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​Chapter One: A Time Away
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Christina wanted the day off today from the health food store, and I was happy to oblige her.  However, I did not know early this morning how challenging today would be for all of us working there.  A weekly promotion that seemed yesterday to be a dud, turned into a huge success for us today.  Who could have known?  I wished the entire day that I had asked my wife to work with us today, and almost called her to come in to help.  However, I decided to buck up and do what I had to do to give Christi the day to herself.  After all, she deserved it after all she has done around the store over the last couple of weeks.

My feet tired and a headache throbbing just inside my skull, I unlock the front door of our home and walk in.  “Christi?  Hello?”  I hear nothing at first, so I make my way toward the bedrooms and say again, “Honey, are you here?”

“In here,” she replies from the guest bedroom.  I turn and walk in through the doorway and see that Christi is looking at something on the computer screen.  “Hey, how was your day?”  She smiles at me as she turns around in her chair.

“Um, well, I guess it was fine.”  At this moment I realize that my wife has had her hair cut short, in a pixie style.  “You have been busy, I see.”

Christi glows as she smiles broadly.  Reaching up with a hand to touch her hair, which has been slightly spiked, she asks, “What do you think?”

I take a quick breath as I imagine my wife the way she looked just before I left the house this morning.  “Well, I guess it’s nice,” I tell her, suddenly realizing that this is probably not the sort of reaction she expects.

“Just nice?”

“It’s great, my love.  I really like it.”  Honestly, I don’t know what to think of what she has had done to her hair today.  I have never seen her with a haircut like this.  “It looks a little like Sarah’s hair now, doesn’t it?”

Christi frowns.  “Sarah?  You can’t think of anything else to say other than my hair looks like hers now?”  

“I’m sorry.  I should have stopped to think about what I was going to say first.  It’s just that she has this sort of hairstyle and it even looks like...”  I stop as I shake my head.  “Have you colored your hair to be closer to her hair color too?”  Walking up to my wife, I put my hand up and feel of her hair.

“Dammit, Zane, you were not supposed to say anything about Sarah.”  She gets up from her seat and walks to the other side of the bedroom.  I have offended her, but I am still trying to understand why she has done this to herself.  

“Why are you trying to look like her, Christi?  I mean, you are trying to look like her, right?”

My wife purses her lips as she looks hard at me.  At first, it seems that she might cry or even lash out, but instead, she says to me quietly, “Zane, do you still think about her?”

“What?  Sarah?”  

“You have a thing for her, don’t you?”  Sarah, our twenty-year-old store associate who has only recently started dating another store associate, is a hard worker and has been in the past the object of my sexual affection.  Christi has not had a problem with this before, so hearing that she is concerned about this now causes me to worry that there could be something else going on with her.  

“Christi, what is this really about?”  I reach out and take her hand as I look into her eyes.  

Looking away after a moment, she replies, “I am a little bored, I guess.  Zane, I thought that if I could change up my appearance a bit you would be willing to spend more time with me.  Maybe you would even want to get away with me for a while.” 

I shake my head.  “You know that I love you and that I love to be with you, honey.  Our sex life has been better than ever.  You even said so yourself just a few days ago.”

“We were on a trip together, Zane.  I love when we spend time together and get away.”

I laugh as I smile at her.  “We were only at the farmer’s market upstate.  We didn’t take much of a trip that day.”

“But we could take a trip together that means something,” Christi says immediately.  “There are so many things I have found online that we could do.”  My wife points at the computer screen as a large smile moves across her face.  “For example, we could go to Las Vegas next week.”

“Vegas?”  I scowl as I swallow hard.  “I hate Vegas.  You know that, Christi.”

“There is no reason for you to hate Las Vegas, Zane.  We have only been there once, and it was years ago.”

“I hated it, honey.  It was one of the worst experiences I have ever had while traveling.”  The fact is, the airline lost my luggage and for the four days my wife and I spent there, they could not find it.  More than a week passed before my missing luggage arrived back home while we were already back at work after what should have been a nice extended weekend of seeing the lights.

Christi pulls close to me and looks into my eyes.  “We have to go, Zane.  There is so much that I want to do there now and I don’t want to wait another moment to leave.  Please say yes.”

Shaking my head, I ask her, “Why would we go on another trip so quickly?  We have already been on a trip recently and we have the busiest part of the season upon us at the store.  Christi, we just can’t do it.”  I pull back from my wife and look at the computer screen.  “Maybe something closer?” 

Christi looks back at the screen as well as she grimaces.  “You never like my ideas about our trips, Zane.”

“That’s not true, honey.  You know that’s not true.” 

“It’s true and I am tired of it.”  Looking squarely into my eyes, she adds, “If you don’t go, that’s fine with me.  I plan to go to Las Vegas next week with or without you.”

“What?”

“You heard me,” Christi says crossly.  “It’s with or without you, Zane.  I can go and enjoy the sights there without you if I have to.”

“But, Chris...”

“No, I’m not backing out of this,” my wife says quickly.  “I want this but you don’t seem to want to spend time alone with me, Zane.  So, I will go on my own.”

“I can’t believe you.”  I step back and have a seat in a chair nearby.  “What is up with you, Christi?  Why are you behaving this way?”  I look into her eyes and think of all the things we have done together over the years of our marriage.  There is not an instance before today that I can recall in which she has been so adamant to do something.  

“Zane, I need this.  I would prefer to enjoy this time with you
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