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DEDICATION
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This book is dedicated to those who have ever stood at the edge of truth and hesitated... not because they feared what they might find, but because they feared what it would cost them to accept it.

To the ones who chose to stay when leaving would have been easier.

To those who carried love through doubt, even when certainty refused to come.

To hearts that broke quietly... and still found the strength to continue beating.

This story belongs to anyone who has ever questioned what they believed to be real... and discovered that truth is not always something that brings peace, but something that demands courage.

To those who understand that forgiveness is not weakness...

That trust is not easily rebuilt...

And that love, when tested, reveals its true form.

And above all...

To those who learned that not every truth is found in evidence...

Some are found in what we choose to hold onto... even when everything else falls apart.
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EPIGRAPH
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There are truths the world can measure...

And there are truths the heart refuses to surrender.

Between what we see... and what we are told...

Between proof... and belief...

There exists a fragile space where decisions are made.

Not every answer brings clarity.

Not every fact brings peace.

And sometimes...

What defines us is not the truth itself...

But what we choose... after it is revealed.
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AUTHOR’S NOTE
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This story was never meant to be comfortable.

It was written to explore the tension between evidence and emotion... between what is proven and what is felt. In a world that often prioritizes certainty, this narrative steps into the unsettling space where certainty collapses, and human choices take over.

At its core, this book examines trust... not as an abstract concept, but as something fragile, something that can be broken quietly and rebuilt painfully. It asks questions that do not have easy answers:

What happens when truth arrives too late?

What happens when evidence contradicts what your instincts tell you?

And more importantly... what defines fatherhood, loyalty, and love when certainty is taken away?

The characters in this story are not perfect. They are not designed to be admired without question. They are human. They make decisions shaped by fear, doubt, regret, and hope. Their actions are not always justified... but they are always real.

This book does not attempt to give moral instructions. Instead, it presents situations where morality becomes complicated... where right and wrong blur into something more difficult to define.

If you find yourself agreeing with a character in one moment... and questioning them in the next... then the story has done what it was meant to do.

Because life rarely offers clean answers.

And sometimes...

The hardest part is not discovering the truth...

But deciding what to do with it.
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PREFACE
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Every story begins with a question. Not always spoken.

Not always understood at first. But present.

This one begins with a quiet uncertainty... the kind that does not demand attention, but slowly grows until it becomes impossible to ignore.

At first glance, this is a story about marriage... about betrayal, forgiveness, and the fragile process of rebuilding what has been broken. But beneath that surface lies something deeper.

It is a story about perception.

About how easily the human mind can be influenced by what it sees... and how stubbornly it resists what it feels. About the tension between logic and instinct, and the dangerous space where the two refuse to align.

As you move through these pages, you will encounter moments that challenge expectation. Situations that seem clear... until they are not. Answers that appear final... until they are questioned again.

This is intentional.

Because truth, in its purest form, is rarely simple.

And the journey toward it is often more revealing than the truth itself.
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PROLOGUE
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Before doubt... there was certainty. Before questions... there was trust.

There was a time when everything felt complete... when love existed without hesitation, without calculation, without fear of what might be hidden beneath it.

In that time, decisions were easy.

Belief was natural.

And the future... felt secure.

But certainty has a quiet weakness.

It depends on what we do not question.

The moment a question enters... even a small one... everything begins to shift. Slowly at first. Almost unnoticeably.

Then... it grows.

And once doubt takes root, it does not leave easily.

It waits.

It expands.

It demands answers.

This story begins at that moment...

Not when everything was already broken...

But when the first crack appeared.

Because every collapse...

Has a beginning.
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CHAPTER ONE 

The Hidden Betrayal


[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


THE ROOM STILL CARRIED the quiet after intimacy... that fragile silence that comes when bodies have said too much, and words feel unnecessary.

Soft golden light slipped through the edges of the heavy hotel curtains, spreading gently across the bed where Jasmin lay. The white sheet covered only part of her, resting carelessly across her waist as if even it had grown tired of pretending modesty. The rest of her skin caught the light... smooth, warm, and unguarded.

She was asleep... deeply, peacefully... unaware.

From the bathroom, the steady sound of running water filled the air, echoing softly against tiled walls. Then it stopped.

A moment later, the door opened.

