

  [image: Cover]




Flora Grayson

The Wife He Lost Because of Infidelity


The Billionaire Marriage Betrayal Second Chance Romance





  

  Copyright © 2026 by Flora Grayson


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  
    This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters, and incidents portrayed in it are      the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or localities      is entirely coincidental.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        1. Chapter One
        
      

    
      	
        2. Chapter Two
        
      

    
      	
        3. Chapter Three
        
      

    
      	
        4. Chapter Four
        
      

    
      	
        5. Chapter Five
        
      

    
      	
        6. Chapter Six
        
      

    
      	
        7. Chapter Seven
        
      

    
      	
        8. Chapter Eight
        
      

    
      	
        9. Chapter Nine
        
      

    
      	
        10. Chapter Ten
        
      

    
      	
        11. Chapter Eleven
        
      

    
      	
        12. Chapter Twelve
        
      

    
      	
        13. Chapter Thirteen
        
      

    
      	
        14. Chapter Fourteen
        
      

    
      	
        15. Chapter Fifteen
        
      

    
      	
        16. Chapter Sixteen
        
      

    
      	
        17. Chapter Seventeen
        
      

    
      	
        18. Chapter Eighteen
        
      

    
      	
        19. Chapter Ninteen
        
      

    
      	
        20. Chapter Twenty
        
      

    
    


  




  
  One

  
  
  Chapter One

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




The Room That Watched Me Leave

Lena’s POV

The Beaumont Gallery was mine tonight.

Not legally. Not on any document. But in the specific way that a room belonged to the person who had called every vendor, negotiated every table arrangement, and personally followed up on the catering twice because the first time they had confirmed the wrong mushroom.

I was the one who knew where the emergency extension cables were. I was the one who had the florist’s mobile number saved under Carnations Crisis after the incident three years ago where we had received three hundred white carnations when I had ordered pink. I was the one who knew that table six had a wobbly leg and needed to be positioned away from any donor who gestured when they talked.

This was my room.

I moved through it the way I had learned to move through every room in the last three years — like I knew exactly where I was going and why, like the air parted for me rather than the other way around. It had taken time to learn that. Most of my twenties had been spent learning the rooms of other people’s lives. Standing at the edge of them. Performing ease I did not feel in spaces that had never fully made room for me.

I had learned, eventually, what it felt like to walk into your own space.

It felt like this.

“Lena.” Sol Reyes appeared at my elbow with the serene efficiency that was his defining quality. He was the foundation’s development director and the second most indispensable person in the building after me, and we both knew it. “Table three needs a name card correction. Dr. Hendricks, not Dr. Henderson.”

“Already done,” I said. “And the audiovisual team has the updated presentation. The new slide went in at five-fifteen.”

Sol made the small sound that meant noted and redirected toward something else. I continued my circuit of the room.

The Marsh Foundation’s annual gala was the event I had spent eleven months building toward. Not just because it was our primary fundraising night — though it was, significantly — but because it was also proof of concept. My mother had started the foundation fifteen years ago with a borrowed office, a volunteer administrator, and the specific stubbornness of a woman who had decided that arts education in underfunded schools was not a nice idea but a necessary one. She had kept it alive for eight years before she got ill. After she died, it had declined. By the time I took it over three years ago, it was technically operational and practically invisible.

Tonight, we had two hundred and sixty guests.

The room was beautiful. Soft lighting over white tablecloths. Floral arrangements in the deep burgundy and ivory that my mother had always chosen because she said they looked serious without being cold. A stage at the far end with the foundation’s current programme displayed on the wall — photographs from the school residencies, testimonials from the young artists who had come through in the last two years. Evidence. Real, specific, documented evidence that the foundation was doing what my mother always said it could do.

I had done this.

Not alone. Sol had done a significant portion of it. The volunteer team had done parts of it. The donors in this room had funded it. But I had been the person who had looked at a nearly defunct charity and decided it was worth rebuilding rather than closing, and I had been right about that, and I was allowed to know it.

