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For better or for worse.


That was such a load of crap. Surely, those words were written by some polygamous man who wanted all the trappings with a wife and the dalliances with a mistress.


A sea of thoughts swirled through my head as I recalled my wedding vows—vows that I’d faithfully upheld for the past twelve years.


Do you, Savannah Dionne Kirby, take this man . . .


Vows I’d been foolish enough to believe my husband, Clark, had upheld as well.


Do you, Clark Edward Graham, take this woman . . .


Vows that, 4,603 days after I’d made them, didn’t mean a single thing.


“Can I get anything else for you?”


The bartender’s chipper voice forced me out of my wedding-day memories and into my present-day nightmare. I swallowed the lump in my throat, forced a smile, and said, “May I have another, please?”


He kept his smile as his left eyebrow rose in judgment. “You sure about that?”


My right eyebrow rose to let him know I wasn’t in the mood to be judged. “Look, I just need a gin and Coke. I don’t need a shot of lecture.”


He shrugged, then went to make my drink. My eyes stayed on his backside as he walked away.


I couldn’t remember the last time that I’d let my eyes roam over another man. When it came to faithfulness, I could’ve been the spokesperson for the Committed Wives Society.


Not anymore.


“It’s not often I see a woman going for hard liquor like that.”


I turned toward the stranger who had sat on the bar stool next to mine and slid into my thoughts as if I had summoned him up. Even though he was sitting, he had to be at least six-four. With a smile that looked like it should be hawking teeth-whitening products, this man’s rugged good looks were made for a magazine cover. He looked like a black George Clooney in his tan blazer and dark denim jeans, which gave off the perfect combination of a business-casual vibe. He was the absolute total package. And all I could think was that he was invading my personal space.


“Mind if I sit?” he asked, setting his half-empty glass on the bar.


I exhaled, let my shoulders slump in exasperation, then turned back to face forward. “You’re already sitting.”


“Mind if I sit here?” he corrected. He pulled some cash out and set it on the bar. “And I would love to buy you that gin and Coke.”


My first reaction was to do what I’d always done when men approached me—which was quite often thanks to my voluptuous figure and smooth caramel skin that screamed twenty-nine instead of my actual thirty-eight, and kept me working as one of the most popular TV reporters in town when most of my female colleagues the same age had moved on to another career. But before I could utter the words “I’m married,” another thought filled my head: Clark didn’t care about being married.


Clark.


The reason I was sitting in the bar at the Markham Hotel in downtown Houston, drowning my sorrows in my third glass of gin and Coke.


I didn’t even drink gin and Coke.


“How do you know what I’m drinking anyway? Are you watching me?” I asked, shaking off thoughts of my husband.


“I wasn’t watching you, but I definitely noticed you,” he replied, not at all intimidated by the barb behind my words. I rolled my eyes and he shifted uncomfortably, like he was debating whether he should get up and leave or keep trying to talk to me. “This weather is a beast.” He pointed toward the floor-to-ceiling window, at the pounding rain assaulting the pavement outside the hotel. It had started pouring down when I’d arrived at the hotel ten hours ago. I told myself it was the angels mixing their tears with mine.


“I’m from Dallas and was going to try to head home, but the weather is even worse there,” the man continued. “It’s flooding pretty bad, so I figured I’d just leave tomorrow. The only problem is that means I’m missing my daughter’s recital. So, I’ve just been sitting over there, nursing my own sorrows.”


I wondered why he thought I wanted to know his life story. But I just said, “Who said I’m nursing sorrows?” My voice was filled with attitude with this man who hadn’t been invited to my pity party—however gorgeous he was.


He smiled as he raised his drink to his lips. “I know the eyes of a woman who’s been hurt.”


That made my heart ache and broke down my tough facade. As if I could possibly feel any more pain than what I’d felt ten hours ago when I’d overheard Clark’s conversation with Dawn.


My good friend Dawn, the wife of Clark’s late best friend.


I blinked back my welling tears—I’d shed enough of those—just as the bartender set my drink in front of me. The liquor was a welcome reprieve, and I quickly took a gulp.


