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      She thought she was married to a legend.

      Turns out, she was married to a liar.

      Elena Alvarez stood by her husband through everything—the fame and the spotlight that came with being married to one of the most famous footballers in the world.

      She trusted him.

      Until his dirty little secret went public.

      Now Elena isn’t just heartbroken. She’s humiliated in front of millions.

      The world is watching.

      She wants a divorce, but there’s a clause. They have to spend thirty days in counseling, in a remote location.

      She plans to get through it, then take everything he owns.

      But when the man you love becomes the one who humiliated you… how easy is it to walk away?

      And what happens when he refuses to let you go?

      Shattered Hearts is an emotional, high-angst marriage-in-crisis romance featuring public betrayal, forced proximity, and a hero who will have to grovel for the woman he broke.
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      Hi lovely,

      Thanks for picking up my book.

      Please note that, apart from the locations, everything else, including the divorce procedures, is a work of fiction—something I have invented in order to write the story my way.

      I hope you enjoy the book. Be ready for your heartstrings to be pulled apart.

      Happy reading,

      R. A. Hope

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT R. A. HOPE

          

        

      

    

    
      R. A. Hope is a contemporary romance author who writes emotional stories about love after loss and second chances. Her flawed heroines discover their strength in the face of heartbreak, in stories that show marriage isn’t easy. It’s hard.

      If you would like to get in touch, then don’t hesitate to contact her on social media or by email: authorrahope@outlook.com.

      She loves hearing from her readers.
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        Elena

      

      

      "Ice!"

      We don't have enough ice. I love my family, but they drive me crazy at times especially when it comes to hosting a party.

      Drinks. Food. People. Cake. No ice.

      It's nearly a hundred degrees which isn't unusual for this time of year in Spain, so we need to cool down especially because we can't fit the hundred people that will show up in my parent's house. They're traditional, then again they always have been. Even after Jorge, my husband offered to buy them a bigger house. Bigger didn’t mean better according to my Mama. They won't move.

      Mama said they bought this house to raise their family. So now that we are older, and have no kids left, why do they need a bigger house?

      True. They don't.

      Maybe traveling and seeing other football players' family homes is what makes Jorge understand why both his and my parents don't want to be upgraded.

      My parents love their three bedroom house, which is in the corner of the village. Who needs security surveillance cameras when my Mama can be on the roof, watching what goes on in the village, and dutifully speed dials the sheriff on her phone.

      Sometimes he says that he may give up his title, to Mama. She does a better job. He doesn't mean it, but she loves the compliment.

      "Okay, I'll go out and get the ice!" I declare to anyone who may be listening.

      "Sis. We get it. We need ice. I can go if you like," my brother Juan says. He says it, but I can tell by the way he's nursing the beer he's holding. It's just empty words.

      "No worries. My car's parked in the drive. I'll get it."

      "Bien!" he quickly says before draining the last drops of the beer. I don't blame him. Even in my yellow halterneck summer dress, I'm sweating. Like a lot.

      The house smells of sofrito and garlic that's been going since this morning, the sugary warmth of the cake on the counter, the sharp yeasty breath of opened beer bottles everywhere. It's airless in here. The kind of heat that sits on your shoulders.

      "Okay, then," I say to myself but then as I turn around, the teens who are usually glued to their phones are just staring at me.

      I smile at them. Acknowledging their stares, but then they look away. Not back at their phones, but at the floor or anywhere apart from me.

      Something prickles at the back of my neck. I ignore it.

      "Has anyone seen my phone?" I ask, as I grab my purse and start searching for it.

      "Nope," Mama says. As if I'm accusing her of something and then all the blood drains from her face.

      My dad lifts up his hands and shakes them.

      Not like him to be quiet.

      "Here sis. Take this," Juan gives me 50 euros and then nervously goes to get another beer.

      "Slow down. You'll be drunk before Jorge gets here."

      He puts the beer bottle back down.

      Surprisingly, I told everyone to get here for one, thinking that they will be here by two and Jorge will be back from training then. He just signed one of the biggest deals with his dream team, Real Madrid. Ever since we were in high school that was all he ever talked about. One day, I'm going to play for Real Madrid.

      My thing was to be a lawyer, my husband's was football. And it paid off. I gave up wanting to be a lawyer and just pursued his dream. It's just that I didn't expect to never get one of the things which I assumed would happen with married life, a baby.

