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Greybridge doesn’t do silence.

Even at 5:12 a.m., when the sky is still the color of old dishwater and the streetlights haven’t fully decided whether to clock out, the city keeps a low, restless hum—delivery trucks sighing into loading bays, a train complaining along the elevated tracks, someone’s bass leaking through brick like a heartbeat you didn’t ask to share.

Amara Elise Holloway lies awake and listens anyway.

Her apartment in Riverlight is a converted warehouse unit with tall windows that make it feel like she lives inside a display case. In the daytime, that glass turns the room bright and honest. At night, it reflects her back at herself. Right now, it gives her a double: one Amara under the thin blanket, one Amara floating in the black pane like a thought she can’t get rid of.

The radiator clanks. The pipes tick. Something in the building always sounds like it’s trying to start an argument.

She reaches for her phone, then stops. Reaching has become a habit with no reward. Her thumb hovers over notifications she already knows are there.

She doesn’t open anything yet. She’s not ready to ingest the world.

Instead, she sits up and swings her feet onto the cold floor. The concrete has the kind of chill that travels straight up the bones. She stands, pulls on a sweatshirt that still smells faintly like her detergent and not like him, and crosses to the kitchen where everything is aligned. Mugs stacked with handles facing the same direction. Coffee canister centered. A knife block she never uses because chopping makes her feel like she’s wasting time.

She keeps her space like this on purpose. It’s harder for the mind to unravel when the counters look like a catalog page.

Water in the kettle. A clean spoon. A teabag she doesn’t want. She used to like tea. Tea is too quiet now.

She leans against the counter while the kettle warms, staring at the small pile of mail she’s been pretending isn’t there: glossy flyers, a coupon booklet addressed to “Occupant,” and one thick envelope with a law firm’s return address.

She could open it.

She could not.

Her body chooses for her. Her hand moves before her brain gives permission, fingers sliding under the flap like it’s a scab she’s been picking at for weeks.

Inside is another packet of paper, another set of polite words about the dismantling of her life.

Mediation. 7:30 p.m. Downtown. Conference room B. Bring requested documentation.

She reads it once. Then again, like repetition will make it softer.

It doesn’t.

Amara puts the papers back in the envelope and presses the flap down, not sealing it, just flattening it. She doesn’t throw it away. Throwing things away feels like making a choice, and choices feel dangerous right now.

The kettle clicks off.

She pours hot water into a mug and watches the tea darken. The steam fogs the air in front of her face and disappears.

That’s the thing about Greybridge. Everything evaporates quickly—warmth, privacy, good intentions. The city has a way of making you think you’re alone until someone’s elbow hits your ribs on the sidewalk and you remember: there are millions of people here, and you still have to carry your pain like it’s contraband.

Her phone buzzes once on the counter.

One buzz, not a call. A message.

She looks at the screen like it might bite.

GIDEON: Can we talk before tonight? I don’t want this to get ugly.

Amara stares at the words. Her mouth goes dry. Her tea sits untouched.

She knows exactly what “ugly” means in Gideon Vale’s language.

Ugly means he loses control of the story.

Ugly means people stop believing his face.

Ugly means he will make sure she looks like the unreasonable one.

There are a thousand replies she could send. She could be calm. She could be furious. She could ask him why he thinks he gets to request anything from her anymore. She could say the one sentence that has been lodged in her throat for months:

You already made it ugly.

Instead, her fingers open a draft and type:

AMARA: Please don’t—

She deletes it.

She types:

AMARA: We can discuss through counsel.

Deletes.

She types:

AMARA: Don’t contact me directly.

Deletes.

The cursor blinks. Patient. Merciless. Like a metronome counting down to failure.

In the end, she sets the phone face down. It’s not bravery. It’s triage.

She cannot start her day with him in her bloodstream.

Amara washes her mug, dries it, and puts it back exactly where it belongs. Then she walks to her closet and chooses an outfit like she’s building a costume: tailored trousers, a soft knit top, the long coat that makes her look like she has plans.

She does have plans.

She plans to survive the day.