“This is just what I need,” I said, raising the glass in a mock toast. “Matter of fact, this is all I need to wipe away any sorrow.” I winced, both from the liquor and the budding headache. I shook it off, reminded myself that I wasn’t a weakling, then had to close my eyes as I got my bearings.


When I opened my eyes, my new neighbor was just staring at me with a smile that bore no judgment. Instead, I saw understanding in his eyes.


“I’m Wilson,” he said, extending his hand.


“You have a last name for a first name?” I giggled, my guard slightly lowering thanks to the mixture of gin and revenge.


He shrugged. “My mother always had to be different. And you are?”


I hesitated, allowing Clark and Dawn a millisecond to creep back into my thoughts.


I silently cursed my husband and my friend and said, “I’m Savannah. Savannah Graham.”


Dang it, I immediately thought. I should’ve given him my maiden name, since I’d be returning to it soon. Or better yet, a fake name. If he was from Dallas, he wouldn’t have known me from television anyway.


“I’m a good listener,” Wilson said. It was as if he knew that I was fighting off the worst kind of pain.


Usually, there was no way in the world I would’ve shared my private business with a complete stranger. But the last ten hours had been the stuff nightmares were made of. And if this handsome stranger could help me pick up the pieces of my broken heart, then so be it.


I shrugged. “Hey, it’s the usual story behind a woman sitting in a bar alone, drowning her sorrows in liquor. I just found out the man I thought would love me forever is loving on another woman.”


Images of Clark and Dawn once again filled my head. Every time they’d laughed. Every time they’d spoken. I was now trying to dissect every memory.


“Wow, sorry to hear that,” Wilson said.


I took another sip of my drink, then grimaced as the liquor burned my throat as it went down. “It is what it is. Now I just have to figure out how to move on.”


“Yeah. I’m divorced myself. It wasn’t easy, especially on my kids. Do you have children?” Wilson asked.


That brought another pang to my heart. Maybe that’s why Clark had slept with Dawn. I had been unable to give him the one thing he wanted most. Dawn, on the other hand, had four kids. So, of course, he’d end up in the arms of the most fertile woman on the planet.


“No. No kids,” I said. “We were in the process of trying to adopt, but there have been all kinds of delays. I guess that was God’s way of keeping that from happening.” I released a pained laugh. I had to laugh, so I didn’t cry.


“I really am sorry.” Concern had replaced his gorgeous smile.


I paused and composed myself before this man thought I was a nut job.


Wilson placed his hand on my arm. “I hate to see a beautiful woman like you going through something like this.”


A jolt of electricity shot through me at his touch. It had been thirteen years since another man had electrified me like this. Thirteen years since I’d even desired anyone other than Clark.


Betrayal had a way of quickly changing things. And since I was now doing things I’d never before done, maybe I should go all the way. Maybe I should give Clark a taste of his own medicine. Maybe Wilson could help fill the hole in my heart.


“You know, I don’t want to talk about that anymore,” I abruptly said, brushing down my rose pencil skirt and turning to face him. “My marriage is finished and I just want to have a good time enjoying my drink, then go back to my room and drink some more.”


Wilson’s eyes instinctively noticed my toned legs, then traveled back up my body, until we were both exchanging hungry glances. He licked his lips, desire filling his eyes. “I have a bottle of Grey Goose in my room. I could grab it and meet you back in your room to, ah, talk, or whatever you’d like to do.”


Any other time, the thought of going to a hotel room with any man other than Clark would’ve mortified me. But this wasn’t any other time.


Clark had betrayed me.


An eye for an eye.


“You know, that sounds like an excellent idea,” I said. The liquid courage had given me juice, and I stood before I came to my senses.


“Room 316,” I whispered. “See you soon.”


I ran my hand along his chest, then sauntered toward the elevator knowing his eyes were following me and taking comfort in the fact that I was about to give my husband the payback he deserved.
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Forsaking all others . . .


