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        A broken marriage.

        A broken heart.

        A broken home.

      

      

      

      
        
        Brayden and I have everything going against us.

        There was a time when we were madly in love.

        Our laughter still echoes in my ears.

        They say marriage is built on trust.

        They said love is the foundation.

        I wonder if we have either of those now.

        And what’s worse?

        I’ve been diagnosed with a life-threatening illness.

        Divorce or death.

        I have no clue what comes first.

        But they both feel the same.

        Brayden still has my heart.

        And I have a feeling that he wants to keep it.

        Will he fight for us and give our love a second chance?

        Or is this the end of an era for our family?
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      I wondered when my marriage went off the rails. As I sat on the edge of my bed, I experienced a rare moment of quiet and solitude in my home. I searched my brain for the moment the fairy tale ended. I couldn’t pinpoint an exact time. The busyness of life must have simply worn away at us until all that was left was resentment.

      I should have known it wouldn’t last. I learned at eleven years old that life is a bitch and then you die. This lesson really sank in after I watched my mother battle cancer, only to lose in the end... She’d endured painful and debilitating treatment to save herself. She’d sacrificed any quality of life in the hopes that she’d live, but her fight was all for naught. She died anyway.

      I wondered, if she would have made a different choice. Had she known she was going to die, no matter what, would she have sacrificed some time to be able to enjoy life more fully until the cancer took her? Would she have taken me for mother-daughter tea like we did once a month before she was too sick to walk? Would she have piled all the pillows on her bed and turned out all the lights to watch movies with me like we often did until her sight left her?

      After she died, my father said we had to live life to the fullest, for her, and for the most part I had. But in my mind, I’d always been aware that love and happiness could be gone in an instant, and therefore seeking it, wishing for it, was dangerous.

      It wasn’t until I’d met Brayden that I let love and laughter into my life again. From the moment I met him, I was his. For the first time since my mother had died, I wondered if maybe some part of the fairy tales I read as a child were real. But now, years later, I saw that I was wrong.

      I sent the letter, from my lawyer, which I received today.  I was in awe, in a bad way, of how quickly plans could change. I’d been considering walking away from the life we’d failed to build, but now that couldn’t happen.

      I heard the front door open and the sound of my children’s voices as they scurried into the house. Tears welled in my eyes. I closed them, and listened like it was the last time I’d hear them.

      “I want apples and peanut butter,” six-year old Lanie said.

      “No peanut butter,” four-year old Noah whined.

      A sad smile came to my lips. Noah didn’t like how thick and sticky peanut butter was.

      “Put your packs away and meet me back in the kitchen,” Brayden said. His voice was closer, which suggested he was making his way to our room.

      I sucked in a breath to prepare myself to see him.

      He stepped into the doorway and, for a moment, I remembered the man who’d stolen my heart ten years ago. As I looked at him objectively, I thought that he was more handsome now than when I’d met him. His six-foot three-inch frame carried a muscular physique which he maintained through regular exercise at the office gym. At least I thought he was still muscular. I didn’t see his body too often anymore. I couldn’t remember the last time we’d had sex. A few weeks ago, I caught him in the shower masturbating. There was a time I’d have found that a turn on and joined him, letting him jerk off into my mouth. But that time was gone. When I watched stroke himself, I felt hurt instead. Unlike him, my body wasn’t anywhere close to the size two I’d been when we met. I was sure he wasn’t thinking of me as he shot his load. It was probably his secretary.

      “You’re home.”

      “Yes, I finished earlier than I expected.”

      He stepped into the room and shut the door, a sure sign we were going to fight and he didn’t want the kids to hear. “You said you were busy and needed me to pick up the kids.”

      “I thought it would take longer.”

      He set his hands on his hips as he looked down on me. “I had to cancel an important meeting to get the kids, Terra. You could have picked them up.”

      Work. Perhaps he was banging his secretary, but his real mistress was work.

      “I didn’t know I’d be done so soon.” I stood, not liking the feeling I was being interrogated. I took off my jewelry as I didn’t usually wear it unless I was going out. Raising kids was messy work, so I didn’t dress nice or wear jewelry in my everyday life.