Jabir stepped out, a towel wrapped low around his waist, another in his hand as he rubbed it slowly through his damp hair. Droplets of water traced down his chest, catching briefly in the light before disappearing.

He paused.

His eyes found her instantly.

And he smiled.

There was something in that smile... something satisfied, almost possessive. His gaze lingered, moving slowly over her sleeping form... her face, relaxed and unaware... then lower, where the sheet had failed to conceal her.

He exhaled softly, amused by something only he understood.

Then, quietly, as if guided by impulse rather than thought, he reached for his phone on the dressing table.

The screen lit up in his hand.

For a brief second, he hesitated... but not out of doubt. It was the kind of hesitation that comes just before crossing a line you already decided to cross.

He lifted the phone.

The camera opened.

And then... he began recording.

Slowly.

Deliberately.

From her face... down the curve of her neck... to the exposed lines of her body beneath the scattered sheet.

His smile deepened slightly, subtle but unmistakable.

Then...

A sharp sound broke through the moment.

Her phone.

Ringing.

Jasmin stirred.

Her brows tightened slightly as she shifted... then her eyes fluttered open.

And the first thing she saw...

Was the phone.

Pointed at her.

Recording.

Her expression changed instantly.

Confusion first... then realization... then something sharper.

“What are you doing?” 

her voice came out rough, still caught between sleep and alarm.

Jabir’s hand dropped quickly, almost too quickly. The phone lowered, but not before she had already seen enough.

“Me?” he said, forcing a casual tone that didn’t quite land. “Nothing... I was just...”

He stopped.

The sentence didn’t finish.

Because there was nothing believable left to say.

“You were recording me.”

It wasn’t a question.

Jabir let out a short, almost amused breath. 

“Recording you? Why would I do that?”

She pushed herself up, the sheet slipping slightly before she pulled it back around her. Her eyes stayed locked on him.

“Then what was your phone doing in my face?”

He shrugged lightly, already shifting his attention elsewhere, as if the conversation bored him. 

“Maybe you should check it. Could be your husband calling.”

The word hung in the air.

Heavy.

Deliberate.

Her expression hardened.

“Don’t change the topic, Jabir.” Her voice was sharper now. Controlled, but tense. 

“Give me your phone.”

“There’s nothing to show,” he replied, already turning away. He picked up his trousers from the chair, sliding the phone quickly into the pocket before stepping into them.

That movement alone told her everything.

“Oh...” she let out softly, but there was no softness in it. 

“So it’s not just pictures. You recorded a video.”

“I didn’t record anything. Trust me.”

“Then why are you hiding your phone?”

She stood up now, moving toward him with purpose.

“Give it to me.”

Her hand reached for his pocket.

Jabir reacted instantly, grabbing her wrist before she could get to it. Not violently... but firmly enough to stop her.

“Relax.”

“I am relaxed,” she snapped, pulling against his grip. 

“Just show me the phone.”

Her own phone was still ringing.

Neither of them looked at it.

For a few seconds, tension filled the room... thick, uncomfortable... unresolved.

Then...

The ringing stopped.

Silence returned.

But it wasn’t the same silence as before.

Jasmin pulled her hand free and stepped back.

Something had shifted.

She walked slowly to the bed and picked up her phone.

The screen lit up.

My Husband.

Her fingers lingered over the name.

For a moment... just a moment... something like guilt flickered across her face.

Then it was gone.

––––––––
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ACROSS THE CITY, IN a quiet office filled with the low hum of air conditioning and distant traffic, Iqram lowered his phone slowly from his ear.

The call had gone unanswered.

Again.

He stared at the screen for a few seconds longer than necessary, as if expecting it to ring back on its own.

It didn’t.

A faint crease formed between his brows, but it wasn’t anger... not yet. Just confusion... mixed with something he refused to name.

He tapped the screen and began recording a voice message.

“Hey, honey...” his voice was calm, steady, the kind that carried warmth without effort. 

“I’ve been trying to reach you.”

He paused briefly, choosing his words carefully.

“I just spoke to your parents. They landed a while ago... they’re already at the airport, but there’s no one to pick them up.”

Another pause.

“Where are you? Traffic again?”

A small, almost forgiving smile touched his lips... the kind people use when they want to believe something simple.