I squeezed my eyes closed, trying to push aside the voice raging in my head. I needed to erase the image of Clark and Dawn that was on constant replay in my mind. I needed to forget the hushed tone of them discussing their affair. I needed to forget how I’d overheard them when I’d left the mayhem of the television newsroom and popped up at Dawn’s house in the middle of the day, to surprise her teenaged daughter with tickets to see Bryson Tiller.


Only I was the one surprised.


I don’t want to hurt her, he’d said.


I never meant for this to happen, she’d replied.


Liars! Both of them.


I paced my hotel room for a moment. I’d raced here to the Markham, seeking refuge from the pain of betrayal, and had told the front desk clerk that I’d be here a few days. Though the more I thought about it, the more I felt like I could never go home again.


I glanced over at my overnight bag that I’d stuffed some belongings into before I’d fled our house. I considered it a house now because Clark’s betrayal meant it was no longer a home.


I needed to change out of the business clothes I’d been wearing, put on the maxi dress that I’d packed, then put away thoughts of the pain.


And right now, Wilson was the best medicine for what ailed me.


The incessant tears hadn’t worked.


The liquor hadn’t worked.


Maybe this would.


My reflection stopped my thoughts. My eyes were reddening—from the liquor and the tears.


“Suck it up,” I muttered. “You’re stronger than this.”


I had just slipped on the hunter-green dress that hugged my figure in all the right places when I heard a tap on the door.


I ran my fingers through my curls, checked the mirror to make sure my reflection didn’t reveal my ache, then headed to the door.


“Hey,” I said, swinging the door open and seductively leaning against the frame.


“My God, you’re so beautiful,” Wilson said as if he were seeing me for the first time.


I smiled, then stepped aside for him to enter.


I offer my solemn vow to be a faithful partner . . .


I cursed the righteous voice invading my seduction. All signs pointed toward this; it was what I needed to help me heal. And I needed to get down to business before the voice overpowered me, brought me back to the woman I was before Clark’s infidelity.


Wilson set the bottle of Grey Goose down on the desk. “So, how do you like your drink?”


I didn’t reply. I wasn’t interested in small talk. I just wanted to forget. I wanted to hurt Clark like he’d hurt me.


“Tall, dark, and handsome,” I said, gliding over to him.


My boldness as I began removing his blazer must have been intoxicating enough because he quickly forgot about the liquor and let my hands roam his body.


“Mmmmm.” Wilson closed his eyes and moaned as I ran my hands under his shirt and caressed his chest. “I like that.”


I removed his blazer and shirt and massaged his chest, my hands exploring every muscular inch, the intensity of my exploration rising with every moan.


“Oooh, that feels so good,” he said, reaching down and lifting my dress as his hands moved over my thighs.


Fueled by the gin, driven by revenge, I all but ripped Wilson’s shirt off.


I will love and cherish . . .


Why wouldn’t that voice leave me alone? I deserved this. Clark deserved to pay. I didn’t need the verbal torture playing out in my head.


Our lips met, and Wilson guided us toward the foot of the bed, then gently pushed me down, while he moaned in pleasure.


“I can’t wait to feel you . . .” His voice was husky, his desire palpable as he climbed on top of me.


“Owww,” I said, squirming as something poked me in the back. I reached behind me, under the duvet that had been draped across the foot of the bed, and pulled out what appeared to be a tattered book.


“What is that?” Wilson asked, pausing as he took the book from my hand. “Wow. Talk about a buzz killer.” He turned the book around so it faced me.


Though flakes of the gold enamel lettering were missing, the word “Bible” was etched across the front.


My eyes widened in shock. Yet an unfazed Wilson deftly moved over to the nightstand and set the book down.


“Now, where were we?” He crawled back on the bed and resumed nuzzling my neck.


And hereto I pledge you my faithfulness.


The words both Clark and I had pledged before family and friends on that beautiful August day took their place at the forefront of my mind.


What in the world was I doing?


Had I really been about to make love to another man on top of a Bible?


Wilson’s labored breathing brought me out of my thoughts.


