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The Vows in His Pocket




I used to believe broken places could be loved back to life.

That was what I told Roman Cross twenty-two years ago, when he wanted to buy the old Newport ferry terminal and tear it down.

I stood beside him on the cracked floor, with sea wind pushing my hair across my mouth, and I touched one of the rusted railings like it was a wounded thing.

“Don’t destroy it,” I told him. “Restore it.”

Roman had looked at me the way he used to look at me then. Like my words were not small. Like my heart had a place in his plans.

“It is falling apart, Helena.”

“So were we once,” I said.

He had laughed softly and kissed the back of my hand.

A year later, the ferry terminal stood shining again, full of glass, light, old wood, brass rails, and wide windows facing the water. Roman told everyone it was one of his smartest investments.

But when we were alone, he whispered, “This one is yours.”

Tonight, thirty years after I married him, I stood inside that same building in a pearl dress, holding vows I had written with shaking hands.

Not young vows.

Not silly vows.

Not the kind of vows a girl wrote when she still believed love was always enough.

These were older vows. Wiser vows. Tired vows. They had scars in them.

I had written about the nights we survived without touching. The years we raised Ethan and Lillian while Roman built Cross Global into something people feared and praised. The mornings I sat across from him with coffee cooling between us, wanting to ask if he still saw me, but choosing peace because peace was easier than pain.

I had written about staying.

About forgiving.

About aging beside one man and still choosing him, even when choosing him had hurt.

My fingers pressed the paper too tightly.

“Mrs. Cross?”

I looked up.

The young woman doing my hair stood behind me in the mirror. Her name was Paige, maybe. Or Payton. I could not remember. She had said it twice, and I still felt bad for losing it.

“You okay?” she asked.

I smiled because wives like me knew how to smile before we knew how to breathe.

“I’m fine.”

She touched the silver clip in my hair. “You look beautiful.”

“Thank you.”

The woman stepped back and gathered her things. “Mr. Cross is already downstairs. They said five minutes.”

Five minutes.

Thirty years, and only five minutes left before I walked toward him again.

My stomach turned.

I pressed my palm to it and told myself it was only nerves. A woman could be married for thirty years and still be nervous in front of the man she loved. That was not weakness. Maybe that was proof there was still something alive between us.

The room smelled of white roses and sea salt. Roman had filled the whole terminal with roses. White roses along the windows. White roses tied to the end of each row. White roses in heavy glass bowls on the old ticket counters.

He remembered.

White roses were in my wedding bouquet.

I touched one petal in the vase beside me. It was soft and cold.

A knock came at the door.

“Come in,” I said.

A thin man in a black suit stepped inside, holding a tux jacket over one arm. He was from the tailor Roman always used in Boston. I knew the logo on the garment bag.

“Mrs. Cross,” he said, short of breath. “I am sorry. This was sent here by mistake. Mr. Cross’s jacket. The staff said he may have left his reading glasses in the inside pocket.”

I turned from the mirror. “Roman’s glasses?”

“Yes, ma’am. He asked for them.”

That made me smile for the first real time that evening.

Roman Cross could buy hotels, islands, newspapers, and board votes. But he still lost his glasses at least twice a week.

“Leave it,” I said. “I will check.”

The tailor placed the jacket across the back of a cream chair, gave a small bow, and left.

The door clicked shut.

The music downstairs changed. A string version of an old song began to float through the floor. Our song. The one Roman used to play in the car when we were young and too poor to know we would ever be rich.

I walked to the jacket.

My hand brushed the black wool. Smooth. Heavy. Perfect.

Roman’s clothes were always perfect. His cars. His offices. His public words. His hand on my back when cameras flashed.

Perfect things could still hide rot.

I slipped my fingers into the inside pocket.

I found the glasses first.

Then paper.

Folded paper.

Not thick like his speech cards. Not plain like hotel paper.

I pulled it out.

My heart gave one strange beat and then seemed to stop.

The page had a soft cream color. At the top, in simple black letters, were the words:

Crossroads House.

My throat tightened.

Crossroads House was mine.

Not officially open yet. Not finished. Not ready. But mine.

It was the old coastal house I had bought quietly two years ago with money my aunt left me. Roman knew about the dream later, but he did not know how fully I had kept the property separate from him and Cross Global.He had smiled when I told him.

“That is very you,” he had said.

I thought it was blessing.

I thought many things.

I unfolded the paper.