      I shake the idea out of my head as I see my sister who is older, weaning her third child. There's a tightness just below my ribs watching her, a dull and familiar ache I've gotten very good at swallowing down in rooms full of people. She's so fertile, and I'm sure if Juan ever finds a girl to settle down with, she'll probably have a baby by the end of the first month they start trying.

      It's weird. I remember thinking, we've just been married a year, now time to start. I didn't want to get pregnant until Jorge put the ring on my finger. As I cross through the living room, I think about the morning I sat in a clinic that smelled of antiseptic and fresh coffee and heard the word IVF for the first time, how Jorge's hand felt in mine, how I told myself it would be fine, we'd be fine. I stopped the pill within months only to discover I needed IVF. And although I was warned it could take several tries for it to work, each time my heart sinks at the disappointing news.

      Shit! It's nearly two and I'm still here.

      I cross into the living room before heading out of the front door and that's when I see the news on Antenna 3.

      Mis abuelos are watching it. Both of them rigid on the sofa, their eyes cutting sideways at me as I walk in.

      "Here we are interviewing Lourdes who claims that her one-year-old son is Jorge Alvarez's. Remember Jorge just signed a deal with Real Madrid and has been married for two years. Lourdes, so what happened? Well, he was getting married and his friends hired a stripper. I went to the party, I used to live next door to Jorge. Then we ended up having an affair before the wedding day, two weeks in Barcelona, and four weeks in Madrid!"

      My hands go cold.

      The room is loud with people, and the clatter of the kitchen but it all drops away to nothing. There is the ex neighbor of my husband on screen with a baby on her hip and Jorge's name running along the bottom of the screen. My mouth fills with something sour that I force myself to swallow. My head pounds, my vision blurring at the edges. I count backwards without meaning to. A one-year-old. Barcelona. Our postponed wedding. Two weeks I couldn't reach him and he told me the signal was bad.

      It lands in my stomach like something solid and heavy and wrong.

      "Elena. It's not like that I can explain!" Jorge says as he storms into the living room and then turns off the television.

      He's here. In the room. My family is behind me, his family too, everyone frozen, everyone staring, the music still playing from the kitchen as if the world hasn't just split open.

      "You said that you were training. And that it was some camp and team building. This is why I couldn't go."

      It's all fitting into place.

      "It's not what you think."

      I shake my head as memories of us having to postpone our wedding flood back. Because he was with her.

      My throat is closing. My pulse is in my ears, so loud I can barely hear him speaking. I think about the clinic. The needles. Lying on a table staring at a ceiling tile with a crack running through it, telling myself this time it will work. I think about every night I cried quietly in the bathroom so he wouldn't hear.

      But he has a son.

      And that son isn't mine. Just his.

      "Elena I can explain."

      My face is wet and I hadn't even noticed. The tears are streaming so much I can't control them. Around us nobody moves. My mother's hand is pressed over her mouth. My dad has put his beer down. Even the kids have gone still.

      He grabs hold of my arm.

      "Elena please."

      "Explain this!"

      I slap him around the face so hard. I'm not a violent person. I've never believed in it. But my family and his who are always late watch the display of anger. He's done everything I don't believe in. Cheated on me. Hurt me. Lied to me.

      And the worst part, she's given him one thing I can't.

      And that just hurts the most.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          
            JORGE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        One Year Later

      

      

      Men don't cry. Especially the ones in my family. Like my uncle, dad, and his dad before him, we just drink. I've drunk ever since Elena left me. The slap she gave me when she found out still stings on my cheek.

      Even now. A year later.

      I'm sitting on the edge of the bed in my old room at Mama's house, the one I grew up in, the one that still smells of the same cedar wood polish she's used on every surface for thirty years. My suit is pressed and hanging on the back of the door. Black. Like I'm going to a funeral. Maybe I am.

      "Mi hijo," Mama sighs as she comes into the living room.

      In one hour, I need to go to the courts for my divorce. It's my fucking birthday and I should be celebrating, being happy. Instead my mouth tastes of last night's vodka and this morning's regret, stale and sharp at the back of my throat. I've spent nearly the whole year on the bench, supposedly I'm lucky that Real Madrid didn't cancel my contract.

      There's just one year left to go.

      And I can see that it's going to be the longest year of my life.