“Stop,” I said. “I-I can’t do this.” I squirmed from under him and scooted to the edge of the bed.


Frustration filled Wilson’s face as he sat up next to me, and a tinge of fear filled my heart. I didn’t know anything about this man. He could be a rapist or a murderer, and I’d opened my door and let the devil in.


“I-I’m so sorry,” I stammered as I stood up, putting some distance between us. “I don’t know what I’m doing. My husband cheated, but I . . . This isn’t me. I’m going through a rough time, and I’m not thinking clearly.” I rushed my words out as I tried to shake off the lingering effects of the liquor.


I expected Wilson to protest, get angry, but instead he took a deep breath, in and out, then nodded in understanding.


“You don’t have to explain. I get it.”


He stood and adjusted himself. If he was upset, he wasn’t showing it.


“You’re a beautiful woman.” He paused, and I realized that I didn’t even know his last name. I was about to have sex with a man whose last name I didn’t even know. “And I’m not going to lie,” he continued, “I was looking forward to this. But no means no,” he replied. He picked his shirt and blazer up off the floor and slipped the white button-down back on. “Your husband is a lucky man.”


Those words brought tears to my eyes, but I blinked them back and willed them not to fall.


Wilson threw his blazer across his arm, then dug in his pants pocket. “Here’s my card,” he said, handing me his business card. “If things don’t work out with your marriage, feel free to call me. Next time we’ll just start with coffee.”


I managed a smile as I took his card. Wilson Parsons. Now I had that at least. “Thank you” was all I could say.


Infidelity has caused me to take leave of common sense, I thought as he walked out the door. Thank God I’d encountered a decent man. Because this scenario could’ve ended very differently.


Till death do us part.


My gaze settled on the book that had brought me to my senses. I picked it up and ran my fingers over the rough cover. It was strange. This was definitely not the standard Gideon Bible placed in all hotel rooms. The frayed cover made the book appear to be decades old.


I plopped on the bed and flipped the book open. The pages were worn, as if the book had been passed down for generations. I had walked away from God five years ago when he hadn’t fulfilled my prayer of motherhood, so I hadn’t opened a Bible for a long time. No need to start now, I thought as I tossed the book back onto the nightstand. Yes, it had kept me from making a horrible mistake, but it hadn’t changed my situation.


The book teetered on the edge of the nightstand, then fell to the floor, opening to reveal a tattered page.


Ashamed of my carelessness, I leaned down to pick it up. Before I could close the Bible, the verse that the book had opened to caught my eye.


Psalm 147:3—He healeth the broken in heart, and bindeth up their wounds.


The verse made my heart drop. It was the same one that Clark had repeated when he brought me back from the depths of despair.


That verse—and my husband—had saved my life.
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September 2010


My wounds could not be healed. The therapist had not been able to do it. My best friend, Yvonne, had not been able to do it. Nor could my beloved Clark.


Nothing could bring me out of the black hole of grief.


I didn’t know how long it had been since I’d uttered a word. Death had a way of silencing people. And I had been comfortable settling into the pit of despair. The only voice I’d been able to find was the one praying for God to take me in my sleep. If I wasn’t such a coward, I would’ve downed a bottle of pills and given God some assistance.


“Look, you have to move past this.”


Yvonne’s voice shook me out of my self-induced trance. My best friend since middle school had been by my side almost as much as Clark. Only unlike his, Yvonne’s tone had changed from concern to exasperation.


“It has been six months, Savannah,” Yvonne said, reaching up to tie her long, curly hair into a ponytail, like she needed to get comfortable to knock some sense into me. “I know this is hard, but you’ve got to come back. You’ve got to shake off this grief.”


How do you shake off grief? I screamed inside. How do you get rid of the never-ending sound of your mother’s cry that haunts you? A cry that she emitted as she lay dying in your arms from an accident that you caused?


Who gets over that?


A text. A stupid text about a story I was trying to scoop the competition on. A text that just couldn’t wait and had killed my mother, my unborn child, and my future children . . . and left me to deal with the aftermath.


