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Threesome 

By Ryan McBeth 

 

MONDAY 

I really want a cigarette right now.  I know that I smoke too much, drink too much and 

have too much sex with women who aren’t my wife, but the nicotine craving is by far the 

worst.  I would light up right now, but Sandrine and I are still entwined under a mountain 

of bed sheets at the Hilton Garden Hotel.  Even if the hotel allowed in-room smoking, 

Sandrine would go back to her husband smelling like cigarettes which would end our 

affair as quickly as any hotel receipt or hickey. 

I feel Sandrine’s breath on my chest.  

“What are you doing, down there?” I ask. 

Sandrine nuzzles my chest hair.  

“I wish I could breathe you in and take you with me.” 

I know it’s supposed to be a sweet moment. She’s filling herself with me before 

going back to a husband with the personality of a dot-matrix printer.  I know this 

because I know her husband.  I own the jewelry store that sold the couple their 

engagement ring, their wedding rings and his luxury watch.  

This is not my first affair.  This isn’t even my second affair.  I’ve been doing this 

for about six years and I would be lying to you if I remembered every woman I’ve met 

for a long lunch at this hotel.  But I can tell you this, there have been so many that if I 
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don’t have HPV someone needs to call a statistician because the law of averages isn’t 

working in Philadelphia. 

“Does your husband still wear his watch?” I ask. 

Sandrine mumbles something and nuzzles closer into me. She takes a long 

languid breath.  

“Humm… I don’t want to talk about him. It’s like we’re in this little bubble here 

and I can pretend that it's just you and me.” 

“Just you, me and the rest of our Internet subscribers,” I say. 

“Stop,” She grins. 

“Oh, I make more money off of you than the store.” 

She playfully punches me. 

“Actually our subscribers want to see some girl-girl action.  Are you game?” 

She closes her eyes and presses her face into my chest for a moment.  She 

opens them again and looks at me.  

“I did that in high school.  It was hot.” 

 I don’t care how moral, righteous or religious you are.  Every man wants to 

watch two women make love or make love with two women at once.  I’ve had a lot of 

sex in my life, but this is something I’ve never done.  An idea forms in my head.  I have 

an opening to something most men only experience in porn.  Now the only question is 

how can I proceed without fucking this up?  It’s a good thing I’m a hustler at heart. 

“What was that like?” I ask.  “Tell me about it.  I want to know everything.” 

She closes her eyes and buries her face in my chest again.  
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“Umm… Awesome.  I guess I was sixteen or so.  All of the boys our age were so 

dumb.  My friend and I used to get high in my room, then play around.  She had this 

perfect… almost… feline tongue.  We would just sit and play and get high and listen to 

Zeppelin.” 

“Just you two?  Have you ever had a threesome?.” 

“A couple of times.  We played with our dealer a few times.  It was a good way to 

score a free bag.  Oh, God, I had the best orgasms while high.  Just being pounded by 

him and kissing her and... soooo good.” 

“Would you do it again?” 

She thinks for a moment.  

“Yeah…  You’d have to get me super high first.” 

“Really?  Do you smoke pot now?” 

“Oh, I wish.  I wouldn’t even know where to get it anymore.  Can you get some?” 

“Absolutely.” 

Now of course I’m lying.  I live in Cherry Hill, New Jersey: The Jewish Beverly 

Hills.  Most of my friends are doctors or own their own businesses.  My friends are 

empty husks of men who work all day while their wives shop, pick up their kids from 

Gymboree and meet Lexi and Rachel at The Kibbutz Room for lunch after yoga.  Most 

of them are too anxious, browbeaten and busy to get high.  Hell, most of them are afraid 

to smoke a cigar around their kids at a neighborhood barbecue.  

“That would be so awesome,” Sandrine says.  “Oh, I want to get high.  Just go up 

to my room, put on my headphones and get high.  Wouldn’t it be amazing if you were a 
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kid again and could just go upstairs to your room, turn on your music and get high?  You 

don’t have to worry about cooking dinner.  Or paying any bills.  Just float away…” 

“I guess? I never did..” 

Sandrine looks shocked.  

“You never got high?” 

“I never told you about my childhood?” 

She thinks for a moment.  We’ve known each other for about eighteen months, 

but confine our lives to these compartmentalized long lunches making love in Center 

City while the rest of Philadelphia hums along outside the hotel window. 

“I guess not.  Tell me about it,” she says.  

“I’m a middle child,” I say. 

“And that explains so much about you.” 

“Well, yeah.  But when I was four I would be playing with my older brother when 

he would suddenly stop, find my mom, and say ‘Mommy my leg hurts.’ She would give 

him some Tylenol and a few minutes later we would be running around playing again.” 

“What happened?” 

“We were on vacation and Jordan, my brother, started screaming in the middle of 

the night in the hotel room.  We went to the emergency room and found out he had 

leukemia.  I mean, I don’t think it happened that fast but that’s how I remember it.  In 

fact, I remember swinging my legs on this hard, plastic, vomit orange chair in the waiting 

room.  I mean, this was the seventies.  I remember playing peek-a-boo with my younger 

sister when they told us, so it might have been a few days after because I think she was 
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with my grandparents.  Anyway, my life just disintegrated.  My brother and I are only a 

year apart and we actually loved each other, you know?  Not like most kids I see who 

are always trying to kill each other.  He was my best friend.  He’s the reason I started 

my business.” 

“Wait, you started your jewelry store for your brother?”  

“No, not at first.  He relapsed when I was about sixteen.  I guess that was about 

1986.  I think you were like -” 

“I was born that year.” 

“Yeah. I remember he was so happy that the principal let him wear a Phillies cap 

in school.  Anyway, there was this whole money belt fad going on at my school.  My dad 

worked in the garment industry and had a place on 4th and Fitzwater, so he knew 

people.  I took some money and went to a wholesaler.  Believe it or not, we actually 

used to manufacture things in this country and he knew where to get them.  Anyway, I 

bought a hundred money belts and sold them for $5.00 each and gave the profits to my 

parents.  My mother cried.” 

“You did this at sixteen?” 

“Yeah. Money belts turned into sunglasses.  Sunglasses turned into Swatch 

watches.  That was really big.” 

“I don’t even know what a Swatch watch is.” 

