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      Standing outside the bride’s dressing room, I debated how long I should let my best friend, Ryan, have time alone with my sister, Anna before they said their I do’s. I graciously waited with my ear pressed to the door while I counted to a hundred and then did it again until I could no longer hear voices through the door. 

      “My cue,” I whispered to myself as I swung the door open hoping to surprise them. “Ryan, get out of here! You aren’t supposed to see the bride yet!” I yelled while fighting back a grin. 

      Ryan froze with wide eyes as if he got caught with his hand in the cookie jar. He recovered quickly and flashed his bright smile. “Kimmie, Anna needs me. It’s okay, we don’t believe in those traditions.” 

      They were seconds away from lip-locking. Their flushed cheeks and guilty expressions gave them away. It would’ve been totally disgusting if I hadn’t thought it sweet. 

      Glancing over at Anna, I noticed her shoulders shaking as she laughed into her hands. She should’ve been the last person laughing considering the wedding dress she had to wear. Big, puffy, and lots of layers described it best. Our mother had picked it out.

      Speaking of…I wondered how Ryan got past her. He had better hope she didn’t catch him in here. The way she ran around the church mumbling about her eighteen-year-old daughter getting married meant she was one step away from a meltdown. Catching Ryan with Anna before the wedding would be that one step.

      “Yeah, but Mom does, and she will freak out if she sees you two together!” I reprimanded. Being the youngest of our trio, I didn’t often find myself the voice of reason, but today demanded it. 

      Young and in love, they decided to get married and planned the next several years of their lives. Anna had two jobs lined up to support them while Ryan went to college, and after he graduated, they would switch. I wanted what they had. Not now, that would be crazy. Unlike my two best friends, getting married as a teenager held no appeal. There were too many boys to date and kiss. But one day after I graduated from college and started my career, I wanted to find someone who understood me the way Ryan understood Anna 

      Ryan’s playful smile grew serious as he faced me. “Kimmie? Can I talk to you for a moment?” 

      “Lead the way.” Ryan gave Anna a quick kiss, and a wink then took my hand and led me out of the bride’s dressing room. Walking down the empty hallways looking for a private place to talk, violin music echoed from the chapel.

      For the first time in a long time, I didn’t know what to say to my best friend. At four years old, I dubbed him my older brother. I hadn’t even known I wanted one until he and Anna became friends. We laughed together, he scared off boys whether I wanted him to or not, he held my secrets, and I held his and I went to him whenever I had a problem. 

      Did their marriage mean the end of our trio? Would we be a duo plus one? 

      Being left behind made my chest ache. 

      He tugged on my hand and pulled me into an empty office. When he faced me, his shoulders tensed, and his eyes became wet and misty. 

      What the heck? 

      He never cried around me...well, that wasn’t totally accurate. Over a year ago, he got a little teary-eyed when we talked about Anna before they became Anna and Ryan. 

      I hesitated for a moment before I asked, “Are you okay?”

      He nodded his head then pulled me into a giant Ryan hug. “I love your guts, Kimmie!” His declaration wasn’t a surprise. I had heard it many times, but today I needed the reminder. 

      I smiled up at him and said, “Always.” 

      “I just want you to know I love you and I’m here for you when you need me. Just because we’re moving away doesn’t mean I don’t want to hear from you all the time.” His hold on me tightened to the point of being uncomfortable, and his voice shook when he went on. “I’m going to miss you, and I know your sister is too. You can always come and hang out with us. We have a pretty uncomfortable futon you can sleep on,” he said with a chuckle. “We’re still the three musketeers even if we aren’t here,” he reassured me. 

      The lump in my throat kept me from speaking, but I nodded and hugged him a little tighter. Pushing back the tears and sadness of having to say goodbye, I managed to say, “I love you, Ryan. I’m going to miss you.” 

      High school wouldn’t be the same without him coming up to me in the halls and giving me a noogie or stealing food from my lunch tray. I would even miss how he always put a protective arm around my shoulder whenever guys flirted with me. Not that I would ever tell him that. He didn’t need encouragement.

      “Hey, we’re only a few hours away, and I’m expecting you to visit.”

      “Of course, I’ll visit. Hot college boys.” I smirked and counted the seconds tick by before he responded. I knew exactly what to say to get under his skin. 