Outside, Riverlight is all wet pavement and early commuters. The elevated tracks run along the street like a steel spine. A train passes overhead and the windows of the coffee shop across the road tremble, as if the city is reminding everyone: I’m here. I’m always here.

Amara’s building smells like old brick and someone’s laundry. She locks her door twice, not because it’s unsafe, but because the action grounds her. Click. Click. Control restored, at least at the latch level.

On the sidewalk, the air has a bite. It’s autumn trying to pretend it isn’t turning into winter. The wind tunnels between buildings and grabs at her coat hem like a child refusing to let go.

She walks briskly, head down, dodging puddles that reflect broken neon. She passes a mural under the tracks—a woman painted with a crown of flowers and a stare that says she will not apologize. Amara looks away too quickly. She isn’t in the mood to be judged by spray paint.

Her phone buzzes again.

A different name, a different kind of pressure.

SIENNA: You alive? Coffee after work. No excuses.

Amara’s thumb hovers, and this time she answers.

AMARA: Busy day. Pitch prep. I’ll try.

Seconds later:

SIENNA: Try is what you say when you plan to disappear. I’m not letting you.

Amara almost smiles. Almost.

Sienna Park has never been interested in her disappearing acts. In college, when Amara tried to skip parties by becoming invisible in her dorm room, Sienna would knock like a police officer with a warrant and drag her out into the world. Back then it felt annoying. Now it feels...like someone refusing to let her fade.

Amara types:

AMARA: I’ll come. After 9.

SIENNA: I’ll take it. Proud of you. Also I hate Gideon. See you.

Amara pockets the phone and keeps walking.

North & Alder Creative sits in a glass building downtown that looks like it was designed to impress people who are easily impressed by reflections. The lobby smells like money and citrus cleaner. There’s a living wall of plants that never wilt because someone is paid to keep them alive.

Amara badges in, nods at the front desk staff, and moves through the space like she belongs there.

She does belong here. She’s earned this. She’s good at it.

That’s the trap.

In the elevator, her reflection stares back from the mirrored panel. Hair sleek, eyes alert, expression composed. She looks like a woman who has her life in a neat folder labeled “Handled.”

If anyone asked, she could say she’s fine. She could say she’s busy. She could say things are “in process.”

She has built an entire career out of words that sound reassuring and mean nothing.

On the creative floor, whiteboards line the walls like confessionals. Someone has written a slogan in marker and circled it three times. A pair of designers argue quietly over font weight. A junior strategist chugs cold brew and looks like he might cry.

Amara slides into her desk chair, opens her laptop, and lets work swallow her.

Emails. Calendar invites. A deck with six too-many versions of the same slide. She adjusts spacing, changes wording, recalibrates tone. The work is clean. Predictable. There are rules. There are revisions. There is a way to make it “right.”

There is no version of “right” for betrayal.

By noon, her eyes burn from staring at the screen. She doesn’t notice until her shoulders start to ache—tight from holding herself like a brace.

A knock on her desk.

Imani Clarke stands there in a fitted blazer, a coffee in one hand, and an expression that makes people straighten their spines without being told. Imani looks like the kind of woman who never misplaces her keys and always knows where the exits are.

“Morning,” Imani says, though it’s not morning anymore. She speaks in efficiency.

“Hi.” Amara minimizes a tab too fast. It’s a folder titled Holloway Studio—a business plan she works on in secret like it’s something shameful.

Imani’s gaze flickers, catching the movement. She doesn’t comment. Imani rarely comments directly. She drops implications like breadcrumbs and watches who follows.

“We need you in Conference Four at two,” Imani says. “The Levant pitch moved up. They want a refreshed angle, and they want it fast.”

Amara’s stomach tightens. “Moved up to today?”

Imani nods once. “Yes. And Amara—” She pauses, and the pause is its own message. “They want the face of it. They want someone who reads steady. You read steady.”

A compliment that feels like a requirement.

“Okay,” Amara says, because okay is a reflex. Because saying no is a door she still doesn’t know how to open.

Imani’s mouth quirks, not quite a smile. “Good. Don’t overthink it.”