“It was amazing. The Swiss were getting hammered by digital and quartz 

watches back then. This one guy figured out how to make analog watches from half the 

parts. But anyway, they were cheap enough to own more than one so people could buy 
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multiple watches for different outfits. I would drive to dealers, buy them up, sell them at 

school. Then I had a business repairing them and changing the batteries.” 

“How did I not know this about you?” 

“Because you are a lady and don’t talk when your mouth’s full.” 

She elbows me. 

“So, that’s how you got into the watch business?” 

“Yeah. I put myself through repair school, apprenticed for a while. Opened my 

place in Gladwyne.  Then opened my place on Sansom Street.  I never had time to 

smoke pot.” 

“Is your brother still…” 

“Yeah, he’s fine.  He’s a professor at Cabrini College.  Married.  Kids.” 

“Can it come back?” 

“The leukemia?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Leukemia is like that neoconservative who comes to your family’s Passover 

Seder because he’s married to your sister. You know he’s going to be in your life 

forever, but you never know what might set him off again.  Jordan’s got some good 

benefits as a professor.  He’ll be fine if it does.”  

“So he’s a professor?  Maybe you can get some pot from him?” 

I laugh.  

“Yeah, he teaches Theology. It would probably be easier if he were an artist.” 

“What time is it?” Sandrine asks. 
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“I can sell you a watch.” 

“Ass.. Okay.  It has to be a Swatch, though.” 

“I have a collection of about a thousand. Come to the store and I’ll let you pick 

one out.” 

“No, seriously. What time is it?” 

I look at the battered Armour Lite on my wrist - a watch one of my employees had 

given back to me after wearing it while in Iraq with his National Guard unit. 

“One thirty.” 

“I have to get back to the office,” she says as she untangles herself from me. 

I hate these moments.  The bubble of passion is punctured by the hand of time 

and reality slowly starts to seep back into your life.  I watch her get dressed, entranced 

in this amazing 29 year old redhead who for some reason wants to be next to my 

doughy, balding, middle aged frame.  She folds her perfect breasts back into her 

business suit.  Her trimmed, fiery red pubes disappear into a black pair of panties. 

“So will you really do a threesome with me?” I ask. 

“Oh, sure.  You just have to get me high.” 

“So, like.  How does this work?  Do I find the girl?  Do you?  What, do we go 

online?” 

She speaks as she pulls on her business suit.  She’s focused on the task at 

making herself respectable again. 

“I know someone who would.  My friend Chrissie.  She just got divorced and 

she’s still in the experimentation phase.  We were friends back in college when we kind 
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of… dated the same guy.  Long story.  She’ll probably do it.  We’ve kissed a little after a 

few glasses of wine.  She knows about you.” 

“Wait, you tell other people about me?  You gotta be careful about that.” 

“It's just her. I have to tell someone.  It’s just stuff we talk about when we drink 

wine.  She thinks you’re handsome.  She knows who you are.  You’re famous from the 

commercials.  She’s seen your picture.” 

“Really?  Got a pic of her?” 

“I’ll text it to you.  I have to go.  I have a two o’clock meeting.” 

She’s clothed now.  Just another Center City attorney in an amazing suit 

returning to work after a long lunch. 

She kisses me as she leaves.  “Just get me high.” 

 

**** 

 

I light up a cigarette when Sandrine leaves the room and it is totally worth $250 smoking 

cleanup fee that they put on my bill every time I do this.  I ash in the complimentary 

water bottle as I lie in bed, careful to avoid the puddle of Sandrine’s juices that is 

growing as cold as she gets when she leaves the shimmer of our love affair and 

ventures out into reality. 

In a few short minutes the heat of our passion will diffuse and she will go back to 

being the heartless, curt, calculating lawyer that I met eighteen months ago when she 

walked into my jewelry shop with her fiance.  But right now she is in my thoughts.  I 
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imagine her as a teenager, going to school with the Twin Towers still smoking and war 

raging in Afghanistan.  Maybe she attended peace protests where self-loathing liberal 

rich kids with dreadlocks sat around and demanded things that seemed important and 

possible?  Maybe her friend with the feline tongue talked about all of the ways they were 

going to change the world, stop the war, fight for social justice or gay marriage?  Maybe 

she toyed with the idea of telling her parents that she was a lesbian, but didn’t after she 

realized that her parents would love and accept her anyway? 

I think about what it would be like to have two women moving against me. Sliding 

against my skin, not knowing who was kissing me, who was riding me, whose taste was 

on my mouth?  Maybe her friend could gush as much as Sandrine and all of us would 

be lying in a soaking pile when done? 

I look down at the bed.  A few of Sandrine’s curly red hairs remain on the sheets. 

I miss her already. 

My cell phone chimes a text message.  The phone is across the room on the 

dresser right next to my snub-nose revolver and I don’t want to move.  I know it’s not 

Sandrine.  It can’t be one of the managers of my store because they would call if there 

was a problem and I’m sure it’s not my wife because she barely talks to me face to face. 

But it could be my son or stepson.  I peel myself off the bed and look at my phone. 

FEATHER: How is your date with Sandrine? 

I contemplate my response.  Feather is my longest running affair and one of my 

independent suppliers.  I know this sounds hypocritical since I just seemed upset when 

Sandrine mentioned her partner in crime, but this is different.  I’m a professional at 
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having affairs.  Sandrine still thinks it’s about love and passion when it’s really about 

squeezing out the hate for your spouse with every orgasm. 

I respond. 

BARRY: She just left. Do you have your son?  Can I see you tonight?  

She replies immediately. 

FEATHER: Business or personal? 

BARRY: Personal, but I’ll look at what you’ve got. 

FEATHER: My son isn’t here. I have my period and feel like ass. Can we not 

have sex? 

BARRY: Your mouth isn’t having its period. 

FEATHER: Not tonight. If you can deal with this then you can come over. 

BARRY: Maybe around 630? 

FEATHER: Want dinner?  I got a cornish hen. 

BARRY: You’re sweet. That would be lovely. 

I wash and gather up my clothes.  I leave the room key on the nightstand, place 

$20 on the bed, tuck my revolver into my inside-the-waistband holster and head back to 

the shop. 