      “Hey, now. You’re way too young, to be thinking about college boys. I’m not even comfortable leaving you here unguarded with high school boys.” When I gave him a mischievous smile, his eyes narrowed, and he pressed his lips together. It was his I’m your big brother, so you better listen to me look. It warmed my heart. 

      “Be safe, Kimmie. I know you’re smart, but I know boys and since you’re beautiful... I just want you to be careful.” After saying the sweetest words he ever said to me, I gave him another hug, clinging to him and wanting to hold onto this time in our lives for a little longer.

      When I let go, I reassured him I would be okay. He hung his arm over my shoulders and walked me back to the dressing room. After kissing my forehead, I watched him walk towards the chapel with a little bounce in his step. 

      Just as I lost sight of him, a wave of sadness hit me. There wouldn’t be any more late night talks on my porch, or him saving me from my mother. Sunday breakfasts at his house wouldn’t be the same without him stealing all the waffles, and worst of all, he and Anna would make friends and memories that didn’t include me. 

      I shook off the melancholy and forced a smile to keep Anna from worrying about me. I would be okay. I always was.
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      BEEP! BEEP! BEEP! “Not yet. Too sleepy,” I mumbled into my pillow as I swatted at the alarm clock knocking over what I hoped was an empty glass and a bottle of aspirin.

      Rubbing the sleep from my eyes, I slowly opened them one at a time then rolled over to see if my husband returned home last night. Craig had gone out with friends…again. By two a.m., he hadn’t returned my phone calls or text messages.

      I came home early from work last night with his favorite take out hoping he would spend the evening with me. Instead, I ate by myself, drank wine, and watched TV while staring at my phone that never rang. It had become a regular occurrence.

      Every time I complained about him being gone or asked him to invite his friends over so I could meet them, he chastised me for being controlling and told me he needed time to himself.

      I sighed from a mix of loneliness and frustration. At least he was home now, I consoled myself.

      He slept facing away from me, and I fought the urge to cuddle up next to him. I wanted him to turn to me, wrap his arms around me and tell me he loved me. It had been months since he had shown any affection beyond a pat on my hand or a quick kiss on the cheek before he or I left for work in the morning. The more desperate I became for his touch, the more he avoided me.

      We hadn’t had sex for a year except for one night three months ago. He came home drunk and horny. I’m ashamed to admit, I had hoped to get pregnant. When my period arrived, I cried in my office all day.

      Glancing over at Craig, who slept less than an arm’s length away, I felt as if he were a continent away. We barely spoke and when we did he only gave yes or no answers and avoided being in the same room as me.

      I didn’t know what else I could do. Maybe I was controlling and demanding. I just wanted to spend time with him. But every time I initiated sex or asked him if he wanted to go out together, he gave me a tired sigh and would come up with some lame excuse why he couldn’t or wouldn’t.

      I lay on my back staring at the ceiling wondering how we got here and what I could do. Everything I tried only pushed him further away. I glanced over at him once more before picking up my phone to text Ryan.

      Kimmie: Can you call me tonight?

      Ryan responded almost immediately.

      Ryan: Yes, but it’ll have to be later. It’s Anna’s turn to pick up dinner, and I KNOW she’s going to talk me into taking her turn.

      Kimmie: Pfft. Like you don’t like her I.O.U.’s

      Ryan: I wasn’t complaining.

      Kimmie: 8 ok?

      Ryan: Yup. Later buttercup.

      Kimmie: Thanks, Ryebread.

      I placed my phone on the nightstand then slid over onto Craig’s side of the bed wrapping an arm around his waist while burying my face in his neck, giving him kisses he used to love.

      With a groggy mumble, he said, “I’m exhausted, Kim.” He patted my hand before gently pushing it away.

      My breath got stuck in my throat as I held back the tears. I rolled away from him and covered my mouth with both hands to keep from letting a sob escape. I couldn’t hold it in much longer and slid out of bed to run to the bathroom, locking the door behind me.

      Sitting on the edge of the tub, I let it out. I shouldn’t care he could hear me, but I did. He hated it when I got too emotional, so I tried to keep it to myself, but it became increasingly painful to hold it in.

      I let the shower muffle my cry as I readied for the day. Work had been the only solace in my life. I loved my job, enjoyed the people I worked with and I kicked ass at it. If anything, at least I had that.