      “Now I’ll have to stay late. My wife gets annoyed when I work late.”

      I hated when he talked to me in third person. “Yes, heaven forbid she would want her husband home to have dinner with her and the kids.” I closed my jewelry box.

      “What’s this?”

      I looked at him through the reflection of the mirror over my dresser. He was holding the letter from the lawyer. For a moment, I had a feeling of panic, but then I figured there was nothing to hide. Maybe he’d be relieved.

      He frowned as he looked toward me. “You want a divorce?”

      I turned toward him, noting that he still looked pissed, but not upset or worried as I might have hoped his reaction would be to my consulting with a lawyer. Of course, divorce was out of the question now.

      I shook my head. “No.”

      “Then what’s this?” He waved the letter at me.

      “I thought about it⁠—”

      “This looks like you’ve done more than think about it. You’ve retained a lawyer.”

      “I’m not going through with it.”

      He studied me. “So, you don’t love me anymore.”

      “I never said that.” That was the tragedy in all this. I still loved him. But we were too broken to fix. I wasn’t even sure he would want us to be fixed.

      He didn’t respond.

      “Are you relieved or annoyed that I’m not going to follow through,” I asked, genuinely curious.

      “I’m wondering what happened to you.”

      I laughed derisively. “Me? It’s not just me. It’s us, Brayden.”

      “I work my ass off to make you and kids happy, but you’re impossible to please.”

      He did work his ass off, but it wasn’t about me. That’s the excuse he told him himself to justify the long hours. No, he worked for him.

      “Well, perhaps you’ll get lucky and you won’t have to put up with me anymore,” I said.

      “So, you are leaving me?”

      I shrugged and, for a moment, I wondered if he’d be happier if the cancer that was growing in my breast killed me as it had my mother.
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      I stood at the head of the boardroom table looking over the executives of Burrow Data Tech. In eight years, we had gone from a two-person operation to a full-scale global company. As we’d grown and expanded, other larger tech firms sought to buy the company, but we’d said no to the multi-million dollar offers and built our vision. The company now made the Fortune 500 list. We were a success. Too bad the motivational gurus didn’t mention the sacrifices that had to be made.

      I didn’t mind the long hours, but my wife Terra did. She’d been a part of launching the company, but she wasn’t at the table today as we reviewed current financial data. She’d made the choice to stay home when we had children. It was a decision I supported, but it seemed wrong that she wasn’t here to see our profits; another quarter of great growth.

      “You’re all an integral part of what makes Burrow Data Tech a success,” I said to the table of men and woman. “We’re larger now than we used to be, but I like to think we’ve been able to maintain a sense of closeness and camaraderie, not just between us, but with those that work to make the company a success.”

      Heads nodded at my statement.

      “Keep this up through the end of next quarter and you’ll see some nice holiday bonuses.”

      “I’ll be able to pay my kids' college,” Stan Gaynor said.

      “A semester, anyway,” Janis Tobin said jokingly.

      I’d started a college fund for each of my kids the moment I’d learned they were conceived. After I’d grown up with a single mom who struggled to put food on the table, when we had a table, and worked two jobs through college (still ending up with exorbitant student loans), I’d vowed that I would never be financially strapped again. Nor would my family feel the strains of worrying about whether they’d be able to sleep in a bed as opposed to a car or alley.

      Work had been my salvation. The business and the financial success of it was my reward. If only my wife, Terra, understood that. She wanted me to be home more and to spend some of the hard-earned money to enjoy life. Sure we had the money, but the economy and financial security were both fickle. I couldn’t sit back on my laurels and expect that the money would always be there.

      “I’m going to Vegas,” JT Long said. He was our newest VP of digital marketing. At only twenty-six, he reminded me of me when I was that age and living life to the fullest.

      I laughed. “Ah, to be young and single without a mortgage.”

      “Someone has to party,” he grinned.

      “Take pictures so we can live vicariously through you,” Stan said.

      I finished the meeting and then sent them off to their departments hoping they’d share the news of our continued growth and probable bonuses if the trend continued to the rest of the staff.

      I checked my watch as I headed back into my office. I decided I’d head home and have dinner with my family for once. Terra deserved to hear the good news.