      "We need to get going."

      I nod my head, not facing her. We meaning the whole family and more. My two brothers, their wives but not their kids. My cousins, aunts and uncles. The joy of being Spanish is the fact that we all stick together, even when I don’t deserve it.

      Elena used to help me with my drinking. She used to help me with a lot of things. Mama always said that she was too good for me, but I didn't realize how good she was for me until it was too late. Until she left, and I have no means of getting her back.

      Today I have to face her, and it's one of the hardest things that I've ever done. My family have a big mouth. Hers even bigger, but not one of them have let on where she is. I don't know if she's still in Spain or gone back to Manchester where we were living for four years before we came back home.

      I suck in a breath as if it's my last and then hang my head down low.

      "Hold your head up high," Papa says. I can smell the whiskey on his breath from where I'm standing, thick and warm and sickeningly familiar. As I've done so many times before, but now it turns my stomach.

      "Can't you be sober for once?" I ask.

      "Don't speak to your father like that. He's coming to support you."

      And there it is. The reason why I never want to come back to this house. Mama defending him, making him feel like the hero that he isn't.

      He sold me out to anyone who would get me a contract just so I could pay the bills, because the old man was too drunk to do so. He was drinking the booze that they should have been selling in the bar they once owned. His antics drove away most of the customers. The good ones. The paying ones. And kept the hangers on, the type you don't want to attract in a bar, just so that they could get free drinks from him. They knew once he had one too many whiskeys it would be on the house. And they loved that. A long hard day's work rewarded by a drunk man's generosity with money that wasn't his to give.

      "Jorge. Come." My sister Belen says it quietly, standing in the doorway with her coat already on, her eyes doing that thing where she's disappointed but won't say it directly. She has said it so many times out loud already.

      Remember Papa. Remember what we went through as kids. Why do you want to be like him?

      The truth is I can't stand the sight of him. He reminds me of everything I don't want to be, but for some reason I've ended up being like him anyway. The man I love to hate.

      I sigh as I grab the letters, the ones I've written to Elena every week since we've been apart. Forty-something envelopes, sealed and unread, stacked with a rubber band around them. I've never written to anyone in my life, but I remember her reading a book once, P.S. I Love You by Cecelia Ahern, telling me it was the most romantic thing in the world. I remember the smile on her face when she finished it, her brown eyes lit up, her pale skin flushed with something warm.

      I tried.

      I read somewhere that the best thing to do was to write what you know, so the first letter was about football. The words came easily then, filled the page without effort. But the next time I tried to write about love, about how I felt, nothing came. I sat at the kitchen table for an hour staring at white paper.

      I kept trying anyway.

      "I'll give them to her," Belen says, snatching the letters from my hand. Her and Cecilia, who is Elena's sister, are best friends. But they both refused to tell me where Elena has been, as if the one woman I've ever truly loved disappeared from the face of the earth.

      It's strange. Since we started dating, I’ve always known where she was. Even when I was away at training camp or she was visiting family in Cadiz, I always knew. And now for a whole year, nothing. It sits in my chest like a bruise that won't fade, dull and constant, the kind you forget about until something presses on it.

      As we leave the house and move into the cars waiting outside, the morning sun is already brutal, bouncing off the white walls of the street and making me squint. The village is quiet at this hour. A dog barks somewhere. A woman hangs washing from a balcony above us and doesn't look down. The world is carrying on completely indifferent to the fact that today I lose her for good, on paper and in every way that counts.

      I've always been confident in everything I've done. Getting into my dream team. Moving countries. Going down on one knee. Even standing at the altar and watching her walk towards me in white, certain I was the luckiest man alive. But divorcing her, that's something else entirely. I don't feel brave. I don't feel like the man who fought his way onto that pitch from nothing. I feel hollowed out, shaky in a way no amount of training has ever made me, and it makes me reach for a bottle just to steady my hands.

      It does the job.

      But it doesn't stop a man from knowing that the one woman he's ever loved has had her heart broken.

      And that he was the one who broke it.
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      Mama holds my hand. I know she's not in agreement with us being in court. I've had to wait nine months to be officially separated from him, before I could petition a divorce. There are things I love and hate about Spain, one of them is the fact that they believe so much in tradition. Divorce is deemed to be the last resort. Maybe it would have been if he’d only just had an affair.