      An hour later, I stepped out of the bathroom dressed and ready for work. The light from the bathroom shined on Craig’s gorgeous face. Thinking about the night I met him at the hotel bar where I worked gave me hope. We could be like that again.

      I had stopped for a drink before heading home after a long and stressful event at the hotel. The moment I sat down, he walked over to me, laid cash down in front of the bartender to pay for my drink. I smiled and looked over to thank him when I came face to chest with him. My eyes made a trail up his muscular chest hidden beneath a faded T-shirt, up his tan neck to his face that had a day’s worth of scruff. When my eyes met his, he grinned and his gray eyes shined. Sliding off the stool, I noticed his size. For the first time in my life, I felt tiny and delicate next to a man.

      I found out that night, in his room, that he was in town for a job interview and would be staying for a few days. We had wild sex that night and the night after. A week later he called to tell me he got the job and needed a place to stay while he looked for an apartment. I invited him to stay with me, and he had been here ever since. That was seven years and several jobs ago. Back then he couldn’t get enough of me.

      We married four years ago, and for the first few years I thought we were happy, but between his job losses and my job promotions, he started pulling further and further away from me.

      Releasing a heavy sigh, I switched off the light and made my way to the bedroom door. I glanced at him one more time with a new resolve to fix us. There had to be something I could do to make it better, and if anyone could help me, it would be Ryan.
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      I sat in one of the uncomfortable padded metal chairs in one of the hotel meeting rooms with twenty other various hotel managers from around the Pacific Northwest discussing ongoing issues, changes, and goals for the company. I doodled in my notebook to keep myself from laying my head on the table and creating a drool puddle.

      Meetings were a necessary evil and the worst part of my job, but worth it since I loved everything else. Event planning, working with clients and my staff filled me with pride. Headhunters called at least once a month to draw me away from The Hawthorne, but it was my home.

      Next to me sat the ever serious, goal minded and the sexiest ginger I had ever met, Travis McIntosh. I’d like to think the lack of sex in my life made me gravitate to him. Though physically beautiful from head to toe, his focused intensity with work and with me made him attractive. And he had focused his attention on me more than once. In fact he made it difficult to resist him even when I had been happily married.

      He gave me a smug grin after catching me staring at him––again.

      Damn him.

      Still smiling, he leaned into me and asked, “Drink after work?”

      No. But yes. My intentions to go home and talk to Craig tonight faded as I remembered he had rejected me again. I wanted to spend time with someone who gave me attention and flirted. So even though I had no intention of taking him up on any offer—and he would offer, I accepted.

      “You won’t regret it,” he whispered.

      Too late. Cheating had always been that line I refused to cross.

      What am I doing?

      Were drinks after work cheating? We had done it before. Then again, we were with a large group of employees, but we sat separate from the rest of the group and talked for hours.

      Don’t feel guilty! Craig had drinks with friends all the time. Of course, if they were women, I would’ve shit a brick, but still… Travis was just a work friend.

      I glanced at Travis again.

      Shit!

      I couldn’t help imagine him taking me upstairs to one of the hotel rooms and ravishing me. He could make me forget my husband hadn’t been interested in me for months…closer to a year. I fanned myself with my notepad, trying to cool off the flush from my naughty thoughts.

      Double shit.

      Between breaks, I avoided him by keeping busy with minor work issues. It saved me from over thinking my after work plans.

      Right after our final meeting, I asked Travis to meet me at the bar in fifteen minutes claiming I needed to return a phone call. When in fact, I hid in my office and had a minor panic attack.

      After locking my office door, I slumped in one of the leather chairs facing my desk. “I’m not cheating. It’s just two coworkers having drinks after a long day.”

      Liar.

      It no longer mattered that I was on the verge of breaking my number one relationship rule. Travis would give me what I needed. He would touch, kiss and make me feel desired. I deserved this.

      Drawing in a deep breath, I unbuttoned the top few buttons of my blouse to show off the girls and picked up my purse as I headed for the hotel bar.

      I glanced around the room taking in the lit candles at each table; the soft music playing over the speaker blending into the intimate conversation happening at different tables. I loved coming in here after work to have a glass of wine and to let go of the stress from my day.

      My eyes settled on Travis sitting at a corner table with his eyes focused on me. I walked toward him putting an extra sway in my hips when I noticed him stare at my legs.