      I powered off my laptop and pulled out my case.

      “Bray, you got a minute?”

      I looked up to see Kyle Doss, my right-hand man and confident.

      “A minute. I was thinking I might actually have dinner with Terra and the kids.”

      “Oh, well this can wait until Monday.”

      I waved him into my office. “No, I’ve got a minute. What’s up?”

      “I wanted to show you the update on the new security system the cloud tech team has been working on. It’s better than expected. I think it could make this a billion-dollar tech firm.”

      “That’s the sort of news I’ll always take time to hear.”

      He set a stack of papers on the worktable in my office. “We have some prototype work I can show you if you like,” he said putting his laptop on the table too. “You’ll want to file for intellectual property protection.”

      Cha-ching, sounded in my ears.

      I sat next to Kyle and listened as he walked through the new system. Excited about the development, I asked him to show me the prototype on his computer.

      “Excellent work, Kyle. Tell the team that for me, would you?” I said when he finished.

      “Already have.”

      I stood up and grabbed my coat. “Do you have plans for this weekend?”

      “Trolling for love, as usual.” He grinned. Another single man who didn’t have a care in the world, except getting laid.

      I couldn’t remember the last time I got laid. My sexual release now came in the shower with the help of my hand.

      I walked with Kyle to the open area outside my office. My secretary, Johanna was gone for the day.

      I frowned and checked my watch. It was nearly seven. Fuck. I’d missed dinner. By the time I made it through Seattle traffic to my home, the kids would probably be in bed.

      Ah well. Today would be like most other days. I drove from my office east towards Madison Park on the shores of Lake Washington. By the time I was forty, my goal was to make it across the lake to live in Medina, where the likes of Jeff Bezos and Bill Gates lived. I wasn’t there yet, but at thirty-four, I had a few years left to work on it.

      The house was quiet as I entered. I went to the fridge to find a beer. A dinner plate covered in plastic wrap waited for me, as well. On it was a crayon written note from my six-year old daughter, Lanie. “I love you daddy,” it said. I sighed. At least someone loved me. I wasn’t so sure Terra did anymore.

      I put the plate in the microwave and then headed up the hall to Lanie’s room. She was sound asleep in her bed. I watched her for a moment, marveling at the miracle of her. When she was born, Terra and I were still living and loving intensely. Somehow, over the last few years, all that had fizzled away. But the love for my kids was fierce. It was what had me striving to work to give them every opportunity.

      I bent over Lanie and kissed her on the forehead. “Goodnight baby.”

      I left her room and went across the hall to Noah, my four-year-old son’s room. Inside, he was sleeping too, with Terra laying next to him. She was asleep as well. It was rare to see her relaxed, and so I took a moment to look upon her.

      When I’d met Terra, I fell hard and fast almost immediately. It wasn’t just her beauty or her sexy body that had me, but her intelligence, wit, and humor. She was a strong woman with a drive to achieve like me. And boy did we achieve. At least in business. The marriage was struggling, but I was at a loss as to what to do about it. I could see she was unhappy.

      I wondered why I found her so often laying with Noah. Was he having trouble going to sleep? Did he have nightmares? The fact that I didn’t know suggested I wasn’t being a very good father. Then again, I wouldn’t be surprised if she was here because she didn’t want to be with me. It wasn’t just that she was unhappy, it was that she seemed to resent me. But what could I do about it?

      I ate my dinner alone as usual, and then went to bed, also alone as usual. I lay with my arm under my head staring up at the ceiling. I’d achieved my dream. But I was finding it wasn’t all that it was cracked up to be. I didn’t understand how things had gone off track. Terra and I started the company together. It had been her dream too. So had marriage, the nice house, and the kids. We got what we wanted and were miserable.

      I tried to remember the last time I’d seen her smile. Actually, that wasn’t too hard because she often smiled at the kids. But not with me. We didn’t fight a lot, but that was probably because we didn’t talk to each other a lot. I suppose much of that was my fault for working, but my work was what fulfilled our dreams.

