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Prologue:
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Nathan

––––––––
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With tears streaming down his face, Nathan sat in his car for forty minutes after returning from the store. Tonight marked his tenth wedding anniversary, a milestone meant for joy and celebration. A party was underway inside his house. Friends, family, and laughter waited for him, but Nathan couldn't go in. He felt as if his world was collapsing.

That morning, Robin, his wife, asked him to open their marriage so she could pursue relationships with other men.

––––––––
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When she first brought it up months ago, Nathan thought it was just a fantasy. Back then, it was. She had started reading erotic novels and joined a book club to discuss them. He didn't mind; in fact, the books put her in a romantic mood, and he enjoyed the results. He loved the dirty words she whispered in the dark, feeling like their intimacy had grown deeper. But earlier today, just hours before the celebration, Robin confessed that her desires had gone beyond a fantasy. She wanted more. She told him she loved him, insisted on it, but said the fantasies were taking over her. She needed the freedom to explore them.

Infidelity was a minefield for Nathan. His first marriage ended because of it. His best friend and his wife, Samantha, had a secret affair for years. During the divorce, Nathan found out that his youngest child wasn't biologically his. David, his best friend, knew the truth and kept silent. After everything settled, David and Samantha publicly flaunted their relationship, as if they hadn't torn Nathan's family apart.

––––––––
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Nathan eventually sued David for fraud. Samantha, in retaliation, tried to turn the children against their father, portraying him as a bitter man punishing two people for "falling in love." Fortunately, his children were wise enough to see through her lies. Despite everything, Nathan never stopped loving his youngest son. Biology meant nothing. Love was what mattered. Nathan stayed with his father.

It was his children’s love that helped Nathan claw his way out of despair. Therapy and time softened his wounds, and eventually, he opened his heart again. That's when he met Robin. Her warmth and patience helped heal his shattered trust. His children liked her. Proposing felt natural. He believed their marriage was strong.

Now, here he was, parked outside his own house, wondering why he was never enough. Robin's request had ended in a shouting match. It reopened every scar he thought had healed. Her apologies felt hollow. And why today of all days? Why right before the party? He told guests he might have caught a stomach bug or eaten something bad. Then he made an excuse to buy ice, needing air, needing escape. He left before Robin could stop him.

Rain now softly tapped on his windshield, lulling him into a drowsy haze. Maybe he'd wake up tomorrow and realize it was all a dream, that Robin never asked for permission to sleep with other men. He looked at himself in the mirror: bloodshot eyes, grief marked across his face. He didn't want to face anyone. If luck was on his side, he could slip into the house through the cellar and hide in the basement guestroom.

Nathan slipped quietly out of the car and moved through the rain toward the back of the house. As he passed a window, he paused.

There was Robin.

She looked radiant in her lavender floor-length gown. Her blonde hair fell in waves around her shoulders. She wore the diamond drop earrings Nathan had given her on their last anniversary. For a moment, warmth spread through him. He still loved her. Not all was lost. She wore the symbol of their union with pride. Maybe he owed her another conversation; perhaps this wasn't the end.

But then, something caught his eye.

Robin was laughing in a circle of friends, always the center of attention as an extrovert who brightened every room. A man's arm wrapped around her shoulders. At first, Nathan thought nothing of it since they had many mutual friends. But the gesture felt... intimate. Possessive. The arm belonged to James Moseley, a coworker Robin occasionally mentioned. James had never been part of their social circle. Why was he at their anniversary party? Then Nathan realized something else: he had been gone for almost an hour. Robin hadn't even called to check on him. 

He watched as James's hand moved from her shoulder, down her back, and rested at the base of her spine. Robin didn't flinch. Then, casually, James slid his hand over her backside. Robin glanced at him, smiled, and kept chatting.

Nathan felt his stomach turn.

Friends surrounded them, but no one said a word. Had everyone known? He stepped back from the window, the truth hitting him hard. Robin had already found another lover. Her morning confession was just a cover story. That familiar, soul-crushing feeling flooded through his chest like a wave of acid. He quietly slipped back into the house and crept down to the basement. In the darkness of the guestroom, Nathan collapsed onto the bed, still wearing his jacket and shoes, and stared at the ceiling.

Pain radiated through him, crawling out from his heart into every nerve. Then came the memories.

Another party. Another betrayal.

It had been his eldest child's seventeenth birthday. Samantha, his then-wife, went inside to get the cake. Nathan followed ten minutes later and found the cake abandoned, with moaning coming from the pantry. He kicked in the door.

There she was.