The first line hit me so hard I had to sit down.

I should have chosen you years ago. Tonight, I begin again.

For a moment, I did not understand the words.

They sat on the page like strangers.

I read them again.

I should have chosen you years ago.

My mouth went dry.

Maybe it was part of Roman’s speech. Maybe he was writing about me. Maybe he meant he should have chosen me more fully. Maybe this was his way of saying he had failed me, and tonight he wanted to begin again.

My foolish heart rose like a small hand in the dark.

Then I saw her name.

Maris.

My fingers went numb.

The paper shook.

No. No, not that.

Not Maris Keller.

Not the soft-voiced woman from his foundation meetings. Not the woman who spoke about grief and healing on stages. Not the woman who once held both my hands at a dinner and told me, “Roman is lucky to have a wife who understands purpose.”

I read on.

Maris, you saw me when I forgot how to be seen.

My breath broke.

You made me feel alive when my life had become duty.

The room tilted.

With you, I am not Roman Cross, the name, the company, the husband everyone needs. I am a man again.

A sound left me. Small. Ugly. Almost not human.

I pressed the back of my hand to my mouth.

Downstairs, people clapped at something. Maybe Ethan had arrived. Maybe Lillian was taking her seat. Maybe the press was being moved back from the front rows. Maybe my whole life was still standing below me, dressed in silk and dark suits, waiting for me to walk into my own funeral.

I kept reading.

I know I made promises before God and family thirty years ago. I know I have duties. I know she has been loyal. But loyalty is not the same as love. Tonight, after the cameras, after the smiles, after the last toast, I choose the life I should have had.

The paper slipped from my hand.

It landed on the floor without sound.

I stared at it.

She.

He called me she.

Not Helena.

Not my wife.

She.

Thirty years of my body beside his. Thirty years of children, moves, surgeries, funerals, board dinners, forced smiles, cold beds, warm mornings, private jokes, and all I became in his secret vow was she.

I bent and picked up the paper.

My knees did not feel like mine.

There was more.

You waited for me, Maris. I will not make you wait after tonight.

After tonight.

I looked at myself in the mirror.

Pearls at my throat.

Silver in my hair.

Lipstick the color Lillian chose.

A wife dressed to be chosen again.

I almost laughed.

It would have been a sharp, broken sound, so I swallowed it.

The door opened a little.

“Mom?”

Lillian’s voice.

I folded the paper so fast it cut into my palm.

“Yes?”

She stepped in halfway. My daughter looked beautiful in deep blue. Her eyes were already wet, but Lillian cried at weddings, old songs, sad movies, and commercials with dogs. I used to tease her for having a heart with no skin.

“They are ready,” she said. “Dad keeps asking if you need more time.”

My chest hurt.

Roman was asking if I needed more time.

How kind of him.

“I will be down,” I said.

Lillian looked at my face. “Mom?”

I smiled.

It felt like lifting a dead thing.

“What is it, sweetheart?”

“You look pale.”

“I am fifty-five years old, wearing heavy pearls, and about to walk down an aisle in front of half of Newport. Pale is fair.”

She tried to laugh. It came out wrong.

“Are you nervous?”

I looked at the folded vow in my hand.

“No,” I said. “Not anymore.”

Lillian’s eyes dropped to the paper. “What is that?”

“My vows.”

The lie tasted like metal.

She nodded, but her mouth trembled a little. “Okay. I’ll tell them.”

When she left, I stood still until her steps faded.

Then I placed Roman’s glasses on the table.

He could read without them tonight.

So could I.

I walked out of the room with his vows in my hand and mine left behind on the vanity.

The hallway to the main floor was long. Roman had kept the old ferry signs on the walls. Departures. Arrivals. Waiting Room. Baggage Claim.

I passed each one like it had been placed there to mock me.

Departures.

Yes.

Arrivals.

Not mine.

Waiting Room.

Thirty years.

Baggage Claim.

My whole chest.

At the top of the stairs, I stopped.

Below me, the restored terminal glowed with warm lights. The old ticket windows had been turned into bars. The rows of seats faced the water. White roses climbed the railings. The press stood near the back. Cross Global board members filled the first rows with careful faces.

Our friends were there.

Our children were there.

Ethan stood beside his wife Grace, jaw tight, phone in his hand. He always looked like Roman when he was worried. That used to make me proud.

Lillian stood near the front, twisting a tissue in her fingers.