      When we did talk, it was mostly over logistics, like Noah’s soccer practice or Lanie’s gymnastics. It hadn’t always been like that. In the beginning, we talked about anything and everything. Hell, we’d talked during sex even. Dirty talk that had us both coming so hard. Now we didn’t have sex, and when we did, it was quick, quiet, and not very satisfactory. It wasn’t that she wasn’t attractive, because she was. Yes, she wasn’t as put together as she used to be and she carried more weight, but to be honest, I liked the curves. If she was into me, I think I’d have enjoyed really savoring her luscious body. But I’m pretty sure she didn’t enjoy sex anymore, and so to save us both from the discomfort, I’d relegated my sexual desire to the shower where I jerked off several times a week.

      I sighed and rolled onto my side. Perhaps it was just time to accept that this was my life. I’d heard other men talking about their lives and knew that they too found the everydayness of married life lacking in excitement. Perhaps that was just how life was.
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      I woke to an elbow in my face. I looked at Noah, sleeping peacefully next to me. My little man was so serious and anxious, but when he slept, all that was gone. I gave his elbow a kiss and then slipped from bed. It was late and the house was quiet. I made my way to the kitchen to get some water. I knew Brayden had made it home tonight because his dinner plate was gone from the fridge. I suppose I should be grateful that he’d rinsed and put it in the dishwasher when he was done. So many other housewives that I knew complained about how their husbands never did anything around the house. Brayden would at least clear his dishes and always got his dirty clothes into the hamper.

      I put my water glass in the dishwasher and then went to my bedroom. Brayden was asleep. I climbed into bed, turning my back to him to lay on my side. On the bedside table, I caught a glimpse of our wedding picture. I didn’t know the bride anymore. She was prettier, thinner, and happier than me with her dream life ahead of her. I was a frumpy housewife whose husband didn’t want to touch her, and to be honest, when he did touch me, I felt too self-conscious about my extra weight to enjoy it.

      Perhaps it was time to move that picture. I’d set it there thinking it would remind me of all the hopes and dreams I’d had that day to push me to strive to have the happiness I’d felt back then. Now it just highlighted how drab and dreary my life had become. The only sunlight in my life now were my kids.

      I’d been so sure that staying home to be a mom was the right choice for us. It was what I wanted and Brayden and I were financially able to afford it. Brayden supported my desire, although he’d put us on a budget. We had a nice home and lived well, but we certainly had more money than our outward appearances showed.

      Now, I wondered if maybe our marriage only worked when we were a partner in business. We’d never had any problems while we worked side by side. Today, I felt detached from him and the business we built together. I didn’t feel like he was particularly attached to me and the kids either. Not that he didn’t love the kids. When he was around, he was a great dad. But during the week, he was hardly around when the kids were awake.

      I pushed away the thought that I had other choices. I could go back to work now that the kids were in school, but if Brayden and I weren’t getting along at home, we didn’t need to bring that hostility into the business. I could also leave. I could be like fifty percent of all marriages and call it quits.

      I closed my eyes, willing my worries away. This was the life I’d set out to have, and so I had to live it even though it wasn’t living up to my expectations.

      

      The next morning, I had my normal routine. I was up before Brayden and in the kitchen making breakfast. He worked hard so that we could have all that we did, so I’d gotten into the habit of letting him sleep in on Saturdays.

      I heard the shuffle of feet and turned to see Lanie wiping her eyes and holding her stuffed teddy bear.

      “Hey baby.” I squatted down and held out my arms.

      She came to me, giving me a hug. In moments like this, I felt guilty for complaining about my life. There was nothing better than quiet moments with my kids.

      “What’s for breakfast,” she asked, resting her head on my shoulder.

      “What would you like? Pancakes?”

      “Yeah.” She lifted her head and smiled. She had a sweet yet mischievous twinkle in her blue eyes, so like her dad’s. “Can you make them into clowns?”

      “I can try. Your dad is the expert at that.” I put her down.

      “Is he here?”

      I felt a sting in my heart that the kids saw him so rarely they didn’t even know when he was home. “He’s sleeping. How about I get the batter ready and then I’ll get him up.”

      “Okay. Can I help?” Lanie put her bear on the kitchen table.

      “You sure can.”

      Noah made his way into the kitchen just as I was fishing an egg shell Lanie had broken out of the batter.