      He stood and pulled out a chair. His hand grazed the bare skin on my shoulder when he pushed it in sending chills down my spine. With my heart trying to beat its way out of my chest, I waved to Jessie, the bartender. He mouthed, “Coming right up.” He knew what I liked.

      Travis and I talked about work for a few minutes, but not one for small talk, he abruptly switched the conversation to Craig. Travis heard all about our growing distance. The last time Travis came to The Hawthorne for training, we had drinks with the future managers. I drank a little too much and overshared that my husband had lost interest in me.

      Stupid drinking.

      “Since you agreed to meet me, I take it things between you and Craig haven’t improved?” he asked in a low seductive voice.

      “You would be correct,” I admitted.

      “I like you, K, but I avoid messing around with married women.”

      K. He had called me K since the day we met, and I got a little flutter in my stomach every time at the intimacy of the nickname.

      “Good, because I had no intention of messing around.” Liar liar pants on fire.

      “Then why did you agree to meet?” He tilted his head, piercing me with his questioning gaze as one side of his lips lifted into a smirk.

      He already knew the answer.

      “I want to spend time with someone who wants to spend time with me.” He didn’t seem like the kind of guy who would understand how much I needed him or at least his body.

      “I want to spend time with you…preferably without clothes on.” I choked on my drink at his directness. In the past, he had only hinted about what he wanted from me. “Close your mouth, I know you already know what I want, so this couldn’t have been a surprise.”

      “No. It’s not, I just didn’t expect you to come right out and say it.” I took another sip of my drink with a shaky hand.

      Never in my life had I ever cheated on a partner no matter how badly the relationship might have been. And from the moment I sat down, my gut said no. Feeling rejected would never been a good enough excuse and cheating would never be an option. But I almost wished I could.

      “Here’s it straight. I’m attracted to you. I’m not interested in having a girlfriend, but I need sex. I assume you’re not having sex with Craig.” I nodded my head against my better judgment. Craig had always been that protective barrier from Travis’s advances and my only excuse. “I know how we can fix both of our problems. I would be up for a sexual relationship with you as long as you aren’t having sex with anyone else. The same goes for me. Picking up women is getting old, especially when I’m interested in a gorgeous brunette who makes me hard with just her smile,” he stated plainly with no inflection in his voice, but the heated look in his eyes hit me between the thighs. I wanted nothing more than to scream, “Yes! Yes! Yes!” in more ways than one.

      I wiped the bead of sweat running down my neck as I considered his offer.

      “Think about it. You have my number.” I stared at him as my heart raced. A part of me wanted to throw up my hands and tell him to take me to his room. But I couldn’t. The guilt alone would break me and deep down, I didn’t want Travis. I wanted Craig and our marriage.

      Just as I decided to leave Travis and his offer at the table, the sound of my phone ringing startled me. I looked up at the clock behind the bar noting the time. It was still too early for it to be Ryan, and Craig never called. With sweaty hands, I dug through my purse to find my phone.

      Anna.

      I cleared my throat that suddenly felt too dry. “Hey, Anna banana.”

      Anna spoke, but each word came out jumbled and broken up between what sounded like sobs.

      “Calm down. What’s wrong?” I kept my voice composed but grew worried with each breath.

      “It’s Ryan,” she cried.

      “What’s wrong with Ryan?” Without a word or acknowledgment of Travis, I stood, swung my purse over my shoulder and ran to the elevators to take me down to the hotel parking garage.

      “He’s gone, Kimmie. He’s gone,” she sobbed.

      What in the world? Ryan would never leave her. Ever.

      “What do you mean?”

      “There was a car and a sheet and ambulance and... He died.” Chills ran down my spine as I heard the sound of terror and devastation. The more she spoke, the less I understood.

      Ryan’s dead?

      No no no no no!

      We texted this morning. It had to have been a mistake.

      “I’m on my way. It’ll take me close to an hour to get through Portland traffic, but I’m coming.”

      “This isn’t happening. Tell me this is just a nightmare,” Anna begged as she took deep shuttering breaths.

      “I’ll call Mom and Dad and Ryan’s parents.” I drew in a deep breath and slowly let it out. “Anna, I’m coming.” I didn’t know what else to say to her and dropped my phone into my purse when she ended our call.

      Just as I reached my car, it hit me all at once. He’s gone. I fell to my knees no longer able to hold myself up. My best friend in the world died. I beat my fist against my car. There had to have been a mistake.