No, I had no interest in coming back from that. I was going to stay in my fallen state forever.


Yvonne scooted next to me on the sofa—my permanent place of residence since I’d come home after six weeks in the hospital and rehab to heal a broken leg.


I’d merely broken my leg.


The deaths of my mother and baby had broken my heart. And yet I got to come home.


The guilt had driven me into an abyss of darkness. There was no light in my life. I was cloaked in grief, and it permeated everything I did. Or didn’t do. The weight of knowing I’d killed my mother, my child, and my womb had left me unable to function, and the sofa had become my refuge. I spent my days and nights in alternate states of depression, tears, and sadness. Now, as Yvonne wiped tears that constantly appeared without warning, I wondered if I’d ever see light again.


“Sweetie, I want to help you,” she said, her expression a mixture of worry and irritation. “We all want to help. But you have to open up and let us in.”


I pulled the afghan more tightly around me. I’d vowed that all I’d do for the rest of my life was exactly what I’d been doing for the past four months—sit on this sofa and wait to die.


“Clark lost his child. He can’t lose you, too.” Yvonne then said what she always said. “He’s a good guy, one of the best. But there’s only so much any man can take when his wife shuts him out. You have to come back—for Clark. Before he leaves,” she added.


“I’m not going anywhere.”


The sight of Clark standing in the entryway, the sunlight capturing his profile, showering him with the aura of a Wakandan king, made my heart flutter. I loved my husband so much, but love wasn’t enough to save me.


Clark walked over to the sofa, sat on the other side of me, and took my hand.


“No matter how long it takes, I’m going to love my wife and help her past this pain.” He lifted my chin and gazed into my eyes as he continued. “I’m going to do whatever it takes. We will deal with this grief together. The Lord heals the brokenhearted and binds up their wounds.”


I snuggled into his embrace. Though I wasn’t responding, I heard his prayer. It was how he ended every night as he tucked me into my spot on the sofa. Clark was the religious one in our marriage. He’d been raised in one of those Sunday-through-Sunday churchgoing Baptist homes. The foundation his mother and grandmother had laid ran deep. I was more spiritual than religious. But ever since I’d overheard his mother complaining that we were unequally yoked, back when we first started dating, I’d tried to channel my husband’s faith.


It had worked, too. I had happily opened the door to religion. But now—after this—I’d slammed that bad boy shut.


“I’m gonna go,” Yvonne said. “I gotta go check on my parents. You know my mom hasn’t been feeling well. And my hypochondriac sister has diagnosed her based off something she read on the Internet.” She leaned over and kissed me on top of my head, then squeezed Clark’s hand. “Thank you so much. I’m so glad she has you.”


I nestled closer to my husband, my back resting against his chest. As I watched Yvonne leave, Clark’s hands instinctively went to my stomach and I tensed. I hated for him to touch the home of the child we would never know.


As if reading my thoughts, he whispered, “You know it’s not your fault. I don’t blame you.”


How could he not? The crushed metal from my car had pierced my amniotic sac—and my womb—ensuring that he would never have the children he so desperately wanted.


“We are going to get through this together,” he said, holding me tighter. “I’m here for you till death do us part.”


I didn’t realize I was crying as I sat on the edge of the hotel bed. At the time, I’d felt that Clark deserved so much more than what I had been giving him. He had suffered through my grief and loved me out of it. It had taken another six weeks, but his love had given me a will to live.


I slapped my face as I wiped the tears brought on by that memory. I was supposed to be angry, vengeful. Why was I thinking about the good part of my marriage? All of that had been ruined because Clark slept with another woman. So much for his religion.


I snarled at the book, before slamming it shut.


This Bible was bringing back things I didn’t want to remember. All I wanted to think about was how the two people I cared about most had broken my heart.


The Lord heals the brokenhearted and binds up their wounds.


“Ugh,” I groaned, tossing the Bible on the bed as I stood. An eerie feeling swept over me as the book fell open again . . . and back to Psalm 147:3.