      “Good morning sweetie. How’d you sleep?” I asked him.

      “Good. Whatcha making?” He came to stand next to me.

      “We’re going to ask daddy to make clown pancakes,” Lanie answered.

      “Does that sound good?” I asked, picking him up so he could see our progress.

      “Can we have bacon too?”

      “Sure. Don’t forget you have a soccer game today,” I reminded him.

      His expression fell. “Do I have to?”

      “It’s fun,” I said, not knowing why because he clearly didn’t enjoy it. But Brayden was adamant that he needed to finish the season.

      “He needs to learn to finish what he starts, even things that aren’t fun,” he’d said. “He should be grateful he can play soccer.”

      “It’s four-year old soccer, Brayden,” I’d argued, but to avoid a fight, I acquiesced. It was hard to argue against Noah having opportunities that Brayden hadn’t.

      “Why don’t you two set the table and I’ll go get your dad up,” I said putting Noah down.

      With the kids engaged in an activity I felt safe enough to leave them alone to do, I went back to our bedroom.

      Brayden was out of bed, and I could hear the shower running. I opened the bathroom door to let him know the kids were eager for his clown pancakes. The glass enclosure of the shower was covered in water and steam, but I could still see him. He had one hand braced on the tiled wall and the other around his dick as he stroked it fast and hard.

      I closed my eyes as hurt washed through me. He’d rather fuck his hand than me. I looked down at my faded yoga pants and a sweatshirt that I bought big enough to cover my ass. No wonder he was jerking off.

      I waited until he let out a grunt as he came. He pressed both his hands on the tiles and ducked his head under the shower.

      I rapped on the door to let him know I was there. “Kids want clown pancakes.”

      “Be right there,” he said, with his head still under the spray. If he was embarrassed or concerned that I saw him wanking off, he didn’t show it.

      Ten minutes later, he strolled into the kitchen wearing faded jeans and a long-sleeved Henley shirt. Both were as old and worn as my clothing, and yet, he looked like he stepped out of a men’s wear catalog.

      “Daddy! Can you make clown pancakes?” Lanie rushed to him and he scooped her up.

      “I can try.” He tickled her belly. He was absent a lot, but when he was here, he was present. At least for the kids. It was another thing I needed to be thankful for.

      “How about you Noah, you want a clown pancake?” he asked, bending over to give Noah a kiss on the head.

      “I don’t want to play soccer.”

      Brayden glanced at me and I couldn’t decide if he was chastising me for wanting to be lenient or just wondering if I’d already talked to Noah about it. He turned his attention back to Noah.

      “Season is nearly over. Who knows, maybe today you’ll make a goal.”

      Noah frowned, but didn’t say anything more. I understood. Sometimes it was just easier not to fight.

      Brayden made the pancakes and we all sat at the table.

      “So, what did you learn this week in school?” he asked the kids as I put bacon on Noah’s plate.

      “I can count to fifty, daddy,” Lanie said, beaming with pride.

      “Can you really?” Brayden smiled, pride on his face as well. “Pretty soon you’ll count to a hundred, I bet.”

      Lanie started counting and we all waited patiently as she worked her way through the numbers. She missed a few and did some out of order, but we all clapped when she hit fifty.

      “How about you, Noah? What’s going on four-year old pre-kindergarten?” Brayden asked sipping his coffee.

      Noah shrugged.

      “Ah come on.”

      “Noah made a lovely art project,” I said with a nod to the wall where I posted much of the kids’ schoolwork.

      Brayden looked at the collage of colors and textures from a variety of objects including buttons and feathers.

      “Gorgeous,” Brayden said, reaching over to mess Noah’s hair. “You’re a real Picasso.”

      Noah frowned. “What’s that?”

      “He’s a famous artist,” I said.

      Brayden focused on the kids, and while I was glad that he was so involved in wanting to know about them, it didn’t escape me that he never once asked about my week. Then again, I didn’t ask about his.

      When we finished, I gathered the plates.

      “I can do that,” he said.

      “Why don’t you get Noah ready for his soccer game,” I said. I’d rather he spent the time he had at home with the kids than doing chores.