      I’m in court, wearing a navy dress that I bought in Toledo three months ago from a woman who makes her own clothes and sells them from her front door. It has a collar and three buttons at the top and falls just below the knee. Professional. Composed. Nothing about it says I spent forty minutes this morning sitting on the bathroom floor trying to remember how to breathe.

      The courthouse has stone walls, and high ceilings. The kind of place that was built to make you feel small and remind you that whatever you came here to do is permanent. I feel it the moment we walk through the heavy wooden doors. Something settling over my shoulders like a coat I didn't ask to wear.

      "You can always change your mind," Mama says.

      She moves an imaginary strand of hair from my face. I let her. It's easier than arguing.

      "Your father cheat on me. I still with him,” Mama says in her broken English.

      I know. She's told me so many times that the words have stopped landing the way she intends them to. Her argument is that my generation doesn't have values like hers. That any little thing like your husband cheating and fathering a child outside of your marriage isn't a great deal. Not when he comes home to you every night. I cannot wrap my head around it. It's as if everything I've ever known and loved has been a lie, and she's standing in the rubble telling me the house was fine, it just needed a little air.

      I don't admire my parents the way I used to.

      When we were younger, Jorge and I spent so much time with my family. Not his. Not when we never knew if his dad would be sober or not. As we got older we stopped pretending otherwise. His dad was never sober.

      But my parents. They were the golden couple. The type that everyone including myself aspired to be like. Mama cleaned the house, looked after the kids and as we all grew up and left home she turned her energy outward, helping anyone in financial need, anyone injured or widowed or simply unable to manage on their own. She was the kind of woman the village built itself around without ever saying so out loud.

      Now, in this past year of silence and distance and too much time alone with my own thoughts in the cabin in Toledo, I've been learning that she had her heart broken too more than once by Dad. And underneath all of it she did what was expected of her and she carried on her duties hiding her emotions. She never thought of divorce. Never wanted one. She folded the hurt into herself like a letter she decided never to send and got on with living.

      Blanca, my sister who is just under a couple of years older than me, she claims that dad’s extracurricular activities were always clear. Whereas I never noticed, because I was too busy worshipping him. The late nights, he would spend in the office and Dad was the great lawyer, the only one on our street who didn't own a bar or work the farm. He was treated like something close to a god because he'd been to university. It was the thing I wanted for myself too as I got older. I wanted to be admired, looked up to, to carry that same quiet authority he had when he walked into a room. No one would doubt him if he contradicted them. No one would dare question him even if he was wrong.

      It was the kind of power I craved.

      And I gave it up when I fell in love with Jorge Alvarez at fourteen years old in a village where everybody knew everybody and falling in love with a boy in the village felt like the most natural thing in the world.

      I threw it away. I gave up my dreams and I did it willingly, which is the part that keeps me up at three in the morning in a cabin surrounded by olive trees with no television and no wifi and nothing but my own thoughts for company. I gave up a part of myself too. I used to love learning. I used to sit up reading until my eyes burned and fall asleep with a book on my chest and wake up already thinking about the next chapter. The only thing I'd been dedicating that same energy to in the two years we were married was how to get pregnant.

      I'd traded a law degree to watch football matches and clean football boots, then IVF appointments to have the family we craved.

      I sit in the hard wooden seat beside my cousin Diego, who is representing me today. Cecilia wanted to do it herself, and God knows she would have been formidable. She was a divorce lawyer for eight years, before she had her first child and gave it all up. But I didn't want her in that chair. I didn't want someone who loves me watching my face while the details of my marriage get laid out on a courtroom table like evidence at a crime scene.

      Diego is good. He's calm and thorough and doesn't look at me with pity.

      That matters more than I can say.

      My family are arranged on the bench behind me. Mama on my left, Dad beside her looking uncomfortable in his suit, Blanca with her arms folded and her jaw set, my brother Juan who has been suspiciously sober since this morning, and a collection of aunts and cousins who came because that is simply what we do. We show up. Even when we don't know what to say. Even when there's nothing to say.

      I won’t cry.

      I turn to face the doors at the back of the courtroom and that's when I see his family entering.

      I knew he'd be with them. Of course I knew. But knowing a thing and seeing it are two entirely different experiences and for a moment my mind goes completely blank, the way it does when you step off a kerb you didn't see coming.