David had his mouth on her bare breast. Her clothes were half off. Their children were outside, feet away, celebrating a milestone, and their mother was in the pantry with their father's best friend.

David stammered, "It's not what it looks like." But even he didn't believe it. "I'm sorry. You weren't supposed to find out this way."

Nathan's rage erupted. He punched David in the mouth repeatedly. Chaos ensued—screaming, accusations, tears. Their children watched in horror. His mother slapped Samantha. The family was left shattered.

Now, lying in the darkness, that same rage and heartbreak thumped in his chest. His eyes grew heavy. As sleep pulled him under, one last thought settled in his mind. Robin still hadn't called to see if he was okay.
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Chapter 1
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Zarra

––––––––
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One Year Later:

––––––––
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Zarra was exhausted. Tired of life, tired of people, tired of humanity's mess. That morning, she sat at her kitchen table, sorting through the mail. It was mostly bills, but a few envelopes were still addressed to James.

––––––––
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James had moved out months ago. More accurately, Zarra had kicked him out after learning he had been unfaithful.

When it came to romantic relationships, Zarra believed in monogamy. Maybe that made her old-fashioned in some people's eyes, or even selfish,  but she didn't care. She and James had been together for eight years before everything fell apart. They met a few years after her divorce, back when she had no interest in a serious relationship. She had been enjoying her freedom until James appeared.

He was handsome, charming, irreverent, and witty, but it was his empathy that truly set him apart. James wasn't transactional; he gave freely, loved deeply, and made Zarra feel safe again. After what she had endured with her ex-husband, that meant everything to her. They traveled, watched movies, hiked trails, and laughed with a lively circle of friends. They had chosen a life without marriage or children, and that suited them both. James was the partner Zarra had imagined growing old with, until the day he suggested they open their relationship.

The request hit her like a punch.

Her mind spun. Was she no longer enough? Had something changed? She believed they were on the same page. James assured her otherwise. He still loved her deeply, he said. But exploring other romantic connections could "strengthen their bond." He even encouraged Zarra to see other men.

But Zarra didn't want other men. She wanted him. Only him.

She believed James respected her choice to stay monogamous. She was mistaken.

Now, on the cusp of her fiftieth birthday, Zarra had no man, no plans, and a pile of mail reminding her of what she'd lost.

When James first brought up the idea, he promised he wouldn't pursue anything without her consent. He said it was about trust, about not crossing boundaries. Zarra loved him so much she almost agreed. But something in her gut screamed no. It all felt rushed.

Her best friend, Athena, was in a polyamorous marriage. It worked for her—Athena and her husband had spent months in therapy, established clear boundaries, and approached it with genuine care. Zarra respected that. But it wasn't for her.

When she told Athena what James had asked, her friend was cautious. "Don't do this just to keep him," she warned. "Your feelings matter too."

Zarra increased her therapy sessions, trying to understand her feelings. And although James soothed her doubts with kisses and words of reassurance, the unease remained.

Then came that night.

James told her not to wait up. He’d be working late. Zarra didn't think much of it. She'd had a productive day, finished one manuscript, and made strides on another. She even told her therapist how James made her feel supported and understood. She wanted to celebrate. So, she decided to surprise him at work with dinner.

Zarra took a cab downtown to his office. The building was almost empty, with only a few cleaning staff still moving around. She could hear the distant hum of vacuums.

James had been working diligently on a major project and often mentioned a coworker, Robin, who had been crucial to his success. Zarra had met Robin once at a company event. She had smiled warmly, but something in her handshake felt off—too firm, too deliberate, almost like a challenge. Zarra had brushed it aside.

She walked down the corridor toward James's office. Light shone under the closed door. Usually, she would knock, but she was in a good mood, her thoughts filled with love and mischief. She opened the door.

And froze.

James leaned back against the window, his shirt open and chest exposed. His pants and briefs pooled around his ankles. His buttocks squeaked against the glass as he thrust rhythmically into the mouth of a kneeling, half-naked woman.

His head tilted back, lips parted, moaning in pleasure. His hands grasped her blond hair as his body moved with urgency.

Zarra stood there, stunned.

Her world shattered in real-time.

All the talk about love and boundaries, lies. He didn't want her blessing. He wanted cover—permission to cheat without guilt.

––––––––
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James cried out, his body tensing as he climaxed. The woman continued her work, licking him clean, her hands firm on his thighs. James opened his eyes and saw Zarra. He jerked back so quickly he lost his balance, causing the woman to fall to the floor with a thud. She turned around, irritated, then froze when she saw Zarra standing in the doorway.

It was Robin.

Without a word, Zarra turned and ran.

