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    To every person who has ever loved with an open heart, only to discover how fragile trust can be. To those who have survived betrayal, heartbreak, and the unraveling of the life they thought they knew- and still found a way to heal and rise again. this book is for the women and men whose voices were silenced by shame or fear, and who are now reclaiming their stories. And to the readers- thank you for stepping into this web with me. may you find strength, understanding, and maybe even a little hope within these pages.

With love and respect,

Lakesha Jones

      

    



  	
        
            
            " Some traps are spun from silk and sweetness- so soft you don't feel them tightening around your heart until it's too late."
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Prologue: Barbie (Confession)

If I told you I was sorry, would it even matter now?

Barbie sat on the edge of the hotel bed, staring out at the rain tapping on the

window like tiny fingers begging to be heard. Her phone buzzed again, but she

didn’t move. No social media, no texts, no selfies. Just silence.

It had been six months since it all went down.

Six months since Rene found out what she did.

Six months since Todd disappeared. Some say he moved to Atlanta. Some

say karma caught him first.

She still didn’t know which lie hurt Rene the most—the fact that Todd was

HIV-positive, or the fact that Barbie knew and said nothing.

Or maybe...

It was the other secret.

The one nobody else knew.

The one where Barbie had been sleeping with Todd too.

Before Rene ever met him.

Back when she was still chasing Alan and feeling invisible every damn day.

Back when Rene would talk about her marriage, her dreams, her life like Barbie

was just a side character in her success story.

So, Barbie made a choice.

A quiet, cruel, calculated choice.

Let her hurt for once.

Let her feel forgotten.

Let her know what it is like to be broken.

But she never meant for it to go that far.

Not the baby. Not the tears. Not the shame.

And not Malik stepping in like some knight in shining armor.

That part stung the most.

Because even after all she had done...

Barbie still wanted to be loved too.

She lit a cigarette with shaking hands, eyes glossing over.

“I did not mean to destroy her... I just wanted to feel seen.”

––––––––
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Chapter 1: Silent Clues
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Rene lay still on her yoga mat, eyes closed, breathing in slow and deep like

the instructor on YouTube taught. Her body was stretched long in corpse pose, but

her thoughts were anything but dead.

It was supposed to be her peace hour—her sanctuary before the chaos of the

day hit. No phone. No emails. No Alan. Just her, the quiet hum of her oil diffuser,

and the soft sway of incense smoke curling toward the ceiling.

But even in silence, her spirit couldn’t rest.

She’d heard Alan come in late last night. She didn’t need to check the

clock—her gut was her clock now. It was around 2:14 AM. She heard the garage

door, the front lock turning, then the low thud of his dress shoes on the tile. What

she did not hear was a “baby I’m home,” or a “you up?” Nothing. Not even a peek

in the room.

She opened her eyes now, staring at the ceiling.

He always used to come straight to me.

Now, he went straight to the shower.

The memory played like a movie in her head—the light from the hallway

casting a soft glow on his back as she stood in the doorway, quiet, watching. Alan

did not know she was there. He was too busy scrubbing. And not just rinsing off.

Scrubbing. Like he was trying to wash off guilt. Or another woman.

He had that damn Axe shower gel—the same one she used to love on him.

But last night, the smell made her stomach turn.

She wanted to ask him where he was. Who he was with. Why his ring was in
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