Amara keeps her expression smooth until Imani walks away. Then she exhales through her nose and stares at her screen like it might provide oxygen.

Don’t overthink it.

As if overthinking isn’t the thing that keeps her alive.

Her phone buzzes again. She doesn’t want to look. She looks anyway.

GIDEON: Amara. Please. You’re making this worse.

She holds the phone too tightly, fingers whitening around the edges.

That’s new—him acting like she is the one escalating.

He always did have a gift for rearranging reality until he was standing in the center of it, clean-handed.

A memory flickers, uninvited. Her mother in a cramped kitchen years ago, back turned, voice low: He didn’t mean it like that. Then the clatter of a cabinet door. Then the careful smoothing of a smile before company arrived.

Amara learned early: if you keep things tidy enough, nobody asks what’s broken.

She sets the phone down and returns to her slides. She tells herself she will deal with Gideon later. After the pitch. After the meeting. After she finishes being useful.

Later is where pain goes to multiply.

At two, Conference Four fills with bodies and coffee. A few colleagues glance at her with that look people get when they sense something is off but don’t know what. Or do know and are pretending they don’t.

That’s another Greybridge specialty: polite blindness.

Amara delivers the refreshed angle like she’s done it a hundred times. Her voice stays even. Her points land. She watches the clients nod, and part of her feels proud, because she built this skill like a fortress.

Another part of her feels nothing.

When the meeting ends, someone claps her lightly on the shoulder. “Killed it,” they say.

Amara smiles like she can feel the word.

She returns to her desk to find an email with a subject line that turns her blood cold:

RE: Mediation Confirmation — Tonight

The clock reads 5:47 p.m.

Time has been moving like a thief all day, stealing minutes while she pretended everything was normal.

She opens the email and skims. Same location. Same room. Same polite insistence that she arrive prepared.

She closes her laptop with more force than necessary.

Around her, the office continues. People laugh. Someone orders takeout. A playlist shifts to a brighter song. The living wall of plants is probably still thriving downstairs.

Amara stands, slips on her coat, and leaves without telling anyone she’s going to the meeting that will officially begin the process of unmaking her marriage.

In the elevator down, the mirrored panel shows her again. Still steady. Still composed. Still pretending.

Outside, Greybridge meets her with sharp air and a sky heavy with rain. The buildings loom, glass and brick layered like old arguments. The sidewalks are crowded with people rushing toward dinner, toward drinks, toward lives that aren’t currently under legal review.

Amara walks toward the subway because walking keeps her from thinking too hard, and thinking too hard is how she starts shaking.

Eastline Station is crowded, fluorescent, loud. Announcements echo off tile. A busker plays something moody on a saxophone, the notes curling through the air like cigarette smoke. Someone bumps her shoulder without apology. Someone else presses too close because there’s no room not to.

Amara grips the metal pole inside the train car and watches her reflection in the window. The city blurs past, lights smeared into long lines. Her face is pale under the harsh interior glow.

She imagines Gideon’s face when he speaks to her tonight—earnest, regretful, reasonable. She imagines him saying the same phrases he’s been practicing for weeks:

“I made a mistake.”
“I wasn’t thinking.”
“I’m trying.”
“We should protect what we built.”
Protect what we built.

As if she’s the one holding the hammer.

She remembers the moment she found out—not a dramatic discovery, not a lipstick-stained collar like a movie. It was a calendar invite on a shared account, mislabeled. A restaurant she’d never been to. A time slot that didn’t match his story. Just enough inconsistency to make her brain, always hunting patterns, sit up and go still.

When she asked, he smiled. He said she was overreacting. He said she was stressed. He said, “You’re imagining things.”

Later, when she showed him proof, he didn’t apologize first.

He got angry.

That was the moment her chest went quiet. The moment she understood: the betrayal wasn’t only the act. It was the insistence that she swallow it politely.

The train jolts, and Amara’s grip tightens. Her nails bite into her palm, grounding her in pain small enough to manage.

She gets off downtown and climbs the station stairs into wind and drizzle. The city smells like wet concrete and exhaust and roasted chestnuts from a cart on the corner. A couple huddles under one umbrella, arguing softly. A cyclist splashes past, spraying her pant leg. She doesn’t react. Reacting costs energy.