James shouted after her, scrambling for his clothes. Panic drove Zarra through the halls. She kicked off her heels to move faster. The carpet blurred beneath her feet. Her heart pounded so loudly it drowned out everything.

The elevator was too slow.

Zarra turned and sprinted toward the stairwell, colliding with a wall of muscle. She staggered back and looked up. A man in a navy suit loomed over her, appearing both authoritative and ex-military. His salt-and-pepper hair was slicked back, and his expression showed annoyance.

"Hey, watch where you're going!"

Zarra blinked at him, her grief and rage spilling over into fury. She jabbed a finger at his chest. "Who the hell do you think you're talking to—"

"Zarra!" James's voice thundered behind her.

She froze. The man in the suit, confused by what was happening, suddenly appeared more concerned than annoyed. “Are you okay?

Zarra touched her face. It was wet. Her cheeks were soaked. When had she started crying? James's footsteps echoed closer. Without another word, she pushed past the man and hurried down the stairs. She burst into the lobby, flagged down a cab, and collapsed into the seat, voice trembling as she told the driver her address.
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Chapter 2
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Nathan

––––––––
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The morning after their party, Robin found her husband snoring in one of the guest rooms. She woke him up and scolded him for missing the rest of the celebration. Well-rested, Nathan immediately confronted Robin about what he had seen the night before, but she dismissed him as ridiculous. According to her, no potential lovers had been found, and she wasn't having an affair. With no concrete proof-just his gut feeling-Nathan had to let it go. Still, the image of James and Robin standing too close together stayed with him. Robin kept pushing to open their marriage, and eventually, Nathan gave in just to shut her up.

––––––––
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They met with attorneys. Nathan wanted protections in place in case the marriage collapsed. He wasn't the wealthiest man, but he was comfortable-he owned several businesses and wasn't about to be left with nothing like after his first divorce. A postnuptial agreement was drafted. Although it drained what little romance remained, Nathan knew he had to be smart. The negotiations were impersonal and contentious. Robin had become demanding, and Nathan remained convinced she was lying about when her relationship with James began. She refused to include an infidelity clause, which made Nathan laugh.

Robin wanted half of any assets acquired during the marriage. Nathan refused. If she chose to leave, she would still walk away with a significant portion of their savings, gifts, vehicles, a condo in Florida, and a villa in Italy. But it wasn't enough. She wanted ownership of the house Nathan had bought long before they met. That house was his sanctuary after the chaos of his first divorce. As much as he loved her, Nathan never put her on the deed. Robin's insistence led to screaming matches and a breakdown in negotiations.

Then, suddenly, Robin became cooperative. She stopped resisting. Nathan felt relief, but he wasn't naive. She knew who held the financial leverage. Eventually, the agreement was finalized and signed, including a crucial clause. If either party was ever found to have committed infidelity before the agreement, the other would walk away with everything. Robin had thrown a fit over that clause, but Nathan refused to sign without it.

Robin tried to maintain intimacy, which annoyed him. She had gotten what she wanted, so there was no need to pretend. Nathan started to mourn the woman he once loved. Robin had been kind, loving, and beautiful. Now, all their interactions felt forced, and he couldn't even look her in the eye. She still tried to initiate sex, but he always rejected her. He never stopped believing that something illicit was going on between Robin and James. At the party, Nathan didn't see two coworkers chatting-he saw the closeness of lovers.

Nathan decided he was done playing games. It was time for answers.

He visited Robin at work that evening, knowing only the cleaning crew would be there. He took the stairs, anxious and on edge. Methodical by nature, Nathan compartmentalized everything-he created a mental list of direct questions. Robin wouldn't gaslight her way out of this.

When he reached her floor and grabbed the door, it suddenly swung open. A woman rushed out, crashing into him. She stepped back slowly, looking dazed and distracted.

Nathan didn't like people who were unaware of their surroundings. Based on her hurried movements, she was running from something or someone.

She looked familiar. Where had he seen her before?

He instinctively raised his voice, annoyed by the interruption. But this woman wasn't the cause of his anger. That was for Robin. He quickly felt guilty. Nathan had always taken pride in being a gentleman, and right now, he was falling short. He knew he needed to apologize.

But before he could react, the woman's body tensed, her face filled with rage. She jabbed her finger at his chest, nostrils flaring. Nathan flinched — she was about to give him a piece of her mind.

Then a loud voice echoed down the hallway, yelling, "Zarra!"

The woman froze in surprise. Nathan gently asked if she was okay. She touched her cheeks, noticing they were wet with tears. Then, without saying another word, she hurried past him and ran down the stairs barefoot.