I was not the kind of woman who said this out loud. I was the kind of woman who said it quietly to herself while walking a room, which was good enough.

A donor — Richard Osei, a regular contributor who managed a family investment trust — flagged me from across the room. I moved toward him. He had a question about the new arts residency model and whether it was replicable in the northern boroughs. I answered it clearly and with the specific enthusiasm of someone who had read the data and been genuinely moved by it rather than the performance of enthusiasm, which was a different thing entirely. He looked satisfied. He looked like a man who would be increasing his contribution in the next quarter. I moved on.

I was three conversations into the evening and my champagne glass was still full.

This was a professional choice. Champagne was for celebrating. I was working.

I heard Priya before I saw her — the specific bright note of her laugh from the direction of the entrance, which meant she had arrived and had found someone to entertain on the way in. Priya Osei had been my best friend for eleven years and had the social gift of genuinely enjoying every person she spoke to, which was either a natural quality or the result of extensive training, and I had never been able to determine which.

She appeared at my shoulder in the mauve blazer she had texted me about twice and which looked, as I had told her twice, excellent.

“The canapés are extraordinary,” she said. “I had three before I found you.”

“Those were for the guests.”

“I am a guest. I’m just a particularly enthusiastic one.” She looked around the room with the expression of someone appreciating the results of work they had watched happen. “Lena. This is beautiful.”

“Don’t start,” I said. “I’ll become emotional and I still have six tables to check.”

She smiled but did not push. Priya had learned, over three years, when to let me have my professional composure.

I continued my circuit.

Table five. Table four. The corner near the bar where the audiovisual technician had a small station and needed reassurance that the microphone transition for the programme segment would be seamless. It would be. I told him so. He believed me because I had checked the equipment myself at four this afternoon.

I was passing the entrance to the main hall on my way to table six when I felt it.

Not a sound. Not a movement.

A change in the room’s quality. The specific shift that happened when someone significant entered a space — not fame, not status. Significance. The particular weight of a person whose presence rearranged the geometry of wherever they were.

I had been married to this man for four years.

I knew what it felt like when he walked into a room before I saw him.

I kept walking.

I reached table six. I checked the chair positioning. I confirmed with the server assigned to this section that the vegetarian option was correctly marked. I did all of this with my back to the entrance and my hands perfectly steady, which was something I was specifically grateful for.

Then I turned around.

He was standing twenty feet away, near the entrance to the hall, looking at the room the way he looked at everything — reading it, filing it, making decisions about it before he had said a word about any of it. He was in a dark suit. He always wore dark suits. His hair was the same. His jaw was the same. He looked exactly like the man I had been married to and also nothing like the memory I had been carrying for three years, because memories did things with time and the actual man was always more specific than the memory.

He was looking at the room.

Then he was looking at me.

I was in the middle of a conversation with the server about the vegetarian option.

I finished the conversation.

This was not a performance of composure. It was composure. There was a difference, and the difference was the three years.

When the server moved away, I walked toward Adrian.

Not toward him specifically. Toward the general direction of the room’s flow, which happened to take me past him. I was a professional in my own venue. I acknowledged everyone.

I stopped in front of him.

“Mr. Carr.” My voice was pleasant. Even. “I didn’t know you planned to attend tonight.”

He looked at me with the expression of a man who had prepared something and had arrived to find that the preparation did not apply.

“I wasn’t planning to,” he said.

I held his gaze.

Three seconds. The same three seconds I had once spent looking at him across an investor briefing room, waiting — with the specific patience of someone who was still trying to believe — for him to look back at her. He had not looked back then. He had let the silence sit and let the room decide what the silence meant.

He was looking now.

He had found the venue. He had come in a dark suit to a foundation gala that had nothing to do with Carr Properties. He was standing in front of me with the expression of a man who had something to say and had not yet decided if he had earned the right to say it.