      His brothers first. Then his mother, small and straight-backed in black, who once told me I was the best thing that ever happened to her son and who I haven't spoken to in a year. Then Belen, who catches my eye from across the court room and gives me the smallest nod, the kind that says I know, I see you, hold on, all at once.

      And then Jorge.

      One year today. His birthday.

      He's going to get the gift he deserves.

      He looks terrible. That's the thing nobody tells you, that seeing it doesn't make it satisfying the way you imagine it will. Bloodshot eyes, hair pushed back but not deliberately, just out of the way. He's wearing a dark suit, charcoal, well cut, but it can't do what he needs it to do today. The man who wouldn't leave the house for a supermarket run unless he looked like he had somewhere more important to be, standing in front of a judge looking like something the village had decided to return.

      I face forward.

      I won’t cry.

      The cologne reaches me before logic can intervene. It drifts across the aisle between us and wraps itself around something in my chest that I thought I had successfully removed with twelve months of distance and silence and early morning walks through Toledo in the cold. It's the same one he's worn since he was nineteen. I bought him the first bottle. He always said it was the only one that worked on his skin, that every other one went wrong somehow, turned sour within an hour.

      I used to say that meant I knew him better than he knew himself.

      I face forward and press my thumbnail into my palm underneath the table where no one can see.

      I won’t cry.

      We arrived early to avoid the cameras outside. He didn't. I saw it on my phone while we were waiting in the small side room they gave us, the flashes going off as he walked up the courthouse steps, one hand raised slightly, not waving exactly but acknowledging. He always said the best part of being a professional footballer was the recognition. Being known. Being wanted in a room before you'd even opened your mouth. I used to find it charming. The boy from the village who made it and never stopped being grateful for the noise that came with it.

      I understand now, sitting here in my navy dress from the woman with the sewing machine, that in a way I married my father. Someone who needed to be the best at what he did and to be seen for it. Someone whose identity lived outside the house in the eyes of other people, while the women who loved them quietly held everything else together and asked for very little in return.

      "All rise as Judge Rodriguez enters."

      I stand on legs that don't feel like mine. My hands are shaking so I press them flat against my thighs and stare straight ahead. Last room. Last hour. Then I go home.

      Judge Rodriguez settles herself behind the bench. Silver hair, reading glasses on a chain. She pours water, opens a folder, looks up and her eyes move across the room, landing on his side first and then mine, and I feel the blood rise in my face.

      I haven't looked at Jorge since he walked in. I know exactly where he is the way you know where a bruise is without touching it.

      "The petitioner, Elena Alvarez, seeks dissolution of marriage on the grounds of infidelity," Diego says from my left, his voice quiet and carrying precisely as far as it needs to. "The parties have observed the statutory separation period of twelve months. All documentation has been submitted and verified by this court. There are no contested assets and no children. My client requests that the court proceed to finalize the dissolution today."

      Infidelity. Diego says it the way you'd read a weather report but it moves through me like a current anyway, because one word doesn't come close to covering what happened. The baby. The fact that while I was lying in clinic after clinic letting strangers tell me what was wrong with my body, bleeding hope out every single month, Jorge was already someone's father. I grip the edge of my chair until my knuckles ache and fix my eyes on the wall above the judge's left shoulder and breathe through the nausea that has lived just below my throat for nearly a year, and shows no sign of leaving.

      Señor Fuentes rises. "Your Honor, the respondent does not contest the petition. Señor Alvarez accepts the grounds as presented and does not oppose the dissolution."

      "Señor Alvarez. You may address the court."

      Jorge's chair scrapes back.

      The sound goes straight through me.

      I press my thumbnail hard into my palm and stare at the wall.

      "I made choices," he says, low, directed at the bench, and then he pauses the way he always pauses, gathering himself in that stillness he has, and I hate that I still know every single thing about him. "That destroyed something I didn't understand the value of until it was gone. I'm not here to dispute anything presented to this court today. I take full responsibility for the breakdown of this marriage."

      I want to ask him which part he'd like to take credit for first. Was it her specifically, or just the fact that she was there and I wasn't. She got to give him the one thing I couldn't.

      I press my thumb harder into my palm.

      "Señora Alvarez. You may address the court."

      I stand too fast and my heel catches but I don't go down. I look at Judge Rodriguez and I open my mouth and I say it.