I looked around the room as if some supernatural force was at play. My eyes drifted back to the book—and the tattered pages. The pages fluttered, despite the fact that there was no breeze.


“No,” I said, picking the book up and slamming it shut again, before setting it on the desk. My mind was playing tricks on me. The gin and Cokes had taken their toll.


This book had stopped me from sleeping with a stranger, but that’s it. Nothing more. If God was in this equation, He would’ve stopped Clark like He’d stopped me.


I fell back across the bed and cried myself to sleep.
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I had fallen asleep with betrayal on my mind. And I’d awakened with more thoughts of revenge. I groaned as my head throbbed from all the liquor that I’d consumed yesterday. I didn’t drink like that, and that’s why I was paying the price this morning.


A shower and some breakfast helped ease my hangover, and I knew it was time to figure out my next step. I needed to start with my cell phone. I’d cut it off yesterday after I called my boss and told her that I needed some personal days. Since she was a friend in addition to being my boss, she was sympathetic without probing.


I don’t think my phone had ever been off for a solid twenty-four hours. I knew Clark was going crazy with worry, but right now, honestly, I didn’t care. Even still, I picked my phone up off the nightstand and powered it on. Clark had probably called everyone under the sun looking for me. And I didn’t want everyone else to worry about me.


As soon as the screen popped on, I saw the notification that my mailbox was full. I opened the messaging app and saw the urgent texts from Clark’s work phone, because I’d blocked his cell phone number. And for every one text he sent, Yvonne had sent two more.


If you don’t call me right now, the last text from her said.


I sighed and then dialed my best friend’s number.


“Savannah! Are you dead?” she cried, answering without bothering to say hello.


“I’m fine,” I said, taking a seat at the desk.


“Then you have lost your mind!” she barked. “Do you know how unbelievably worried we have been? We didn’t know if you had been kidnapped by a serial killer, run into a tree, or what.”


I could tell she immediately regretted her choice of words because of my accident. But I chose to ignore the reference. I couldn’t be concerned with that now.


I understood that Yvonne was worried—her job as an ER nurse had her always thinking the worst no matter what. But this wasn’t about her. Or Clark. Or anyone else who was worried. This was about me.


“Look, I’m going through a lot,” I said. “And I’m just taking some time to get my head together.”


“Where are you?” she asked. When I didn’t reply, she repeated, “Savannah, where are you?”


Yvonne had always been like my big sister, and I knew there would be no taking no for an answer. She would call out the cavalry until she tracked me down.


So I just told her. “I’m at the Markham Hotel, but do not tell Clark.”


“I’m not even talking to Clark. That jerk cheated on you, so he’s on my list.”


I was a little shocked that he had told her. I might not have understood the whys behind Clark’s transgression, but I knew he would never want anyone—especially my overprotective best friend—to know what he had done.


“So you know?” I asked.


“Yeah, he called trying to see if you were with me. Then he tried to give me some cockamamie story about you just leaving, but I know you, and we both know you wouldn’t have just taken off.”


“I know, right?” I said.


“So, I pressed him until he came clean. And girl, despite what he did, I can tell you he’s a complete basket case of worry.”


I rolled my eyes and said, “Good.”


Yvonne finally exhaled a sigh of relief. “Well, look, I’m on my way over there.”


“No, really, Yvonne. I need to be alone,” I said.


“Oh, I’m sorry,” she replied. “Did that sound like it had a question mark at the end? I didn’t say, ‘Can I come over there?’ I said I’m on my way. Markham? That’s the hotel downtown, right?”


I thought about protesting, then decided maybe talking to my best friend would help me sort through things, figure out my next move.


“Fine,” I said. “I’m in Room 316.” Then I thought about it. If I let Yvonne in here, she might never leave. “You know what? I’m hungry, so just meet me in the restaurant downstairs.”


“Okay. I’m on my way.”


+ + +


The waiter had already served my New England clam chowder by the time Yvonne arrived. She hugged me like I’d been missing for months, even though I just saw her three days ago.