Cecily Cross sat in the first row like a queen made of ice. Roman’s mother wore black, of course. She had worn black to our wedding too, as if joy was rude.

And Roman.

Roman stood beneath the old clock.

He wore the black tux jacket now. Someone must have found him another one. His hair was silver at the temples, his shoulders still broad, his face still strong enough to sell lies to a room and make them call it leadership.

His eyes were wet.

My breath caught, and for one foolish second, I wanted to believe those tears were for me.

Then I followed his gaze.

Second row.

A woman in soft ivory sat near the aisle.

Maris Keller.

Her hands were clasped in her lap. Her face was pale. Her eyes were fixed on Roman with pain so open it looked rehearsed and real at the same time.

She looked like a woman at a grave.

No.

Like a woman watching a man bury the wrong wife.

I held the railing.

Roman’s eyes moved to me then.

He smiled.

It was small. Tender. Public.

My husband had always been good at public tenderness.

The music swelled.

Everyone stood.

I began to walk.

One step.

Then another.

The room blurred at the edges, but my feet stayed steady.

People smiled at me. Some touched their hearts. One reporter lifted a camera. A board wife whispered, “Beautiful.”

Beautiful.

I wanted to turn to her and say, Do not call a wound beautiful because someone covered it in silk.

But I kept walking.

Roman came forward when I reached him.

“You look beautiful,” he whispered.

I looked into his eyes. The eyes I had loved through babies and bills, through grief and pride, through all the times he came home late and kissed my forehead like that was enough.

“I know,” I said.

His smile faded.

Good.

The officiant, a retired judge who had been Roman’s friend for years, cleared his throat. “Ladies and gentlemen, we are gathered here to witness Roman and Helena Cross renew the promises they made thirty years ago.”

Promises.

The word almost made me sway.

Roman reached for my hand.

I moved mine away.

The room went quiet in a new way.

Not the quiet before joy.

The quiet before glass breaks.

The judge looked confused. “Helena?”

I turned to him. “May I?”

I held out my hand for the microphone.

He glanced at Roman.

Roman’s jaw tightened. “Helena.”

Only my name.

Too late, but there it was.

I took the microphone from the judge.

My hand did not shake now. That surprised me. Maybe grief could become stone when enough people were watching.

I faced the room.

“Thank you all for coming,” I said.

My voice sounded calm.

People smiled, waiting for a sweet speech.

They would not be waiting long.

“Thirty years ago, I stood beside Roman Cross and promised to love him in good times and bad times. I promised to honor him. To build with him. To stay.”

Roman went very still beside me.

I did not look at him.

“I wrote vows for tonight. I wrote them carefully. I wrote them as a wife who knew marriage was not always soft. I wrote them as a woman who had forgiven more than anyone in this room will ever know.”

Someone shifted in the front row.

Cecily leaned forward.

“But five minutes ago, I found different vows.”

Roman whispered, “Helena, don’t.”

There it was.

Not I’m sorry.

Not please let me explain.

Don’t.

I unfolded the paper.

Maris rose halfway from her chair.

The room watched her.

Then watched me.

I read.

“I should have chosen you years ago. Tonight, I begin again.”

Gasps moved through the room like wind over water.

Roman stepped toward me. “Helena.”

I lifted one hand without looking at him.

He stopped.

I kept reading.

“Maris, you saw me when I forgot how to be seen. You made me feel alive when my life had become duty.”

A woman cried out softly.

Lillian made a sound behind me.

My daughter.

My heart turned toward her, but I could not stop. If I stopped now, I would spend the rest of my life being asked to make his lie gentle.

I would not.

“With you, I am not Roman Cross, the name, the company, the husband everyone needs. I am a man again.”

Roman said through his teeth, “Enough.”

I looked at him then.

“No,” I said. “I thought that too for thirty years.”

His face changed.

Pain crossed it. Real pain.

It did not save him.

I turned back to the room.

“I know I made promises before God and family thirty years ago. I know I have duties. I know she has been loyal. But loyalty is not the same as love.”

Maris covered her mouth.

Ethan walked out from the side of the row.

“Dad?” he said.

Roman did not answer.

Grace reached for Ethan’s arm. He pulled away and strode toward the side exit.

Lillian was sobbing now. Not quiet tears. Broken ones.

Cecily’s voice cut through the silence.

“Helena has lost her mind.”

I smiled at her.

It was not a kind smile.

“No, Cecily. I found it.”