I said: “Enjoy the evening.”

I turned away.

I moved back into the room — my room, the room I had built and called and arranged and rebuilt over three years from an idea that had almost collapsed. I spoke to Richard Osei again briefly. I confirmed the stage schedule with Sol. I checked the lighting over the programme display and decided it was slightly too warm and sent a text to the AV technician.

I did not look back.

But I was aware — in the precise and specific way of a woman who had learned to manage her feelings rather than perform them — that he was still there. Standing in the middle of the room she had built. Watching her move through it.

I did not give him anything that looked like notice.

I gave the room everything I had.

It was enough.

It had always been enough.

It had simply taken me three years to know that for certain.
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What the Marriage Actually Looked Like

Lena’s POV

I have had three years to understand what the marriage was.

Not to grieve it — I did that in year one, in Priya’s spare room, in the specific private way of someone who did not want the grief witnessed. Not to be angry about it — I did that in year two, quietly, in the mornings before the foundation work began, in the ten minutes before I got out of bed when the anger was loudest and most honest. Three years has given me something better than grief or anger.

It has given me clarity.

The marriage was not a bad marriage in the ways that the word bad usually meant. There was no cruelty. There was no raised voice, no specific incident that could be pointed to and named cleanly. If you had asked anyone in Adrian’s world what they thought of the Carrs, they would have said: a beautiful couple. She seems lovely. He’s very successful.

Both of those things were true.

Neither of them was the whole picture.

The phones were always on the table.

That is where I would start if I had to explain it to someone. Not with the dinners I attended alone, not with the specific texture of lying next to someone in the dark and feeling the precise distance of someone who was already somewhere else. I would start with the phones.

They were always on the table because there was always something that could not wait. A time difference. A deal in a late stage. An investor who needed reassurance at the specific hour that happened to be our dinner hour. Adrian was not apologetic about this. He did not perform regret and then take the call anyway — which would have been its own kind of cruelty. He simply took the call. He considered it reasonable. He was building something, and building things required attention at irregular hours, and he had explained this to me early in the marriage in the calm, logical way he explained most things, and I had said I understood.

I had understood.

I just had not understood that understanding it was going to be my primary contribution to the relationship.

I loved him. That is important to say directly, because it is true and because it is the part that made everything else complicated. I had loved Adrian Carr before his name was on buildings. Before the hotels expanded to five continents. Before the financial press started writing about him in the specific reverent tone reserved for men who had made significant amounts of money through the application of intelligence and very long working hours.

I met him at twenty-four. He was twenty-seven and had just taken over his first property development. He was not yet remarkable, not yet the thing the world would eventually call him. He was simply a man who thought carefully about everything and laughed rarely but genuinely, and who had looked at me across a dinner table at a mutual friend’s birthday and asked me three questions in a row about my mother’s foundation without pivoting to talking about himself.

I had thought, at the time, that this was significant.

It was significant. It was just not permanent.

We married when I was twenty-seven. The ceremony was elegant and small and entirely what I wanted, which was the last time I can say with confidence that a significant decision was entirely what I wanted. After that, significant decisions were Adrian’s. I was consulted. I was taken into account. I simply was not the one who decided.

This is not a complaint. I say it as a fact. His world was large and mine, at the time, was still finding its edges. He was good at the things his world required. I was learning the things mine required. It made a kind of sense, for a while, that he was the one who moved and I was the one who moved around him.

The problem was that I kept waiting for this to change.

And it did not change.

The dinners. I will tell you about the dinners specifically because the dinners were where I felt it most.

We had dinner together four or five nights a week in the first year. It decreased by the second. Not dramatically, not in a way that could be charted and presented as evidence — just the natural attrition of a man whose work expanded and a woman who had not yet built the life that would eventually fill the space he left. I would have dinner ready. He would arrive an hour after the time he had said, and he would be sorry about it, genuinely, in the way that a person was sorry when they had been somewhere important and the importance was not in question. He would sit down. He would eat. He would tell me about the day, briefly, in the edited version that professionals gave rather than the whole version that people gave each other.