      

      Watching four-year olds play soccer was a lot like watching cats chase a toy. They hadn’t mastered the concept of positions. They all clustered around the ball, looking for a chance to kick it. All except Noah. He was on the sideline watching the game but not with much interest.

      Eventually he came over to us. “I don’t want to play.” His blue eyes had tears and his little mouth quivered. It broke my heart.

      Brayden’s jaw tensed. “You haven’t even tried, buddy.”

      Noah shrugged.

      I squatted down. “What would you rather do as an activity?” I asked.

      Noah shrugged again.

      “How about gymnastics,” Lanie said from atop Brayden’s shoulders. “It’s fun. You can jump and roll.”

      “What about t-ball?” Brayden offered, which surprised me since he’d been so adamant that Noah had to finish the season.

      Noah shook his head slightly, as his eyes glanced up at Brayden. I had a moment to wonder if Noah was afraid of disappointing his father.

      “How about swimming or maybe karate,” I asked.

      “Oh karate, that sounds fun. Can I do that?” Lanie asked.

      “We’ll look into that,” Brayden said.

      Of course, that meant I’d look into it. Brayden had good intentions at home, but no follow through.

      “How about we go get some hamburgers, take them for a picnic, and talk about it,” Brayden said.

      “Yay!” Lanie clapped her hands.

      We went through the drive through to get food that we planned to eat on a picnic along Lake Washington.

      “What do you want, Ter?” Brayden asked as we pulled up to the intercom to order.

      “Just a coffee.” I was still full from breakfast, I told myself, although I knew it was the thought that he didn’t find me sexually attractive anymore that had me worried again about my weight.

      “I want a cheeseburger and French fries, daddy,” Lanie called.

      “Nuggets,” Noah added.

      Brayden rolled his window down. “I’d like a number one meal, a cheeseburger and small fries, small nuggets and fries, and three colas.”

      “Is that all?”

      “That’s it.”

      I turned my head to look out the window on my side of the car as I realized he didn’t order my coffee. We drove forward, paid for the food, and drove off without him realizing that I didn’t have the one thing I’d asked for. It was a metaphor, I decided. I was invisible to him.
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      I woke up to a small boy’s feet pressed into my back. I turned over to see Noah between Terra and me in bed. The first time I’d slept with Terra, I remembered thinking I could go the rest of my life waking up with her by my side. Now I struggled to remember the last time I’d held her, much less woke up with her in my arms. It was sad how something so beautiful was now lost.

      I quietly rose from bed, putting on my robe and heading out to make coffee. I was pressing the button on the coffee maker when Terra entered the kitchen.

      “Will you make me some too?”

      “You can have the first cup,” I said, grabbing another coffee pod and cup from the cabinet.

      “Will you remember?”

      My gaze jerked to hers.

      “You forgot to order my coffee yesterday,” she explained. Her expression was unreadable so I wasn’t sure if she was teasing me, hurt, or angry.

      “I’m sorry,” I said, turning back to the coffee. I did feel bad, but my guilt also made me mad. Why didn’t she remind me when I was ordering? Was she testing me? Did she want me to fail?

      When the coffee was done brewing, I handed her the cup. She took it, and sat at the table. I studied her for a minute, wondering where the woman I married had gone to? Hell, where had the man I’d been gone to?

      “Why do you have to sleep with Noah? He should be able to go to bed and stay in his own bed without you.” I put another pod in the coffee maker and added my cup of water.

      “He has trouble falling asleep.”

      “So?”

      She glared at me. “If you were home during bedtime, you’d see just how much trouble it is.”

      I was home last night and all I saw was her take him to bed. Until I woke up this morning, I didn’t know she had come to our bed.

      I was about to get into it with her, when Lanie appeared in the doorway.

      “Are you making clown pancakes again?”

      “No clowns today. How about eggs?” I asked, taking my cup and sipping to get a jolt of the bitter brew.

      Lanie’s nose scrunched up. “I don’t want eggs.”

      Terra picked Lanie up and set her in her lap. “How about German pancakes. That’s a little of both right? Eggs and pancakes?”

      “Can I have powdered sugar on mine?” Lanie asked.

      Terra had an amused smile; one I never saw directed at me anymore. “Sugar for breakfast?”

