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	Jack pulled his jacket tight around himself and lowered his head against the non-existent wind as he walked from his car to the front door.  His footsteps fell heavy and quick, his work shoes not easy to sneak around in.  He tripped over the step onto the walkway – the same step he stepped onto at least three times a week – but didn't slow as he rightened himself.


He slipped his hand into his suit pocket when he reached the front door, sifting through the contents quickly.  He pulled out a set of keys and stuck the only one that still had a shine to it in the lock.  He twisted it and pushed the door open, subconsciously looking over both shoulders to see if anyone was watching.

"Helen?" he called out as soon as he closed and locked the door, walking into the dimly lit house.  "Helen, where are you?  I only have a little while…"

He walked into the living room, placed his briefcase on the floor.  He blinked several times, breathed in short, shallow breaths.  It always took him a while to get used to her house, with the smoke that constantly filled it and the lack of
	There was a knock at the door.  "I’m coming!" Marissa called out, quickly untying her apron and throwing it over the back of a wooden kitchen chair.  Her heels clipped loudly against the hardwood floor as she walked through the dining room to the front hall, then silenced when she paused at the mirror by the door to tie her hair into a messy bun.

There was another knock.  She reached over with one hand – the other was still slipping a bobby pin into her hair – and opened the front door, revealing a man wearing a pin-striped suit.

"Hello Dave," she said, trying to hide her sigh.  "I wasn't expecting you today."

"I know; sorry," he said, grinning sheepishly.  His eyes swept the length of her, and he let out a low whistle.  "You look lovely today."

Her lips tightened at this.  "Thank you, David."  She stepped back from the door, giving him room.  "Would you like to come in?"


	lights with drawn curtains and the trash covering most of the surfaces.  His own house was much different, but that was part of the reason he loved coming over to be with Helen – he loved the change.  His own house was getting a little too mundane for his taste.

"I'm in the bedroom, Jack!" he heard Helen call from down the hall.  He let out a quick cough – she hated to see that he couldn't handle the smoke she lived in – and walked down the hall, carefully stepping over the clothes left strewn about.  A deep red stood out among all the pink and white, and he leaned down to pick it up when he realized it was his tie from the week before, stuffing it in his pocket and covering the bulge with his hand.

"Hello," he whispered, pausing at the door frame and resting his weight against one side, taking in the sight in front of him.

This room was darker than the rest of the house, with heavy brown curtains hiding the outer world, and there was even more clothes on the ground, so much that he couldn't even see the rug beneath.  The bed was king size, covered with red silky sheets, all hidden beneath a dust-coated canopy.  And in the middle of the sheets was Helen, already stripped down to a bra, her waist concealed by a mountain of silk, her long legs visible.

"Hey, you."
	"So, what brings you here today, Dave?" Marissa asked as she poured a cup of tea for him, then herself.  "I told you Jack would be home early."

Dave leaned back in his chair, his smile so intoxicating she had to look down at the mug she gripped with two hands.

"What, a friend can't visit another friend to celebrate his promotion?" he asked her, and when she looked up at him, she could see the teasing in his eyes, the pride in the way he held himself.

"Promoted?"

"Yeah.  My boss told me about it a few days ago, but I said I had to think about it.  But then you said no yesterday-"

"I'm married, Dave.  You can't just kiss a married woman." 

	"Sweetie, I told you I don't have much time tonight…" he began, stepping closer to her, breathing in deep to keep calm.  "Marissa's expecting me home in less than an hour, and I think she suspects something's up after last week-"

"Shhh," Helen whispered, sitting up on her knees and placing one finger to his lips.  She smiled when he stopped talking, and reached down to play with his tie, slowly loosening it.  His breath hitched when her fingers began opening the top buttons of his shirt, her skin cold on his.

"Helen," he said, gently prying her hands away from his shirt.  "I just came over since I promised I would.  But I really need to get going…"

She turned away from him, crossed her arms across her chest.  "Fine.  Go."

He looked down, biting his lip.  "I'll see you next week?" he said, glancing up at her uncertainly.

"Yeah, maybe.  I dunno – I may be busy."


	"I know.  So it's better if I take the job."


"How's that better?"