Then I read the last part.

“Tonight, after the cameras, after the smiles, after the last toast, I choose the life I should have had. You waited for me, Maris. I will not make you wait after tonight.”

Maris turned and ran.

Her ivory dress flashed between the rows, soft and fast, like a guilty flag.

No one stopped her.

Roman watched her go.

That was the final knife.

Even then, in the ruins, he looked at her first.

I lowered the paper.

The microphone felt warm in my hand.

The room was full of mouths that did not know how to close, eyes that did not know where to land, and phones slowly rising despite shame.

Roman turned back to me.

“Helena,” he said, and this time my name sounded like a man falling.

I gave him his vows.

He did not take them.

So I let the paper drop between us.

Then I lifted my left hand.

My wedding ring had been on that finger for thirty years. Roman had placed it there with shaking hands when we were young, poor, and hungry for a future.

It did not come off easily.

Of course it did not.

Some cages learn the shape of your skin.

I twisted once.

Pain shot through my finger.

I twisted again.

The ring came free.

Roman stared at it like I had pulled out his heart.

Maybe I had.

Maybe I was only returning it.

On the small table beside us sat two champagne glasses for the toast we would never make.

His was empty.

I dropped the ring inside.

The sound was tiny.

A soft clink.

But the whole room heard it.

I looked at Roman Cross, my husband, my ruin, the man I had loved longer than I had known how to love myself.

“I release you,” I said, “to the woman you already chose.”

Then I turned and walked away.

No one clapped.

No one spoke.

My heels touched the old ferry terminal floor, one steady step after another.

Near the back of the room, Victor Lang stood beside the last row.

Roman’s half-brother. His trusted CFO. The quiet man who always watched numbers more than people.

He was looking at Roman.

And he was smiling.

Not with shock.

Not with pity.

With victory.

I kept walking.

For the first time in thirty years, I did not look back to see if Roman followed.
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The Wife Who Did Not Cry


Helena walked away from me.

For thirty years, I had watched my wife enter rooms, leave rooms, cross hotel lobbies, walk through airports, stand beside me in board dinners, move through our home at night with a glass of water in her hand.

I knew the sound of her steps.

Soft when she was tired.

Fast when she was angry.

Slow when she was hurt and did not want anyone to know.

But I had never heard her walk like this.

Steady.

Empty.

Gone.

I stood beneath the old ferry terminal clock with my mouth open and my wife’s ring inside my champagne glass. The room did not move. It breathed around me. Small gasps. Low whispers. A phone hitting the floor. Lillian crying somewhere behind me. A chair scraping hard against wood.

My mother’s voice came from the front row.

“Roman, control this.”

Control this.

As if my marriage was a boardroom.

As if Helena was a bad headline.

As if my wife had not just taken thirty years of silence and turned it into a blade.

I turned from Cecily and looked toward the corridor where Helena had gone.

My feet moved before my brain did.

“Roman,” someone called.

I ignored them.

The old ferry terminal had two private corridors behind the main hall. One led to the restored ticket offices. The other led to the small rooms Helena had used before the ceremony. She had gone that way, toward the old staff exit facing the water.

I pushed through the side door so hard it hit the wall.

“Helena.”

She kept walking.

Her pearl dress moved around her ankles. Her silver hair clip caught the yellow wall light. She still held her shoulders straight.

That hurt more than if she had broken down.

“Helena, stop.”

She did not.

I caught up to her near the old sign that read Baggage Claim. I almost laughed. Almost. The sound would have been mad.

I reached for her arm.

She turned before I touched her.

“Do not.”

One word.

Not loud.

Not shaking.

My hand fell.

Up close, she looked different. Not older. Not smaller. Not ruined.

Clear.

That frightened me.

A crying wife, I could have held.

A screaming wife, I could have answered.

This woman looked at me as if I had already died and she was deciding where to bury me.

“This was not how it was supposed to happen,” I said.

The words came out fast. Stupid. Naked.

Her eyes changed.

Not with tears.

With understanding.

“Then how was it supposed to happen?”

My mouth opened.

Nothing came.

The hall behind us hummed with panic. My life was burning twenty feet away, and I could not find one clean word to give my wife.

Helena waited.

I had built towers, bought competitors, moved boards, saved deals worth more than some countries. I had made grown men shake across tables.

But my wife’s silence beat me.

She gave a small nod.

“That is what I thought.”

“Helena.”