Wanting to avoid more confrontation, Nathan slipped into the men's restroom across the hall. He cracked the door to peek out.

Moments later, James turned the corner. His shirt was half-buttoned, and his slacks were unfastened. He always looked sharp, but now he appeared to have dressed in a rush. Interesting, Nathan thought.

He watched James charge into the stairwell, calling, "Zarra!" repeatedly. No answer. Furious, James punched the wall and turned back the way he came.

Nathan waited and then followed at a distance. A pair of high heels lay abandoned in the hallway. He picked them up and realized who the woman was-Zarra Reynolds, James's girlfriend. Robin, a romance author, enjoyed reading. What the hell was going on?

He followed the sound of raised voices to an office lit brightly at the end of the hall. He recognized Robin's voice instantly.

He leaned in the doorway. James and Robin were arguing, both looking disheveled. Robin's blouse was half unbuttoned, her skirt wrinkled and askew. They'd clearly been caught in the act and discovered by Zarra.

Nathan cleared his throat loudly. "What's wrong, lovebirds? Trouble in paradise?"

Robin's eyes widened. She scrambled to fix her blouse. "Nathan? What are you doing here?"

Nathan stepped inside. "I came to talk to you about your relationship with your colleague here." He gestured toward James. "But your outfit says plenty." Robin looked stunned. Nathan's words revealed a nearly two-year deception. He turned to James. "What about you? Got anything to add?" He held up the heels. "These must belong to the woman I bumped into on the stairs. She ran off barefoot. Wonder why?"

James and Robin exchanged a look, then dropped their eyes, too ashamed to speak.

Nathan twisted the knife. "Wait a minute... wasn't that your girlfriend, Zarra Reynolds, James?" James flinched. Nathan looked at Robin. "Isn't she one of your favorite writers?" Robin turned pale. To an outsider, Nathan's questions might seem casual, but they cut like knives. She had denied what he saw at the anniversary party and tried to gaslight him. That wouldn't work now. Nathan wasn't letting it go. He stepped closer until he was face-to-face with Robin. She stepped back. "What the hell is wrong with you?" he asked, his voice sharp. "What did I ever do to deserve this? I was your husband. I loved you. I let you around my kids, into my home, and this is how you thank me? Screwing your coworker behind my back? Bringing him into my house,

letting him grab your ass in my living room? Then lying about it?" Robin's eyes filled with tears. She hadn't expected this much disgust.

"I told you I had fantasies," she whispered. "Things I wanted to try. You weren't willing. It wasn't supposed to turn out this way."

"Robin," Nathan said, his voice shaking with rage, "when you brought up opening the marriage, you were already with James. You figured you'd badger me until I gave in. You played me for a fool. That ends now."

He turned to James. "And you? Why would you do this to your girlfriend?"

James said nothing.

Nathan shoved the heels in his face. "You going to return these, or are you too busy sticking your dick in my wife?"

James inhaled sharply, then lunged, fists clenched. Robin jumped between them.

"Please stop! James, not now!"

Nathan pushed her gently aside and got in James's face. "Go ahead, take your best shot. Maybe you'll win, maybe you won't. But I guarantee you'll be in cuffs before you hit the lobby."

The tension was unbearable.

James smiled coldly. "All this bravado doesn't fool me. You're just mad Robin would rather fuck me than be honest with you."

Nathan flinched. The words hit hard.

Robin knew about his first wife's betrayal. And she still chose to do this. After all their years together, wasn't he owed honesty? Kindness?

She reached out, touching his shoulder gently.

Nathan recoiled. "Don't ever touch me again."

He turned to James. "And you? You didn't win. You just took out my trash."

Robin's jaw dropped. James blinked in surprise.

Nathan looked at Robin one last time. "You've got thirty days to get out of my house. If not, I'll have you thrown out."

"Nathan, wait!" Robin cried, reaching for him. But he was already gone.

She broke down sobbing. James pulled her into an embrace, though Nathan's parting words echoed in his head.

Nathan stormed to the elevator, rage powering each step. In the parking garage, he got into his car, buckled in, and stared at the passenger seat.

Zarra's shoes sat there, like the final piece in a puzzle he never wanted to solve.
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Chapter 3
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Zarra

––––––––
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She didn't realize she was shoeless until she stepped out of the cab and felt the coolness of the sidewalk. It didn't matter- all she wanted was to get inside her house. She paid the driver, then entered. The door closed behind her with a loud thud, the finality of the motion feeling like the end of a scene in a movie. The turning sound of the lock echoed in her ears. Zarra felt as if she were in a trance, as if waking from a troubling sleep. She began to shed her clothing, letting the layers of this terrible day fall away from her skin as if they were tainted.