      "This marriage is over, Your Honor. What happened between us didn't leave any room for doubt about that, and the year we've spent apart hasn't changed it, it just made it clearer. I'm ready to sign whatever needs signing and I would like to do that today."

      My voice only shakes once.

      The courtroom is quiet when I stop. Judge Rodriguez looks from me to Jorge, before she opens the folder.

      "I've sat in this courtroom for twenty-three years." Unhurried. Even. "I've presided over a great many dissolutions. Some of them were the right decision for everyone involved. In my experience, the ones that move through this courtroom fastest are frequently the ones that arrive unfinished."

      Diego's pen stops moving.

      "The law affords me certain discretions in cases where I believe a measured period of reflection would serve the interests of both parties. I'm going to exercise one of those discretions today."

      "Your Honor," Diego starts.

      She raises one hand.

      "Thirty days of cohabitation. During that period both parties will engage with a court-appointed counselor, registered and verified within the jurisdiction of this court. Sessions will take place weekly and attendance is mandatory, not optional. Non-attendance by either party will result in proceedings being suspended indefinitely. These sessions are not an attempt to force a particular outcome. They are a requirement of this court before I will put my signature on any dissolution document."

      Behind me Mama makes a sound. Blanca says something that doesn't make it past the first row.

      The floor drops out.

      "No."

      I hear myself say it before I've decided to.

      "Señora Alvarez."

      "I'm not spending thirty days with that lying, cheating pig." My voice is shaking and I don't care. "With all due respect, Your Honor, I have spent a year putting myself back together from what he did and you're asking me to go and live with him?"

      "Señora Alvarez, I strongly advise you to allow your legal representative to speak on your behalf." Not a flicker. Somehow that makes it worse.

      Diego is on his feet, one hand briefly on my arm. "Your Honor, my client is understandably distressed by this development and I ask the court's patience while I take a moment to advise her."

      "You have one minute, Señor García."

      He turns to me, drops his voice so low it barely exists. "Elena. I understand. But you need to sit down right now and let me handle this or we lose every advantage we walked in here with."

      The tears are already on my face. I'm so angry at them, at myself, at the fact that I'm standing here coming apart in front of his family and my mother while he gets to sit there looking remorseful. He doesn't get to be remorseful. You don't get to give someone else the thing your wife couldn't give you and then sit three metres away looking like it costs you something.

      I drop back into my chair. Both hands flat on the table. Eyes on the wood grain.

      Señor Fuentes is on his feet. "Your Honor, my client has professional obligations that make thirty consecutive days away from Madrid extremely difficult. Señor Alvarez is contracted to Real Madrid for the remainder of his current season and his training schedule requires a transitional period to organize."

      Judge Rodriguez looks at him over her glasses in a way that communicates she has heard this argument in every shape it has ever taken.

      "How long does your client require?"

      "Three weeks, Your Honor. To coordinate with the club and ensure full compliance."

      She writes something. "Three weeks is permitted before the thirty-day period commences. The confirmed start date will be served to both parties in writing before the end of this week. Let me be entirely clear. This is not a suggestion. Failure to comply by either party will result in these proceedings being suspended indefinitely."

      "There's a house in Cadiz." Jorge's voice, not his lawyer's. "On the beach. It belongs to us both, it's been empty for the past year and it's well away from the press."

      People freeze where they are.

      Cadiz. The house where I felt, on those particular mornings, like my life was quietly and genuinely good. Before I knew. Before any of it.

      That house.

      Diego leans close. "It's strategically reasonable, Elena. Away from both families, away from the press. The privacy works in your favor."

      There is no such thing as neutral ground when it comes to Jorge. He is in every room we ever shared, and Cadiz is worse than most of them, and I cannot say any of that in this courtroom so I say nothing.

      "Señora Alvarez." Judge Rodriguez looks directly at me. "Do you have any objection to the proposed location?"

      Diego watching me. Mama watching me. Jorge across the aisle, and I won't look but I can feel it.

      "No." Steadier than it has any right to be, my voice.

      She writes it down. Closes the folder. "Details will be formalized and served to both parties before the end of the week. I expect full compliance. Court adjourned."

      We stand.

      And then it is over except that it isn't, which is the whole problem, which is going to keep being the problem for thirty more days in a house I loved before I knew what he was doing
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