“No.” She lifted her hand. The finger where her ring had been was red. I saw the mark the band had left. I had never noticed how deep it was. “Do not say my name as if it is a prayer now.”

My chest tightened.

“I was going to tell you.”

She looked at me.

“When?”

I swallowed.

After the weekend.

After the cameras.

After the announcement.

After the family photos.

After she smiled beside me one more time.

The truth sat in my throat like glass.

“When, Roman?”

“After tonight,” I said.

Her face did not break, but something in her eyes shut.

“After I stood beside you.”

“Yes.”

“After I smiled.”

I said nothing.

“After I helped you announce the Cross Global foundation project.”

I hated that she understood so fast.

“That announcement mattered.”

Her lips parted a little. Not in shock. In disgust.

“So did I.”

“I know that.”

“No,” she said. “You know it now because everyone heard what you wrote.”

I took a step toward her. “Helena, I did not want to hurt you like this.”

She laughed once.

It was not a laugh.

It was a dry breath with teeth.

“How kind of you.”

I deserved that.

I deserved worse.

In the main hall, a man said my name. Another voice answered. Cameras clicked, then stopped. Someone was telling the press to stay back.

I heard Victor.

Smooth. Calm. Useful Victor.

“Ladies and gentlemen, please remain where you are. This is a private family matter.”

Family matter.

The bastard sounded like he was chairing a meeting.

Helena heard him too. Her eyes moved toward the door, then back to me.

“How long?”

The question was quiet.

I had feared screams. I had feared her hand across my face. I had feared Lillian hearing too much and Ethan looking at me like I was filth.

But this question was worse.

How long?

Two words, and I saw every dinner I had lied through. Every time I came home and kissed Helena’s cheek after touching Maris. Every business trip that had one more night than it needed. Every call I stepped outside to take. Every time Helena asked, “Are you all right?” and I said, “Just tired.”

I looked at the floor.

“Roman.”

“It was complicated.”

She closed her eyes.

For the first time, her face twisted.

Only for a second.

Then it was gone.

“That is the answer men give when the truth is ugly.”

My jaw locked.

“Eleven months.”

Her hand moved to the wall beside her. Not for drama. For balance.

I stepped forward.

She looked at my feet.

I stopped again.

“Eleven,” she said.

“Yes.”

“Months.”

“Yes.”

She nodded slowly, like she was placing each month on a table.

“One for every lie you could not be bothered to make new.”

“I did not plan it.”

“That is not the mercy you think it is.”

I ran a hand over my face. My skin felt hot. The corridor felt too small. The sea wind came through a crack in the old back door, cold and sharp.

“She understood things,” I said. “After my father died, I—”

Helena looked up.

My words died.

“Your father died eight years ago.”

I knew that.

Of course I knew that.

Theodore Cross had died in a private hospital room with machines beside him and lawyers outside the door. I had stood at the foot of his bed and felt nothing until three weeks later, when Helena found me in my study with a glass in my hand and no lights on.

She had sat beside me on the floor that night.

She had not asked me to speak.

She had stayed.

Eight years ago.

And here I was using that dead man like a dirty shield.

“I know,” I said.

“No, Roman. You remembered his death when you needed a reason. You forgot my life when you needed a wife.”

The words landed hard.

I almost hated her for being right.

Almost.

Behind the door, Victor spoke again.

“This exposes a serious judgment issue. Investors will need calm. The board will need speed.”

My head turned.

What?

Helena saw my face.

“What is it?”

“Nothing.”

“Do not lie by habit. It is boring now.”

I stepped toward the hall door and opened it a few inches.

The main room had changed.

No music. No ceremony. No white-rose dream.

People stood in broken groups. Press staff were being moved away by security. Ethan was gone. Grace stood near Lillian, holding her while Lillian sobbed into both hands. My mother sat stiff in the first row, her face carved from stone.

Victor stood with three board members near the old ticket counter.

Abigail Stone was not there in person, but Victor had his phone out, speaking to someone.

“This is not just personal,” Victor said. “The renewal was tied to the foundation announcement. Cross Global is now connected to public deception, marital scandal, and possible misuse of charitable positioning. We cannot let emotion lead response.”

My blood cooled.

Misuse of charitable positioning.

He already had words for it.

Not shock.

Not confusion.

Words.

A plan.

I pushed the door open farther.

Victor’s eyes met mine across the room.

For one second, he smiled.