“You have no idea how worried I was,” she said. “I called every hospital in a fifty-mile radius.” Yvonne took a seat across from me, set her purse on the table, and crossed her arms. “Okay. So, start from the beginning and tell me what happened.”


The waiter approached us. “Ma’am, can I get you something?”


“Not now.” Yvonne’s tone sent the waiter scurrying away.


She glared at me. “Get to talking.”


“What has Clark told you?” I asked.


“That he messed up. That he hurt you. He’s dying because he doesn’t know where you are.”


“Good,” I said.


“Would you just tell me what happened?” she snapped.


It took me less than ten minutes to fill her in on everything. And by the time I was done, her arms had unfolded and her fists were balled up on the table. She looked like she was ready to go exact some punishment of her own on Clark.


“Clark and Dawn?” she finally muttered, still in awe.


I nodded.


Her surprise turned to sympathy. “I’m so sorry, Savannah.”


I ran my finger around the rim of my water glass. “You and me both.”


“That dirty little home wrecker,” Yvonne said. By default, Dawn had become a good friend to her as well. Yvonne didn’t get along with too many people, but she liked Dawn. “And here I thought she was your friend.”


“You and me both,” I repeated.


“You know I called the heifer.”


I shook my head and managed a terse laugh. “I should’ve known. What did she say?”


“You know she didn’t answer.” She paused as her expression softened. “Savannah, are you sure you didn’t misconstrue things? Maybe—”


The look on my face made her stop in the middle of her sentence.


“Yeah, you never have been one to overreact,” she continued, “and Clark did confess that he had cheated on you with her.” She released an exasperated sigh. “But why did they do it? What happened?”


“Does it matter?” I said. “I didn’t stick around for an explanation.”


The waiter stood back with my club sandwich in his hand. I smiled and motioned for him to set my food down, which he did. Then he turned to Yvonne again.


“Would you like anything?”


Thankfully, Yvonne smiled. “Sorry for being rude. Dealing with some heavy stuff. Just bring me an apple martini, please. I’m not eating.”


The waiter nodded and took off.


“You know you need to leave him a big tip,” I said.


She flicked off my comment. “Anyway, I don’t think I’ve ever seen Clark so desperate.”


I hesitated. “I can’t believe Clark talked to you about it, to be honest.”


“I mean, he told me, but only the overview. I could tell he wanted to explain himself, but his focus was on finding you.” She took a deep breath, and I could feel some more of her anger dissipate. “Okay, Savannah, I’m going to say this and I want you to seriously consider it. I know this is an emotional time and you’re ready to call a divorce attorney, but you do know that couples have come back from affairs before?”


Just hearing the word “divorce” made my heart constrict. I thought Clark and I were a forever couple. We’d both experienced our parents divorcing when we were young, and we’d been adamant that that would not be our destiny.


And yet divorce seemed like the only cure for my ailing heart.


“No, this is different,” I said. “Maybe if I didn’t know her. Maybe if she hadn’t been in my house, broken bread with my family. I mean, for God’s sake, Dawn has been there through this whole adoption process with us . . .” I buried my face in my hands. “Oh, my God. What does this mean for the adoption?”


I felt a pain as I thought of that. Clark and I had finally broken down and gone to an adoption agency after I got over the hurt of the miscarriage—and the fact that I’d never be able to have kids again. We had been on a waiting list for the past year, but they’d been confident that they would find us a child, especially because we were amenable to taking an older boy or girl. Maybe this was just the universe’s way of keeping another child from coming into a broken home.


Yvonne put her hands over mine as if she knew where my thoughts were drifting.


“What’s going to happen now is we’re going to talk about this,” she said, her voice gentle, trying to reason with me. She paused as the waiter approached, set her drink down, then slowly backed away. “I’m furious with Clark, but the two of you will work through this. You’ll go to counseling. You’ll curse him out, pull out some of Aunt Florence’s made-up curse words,” she said, bringing a smile to my face as I recalled my mother. She despised profanity, so she created her own cursing vocabulary.
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