I would tell him about my day.

He would listen in the way that a person listened when they were also reading something on the phone they were holding under the edge of the table.

I noticed this the third time it happened. I pretended I had not noticed it, the fourth time, and the fifth, and the twelfth. I had become, by the second year of our marriage, very skilled at pretending not to notice things.

Vivienne Cole arrived in our marriage eighteen months in.

She had been Adrian’s business partner before — they had worked together on a development company before Adrian bought out his partners and restructured. She was brilliant at what she did. I knew this because Adrian said so, and because the work she had done before he bought out the company was documented in the industry press in terms that did not require interpretation.

She was also always available.

This is the thing I could never fully explain to Priya, who wanted to give Vivienne a category — other woman, rival, threat — and could not understand why I resisted the category. It was not that the category was wrong. It was that the category was incomplete. Vivienne was in my marriage in a way that did not require an affair to constitute a problem. She knew Adrian’s schedule before I did. She attended the business dinners that I was told were not the kind of dinners that wives attended. She texted at eleven at night with questions that could have waited until morning and that neither of them appeared to think were inappropriate to discuss at eleven at night.

I never accused him.

I was never certain.

What I was certain of was that Vivienne occupied a space in my husband’s life that I had been told, implicitly and consistently, was not available to me. The space where Adrian was fully present. Fully attended. Not managing something else while also being in the conversation.

With her, he was simply in the conversation.

This is what I understood three years later. I did not understand it then. Then, I only understood that something was wrong and that I could not name it specifically enough to address it without sounding like a woman performing jealousy, which was the last thing I wanted to be.

So I performed certainty instead.

I told Priya I was fine.

I told myself I was fine.

I learned, over four years, to perform fine so thoroughly that sometimes I believed it.

The accumulation was gradual. This is the thing about marriages that end without a single dramatic event — the evidence does not arrive all at once. It arrives in increments so small that each one alone is survivable. The dinner you ate alone for the fourth time in a week. The charity gala where you spent the majority of the evening making conversation with people who wanted to talk to you because they wanted access to your husband, and your husband spent the majority of the evening on the far side of the room being important. The holiday to Portugal that he cut short by two days because a development opportunity had arisen and the timing could not be adjusted.

I had carried each of these. I had put them in the specific interior place where I kept the things I had decided not to make significant.

By the fourth year, the place was full.

I was standing outside the door of his home office at ten o’clock at night.

This was not unusual. He often worked late in the home office. I had stopped knocking years ago, not because he had ever said anything but because interrupting a working man in a home office was the kind of thing I had been quietly, consistently trained to understand was not done.

I was carrying two cups of tea.

This was a habit I had from my mother. She made tea when she did not know what else to do. When she was worried about the foundation, she made tea. When she was working through a difficult decision, she made tea. When she was trying to show love for someone without knowing how to say it, she appeared with tea. I had inherited this entirely.

Through the door I could hear voices.

Adrian’s.

And Vivienne’s.

Not raised. Not the voices of a conversation that was anything other than professional. A late discussion. Something about the quarterly figures. Something about a development site in the northeast that needed a decision before the end of the week.

I stood outside the door.

I stood there for three seconds — the specific three seconds in which I understood everything and chose not to. Not because I was afraid of the answer. Because I had already understood, somewhere beneath the performing of fine, that the problem was not what might or might not be happening in that room. The problem was that I was standing outside a door in my own home, holding two cups of tea, and I did not feel certain that my presence on the other side of it was more important than the conversation already happening there.

I carried the cups back to the kitchen.

I poured them both out.

I washed the cups.

I went to bed.

I lay in the dark and listened to the quiet of the apartment and understood, with the specific clarity
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