I light up another cigarette as I walk the eight blocks back to Sansom Street.  It’s 

a sunny April day and just cool enough to make a suit jacket comfortable  I love this 

empty, carefree, post afterglow feeling mixed with nicotine and the potential of things to 

come.  I wonder if this is what it feels like to smoke marijuana.  Then I realize that I 
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should probably stop calling it marijuana.  Pot?  Grass?  Weed?  Reefer?  No, I sound 

like a 50’s jazz singer.  Herb?  Chronic?  

It strikes me that I’ve never actually discussed getting high with anyone.  I’ve 

been responsible for so long I can’t even remember what it was like to be irresponsible. 

I’m not sure how to buy pot, how much I need, what is a good price, or even where to 

start? Do I get a bong?  Roll a joint?  How do you roll a joint?  Weren’t the newspapers 

always talking about how it was easier for kids to get pot than it was for them to get 

beer?  If it was so easy to get, why didn’t I know where to get it?  Maybe I could go to 

Colorado, but wouldn’t it be risky to fly back with it on a plane?  Maybe one of my 

customers could get me pot, but my store wasn’t patronized by the up-and-coming 

rappers of West Philadelphia.  

One of the problems was the revolver in my waistband.  Pennsylvania 

considered the carrying of a firearm to be a civil right.  New Jersey’s legislature was 

controlled by the kind of ultra-liberal Bergen County Jews who were professors or 

government employees and never actually had to work for a living.  They could barely 

comprehend the personal risk of keeping a store open past 8PM, so the risk of 

hand-carrying half a million dollars worth of diamonds would be as foreign as walking on 

the moon.  I was one of 1,600 souls who had a weapons carry permit in gun-phobic 

New Jersey and that was because I was somewhat famous and could pay off the right 

judges and politicians.  However, I could still get my New Jersey permits revoked at the 

pleasure of the state for any reason.  I’m not too keen on getting caught with pot and 

spending the rest of my life defending against strong arm robbery with pepper spray. 
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Maybe I’m overthinking this?  My best bet is Feather.  After all, you probably 

smoke pot if your parents named you Feather and you design jewelry in your basement. 

“Hey!” A man shouts from across the street. “Barry Bell Jewelers: Buy the ring, 

get a watch!” 

I smile politely, wave to the man and keep walking.  My commercials don’t run on 

TV anymore, it’s just not cost-effective.  But they are just campy enough that people 

pass them around on Youtube and we are always making more.  I can also afford to be 

a little more risque and edgy online, making my shop the first stop for Fishtown Hipsters 

who are thinking of getting hitched.  The markup on diamond engagement rings is 

anywhere between 300% to 1000%.  The markup for men’s watches is around 30% to 

100% so you don’t make that much money on them anyway.  Giving watches away with 

engagement rings is the foundation of my brand. 

I arrive at 716 Sansom Street and pull open the door to my shop.  I don’t have 

the biggest store on Sansom Street but it’s wide enough for an upside-down U-shaped 

display case with the left side of the U cut off for a little lounge and refreshment area. 

Kim, one of my college-aged part-time hostesses, beams at me as I walk through the 

door.  She looks stunning as always in a short black dress. 

There are two couples in the shop.  Closest to me is an early-thirties boyfriend 

and girlfriend who are with Suzi, one my most experienced younger saleswomen.  Suzy 

is Korean and just pretty enough to to grab a man’s attention, but not so pretty that she 

intimidates the female half of the couple.  
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A mother and daughter stand at the far counter with Aaron, who had gone away 

with the National Guard a few years ago and whose watch I now wear on my wrist.  He 

looks every inch a soldier and does well when a mother and daughter come in.  He 

knows how to flatter and flirt without being creepy which is hard to find in a young man. 

Next to him is Betsy, one of my assistant managers.  She’s an empty-nester in her 50’s 

who provides an air of maturity and gravitas to Aaron’s expertise.  She will connect with 

the mother. 

“Welcome back Mister Bell,” Kim says as I approach the lounge.  This is a cue.  I 

sell jewelry but I’m really selling me, the guy you’ve seen in the videos.  Both couples 

turn.  The mother and daughter smile with recognition.  The boyfriend looks confused 

but the girlfriend looks amazed. 

“Oh my God, it’s really you!” The girlfriend says.  She hops up and runs over to 

me as she pulls her cell phone out of her purse.  “Can I take a selfie with you?” 

“Absolutely,” I respond.  

She makes a funny face and snaps a picture of us.  Years ago it was autographs. 

Now it’s selfies. 

“Mister Bell,” Suzy says.  “This is Laura and Glenn.  They’re getting engaged and 

were wise enough to choose our store..” 

“Congratulations you two,” I say.  “Glenn, you look like you need a drink.  Can I 

get you anything?” 

I offer my hand to Glenn.  He looks overwhelmed and sunken in his chair.  It's 

never good to judge a customer’s wealth on their clothes, but you can piece some 
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things together about their life and figure out how to give them what they want.  I peg 

him for a socially inept technology professional who can’t believe he met this amazing 

girl on the one night his college friends pulled him away from his xBox to go out.  He is 

way out of his element and probably wishes he was browsing rings online.  This might 

very well be the fifth store they’ve gone to today.  I can tell he’s already thinking of all of 

the other things he can do with the two months of salary that the De Beers Group insists 

must spend on an engagement ring. 

“Yeah.  Your, uh... concierge?” Glenn asks.  “She offered me a beer.  Do you 

have anything stronger?” 

This is fantastic.  I’ve already figured out the dynamic. His girlfriend has dragged 

him up and down Sansom Street all day and he probably hasn’t even eaten lunch yet. 

He is wiped out, worried about paying for the ring, maybe even wishing he hadn’t of 

taken the day off from work.  His girlfriend is running on fantasy and the fumes of last 

night’s Riesling.  She could do this all day.  He thinks they are just looking, but she isn’t 

looking.  She is hunting. 

I speak to Glenn. 

“Tell you what, Glenn. Come back to my office.  I keep something in my desk for 

special occasions.  I’ll give you a little tour.  I promise Suzy won’t sell anything till you 

get back.  Just in case, bring your wallet with you.” 