She checks her phone.

A missed call from Miles.

Her brother’s name makes her throat tighten.

She calls back immediately.

“Hey,” Miles answers, voice low, like he’s in a hallway. He always sounds like he’s trying not to scare anyone. “You headed there?”

“Yeah.” Her voice comes out thin. She clears her throat. “I’m close.”

“Good. Listen—just remember, he’ll try to pull you into feelings. Don’t negotiate feelings. Stick to facts.”

Amara looks up at the building ahead. Tall, corporate, anonymous. Glass doors. Clean signage. No hint that inside, people will sit around a table and decide how her life gets divided.

“Okay,” she says. “Facts.”

“And—” Miles hesitates, and she can hear the weight in it. “You don’t owe anyone softness. Not him. Not mutual friends. Not the version of you that thinks keeping peace is the same as being loved.”

Amara swallows. “I know.”

She doesn’t, not really. Not in her bones. But she wants to.

Miles exhales. “Call me when you’re done. If you want, I can meet you after.”

“I’ll be fine.”

A pause. He doesn’t argue. He knows her language.

“Text me,” he says instead. “Even if it’s just a period.”

Amara almost laughs, and the almost hurts. “Okay.”

She ends the call and stands still for a moment on the sidewalk while the drizzle thickens into rain. Greybridge presses in: traffic noise, wet wind, people brushing past with their umbrellas angled like shields.

She could turn around.

She could go home, lock the door twice, and pretend she didn’t get the email.

But the envelope on her counter would still exist. Gideon’s messages would still arrive. Her body would still know what he did.

Avoiding doesn’t erase. It just stretches the suffering.

So she walks to the building.

Inside, the lobby is too bright. The air smells like polished stone and faint perfume. A security guard glances at her ID and waves her through. The elevator ride up is silent except for the soft whir of machinery and the quiet, escalating drum of rain against the building’s exterior.

On the mediation floor, the carpet muffles footsteps. The hallway lights are clinical. Doors labeled with letters and numbers line the corridor like patient mouths.

Conference room B is at the end.

Amara stops outside it, palm pressed to the wall for one second too long. The paint is cool and smooth. She breathes in through her nose, out through her mouth, like she’s trying to talk her nervous system down from the ledge.

She thinks, briefly, of being seventeen and watching her mother smooth lipstick in the bathroom mirror after an argument, chin lifted, eyes wet but determined to look presentable. Love, Amara learned, was something you survived while pretending it wasn’t hurting you.

She is older now. She is supposed to know better.

But her body still remembers the rule: be good, be quiet, be chosen.

The door opens. A receptionist looks out. “Ms. Holloway? They’re ready for you.”

Amara nods, steps inside, and takes her seat at the table with her documents arranged like armor.

Across from her, Gideon is already there. Perfect suit. Perfect hair. A mouth set into something that could be remorse if you didn’t know it was strategy.

His eyes flick to her ring finger—bare now—and something like annoyance flashes before it’s swallowed by a practiced softness.

“Amara,” he says, like her name is something precious.

She doesn’t answer. She doesn’t smile. She sits upright and looks at the papers in front of her.

The mediator starts talking. Words about process. Words about fairness. Words about resolution.

Amara’s hands are steady on the tabletop.

Inside, something shakes loose anyway.

The meeting lasts an hour. Maybe two. Time becomes a blur of legal language and controlled voice. Gideon speaks calmly. Gideon suggests compromises that sound generous until you notice the hooks. Gideon looks wounded in all the right places.

Amara says what she needs to say. She keeps her face still. She keeps her tone level. She watches Gideon try to pull her into the old dance—his charm, her accommodation—and she refuses to follow.

It costs her.

By the end, her jaw aches from clenching. Her stomach is empty and furious. Her throat feels scraped raw, like she swallowed sand.

When the mediator



















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
CHEATING HUSBAND INFIDE
RGIVE RO '





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png
CHEATING HUSBAND INFIDELITY
NO FORGIVE ROMAN:

JAMES B






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





