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GUILTY SECRETS

 


Mary

 


I can’t believe what I just did. There are lines - lines no
married woman (or not) should cross. Only moments before I took
those lines, rubbed them out then skipped over them twice to make
sure that the world knew that Mary Luke doesn’t care
anymore.

The
stairs to the dirty hotel on the edge of Aspen’s town center are
coated in ice and my day boots barely keep purchase on them as I
slip more than rush from the place of my sins.

‘It’s in your bag, Mary’, my mind whispers.

I grip
my handbag even closer to my side. I can feel the leather pressed
to the outside of my big jacket that hides an outfit I wouldn’t
want to be seen in private let along public in.

I shouldn’t have, I keep repeating in my mind. I’m married and I
have two children and I just shouldn’t have...

Why am I this
way?

The answer is clear. I made a big
mistake. 5 years ago I fell for the most dangerous man in the
entire town other than his father.

I loved him... NO, I love him.

Yet, when you marry a man that you know has slept with
hundreds of women with hundreds more wanting to sleep with him then
you shouldn’t be surprised when things turn sour.

Anna Gray was her name.

That bitch!

She took what we had and ruined
it.

I come to my small blue family wagon and push the door open
to hustle inside and out of the cold. get inside. When I’m seated
and have caught my breath, I worshipfully draw it out of my handbag
and lay it across my knees and stare. There’s still a little fluid
on it. Mine or...

I push it to the floor.

“What have I become?” I wail into my hands.

Monster. Home wrecker.
Slut...

Please, Lord, make it stop.



LAST STAND

 


Jack

 


I sit in the car outside the bar and
watch as my brother Michael rushes out with that blond he met when
I was leaving. He comes to his car and lets her in back. She pops
her head down and I get a good look at how excited she is to be
with him.

Mary used to be like that
with me.

On my left knee I have my gun and on the other I have a
full bottle of cheap whiskey. Days like today make me wonder which
one I should use. With how things are going with my wife and the
potential for my kids to be fatherless pretty shortly, I’m leaning
towards the left.

I take a sip of my whiskey and put my gun on the passenger
seat. My brother is a good guy. He’s going to study medicine and is
super smart. I’ve got 2 others and after my kids they mean the
world to me.

Yet your wife used to mean
more...

These whispers in my mind only go away when I’m totally
smashed. I take another sip. Not long now.

I drink and I watch my brother’s car start to
shake.

“Not taking it slow, huh?” I slur.

That woman is trouble for my brother. She’s got the makings
of a good wife from the several times I’ve encountered her over the
years. Just naughty enough to keep him interested and law abiding
enough to keep him out of trouble. Michael could do
worse.

Pity he’s leaving.

I take another sip. Better not to think about my youngest
brother leaving the nest. That’s another sink hole I don’t want to
step into.

The car stops shaking.

You should go inside and
fuck one of those little sluts.

The whispers are getting worse. I take
another sip, but find the bottle is empty.

I sigh.

When I got to my cruiser, I found that Micheal (I’m
guessing it’s him because no one else has the balls to break into a
police cruiser and steal a man’s booze) had emptied my ash tray
bottle.

You should go home and be
with her.

That thought has me out and stomping towards the bar door.
I stop half way and grind my teeth and go back to my cruiser to sit
staring at the snow covered road. It must be really snowing hard
outside because I can barely see the girl leaving Micheal’s car.
Really snowy because my cheeks are wet and I can’t seem to see
right.

Damn that woman. What is
she hiding?

I’m going to find out. It’s the only way I can decide
whether I really should go right or left.

The left is sitting on my passenger seat. I suck off the
dregs of the right and discard it in back. There’s a liquor store
nearby.

I pull out through the
snow.

I’m going to find out that secret if it’s the last thing I
ever do because It might just be.



DISGUST

 


Jack

 


I take my fist and I ball it up and I slam it hard into the
door of the public toilet down the road from the park where I saw
something I can’t handle. The door explodes inwards and I step in and lay
out blow after blow until it’s bent in half and broken.

“FUCK!!!” I scream.

I step out.

“FUCK!”

The mirror gets a taste of my
blood.

I rush to the next door and kick it in and beat it until
it’s broken in three parts.

“BITCH, SLUT, WHORE!!!”

I scream these words until my voice
breaks and then kick one of the sinks so hard that it actually
flies up to the mirror above and knocks that off.

Water spews up from the broken pipes
and covers me.

That doesn’t stop me.

“Sir, come out of the bathroom.”

I don’t know how much time has passed. There’s blood on my
forehead and the walls and my hands and everywhere. I don’t think
there is a single thing in the room not broken.

I am still pounding one of the broken
doors with my fists when Sgt. Henderson and four others of my
buddies storm in only to grind to a halt when the see the carnage
and me standing among it bleeding and enraged.

“What the hell happened, Jack?”

I stare at them and breath. It would be so easy to beat
them down. I wouldn’t even need a weapon. I could kill them with my
fists. My friends, my colleagues, so easy...

But you know that they aren’t the ones that deserve your
anger.

The rage floods out of me on that
thought. I put out my hands and close my eyes.

“Take me to the drunk tank,” I tell them. “I need to be
locked up.”

72 hours later I’m on suspension. They give me another 72
just to be sure I don’t kill anyone after I tell the only one I can
trust with my secret - the chief of police and a second father to
me.

It’s that bad.



NO TRUST

 


Mary

 


I’m
certain that he knows.

Jack is sitting at the kitchen table sipping a cup of
coffee with a smile on his face and is telling me that he’s been
suspended from work after a fight with a tourist from Chicago in a
toilet stall, but I don’t believe a word of it.

In the backyard I can see our boys
William and Pierce throwing snow balls at each other. If he knows
then what will he do?

He can’t do anything. Not after what he did last summer
with that whore.

“So Gary says that I’m off the force for 3 months. I was
thinking that I might go work up on the sky field. It’s on season
and working as a lifty or something would be a good way to take my
mind of things.”

It doesn’t smell right. He loves his job. There’s no way he
would do something else and we don’t need the money. Is he planning
on doing it again?

“That’s great, dear,” I say.

He meets me eyes and for the first
time I see just how dangerous my man really is.

“It is great. I’m going to be home a lot from now. We can
spend a lot of time together.”

I gulp.

He knows.

He REALLY knows.

“Oh, uh, that’s great. Um, wonderful.”

I’m dead. He’s going to murder me.



FRUSTRATION

 


Jack

 


I can almost feel her
frustration.

One month.

One LONG month of being with her every
second.

Not a single moment for her to stray.
Not a single second she is not with my eyes on her. This is our
torture. It hurts me to hurt her, but she hurt me so badly that
nothing seems too much anymore.

I put the groceries in the car and get
in the passenger seat. They took my license from me, so Mary has to
drive me everywhere. It means she has even less time to scheme her
way out of my sight.

Flicking the radio to a top 40s
channel, I sit back and wait.

She can’t last much longer.

Mary gets in the driver’s seat and scratches her
arm.

“Is that rash bothering you?” I ask.

She says nothing and starts
driving.

“What’s wrong, baby? Are you mad about me buying the kids so
many snacks?”

Nothing.

She’s fuming.

“Aren’t you...”

“You fucked that slut,” she growls without looking away from
the moderately busy road.

I’m genuinely taken aback.

I shift in my seat and turn to
her.

“What are you talking about? I’ve been around, but you know
that I haven’t been with anyone since we got together.”

She slams her foot on the break and
turns to me. There is rage in her eyes.

“Anna.”

“Sorry?”

“You fucked Anna.”

“Anna Gray? The old receptionist at the station?”

Horns are
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