He looked up from his mug, offered her a shy smile.  "I wouldn't be tempted to kiss you every time I saw you, 'cause I wouldn't be seeing you anymore."

"What do you mean?"  Her eyes darted up to the clock, then back to Dave's face.  He didn't show it, but she knew he noticed.

"The job's in Utah."

"Oh," Marissa said, looking away from him.  "That's, what?  A five hour flight from here?"

"Around that, yes."  He reached out to take her hand, held it tight between his two hands.  She refused to look up at him, but she didn't pull away.

"I love you, Maris.  You know that."

"I'm married, David."

	Jack rubbed his temple at the last red light before his house, letting out a deep sigh.  He was sick of having to sneak around his wife, sick of having to come home when she told him to.

Sick of her.

He'd been putting it off for years, but as he turned onto their street, he made up his mind.  He was going to get a divorce.

Jack slammed the car door behind him, leaving his briefcase inside.  He was going to make this as quick and painless as possible.

In and out.

Easy as that.


	"You're not wearing a ring."

She pulled her hand away, slipped it under the table, glanced up at the clock.  "I forgot to put it on this morning, is all."

"Of course."  He sighed, lifting his head to the ceiling for a moment before looking at Marissa again.  He took her hand in his, waited for her to look at him.  "Look, I'm just gonna go right out and say it, okay?  I want you to come with me."  He looked down again.  "Please, Maris.  I don't… I don't think I can live without you."

"Dave…" she said, shaking her head, her mouth open without words coming out.  "I… Dave…"  Her eyes strayed back to the clock, slowing ticking down the time until her husband came home, and she pulled her hand back gently.

"Forget it," he said, standing up and shoving the chair under the table.  "I should have known.  You're so worried about what's proper you don't even open your eyes to what's really going on when your husband comes home late!"

"No… no, stop it, Dave.  Just stop it."

"I'm not going to stop it, Marissa!" 

	He shoved his rusting key into the lock, pushing the door wide open.

"Marissa!" he yelled out, leaving the door wide open behind him, a wild grin on his face.  "I have a surprise for you!"

He turned around when he heard his name, looked right into the kitchen, saw his wife in another man's arms.

"Helen!" he yelled, rushing into the room, pushing the chair in front of him out of the way, ignoring the crack of wood when it hit the floor.

"Helen, what's going on?  Who's this?"


	He knelt down and put both his hands on her shoulders, forcing her to turn, to face him.  "I can't sit here and watch you get hurt."

"You don't know anything…"

"Oh yea?  Then what's this?"  He took his wallet out of his pocket, took out a small photo from within, and held it up in front of her.

She let herself look up at the picture, and when she saw what was on it, she burst out in a sob, falling into Dave's arms.

"Shhh…" Dave whispered into her hair, holding her close to his chest.  "Shhh… it's gonna be all right, sweetie.  I promise…"

She pulled away from Dave, looking into the hall.  "Jack…?"  She looked at the clock – he was home early.

"Jack!" she yelled in surprise, jumping up from Dave's arms and backing against the counter, the granite digging into her back.  Dave stepped in front of her, a body guard.

"Get lost, buddy," he growled in front of her, glaring at her husband.




	"Uh… Helen, I can explain…" he said, gaping at the picture he had taken weeks ago.  "It's just… it was only one night, sweetie, and…"

She shook her head slowly, and his heart sank.  This wasn't how he'd planned it.  "Then why do you smell like perfume?"

"Fine."  He turned around and stomped out of the house, filling the halls with an echoing noise one last time.

He had wanted a divorce, and he had gotten it.

In and out.

Easy as that.

	She knew Dave was ready to answer for her, but she put her hand on his shoulder, silencing him.  She had to do this herself.

"I could ask you the same thing," she said, holding out the black and white photo of her husband and another woman, laying in a bed together.

Nude.

"I think you should leave now," Dave said, wrapping his arm around Marissa and holding him to her.

"Yes.  Just… just go, Jack."

Marissa pulled her eyes away from the door her husband had just slammed shut and pushed her face into Dave's shirt.

"Shh…" he whispered above her, stroking her back softly.  "It's all right…"

She breathed in deeply, then let it out, calming her breath.  When she felt she could speak, she pulled away from him, looked into his eyes.

"I think I will go to Utah with you, Dave."