Glenn looks relieved.  I guide him into the back and speak to him as I walk. 
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“Listen, Glenn.  I know this is a big decision for you.  I’ve been married twelve 

years and with my wife for fifteen.  She is absolutely best thing that’s ever happened to 

me.” 

I take him across the counter into the back of the store where I have our service 

area.  My two technicians, Omar and Zlata, are busy at their workstations.  

“Omar. Zlata. I have someone for you to meet. This is Glenn. He’s making one of 

the most important decisions of his life today and he’s decided to do it in our store.” 

Omar doesn’t look up from his work but his bald head nods and he raises a hand 

in a dismissive greeting.  This is typical Omar - entranced in his work.  Omar’s birth 

tongue is Hebrew and he seems to prefer the universal language of gears and time to 

English.  Zlata doesn’t speak English that well either but she gives Glenn a practiced 

grin. She speaks in a thick Croatian accent. 

“When you buy ring today?” Zlata asks. 

“Oh, I haven’t bought the ring. We’re just looking,” Glenn says. 

Zlata’s eyes twinkle as she speaks.  She loves her job..  

“So you buy ring. I resize. You pick out stone. I set. Polish. Whenever you want it 

clean.  She bring back. I clean.  This I do free.” 

I pat Glenn on the shoulder.  

“Zlata is probably the best jeweler in Philadelphia.  Omar mainly works on 

watches.  You see that certificate above her desk? That’s her GIA certificate. Omar’s is 

over there. Both of them have gone to multiple schools.  And yeah, anytime you buy 

something from us, you bring it back we’ll clean it for free.  Thank you Zlata.” 
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I turn around. 

“Come into my office,” I say. 

My office is only cluttered enough to maintain the facade of a busy businessman. 

I spend most of my time outside on the floor. I can’t sell to people I can’t see.  But I do 

have my screwdriver set and battery box on the bookshelf behind my desk.  I’m not as 

good as Omar, but I repair what I can and the customers like it when I put on a show. 

“Have a seat,” say as I gesture to my guest chairs.  “Bourbon?  Vodka? 

Whiskey?” 

“Bourbon.  Do you have ice?” 

“Mini fridge, under my printer.” I say. 

I pull some ice out of the tiny freezer and speak as I make our drinks. 

“So what do you have there on your wrist?  A Timex Men’s Expedition?” 

"I guess.” Glenn looks at the watch. “Yeah.” 

“So you got a three volt Lithium CR2016 in there. How long have you had the 

watch?” 

I give Glenn his drink and sit down on the chair next to him. 

“Uh… I don’t know.  Maybe three years?” 

“Is that your only watch?” 

“Yeah,” Glenn says. “What do you need more than one watch for?” 

“Well, as a guy who sells watches, need is a very subjective word.  Let me ask 

you this, are you into technology?” 

“I’m a software engineer.”  
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Of course he is. 

“Let me take a look at your watch.  After three years your battery is going to go 

dead any second now.  I can test the battery without even opening the case.” 

“How?” Glenn asks as he pulls off his watch.  He hands it to me. 

“Well as an engineer you’ll appreciate this.  This is a good watch,” I say as I 

move behind my desk.  “Timex sells a lot of these.  You made a good choice.”  I take 

my big blue Renata battery tester out of my drawer and place it on my desk. 

“What’s that?” Glenn asks. “That looks like a landmine.” 

“This thing is fantastic,” I say.  “Back before this device if you bought a watch and 

and the second hand wasn’t moving you had to pop the case.  Now I just lay the watch 

on top and press this button.” 

The Renata tester starts beeping once a second. 

“It’s not going to explode is it?” 

“I hope not. But this thing picks up the vibration of the quartz.  So it’s firing every 

second, which is good. You want that.  But here’s the thing, the voltage in the CR2016 

has very stable output until the end of its life where it just drops off.  That’s why you 

don’t notice a low battery until you wake up and the second hand isn’t moving.  Want 

me to test the battery for voltage?  I have to take the case off.” 

“Sure.” 

I take my watch tools from behind my desk and open the case.  I place the 

battery in the testing leads and push down.  The needle on the tester barely moves into 

the red. 
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“See that?  You know, Glenn I’m glad you came in here today.  This thing is on 

its last legs.  I’ve got to replace this battery for you.  I wouldn’t feel right sending you out 

of here without doing that.  I won’t charge you a thing.” 

“Oh?  Thanks, yeah.”  

I pitch the old battery into the trash and grab a new battery from the storage case 

on the shelf behind my desk. 

“So you know how to prevent this?”  I say as I work.  “Get an automatic, self 

winder.  Like what I’m wearing.”  I pause for a moment and take off my watch. “You see 

the back of this?  See the semi-circular rotor that moves while I turn the watch?  That 

winds the mainspring.  It winds itself while you walk.  You don’t need to do a thing.” 

“That’s amazing. I never knew you could do that.” 

“It is amazing. This kind of movement was invented in 1923 by John Harwood, 

this London watchmaker.  See, back before World War One most people had pocket 

watches.  Fighter Pilots needed something to coordinate time so they began to strap 

pocket watches to their wrist.  Because, you know, you are flying a plane with both 

hands.  You look down and open a pocket watch and the Red Baron shoots you down. 

When you think about it, the wristwatch is the mark of a man.”  

I put my watch back on my wrist and replace the battery in Glenn’s Timex.  I 

continue.  

“This watch I’m wearing, my salesman outside, Aaron, wore this when his 

National Guard unit got sent to Iraq.  This watch has been in combat.  Firefights in 

Baghdad.  Can you imagine guys going into combat with an iWatch that breaks or lights 
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up at night.  Now you’ve got a good watch with the Timex Expedition.  But his unit 

banned them.  You know why? The Indiglow could light up at night and give away your 

position.  This watch I’m wearing has tritium hands that last 25 years.  It's always 

glowing, but just bright enough that only you can see it.  You’re a man.  You have a job. 

You are about to be a husband.  Maybe one day a father.  Someone like you can’t be 

beholden to the battery on a phone which lasts half a day.  You know, like The 

Godfather said.  Women and children can be irresponsible but not men.” 

“Wow. That’s deep.” 

“Look, you are about to take a big step today. You’re going to buy a ring for that 

amazing woman out there.  Do you know how diamonds are formed?” 

“I saw Superman III .” 

I laugh.  

