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​Chapter One: A Balancing Act
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“Good morning,” I say to my wife as I walk into the kitchen.  The smell of toast and eggs in the air is a rare one since she rarely gets up to make any breakfast before I leave for work.  “Are the kids up yet?”

“Not yet,” Lauren replies.  “I’ll get them up in a few minutes to get ready for school.”  She makes me a plate of breakfast and sits it at the table for me.  “I hope you are hungry.”

“I am,” I reply with a smile on my face.  “So, what’s the special occasion?” I ask as I sit down to the surprise meal.

Lauren takes a seat next to me as I take my first bite.  She doesn’t have a plate of her own, only a cup of coffee to start her day.  “No occasion, Brian.  I just wanted to spend a little time with you while the kids are not underfoot.”

I laugh a little.  “You know, they can get to be a real damper on our love life if we let them.”  I love my children more than life itself, but for years they have seemed to have a sense of when I am in the mood for some private time with Lauren.  Any time we close our bedroom door, one or both of them come and knock on it and want to see us about something.  “Seth is fifteen and Rachel is twelve.  You would think that kids that age could occupy themselves without bothering their parents while they are locked behind a closed door.”

“You know they hate that,” Lauren replies.  “I think they know what is going on, and they want to stop it.  Maybe they are afraid that we will have more kids.”  We both laugh again as I take a bite of the eggs.  

“These are really good,” I tell her.  After having a sip of my own coffee, I ask my wife, “What do you think about getting away this weekend?  I have Saturday off this time, and we could make a day of it.  It would be just you and me in a hotel room in Danport.”  

“This Saturday?”  Lauren shakes her head.  “I’m not sure about this Saturday, Brian.  There is a lot going on that day.”

“Like what?”

“Well, for one, I am supposed to go with Cynthia to mall.”

“The mall?”  I cock one eyebrow up as I tell Lauren, “You are forty years old, honey.  Teenagers go to the mall.  You shop online.”  I chuckle a little as I try to hide my disappointment that my wife would prefer to spend my one day off with her friend.  

“They are going to have a grand opening of a couple of new shops there, Brian.  There will be almost eighty percent off items all over those stores and Cynthia wants to get in on the deals early.”

“Deals?”  I shake my head.  “Lauren, I am already working between seventy and eighty hours per week just to help make ends meet.  Why are you wanting to spend money at the mall?”

“Just a hundred dollars or so,” she tells me with a smile.  “Besides, I earn my own money too, you know.”  This has been a bone of contention between the two of us for the last few years.  My wife has a part-time job doing what she has always wanted to do, which is to make gift baskets and sell them online and at craft shows, and at times she has done very well.  Unfortunately, she has not done so well with them over the last five or six years, and as a result I am forced to work a second job to help our family stay afloat.  Though I try not to allow my disdain for her lack of earnings bother me most of the time, the idea of spending the one hundred dollars that I will be expected to cover in some way through my own work irritates me.  

“Please, honey, can you just consider going with me to a hotel this weekend?  We have the discount coupons from my sister to stay at the new hotel there.  It would be less than thirty dollars for a night.”

“Brian, I really don’t want to go spend the night in Danport.  There is nothing to do there.”

“You can do me there,” I retort as I put my fork down in my plate.  “Lauren, we haven’t gone out together in so long and this is a chance for us to get a little time to ourselves.  After all, I’m slated to work for the next twenty days straight between the two jobs, so this is the only day I am getting off for a while.”

My wife’s blue eyes turn from me to the smart phone she is holding in her hand.  Lauren always has it with her and it seems that she is always texting with a friend or checking statuses on some social media site.  I’ve grown so tired of seeing her holding her phone that I have resorted to occasionally hiding it from her just to force her to spend more time talking to me than to her friends.  Unfortunately, the ploy rarely works since she seems to be able to find it within minutes of it going missing.  Looking at me, Lauren says, “You can come with us to the grand opening, Brian.  I’m sure there will be things there for guys as well.”

I shake my head as I sit back in my chair.  “Sure, there will be things for guys.  Maybe a nice pastel lip shade for me is just what I need.  Or maybe some hair ties or a ribbon.”

“They are not those sorts of shops, Brian.”

“Then what sort are they?  Maybe fishing shops or outdoor supply stores?  What kind are they, Lauren?”

My wife’s eyes stare hard at me as she begins to frown.  “I cooked for you this morning, Brian.  I also clean around this house and get the kids to school every single day.  Is this the way you thank me?  You try to give me guilt over spending time with a friend?”

“It’s my one fucking day off in the last two weeks, honey, and for the next three weeks.”  I get up from my chair and walk into the living room.  Lauren follows me, and I turn around to ask, “Where is it?”

“Where is what?”

“My fucking jacket, Lauren.  Where is it?”

She shakes her head as she points toward the bedroom.  “I got tired of seeing it on the hook by the front door.”

“The hook is a coat hook, honey.  Jackets and coats go on those.”  

“It looks cluttered when you just throw it there,” she complains.  “Why are you picking a fight with me this morning, Brian?  I made you breakfast.”

“Thank you for the breakfast,” I mutter as I go past my wife and toward the bedroom.  I check my watch and can see that I will soon be late for work if I don’t get onto the highway before morning rush.  “Give the kids a kiss and a hug for me,” I tell her as I put on the jacket and make my way to the door.

“That’s it, then?  I can’t go to the mall?”

I turn and look at my wife.  She is a beautiful woman, even at forty years of age, with short brown hair and blue eyes.  There are many women barely half her age who would kill for her body and for her skin.  It’s due in large part to the fact that Lauren has taken care of herself over the years with skin care products and by avoiding the sun.  I’m proud of the way she cares about her looks, but sometimes she can be less than sensitive about my needs or desires.  “You can go to the mall,” I tell her.  “I can’t stop you anyway.  I’ll just sit at home and do whatever around the house I have to do on the list.  Have fun with Cynthia.”

Stepping through the front door, I hear Lauren say to me, “You really can be an asshole sometimes, Brian.  You didn’t have to talk to me like that this morning.  We could have had a nice conversation and come up with a way to make us both happy.”

“If you’re happy, I’m happy,” I chime back in her direction.  This seems to upset her even more as she turns and goes back into the house, slamming the front door behind her.  Lauren doesn’t like sarcasm, and sometimes I find that I am just chocked full of it.
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​Chapter Two: Like a Rubber Band
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My full-time job is as a lab technician at a local hospital.  The position pays a decent wage for most, unless you find yourself living in a house that has a mortgage that is too large.  This is the problem that Lauren and I have found ourselves in after buying the house while she was doing much better with her online sales.  Her income has dried up more recently, but we don’t want to sell the house.  So now I am forced to work three days ever week on the side.  Today is one of those days as I get ready to deliver furniture to a customer on the other side of town.

“You’ve been quiet,” Blake says as he looks over at me.  “Too quiet.” 

I finish tying down the sofa in the back of the box truck before replying, “I just don’t have much to say today, that’s all.”

“Not much to say?”  I have known Blake for the last ten years, and he is the one who hired me to work in his small furniture store as a delivery driver.  However, I rarely open up to him about the way things are going at home.  Still, he can see that something is bothering me today.  “What’s going on, Brian?”

I shake my head as I close the back of the truck.  “Just some shit at home, that’s all.  Nothing to worry about right now.”  As I latch the door, I think



































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/image001.png
HOTWIFE

ANDTHEIF JPE\l IMARRIAGES






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.png
{ARLY VIOLET]






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image003.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