“Call me back when you get this.”

He ended the message.

For a second, he remained still, staring at nothing in particular.

Then his phone rang again.

He glanced at the screen.

Father-in-law.

He answered immediately.

“Yes, Baba.”

On the other end, the voice came sharp... impatient.

“Where is your wife? We’ve been sitting here like tourists who don’t know where they are going. We look like fools.”

Iqram straightened slightly in his chair, his tone respectful but composed.

“I’ve been trying to reach her. She hasn’t picked up yet... maybe she’s stuck in traffic. You know how it is in this city.”

There was a brief silence.

Then a sigh.

“Fine. We’ll wait.”

The call ended.

Iqram lowered the phone slowly.

For a moment, he sat there... unmoving.

Something felt off.

He couldn’t explain it.

And that was what unsettled him the most.

––––––––
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AT THE AIRPORT, JASMIN’S parents sat side by side in the waiting area, surrounded by the restless movement of travelers.

Her father held his phone loosely now, irritation still lingering in his expression.

Her mother glanced at him, then shook her head lightly.

“You complain too much,” she said quietly. “You don’t know what could be happening. Maybe she really is stuck in traffic.”

He exhaled, leaning back in his seat.

“Even her husband said the same thing.”

Neither of them spoke after that.

But somewhere beneath the surface... a small, invisible tension had already begun to form.

Unnoticed.

Unnamed.

And slowly... it was growing.

––––––––
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THE ROOM NO LONGER felt like the same place.

Moments earlier, it had been warm... careless... wrapped in the illusion of something intimate. Now, the air itself seemed heavier, pressing down on everything that remained unsaid.

Jasmin sat at the edge of the bed, her shoulders slightly folded inward, her phone resting loosely in her hand. She wasn’t using it. She wasn’t even reading anything on the screen. She was simply staring at it... as if it carried answers she wasn’t ready to face.

Across from her, Jabir had finished dressing. The ease he once carried in his movements was gone, replaced by something quieter... something unsettled. He watched her for a while, his expression unreadable, before walking over and lowering himself into the chair opposite the bed.

Silence settled between them.

Not the peaceful kind.

The kind that forces truth to surface.

Jabir shifted slightly, as if the quiet had begun to weigh on him.

He glanced at her... then away.

Then back again.

When he finally spoke, his voice was lower than before, stripped of its usual confidence.

“It’s true... I was recording you.”

Jasmin slowly lifted her head.

Her eyes met his.

For a second, neither of them moved.

Then she let out a faint breath... not of shock, but of recognition.

“I think that’s the problem,” she said quietly. 

“I don’t even know why I never saw it before.”

Jabir leaned forward slightly, resting his elbows on his knees.

“I know I messed up,” he admitted. 

“That’s why I’m telling you now. I recorded it... but I’ll delete it. I promise.”

Jasmin shook her head slowly.

“No...” she said, her voice steadier now. “It’s not about the video.”

She looked around the room briefly... as if seeing it for what it truly was for the first time.

“It’s this,” she continued. “Us.”

Her grip tightened slightly around her phone.

“I don’t understand what I keep coming here for. I don’t understand how I walk into a hotel room with another man... while I have a husband who loves me... who respects me... who values me.”

Her voice wavered, but she didn’t stop.

“I don’t know how I became this careless... or this foolish.”

Jabir watched her carefully, his expression shifting... softening in a way that almost looked like sympathy.

“That’s because you love me more than you love your husband.”

The words landed, but not the way he expected.

Jasmin let out a quiet, almost bitter breath.

“No,” she said. “It’s because I’m an idiot.”

There was no anger in her tone. Just honesty.

“I don’t think I understand the difference between what I feel... and what actually matters.”

She looked down at her hands.

“I tell myself every time that it’s the last time. Every single time. And then the next day... I’m here again.”

Her voice dropped.

“Every time I feel alone... I come to you. Every time something small goes wrong in my marriage... I run here.”

She shook her head slowly.

“It’s not like my husband doesn’t love me. It’s not like he’s not enough.”

A pause.

“I just... don’t know why I do this.”

Silence followed.

This time, neither of them tried to break it immediately.

Jabir reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone. Without speaking, he unlocked it, scrolled for a moment, then tapped the screen.

A video disappeared.