“Well, if he could do that he could put De Beers out of business. The diamond 

you are going to buy today for your fiancee is between one and three billion years old. 

They were formed in temperatures up to 2400 degrees,  They were crushed with the 

pressure equivalent of 12,000 elephants.  They were brought to the surface in volcanic 

eruptions millions of years ago.  That’s what they mean when they say a diamond is 

forever.  You are giving her something that is almost as old as the earth itself. 

Something that will last your entire lifetime.  Handed down to your children and your 

children’s children.” 

I put the case back on Glenn’s watch and hand it back to him. 

Glenn is contemplating what I said.  I speak. 
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“I’ll take you back up front.  Listen, before you go I want you to take a look at 

some of our men’s watches.  You have a good watch, but when you buy a Timex you 

wear it and throw it away when it breaks.  I want you to walk out of here with something 

that is going to last you forever.  You’ve got quality woman out there.  You should leave 

here with a quality watch.” 

Like I said, I'm a hustler at heart. 

 

**** 

 

It’s after six and closing time.  This is always the most dangerous time of day because 

you are tired and are just thinking about going home.  My employees have to take all of 

the jewelry out of the showcases and put it away in the safe every night.  It’s part of my 

insurance contract and anyway, you can’t rob what you can’t see.  It’s a pain, but so is 

being robbed. 

Aaron and Betsy are finishing up putting the jewelry back in the safe.  I’m in my 

office on my laptop looking over the day’s earnings.  I smoke a cigarette in my office, 

which is totally illegal, but it’s my store and the smell will be gone by morning. 

Betsy pops her head inside my office.  She is one of few people who has the 

privilege of addressing me by my first name. 

“Barry we’re almost done.  How did we do today?” 

“$11,822.82,” I say.  
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“Not bad for a Monday,” She says.  I’m going to stop by Costco on my way home 

for more refreshments.” 

“Sounds good.  Are you in tomorrow?” I say as I look at the work schedule on my 

desk. 

“Gertrude is.  I can come in if you want me to interview Marta.” 

“Oh, shit.  I forgot.”  I open the Outlook Calendar on my laptop.  “At 10.  Na, I’ll 

handle it.  I appreciate it, though.” 

Aaron appears at the door. 

“We’re good Mister Bell.  Everything is locked up.” 

I stand.  

“Alright, guys.  Good job today.”  

I drop my cigarette into a water bottle, close the cap and drop the bottle into the 

trash. 

Aaron leaves my office to take his position outside the front door of the shop.  He 

is armed as well and I trust him to be alert for anyone suspicious while I set the alarm. 

This is one of the benefits of hiring veterans.  

I pull a small humidor out of my desk and snip off the tip of my end of day cigar. 

The ritual lets me wait a little while.  I always try to vary the time opening and closing the 

shop to help throw off any attempted robbery.  I carry a gun, but that doesn’t mean that I 

want to use the thing.  I activate the alarm and walk outside to lock up.  It’s still light 

outside and the coast is clear.  Betsy already left for the bus. 

“Alright, Aaron.  You have a good night.” 
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“Goodnight, Mister Bell.” 

I light up my cigar and head east toward 7th Street.  There’s hardly any traffic. 

Center City Philadelphia is usually dead after five.  My phone chimes with a text 

message. 

SANDRINE: How was work, Dearheart? This is Chrissie. 

The attached picture is a head shot of a slightly chubby blond-haired woman in 

her early 30’s.  She isn’t exactly my type but she isn’t unattractive.  The picture looks 

like it was cropped from a larger group photo. 

I send a message back: 

BARRY: I made money so it was good.  She is not as pretty as you, but nobody 

is. 

SANDRINE: Good answer.  Can we do it at noon Saturday?  We can stay for 

about two hours. 

BARRY: I’ll make the reservations. 

SANDRINE: Goodnight Dearheart. I love you. 

BARRY: I love you more. 

I turn left onto 7th Street. I see a few people passing by in surgical scrubs on 

their way to a shift at Pennsylvania Hospital.  A mom with a baby in a stroller walks by 

on her way to Washington Square.  She could have been my wife 10 years ago.  Happy 

and content and secure in the knowledge that her marriage would last forever.  In five 

years when they move to the Main Line for the good schools she will wonder where her 
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life went and why she has everything but is unhappy and fantasizing about her son’s 

swim coach. 

I cross Chestnut street and enter the parking garage where I have a monthly 

leased space.  I drive an Audi TT Convertible which my wife calls the “Sorry About My 

Penis Car” because she thinks it's totally impractical.  My response to that was always: 

“I only need two seats. One for me. One for my mistress.”  

She never found that funny. 

I start the car and turn on my seat warmer.   I sit in the car for a moment smoking 

and making hotel reservations on my phone.  

It’s a little too cold to ride with the top down but I do it anyway.  I won’t be going 

that fast and the trip isn’t that long.  XM’s Siriusly Sinatra flows through my speakers as 

I ride out into the night. 

I’m on the Ben Franklin Bridge a few minutes later.  The Battleship New Jersey is 

lit up at its mooring in Camden.  I’ve been on the ship a few times for cocktail events 

and once with my father for a tour.  My father volunteered for the Navy back before I 

was born.  Vietnam was raging and if you were drafted, you were going to fight as 

Infantry.  Instead of running to Canada, burning his draft card or coming up with a fake 

illness like many middle-class Jews of his era, my father did the honorable thing and 

enlisted.  He ended up near Vietnam anyway, working as a Ship’s Serviceman doing 

laundry, repairing uniforms and cobbling shoes as the ship pounded the coast near 

Quang Ngai with its 16 inch guns.  My dad’s been dead for about six months but I’ll 

never forget how happy he looked as he took me around that ship.  My father’s service 
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was the reason I kept paying Aaron’s salary and supported his unit while he was fighting 

in Iraq.  My dad was always proud of me for that.  

I turn onto Route 130 instead of going home by way of Route 70 and head 

toward Feather’s house. 

Feather lives in Riverside, one of the many decaying towns that line the 

crumbling Route 130 corridor in South Jersey.  It’s a town of warehouses, strip malls, 

and electrical supply stores.  This kind of town needs to be close enough to Cherry Hill 

for the paralegals, cops, office managers and Cornicello-wearing landscapers to make it 

to work on time, but not so close that we see them on the weekends when we’re at 

Whole Foods.  It’s a town that exists to service the town where I live. 