      “I like sugar.”

      “Who doesn’t?” I quipped, sitting across from them. The table between us was like a metaphor for our marriage. We’re together but a solid barrier now separated us.

      Terra stood, setting Lanie in the chair. “I’ll make breakfast.”

      “What are you plans for today?” I asked.

      “Lanie and I are going shopping with Emma and Nina today. It will give you a chance to spend time with Noah.”

      I wondered if she was poking at me for not spending more time with him. I decide to ignore the barb and pulled out my phone to check the weather. If it was nice, we could go to the locks and see the boats. Maybe even the salmon were still migrating, although it was getting a little late in the year for that.

      “Mommy can I help with the eggs?” Lanie jumped down from her chair.

      “Bring the stool over.”

      I watched at Lanie pushed the stool and then climbed up and stood next to her mother.

      “Mommy?” Noah walked into the kitchen.

      Terra turned. “Morning baby, how’d you sleep?”

      “Hey big guy,” I said, holding out my hands for him to come sit with me.

      He went to Terra who picked him up. I watched as Terra and the kids worked on breakfast, ignoring me. Maybe not ignoring, but clearly, they were used to me not being there. I wasn’t a part of them. It was irrational, but I directed my anger at Terra. For whatever reason, she was unhappy with me, and it was getting in the way of my bonding with the kids.

      “I’m going to shower,” I said standing. “Want to go see the boats at the lock today, Noah?”

      Noah looked over his mother’s shoulder at me. “’kay.”

      And with that enthusiastic declaration, I headed to the shower. Yesterday, I wanked off in the shower, and I’m pretty sure Terra caught me. At one point in our relationship, catching me touch myself would have turned her on and she’d have joined me. Now she was probably relieved that I was finding pleasure without having to involve her. How strange that a woman who’d been so passionate, who’d loved sex, was now not interested in it at all.

      This morning, I wasn’t much interested either, so I simply showered and dressed in jeans, a long-sleeved shirt, and put on a button shirt over it.

      By the time I was done, Terra had breakfast on the table and the kids had started eating.

      “Do you mind watching them while I shower?” she asked, grabbing a second cup of coffee from the brewer.

      “Do I mind? Why would I mind being with my own kids?” I was being an ass, but I hated being treated like an outsider.

      She simply glared as she passed me leaving the kitchen.

      “How’s the grub?” I asked, sitting at the table with the kids.

      “Good. Can I have more sugar?” Lanie asked.

      Already, her food was swimming in powdered sugar. “I think you have enough.” I looked over at Noah sitting quietly as he ate his German pancake. “How about you buddy? Is the food okay?”

      He nodded and my heart cracked that my own son couldn’t seem to talk to me.

      
      Later that morning, I held Noah’s hand as we walked toward the locks. The locks connected the fresh water of Lake Washington and Lake Union with the saltwater of Puget Sound. Boats of all sizes passed through the system from kayaks up to large yachts. There was also a fish ladder for migrating salmon. It was the perfect place for a four-year old, or at least a normal one. But Noah was so quiet and reserved, I realized I didn’t know if he’d enjoyed going there or not.

      We stood at the observation point as several recreational boats entered the lock.

      “Do you see one you like?” I asked Noah as I held him.

      His serious eyes scanned the boats. He shrugged.

      “Would you want to go on a boat?”

      “Will it sink?”

      I looked at him wondering why he was so afraid of the world. Was that Terra’s fault? Mine?

      “No son, it won’t.”

      The water started to rise, lifting boats from the sound up to lake level. “They’re all going to the lake. You like it there, don’t you?”

      “Yeah.” Noah watched as the boats rose in the water.

      When they reached the right level, the gates opened the boats sailed out.

      “Want to go see if there are any fish?” I asked.

      “’kay.”

      We walked down to the viewing area showing what went on under the water. Noah pressed his nose up to the glass as a

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Description
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


    


  


OEBPS/images/imperfectlove_ebook.jpg
HEART &
of

HOPE

AJME WILLIAMS

A SECOND CHANCE IN MARRIAGE ROMANCE





OEBPS/images/icone_coracao_fita_rosa.jpg