Then another.

He stood, walked toward her, and held the phone out.

“I deleted it,” he said.

Jasmin looked at the phone... but didn’t take it.

Her eyes stayed on him instead.

“What have you done to me?”

The question wasn’t loud.

But it carried something heavier than accusation.

“I told you,” he replied quietly. 

“It’s gone. All of it. The video... the others too.”

Something in her expression shifted.

“The others?”

He hesitated for the briefest moment.

Then looked away.

“It doesn’t matter now. I deleted everything.”

He placed the phone beside her on the bed.

“You can check if you want. The password is your name.”

She didn’t move.

Didn’t reach for it.

Instead, she stood up slowly and began gathering her clothes.

Jabir watched her in silence.

“I’m sorry,” he said again.

She didn’t respond.

Her phone rang.

She glanced at the screen.

My Husband.

For a second, her fingers hovered over it.

Then she pressed the side button.

The ringing stopped.

She sat down briefly, slipping on her shoes.

“I said I’m sorry,” Jabir repeated, quieter now.

This time, she looked at him.

“Sorry for what?” she asked.

Her voice wasn’t raised... but it cut deeper than shouting ever could.

“Sorry for recording me?” she continued. “Or sorry because those videos could have been used to prove something to my husband?”

Jabir frowned slightly.

“You know I wouldn’t do that.”

“Then give me one good reason,” she said, holding his gaze. “Just one. Why would you record me like that?”

He opened his mouth... then closed it.

No answer came.

The silence that followed felt different this time.

More final.

“One reason, Jabir,” she said again. 

“That’s all I’m asking.”

He looked at her... then away... then back again.

When he spoke, his voice was softer... stripped of everything performative.

“I can do a lot of stupid things,” he said slowly. “But I wouldn’t do anything to hurt you.”

Her phone rang again.

This time..

Father.

She ignored it.

Jabir continued, almost as if he needed her to understand.

“I look at your pictures when I miss you,” he admitted. “When you’re not with me... that’s how I deal with it.”

The phone kept ringing.

Then it stopped.

Then it rang again.

Jasmin held his gaze for a long moment.

“I know it won’t be easy to forget you,” she said finally.

Her voice was calm now.

Resolved.

“But this time... I’m choosing my marriage.”

Jabir straightened.

“What do you mean?”

She picked up her handbag.

“Goodbye, Jabir.”

She moved toward the door.

He reached it before she did, placing himself between her and the exit.

“What do you mean?” he repeated. “Are you breaking up with me... again?”

She met his eyes.

“No,” she said quietly. “I already did that.”

A pause.

“I’m cutting off everything that ever existed between us.”

Something flickered in his expression.

“You loved me,” he said.

“I did,” she replied. “But I’m choosing to forget you.”

He stared at her for a moment... then let out a short, almost mocking laugh.

“Do you know how many times you’ve said that?” he asked. “How many times we’ve ended things like this... only to meet again a few days later? In this same hotel?”

She didn’t react.

“Before your marriage... after your marriage...” he continued. “This time won’t be any different.”

“Move,” she said.

“Jasmin...”

“Move.”

He stepped aside.

But not completely.

He leaned closer... close enough that their faces were almost touching.

“You don’t have the strength to leave me,” he said quietly. “I bet you can’t even go a full week without hearing my voice.”

She looked at him.

For a long second... nothing passed between them.

Then she reached for the door handle.

Opened it.

The door brushed lightly against his foot.

He didn’t move.

Their eyes met again.

He smiled.

That same confident smile.

Jasmin closed her eyes briefly.

Then...

She pulled the door open fully.

And walked out.

Without looking back.

Jabir stepped into the corridor, watching her as she moved farther away.

“I’m giving you one week,” he called after her. “You’ll be back. Right here.”

She didn’t stop.

Didn’t turn.

Didn’t respond.

She just kept walking.

And for the first time...

It didn’t feel like she was running toward him.

It felt like she was finally walking away.

––––––––
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THE CAR DOOR OPENED with a soft click.

Jasmin slipped inside, closing it behind her with more care than usual... as if even the smallest noise might shatter whatever fragile control she still had left.

For a moment, she didn’t move.

Her hands rested loosely on her lap, her phone still in her grip, her eyes unfocused.
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