mine.”

Sienna’s fingers stopped moving. “Ms. Kapoor—”

Naina’s phone buzzed.

Unknown number again.

A picture this time.

Grainy.

A screenshot of Meera’s check‑in page.

And a message:

**YOU HAVE 10 MINUTES TO LEAVE ATLAS.**

Naina felt her blood go cold, but she didn’t let her face change.

Sienna noticed anyway.

“You’re getting messages,” Sienna said.

Naina lied smoothly. “Work.”

Sienna’s eyes narrowed, not convinced.
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