      Strong arms wrapped around me and pulled me up. “K, are you okay?” Travis lifted my chin to look into my eyes as he pushed my hair back. His worried expression matched my own.

      Okay? I’ve never been less okay in my life.

      “No,” I whispered.

      I pushed him away as he tried to pull me into his arms. I climbed into my car and peeled out of the parking garage leaving a stunned Travis standing next to the spot I just left.

      At the first stoplight, I called Mom and Dad. I whispered a word of thanks to a higher being when Dad answered. My voice broke as I repeated what Anna said. He yelled to Mom and told her to get in the car. By the time we hung up, they were on their way, and Mom was on the phone with Pete and Amber, Ryan’s parents.

      The whole drive to Anna’s my brain raced a mile a minute. A small part of me held hope that there had been a mistake, and Ryan would be home with his feet up watching TV when I got to their house. But deep down, I knew the truth. My chest ached as I allowed myself to think about life without him.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

        

      

    

    
      When I first arrived at Anna’s house, her eyes were dry but red-rimmed and puffy. Our mother applied disinfectant to cuts on Anna’s hands and feet while she sat slumped on the edge of the bed staring at the floor. Her expression had been a mix of confusion, pain and maybe even denial.

      I gave Mom a questioning look wondering how Anna hurt herself. She chewed on her lower lip as she looked at Anna then to me with glassy eyes. My breath caught when I saw the sadness in my mother’s eyes as she shook her head.

      My mother had never been overly affectionate with Anna and me, but we knew she loved us no matter how much we disappointed her. But tonight I felt and saw how much she cared. Her daughter was experiencing the worst kind of emotional pain she would ever experience, and my mother hurt for her.

      The soul-crushing loss I felt over losing Ryan would be nothing compared to Anna losing the love of her life. I couldn’t begin to imagine her pain.

      “Anna, let’s get these off of you.” My mother and I each took a hand and helped her stand. She flinched in pain while Mom slid off Anna’s ripped pajama bottoms. She stepped out of them then winced as she sat back down.

      Her knees were flaming red with scrapes and cuts and large bruises formed on the center of each knee. When she laid down, I noticed the cuts on the bottom of her feet. She whimpered as my mother washed her feet and checked each scrape.

      Thirty minutes later, Anna took a seat on the couch wearing fresh pajamas.

      From the moment I arrived, Claire, Anna’s eleven-year-old daughter, was the only person who cried. The adults in the house kept it together, at least in front of the kids but the sobs that racked Claire’s body broke our hearts and tested our resolve. Claire went back and forth from screaming “no” to crying, “I want my dad.” Each time, Anna pinched her eyes closed and clenched her jaw to keep from crying.

      Each of the grandparents took turns holding Claire, but she was beyond consoling. Nobody could replace the bond she shared with Ryan. He spoiled and doted on her from the moment he held her in his arms for the first time. No child should ever lose her father especially so young.

      After putting Jakey, Anna’s two-year-old son, to bed, I encouraged the two older kids to do the same. I watched as relief washed over fifteen-year-old Nate, the oldest of the three children, as he passed me in the hall on his way to his bedroom.

      He kept up a brave face for his mother, already taking the role of “man of the house”, but his facial expressions were tense, keeping his emotions at bay.

      “Love you, Nateypants.” I patted his back and kissed his cheek. He nodded his head in response as tears formed in his eyes. Seconds later he disappeared into his room, closing the door behind him.

      Amber, Ryan’s mother, followed Claire into her room offering to hold her until she fell asleep.

      When Amber slipped out of Claire’s bedroom a half hour later, her steps on the hardwood floors broke the silence of the room. She took a seat next to Anna with my mother on the other side. Pete leaned against the fireplace staring at the photos lining the mantel. I took a seat on the floor in front of my dad and leaned my head against his legs as he caressed my cheek and ran a hand over my head.

      Anna broke the silence when she cleared her throat and spoke with a strained voice. “Ryan was on his way back from picking up dinner when he got a flat tire. He called me to bring him a flashlight since it was dark and there weren’t any streetlights. Nate and Claire stayed home while Jakey came with me. On the way, I came upon an accident scene…” Her eyes pinched shut as she struggled to take a breath. “Someone hit him while he stood off to the side of the road waiting for me.” The air in the room disappeared as we all breathed in at the same time. Between cries, she told us that the EMT’s believed he died instantly.

