
Dedication

To those who never made it home but remain forever in our hearts. Corri. Gary. This book carries your light.


The Dead Bed Hot Bed Challenge

Inspired by David's dream



In Courtroom 7C, the air was stale with tension. Not the usual kind that settles over a murder trial or financial scandal — this was something stranger.

A tall woman in a crimson pantsuit stood before the judge, her voice as sharp as the click of her heels.

“Your Honor,” she said, eyes sweeping over the jury, “today we bring before this court a matter not of crime, but of commitment. We are here to decide: who owns the truth in a marriage grown cold? Who carries the burden in a home with two beds — one dead, one hot?”



A murmur rippled through the courtroom.



At the defendant’s table sat Jeremy, his eyes hollow, his tie slightly crooked. Across from him, arms crossed and jaw clenched, was Alyssa, his wife of 12 years.



The case was unlike anything Judge Mariana Cruz had ever presided over. The docket read: “The Dead Bed / Hot Bed Challenge: Petition for Emotional Breach.”



Yes, emotional breach. The newest addition to civil law, a legal mechanism introduced after a landmark ruling that acknowledged emotional neglect as a form of relational harm — as real as physical abandonment, as destructive as betrayal.



Alyssa’s lawyer, the woman in red, spoke again.

“For six years, my client lay next to a man who didn’t touch her, didn’t see her, didn’t hear her. Her heart was a museum of ‘almosts’ and ‘not todays.’”



She turned, gesturing to a screen. A photo appeared: Alyssa, smiling with someone else. A man named Marco. The hot bed.



“This is the man who made her feel alive again,” the lawyer said. “The one Jeremy calls the ‘intrusion.’ But tell me, Your Honor — is it intrusion, or is it escape?”



Jeremy’s attorney stood slowly.

“Yes, the marriage was quiet. But quiet doesn’t mean dead. He was there. He worked. He provided. He was faithful.”



“Faithful to what?” Alyssa whispered.





The jury leaned in.



Judge Cruz leaned back.



“This court,” the judge said finally, “must decide: is emotional absence the same as emotional infidelity? And when the bed grows cold, who is first to blame — the one who turns away, or the one who reaches elsewhere for warmth?”





---



Later that evening, outside the courthouse, reporters swarmed the steps.



A young journalist asked, “Ms. Harper, what is the ‘Dead Bed Hot Bed Challenge,’ really?”





The lawyer smiled faintly.

“It’s not a legal term,” she said. “It’s a reality. More couples live in it than admit it. It’s the quiet war of empty sheets and unmet needs. And in court, silence is no longer a defense.”





---



Inside Courtroom 7C, the jury deliberated. Outside, a new era of truth had begun — not about right or wrong, but about the spaces in between, where love either lives or dies.





---

Part 2: The Verdict



The jury room was thick with quiet.



Twelve people sat in folding chairs around a long oak table, their faces a blend of curiosity, discomfort, and reflection. No one expected this. They signed up for civil duty thinking they’d hear about parking disputes or bad contractors. Not this.