Feather lives in a shabby duplex off of Cleveland Street.  Older model cars and 

pickup trucks with contractor decals line the sides of the road.  I see Feather in the 

distance smoking a cigarette on her porch in the cold.  I pull into her driveway behind 

her ancient Saturn SL.  Feather watches me pull in with the kind of disdain most people 

reserve for airport security screeners. 

I get out of the car with my cigar. 

“Hey, beautiful.” I say. 

She rolls her eyes.  

“You’re not coming in here with that cigar.” 

I approach her steps. 

“I thought I wasn’t going to be coming at all.” 

“Ha. Ha. Ha. Leave the cigar outside.” 
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She drops her cigarette into a number ten can on the porch.  I leave the cigar on 

her porch railing and follow her inside. 

I try to kiss her as soon as I open the door.  She pushes me away. 

“I told you, no funny business and your mouth smells like dirt.” 

We walk through her shabby living room to her kitchen.  The table is set and I 

smell the chicken in the oven.  

I sit down at the table.  She looks older than her 34 years.  Her hair is in a 

ponytail.  She wears decidedly unsexy sweatpants and a tank-top.  She reaches into a 

cabinet for drinking glasses and I see that she hasn’t shaved her underarms in quite a 

while.  

A clear plastic bottle sits on the table.  The bottle looks like it's full of milk. 

“Is this for dinner?”  I ask.  “I try not to mix meat and dairy.” 

“That’s shampoo I made,” she says.  “Smell it.” 

I take the cap off and a pleasant scent of lavender and coconut wafts out of the 

bottle.  

“It smells great,” I say.  “You should sell this stuff.” 

“You want to take some home for your wife?”  Feather asks. 

“Funny girl.  You want to bring some over?” 

She speaks as she takes the food out of the oven. 

“No.  If I never meet her again it will be fine with me.  So, how was Sandrine?” 

“She’s told me something today and I need your help.” 

“What?  You gonna marry her?  Want me to smith a ring?” 
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She places a plate of chicken, carrots and potatoes in front of me.  

“Forged from the fires of Mount Doom?” I ask. 

“I can do that,” Feather says as she sits down. “What did she tell you?  Cheers.” 

“L’chaim.” 

We toast our water glasses.  I taste the chicken.  The tender meat caresses my 

mouth with delicious hints of rosemary.  My wife is a much better dialer than a cook. 

“Sandrine told me that she wants a threesome.”  

Feather cackles with laughter. 

“Are you fucking serious?  One woman can barely stand you and you want two at 

the same time?” 

“What man doesn’t?  You never had a threesome?” 

“No.  I’m not into that.” 

“Feather.  You are fucking named Feather.  You make your own shampoo.  You 

have hairy fucking armpits and went to Bryn Mawr.  How have you never been with a 

girl?” 

“Because I’m not fucking gay, Barry.” 

“You know I think you are being a little judgemental and frankly homophobic. 

President Obama would be very disappointed if you didn’t try kissing a girl at least once. 

You might as well start watching Fox News right now.” 

“Then buy me a TV.” 

“You want me to buy you a TV?  I can do that.” 

“No. I don’t want a TV.” 
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“I would buy you one if you wanted one.” 

“What you pay me for my work is fine.” 

“So, how would you like to make a little extra?” 

“I told you, we’re not having sex.  And that’s kind of crude.  You can leave if 

you’re going to act like this.” 

“No. I need you to get me some pot.” 

Feather drops her fork.  

“Did you just say pot?” 

“Yes. I want to buy some marijuana.” 

Feather covers her face with her hands as she explodes in laughter. 

“Oh my God!  This is the funniest fucking thing I’ve ever heard.  Barry Bell is 

going smoke pot?  Oh!  Oh God!  You are way, way too uptight to get high.  You’d 

probably get all paranoid and start waving that stupid gun around.” 

“It’s not for me.  It’s for Sandrine and I guess for the other girl.  Sandrine wants to 

get high before we play.” 

“Oh.  I’m so sorry.  That’s just… that’s just.  The image of you high is just too 

good to pass up.  Oh wow.  So what makes you think I can get you pot?” 

“You’re named Feather, you have hairy armpits and you make your own 

shampoo.” 

“How long have we been fucking?” Feather asks. 

“About six years.” 

“And you still don’t know a damn thing about me.” 
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“Okay, I’m confused.” 

Feather gets up from her chair and goes over to the counter.  She picks up her 

keys and throws them on the kitchen table. 

“What?” I ask. 

“Jesus, you are fucking stupid.  Look at the keychain.” 

“Oh, did you make it?” 

“Look at the black tag, idiot.” 

I pick up the keychain.  The black tag reads “NA.”  The reverse side reads 

“CLEAN & SERENE FOR MULTIPLE YEARS OF RECOVERY” 

“I thought you were a drunk?” I say. 

She sits back down at the table. 

“I am. And I’m a coke addict in recovery eight years now.” 

“Cocaine?” 

“Yeah.  I had a $600 a day habit.” 

“How could you afford that?” 

“Uh… Yeah!” Feather throws up her hands gesturing around the kitchen.  

“Oh, is that why you got divorced?” 

“Yeah. I lost my husband.  My son.  My house.  That’s how I got into 

silversmithing.  You replace one addiction with another.” 

I hold up her keytag. 

“You know this is like cheap, Chinese plastic.  Can you make one in silver?  I bet 

we could sell these.” 
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Feather snatches the keys from my hand.  

“That’s like the most precious thing I own.” 

“I’m actually kind of serious.  If it's that important than it can be a treasured 

memory a husband can buy for his wife or something.” 

“No.  It doesn’t work like that.” 

“So can you get me pot?” 

“No.” 

“You can’t or you won’t.” 

“I don’t associate with those kinds of people anymore.  I can’t and I won’t.” 

“Well, can you give me a number or something?” 

“No,” she snorts.  “They wouldn’t sell to you.  I don’t know.  Maybe.  You’re on TV 

so they know you aren’t a cop.  But it’s not like the movies.  You have to get introduced. 