      I covered my mouth with a shaky hand as I swallowed down the pain. Once Anna started sobbing, I had to look away. Seeing my sister broken broke me. Anna had always been––fragile. I had to protect her and be the strong one. Ryan might have been my best friend, but he was her everything. I couldn’t be selfish at a time like this. Like Nate, once alone I would break down but not when Anna and the kids needed me.

      Dad stood and pulled Anna into his arms. The rest of us surrounded her holding her as she wept into his chest. There were no words. The grief and pain hung heavy over the room. When Mom walked Anna to her bedroom later that night, I stepped outside to get some fresh air. I shook in the cool evening air unsure if it was from the weather or built up emotions.

      Leaning against the house, I let tear after tear roll down my cheeks. A few minutes later, Pete followed me outside and wrapped his protective arms around me as I released my grief in the safety of his hold. He soothingly ran a hand up and down my back. Moments later Pete let go of me long enough to draw Amber into our circle.

      “Shhhh,” Amber soothed while wiping the tears from my face. I had no idea how they could be so giving when their only child had just died, but then again it was exactly who they were. They were in pain; the evidence written on their drawn faces, and I knew it ran deeper than what they expressed. They had struggled for years to have Ryan and even though they wanted a house full of kids, they weren’t able to have any more.

      By the time we stepped back into the house, Anna had fallen asleep. My mother kissed my cheek and told me to head home since all the parents were staying with her. Giving me a knowing stare as she let me go, she reminded me to call Craig––again. It had been no surprise to her that he hadn’t returned my calls.

      Craig.

      If I had admitted it to her, she would no doubt add it to the list of things she hated about him. Not once did she hide her dislike for him or how she barely tolerated his presence in my life, but then again she had never liked any of my former boyfriends. I should’ve been used to her judgmental looks and the slight digs at the man I married.

      The fact she was right about him only pissed me off. I had called Craig multiple times and every time I got his voicemail. The first five times, I asked him to call me back; on the sixth, I broke down and told him about Ryan, hoping he would at least acknowledge he got my message but––nothing.

      I hugged the parents goodbye and told them I’d be back later after I had gotten some sleep.
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      Dread and anxiety built in my chest as I drove home. Craig still hadn’t called me back. He had to have listened to my messages by now or he should at the very least been worried about where I’d been. Even if I had an event scheduled, I was usually home by now.

      Once I entered Portland from the suburbs, the empty streets left a feeling of foreboding. I switched on the radio hoping to distract myself from the intense loneliness, but every song grated on my nerves until I could no longer take it and turned it off allowing the silence to envelop me. I wasn’t good on my own, especially when left alone with my thoughts.

      I glanced at my cell phone lying on the passenger seat hoping to see my phone blink with a message, but still nothing.

      While at Anna’s, I managed to push my dissolving marriage to the back of my mind but now alone and tired, I felt it. Craig should’ve called. He should’ve shown up at Anna’s. He should’ve been holding me instead of Pete. He should have done a lot of things.

      I pulled into my driveway at 3:05 AM relieved to see Craig’s truck parked in front of the house, but my relief was quickly shoved aside as my anger built until it thrummed through my whole body.

      Why didn’t he call?

      I came up with possible excuses for why he would be so insensitive like I normally did. Maybe his phone died, perhaps he had fallen asleep or didn’t hear his phone, but I knew better than to make excuses for him.

      I unlocked the front door and stepped inside. A small glow came from a lamp in the living room. When I took another step, I noticed Craig sit up straight in his hideous recliner with a blank expression on his face. He didn’t make a move or speak. He just stared.

      Taking a deep breath, I laid my purse and keys on the bench next to the front door and took off my jacket, taking my time to hang it up in the closet. I wanted to scream at him and demand an explanation, but at the same time knew he wouldn’t tell me what I needed to hear. I shut the closet door and stood facing it, waiting for Craig to say something but still not a word.

      Why couldn’t he stand up, walk over to me and pull me into his arms? For once, I needed him to put me first, comfort me, take care of me, and love me. I was falling apart, and he sat stiffly in that stupid chair not taking his eyes off of me.

      I knew better, I really did. He had never been that for me—ever. Why did I expect anything different? But I did. I just wanted him to be my husband, a man who
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