Zarra climbed to the upper level of her townhome and entered the bathroom. She turned on the shower and stepped in, letting the powerful spray hit her face. The water dampened her curls, causing them to loosen and cling stringily to her face. Her eyes blurred, tears mixing with the falling water. She was soaked in sorrow, overwhelming her mind and heart. The cold reality of what she had seen earlier that evening-the horrifying images of James with Robin- ripped through her mind. Seeing him there with his pants around his ankles, bare butt exposed for anyone to see while being serviced, was mortifying. It attacked every one of Zarra's senses.

The painful memory felt like a stab to her brain, spreading through her entire body, invading every part of her being, invasive and relentless. Zarra started to hyperventilate, nausea twisting her stomach, her legs trembling, knees buckling, chest feeling heavy. She was experiencing a panic attack.

It felt as if her heart, which once beat with energy and purpose, had stopped—now cold and stone-like in her chest. It was as if a cruel witch, like in some fairy tale, had appeared, cast a spell, and taken her core away. All her strength was gone. She leaned against the shower wall; her legs buckled gently, and she slid down to the shower floor. Pulling her knees to her chest, she rocked back and forth as the now-cold water poured over her. Cries that had initially been silent turned into loud wails. Unable to hold back her pain, Zarra screamed. Her cries echoed throughout the house, bouncing off walls and filling the space with sorrow.

She sat there, chaos crashing like tidal waves until the cold water became too much. Gathering her remaining strength, she pulled herself up and turned off the faucet, wrapping her body and hair in thick towels. Her movements were mechanical, one fading into the next. There was no sound, color, or light—only suffering, devouring her soul alive.

Zarra walked on shaky legs to her bed and collapsed into a soft mountain of blankets, sheets, and pillows. She cocooned herself inside the bedding and prayed for relief from what haunted her. That what she had seen was an illusion-that the love of her life hadn't just betrayed her in the worst way possible-that it was all a terrible dream. No matter how hard she tried to fool herself, Zarra knew the truth: James had broken her heart.

Eventually, she dozed off, her mind troubled by terrible dreams. In them, Robin openly mocked her, a soundtrack of James's sexual moans accompanying the cruel words. Zarra remembered when she first met Robin-they had met at a function held by James's firm. Working there was his dream job. James had mentioned Robin before, but always in the most benign way. What caught Zarra off guard was the lack of change in James's behavior. They still went on romantic dates and shared intimacy. Just days ago, they had made love in the very shower where Zarra had

cried her heart out.

She suspected nothing. James concealed his feelings so well. Did he hate her? Zarra always believed adultery came from a deep loathing for the victim-what other explanation could there be for such treachery? How long had James and Robin been involved? Months? Years? Her mind was filled with more questions than answers, so intense they pulled her out of a deep sleep. Did he picture Robin's face while making love to her? Did all those tender words he whispered mean nothing? Sadness cast a heavy cloud over Zarra. She was emotionally drained and exhausted. All the love and happiness inside her had disappeared.

Zarra had managed a few hours of sleep when sounds downstairs woke her. In her rush to get home, she hadn't contacted Athena about what happened. Who was in the house? She quickly put on a robe and went downstairs. On the first floor, she noticed the clothes she had stripped off last night had been picked up, folded neatly, and placed on a chair. The sound of humming floated from the kitchen.

––––––––
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She moved closer and found James at her stove, making breakfast. Nearby on the dining table were plates of bacon, toast, bowls of fresh fruit, cups of coffee, and glasses of juice. What the hell was he doing here? Zarra felt like she'd taken crazy pills. Less than twelve hours earlier, she caught James having sex with a coworker, and now he's here making eggs? As if that would erase what he'd done. Was the man demented? Did he think she was stupid? Her anger flared, starting as a twinge in her stomach and then rising like lava from a volcano, flooding her with heat. She saw red. How dare this man darken her doorstep with whatever bullshit he was trying to pull?

"What the hell are you doing here, James?"

The flatness of her voice cut through his humming. He jumped and turned to face her, an eager smile spreading across his face.

“Hey, baby! Good morning! Are you hungry?" He was really cheerful, scooping eggs onto a plate before pulling out a chair for her. "You were sleeping pretty soundly, so I let you sleep in and made us some breakfast.” Zarra glared at him. Had he gone upstairs and watched her sleep? Not only was he a cheating bastard, but also a creep. She stared daggers, remaining silent, letting it fill the space between them.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE BRIDGE
BETWEEN US






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