You can go to 6th and York in Camden and try your luck but if you do that your wife is 

going to get a letter from the police.” 

“Wait, how?” 

“There are license plate readers at the entrances to the major drug avenues in 

Camden.  When you drive by in your mom’s minivan to score some coke, a computer 

takes your picture and looks up your information in a database.  If you don’t live in 

Camden you get a nice letter saying that your car was at the scene of a drug market.” 

“What if I go to a restaurant and talk to the busboys?  Don’t they smoke pot?” 

“You could try.  You could end up with oregano from the kitchen, though.” 

“What if I fly to Colorado and buy it where it’s legal?” 
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“You could do that, but do you know what a lot of planes do?” 

“Fly?” 

“Cross state lines.  Now you are looking at federal charges if you get busted. 

Honestly the TSA probably cares more about bombs and guns than it does a little pot, 

but you never know.  Honestly, the best way of doing it would be to buy brownies and 

mix it in with other normal food.”  

“I could do that.” 

“How do you explain going to Colorado to your wife?” 

“The GIA has a school in Carlsbad.” 

“That’s in California, honey.” 

‘Shit.” 

“You know I used to think that this was an act but now I see that you really are 

stupid.  You should… I wish I could record you and play you back so you can see how 

you sound right now.  Why do women even like you?” 

“Why do you like me?” 

“I don’t know.  Because I hate myself, I guess?  Because who else is going to 

fuck a 34 year old woman with a kid?  Other than you who’ll fuck anything.  Do you use 

condoms with these other women?” 

“Absolutely,” I lie.  “You’re the only woman I don’t use condoms with.  I don’t 

even fuck my wife anymore.”  

Well this is partially true.  I use condoms with women when I first meet them. 

Once I get to know them and verify that they aren’t seeing anybody other than their 
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husbands, I usually convince them that I’m in a sexless marriage, which is true, and I 

have a vasectomy, which is also true, and I’m not interested in seeing anyone else. 

This is a lie. 

“When was the last time you had sex with Alycia?” 

“Uh… I guess… When did I buy the Lexus?  I guess December after I bought her 

GX 460.  The sex wasn’t worth sixty one grand but I think she felt guilty.” 

“Your wife’s car costs as much as my house.  Or 101 days on coke.” 

“That’s impressive you did that so fast,” I say. 

“That’s addict math,” Feather responds.  “A bunch of addicts could have cracked 

the Enigma machine in a day if they thought there was coke inside it.” 

“Enigma?”  I ask.  “Now you are a racist too?  You really should start watching 

Fox News right now.” 

“What?  It was German code machine during World War Two.” 

“I know, I saw U571.   I’m just being silly, babe.  For a hippy you are way too 

serious.”  I pat my belly.  “That was delicious as always, beautiful.  Take me 

downstairs?” 

“No funny business.” 

“You’ve made that clear, babe.” 

Feather leads me down into her basement workshop.  The place smells of 

soldering flux and peppermint.  Walking into her basement is like going back in time.  If 

you take away the electric lights and smelter, Paul Revere could have walked into her 

basement and gotten to work without too much trouble. 
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We approach her wooden workbench.  I’m behind her and imagining how good it 

would be to reach under her tank top for one of those perfect tiny breasts of hers. 

Feather was one of the few women I know who’s orgasms are controlled from her 

breasts like dials.  Touch them, she orgasms.  Kiss them, she orgasms.  The wind 

blows against them, she orgasms. 

I can’t resist and lightly run my hand down the length of her back. 

“Please,” she says as she shrugs away. 

I look at her workbench.  Part of her appeal is that she gets different ideas, 

makes a limited run of the jewelery and then makes something else.  There are people 

who buy whatever she makes whether they like it or not to sell it on a secondary market 

to people who want to complete a collection.  She’s currently on some kind of dolphin 

phase.  Her workbench is covered in exquisitely detailed silver dolphins set on silver 

rings.  Dolphins jumping, swimming, two dolphins curled into hearts or three dolphins 

rising in a triangle as a base for a stone setting on an engagement ring. 

“I love that,” I say, referring to the three dolphin setting.  “We could sell that.  Can 

you make more?” 

“I don’t know, Barry.  It’s kind of a pain in the ass.  I was screwing around and it 

kind of turned into this.” 

“Two hundred each.” 

She snorts.  “This took me eight hours.” 

“Four hundred and ten percent on what we sell.  Setting only.” 

“Fine, I’ll make ten.” 
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I pull myself close to her ear.  I smell her body odor.  I know she didn’t shower 

today but I don’t care.  I nibble on her left ear. 

“Please stop,” she says. 

But there is a difference between “please stop” and “no.”  I reach under her tank 

top and play with her left nipple. 

“Stop,” she says again, but she doesn’t pull away. 

“Where is your period?” I whisper. 

“Halfway,” she whispers back.  “Please stop.” 

I kiss the back of her neck and work my other hand around to her right breast. 

“I’ll stop when I’m done.” 

“Fine, I’ll put down a towel.” She says.  “I hate you.” 

“Get in line.” 

 

 

**** 

  

I relight my cigar as I leave Feather’s house. I puff on my cigar and take my time in the 

post-afterglow bliss.  The drive home will take 20 minutes.  The sad towns along Route 

130 give way to the car dealerships and hotels of Route 70.  

I head east past a Wegmans parking lot that is full of mini vans and upmarket 

SUV’s.  These vehicles have happy stick-figure family decals plastered to windows and 

middle-school booster magnets slapped on the tailgate.  I know that a few of the women 
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inside that store are probably wearing rings that I sold them.  More than one of them 

has pushed her shopping cart around that store aimlessly as they send me dirty text 

messages in that glorious one-hour window when they run out for a few things and are 

blessedly kid-free. 

I pull off Route 70 into my development.  This is where all of the contractors and 

plumbers from Riverside go during the day.  Perfect houses line the street.  The cars on 

the side of the road are used Hondas and Toyotas - sensible cars that were passed 

down to the kids when Dad got his bonus check and bought an Acura.  

I pull onto my street.  My stepson‘s used Honda CRV is parked in the street by 

house.  My neighbor drags his trash cans out to the curb.  I pull up beside him. 

“Hey, Larry.” I say. 