Then he lowered his gaze like a loyal man caught doing a painful duty.

My phone started ringing.

Abigail Stone.

Board chair.

Of course.

I looked back at Helena. She watched me with a face I could no longer read.

“Take it,” she said. “You always do.”

I answered.

“Abigail.”

Her voice was flat. “Roman, I am sorry.”

People only said sorry before they took something.

“Not now.”

“Yes, now,” she said. “The board will meet in forty-eight hours.”

“For what?”

“For emergency review.”

“My marriage is not under board review.”

“No. Your judgment is. The foundation launch is compromised. The ferry terminal event had approved press access. The vow document is already circulating. Someone recorded Helena reading it.”

My stomach tightened.

I looked at the crowd. Phones disappeared into pockets too fast.

“Shut it down.”

“We are trying.”

“Try harder.”

Abigail went quiet. When she spoke again, her voice was colder.

“Do not use that tone with me tonight.”

I closed my eyes.

There it was.

The shift.

One hour ago, I had been Roman Cross, founder, majority power, man at the head of the table.

Now my wife had dropped my ring in a glass and even my board chair could smell blood.

Abigail continued, “Victor is already speaking with communications.”

“I did not ask Victor to speak.”

“No one could reach you.”

“I was with my wife.”

“You should stay with her if she will let you. But understand me clearly. The board meets in forty-eight hours. Come prepared.”

The call ended.

I held the phone in my hand.

Prepared.

I almost laughed again.

I had not been prepared for Helena.

Not once in thirty years.

I turned back to her.

She had not moved.

“The company?” she asked.

I hated the small cut in her voice. Not jealousy. Not surprise.

Old knowledge.

She knew I would think of Cross Global even with our marriage bleeding on the floor.

“Victor is using this,” I said.

“Of course he is.”

Her answer was too calm.

“You knew?”

“I know your family.”

“You think I planned this?”

“I think you planned enough.”

That silenced me.

The back door opened at the far end of the corridor. A woman stepped in wearing a dark green coat, short gray hair, and the kind of eyes that had seen too many women try not to fall apart.

Diane Mercer.

Helena’s friend.

A divorce lawyer, though I had never liked saying that part out loud.

Diane looked at me first.

Not with fear.

Never with fear.

Then she looked at Helena.

“You ready?”

My whole body tightened.

“No,” I said.

Diane’s eyebrow rose. “I was not speaking to you.”

I turned to Helena. “You called her?”

“She was a guest.”

“And now?”

“Now she is a friend with a car.”

“Helena, come home. We will talk there.”

She looked at me for a long moment.

Home.

I had said it like the word still belonged to both of us.

“I am going home,” she said. “Just not yours.”

The sentence went through me clean.

No blood at first.

Then all of it.

“You cannot just leave.”

Diane gave a soft sound. “Careful, Roman.”

I ignored her.

“Helena, please. This is not the place.”

She looked down the corridor, toward the hall full of white roses and dead vows.

“No. That was the place. You chose a public lie. I chose a public truth.”

“You read private words to a room full of people.”

Her eyes flashed.

There. Anger. Finally.

But it vanished before I could hold it.

“You wrote another woman’s name on paper from my dream.”

Crossroads House.

I had seen the logo when she unfolded the page. I had seen it, and still the pain on her face had been too much for me to understand all of it.

“I did not use that paper.”

She stared.

“What?”

“That page was not on Crossroads paper when I wrote it.”

Diane’s face sharpened.

Helena did not soften.

“Is that your defense?”

“No. It is not a defense. It is—”

“Another detail you want me to care about so I look away from the main thing.”

“I betrayed you,” I said.

The words came out rough.

Diane looked at me like she had not expected that.

Helena went still.

I forced myself to keep going.

“I betrayed you. I wrote the vows. I planned to talk to you after the weekend. I did all of that. But that paper was not mine.”

Helena’s mouth tightened.

“You still think this is about paper.”

“No. I think someone put it where you would find it.”

“Good,” she said.

I blinked.

“Good?”

“Yes. Someone gave me the truth you were too weak to give me yourself.”

I had no answer.

Diane stepped closer to Helena. “We need to go before the press reaches this corridor.”

I looked at Diane. “You do not take her from me.”

Helena’s voice cut in.

“She is not taking me. I am leaving.”

I looked at my wife.

Really looked.

The red mark on her finger. The pearl dress. The folded shoulders that were not weak, only tired. The
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