“Hey, Barry.  Jeet yet?  Morgan made perogies.  I can heat some up for you.” 

I know that Jews don’t believe in heaven, but if it exists I seriously hope there is a 

place for Larry in there.  

“Do I look malnourished?” I say as I pat my belly.  “Thanks but I stopped 

someplace.  Hey, I got a question for you.” 

“Yeah?” 

“You’re a doctor.  This is a theoretical question.” 

“Ok. What, you didn’t… you didn’t uh… you didn’t fuck up again, did you?” 

“No, it’s not that.  I’ve been good.  Now, um.  Have you ever written a prescription 

for medical marijuana?” 
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“Wow.  No.  Nooo.  I stay as far away from that as possible.  That’s only for like, 

terminal cancer, MS, Glaucoma.  You have to apply for it and be on a list.  Maybe there 

are like 300 doctors in the whole state who can prescribe it.” 

“Really?  It’s that hard?” 

Larry thinks for a moment.  

“If you had chronic pain, cachexia and I thought it would help I would refer you to 

someone, but there is a whole application process and maybe 2500 patients in the 

whole program.  Why?” 

“Okay, look this is just between you and me but Jordan hasn’t been feeling well 

and he’s going to go to the doctor, but Pennsylvania doesn’t have a medical marijuana 

program.  And I just… you know.  I want to make sure all of our options are open.” 

“Jesus, what -” 

“No, he’s just… Fatigued a lot.” 

“Honestly, he could probably buy pot on campus easier than he could from New 

Jersey.  And anyway you have to be a New Jersey resident.  Hey, uh.  Let me know. 

Do you know who he’s going to go see?  I’ll talk to the guy.” 

“No. I don’t.  It’s fine.” 

“Well let me know what happens, okay?” 

“Yeah, absolutely.  Hey, I’m gonna get in.” 

“Ok.  Hell tell Alycia I said hi.  We should have dinner again soon.” 

“Absolutely,” I say.  

“Ok, be good!” 
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I pull away and hang a right into my driveway.  The garage door is open.  My 

wife’s SUV is parked inside, but my half of the garage is cluttered cluttered with sports 

equipment and my youngest son’s bike.  

“Goddammit,” I curse.  I stop the car and storm into the garage on foot, kicking 

away basketballs and footballs and dragging my son’s bike to the side of the garage.  I 

know I should make him clean up, but I haven’t seen him all day and I don’t want the 

first thing out of my mouth to be criticism.  I save the criticism in my head as a cruise 

missile for the first strike in the nightly fight I’m going to have with my wife. 

I pull the car inside the garage and close the garage door. I loosen my tie and 

unbutton my collar as I walk inside the house. 

The garage leads into the kitchen.  My kitchen is the total opposite of Feather’s. 

People like me spend tens of thousands of dollars on remodeling kitchens just so that 

our wives can order out every night.  My wife still hasn’t cleaned up from dinner.  Dead 

Sushi trays with half-eaten food lay strewn on the kitchen island.  The trash can is open 

and overflowing onto the floor with last night’s pizza.  This is another thing I file away for 

the fight to come.  

I open one of the cabinets near the door and put away my revolver in a small 

safe.  I glance at a pile of bills on the counter.  The pile has grown a little.  She’s not 

going to spend any energy paying them, I’ll probably try to get to it tonight. 

I hear computerised gunfire coming from the basement.  My boys must be 

playing video games downstairs.  
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I leave the kitchen and hook left into my finished basement.  The noise of war 

careens into my ears as soon as I open the door.  Gunfire, explosions, the cries of 

wounded and chimes of victory assault me as I walk downstairs.  

My stepson, Nick, and my son, Ethan, lie cradled in theater chairs as they fight 

their way through the latest Call of Duty  game.  

“Hey boys.” 

Nick pauses the game.  The boys look at me.  Nick stands up and stretches. 

He’s a 17 year old giant - taller than me and a hell of an athlete.  Ethan is 10 and a little 

pudgy like his dad,  Ethan doesn’t move or speak. 

“Hey Barry,” Nick says.  “There’s sushi upstairs.  We left some for you in the 

fridge.  Hey, uh.  Can we talk about Saturday?” 

“Sure.” 

“Okay, so.  Mom's gonna take me to Men’s Warehouse to get a suit tomorrow.” 

“You think you’re ready?” 

“Yeah.” 

“You’ve been practicing?” 

“Yeah. With mom.  I sold mom all of her jewelry back tonight.” 

“Ok,” I say.  I take off my watch and hand it to Nick.  “Sell me my watch.” 

Nick takes a deep breath.  The thinks for a moment.  

“Would like to see some watches?” 

“Never ask,” I say.  “Show them.  Say something like ‘I have some watches you 

would love.’  But let’s back up.” 
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I walk back to the stairs.  I turn around and walk toward Nick. 

“Hi,” Nick says as he smiles.  “I welcome to Barry Bell Jewelers.  My name’s 

Nick.  How may I help you?” 

“No.  Try again.  When you say how may I help you they will say ‘just looking.’ 

Try ‘What brings you in here today?’ or ‘How would you like to get started?’  Open 

ended questions.” 

“Hi, my name is Nick.  Welcome to Barry Bell Jewelers.  What brings you in 

today?  Are you looking for yourself or a gift?” 

“Very good,” I say.  I get back into character.  “I’ve been looking for a casual 

watch.  Something that I can wear to work but looks good on the weekend if I’m wearing 

jeans.” 

“I have exactly what you are looking for.”  Nick holds up my watch.  “This is an 

Armor Lite Automatic.  Are you into watches?” 

“A little.” 

“What kind of watches do you have?” 

“Very good, Nick.”  I say.  “Now you have him talking about what he owns maybe 

you can fill a desire for a second watch that he never even knew he needed.” 

“Can we play now?” Ethan asks from the couch.  He still hasn’t moved.  

“Ethan,” I say.  “Sell me that xBox.” 

“That’s stupid.” Ethan says.  “Nick.  Can we play now?” 

Nick looks at me.  He’s unsure of what to do. 

“It’s okay.  Go play.  I’m gonna go say hi to your mother.” 
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I walk over to Ethan and kneel down beside him. 

“Can I just have a hug?” 

Ethan doesn’t even look at me. 

“A kiss?” 

He doesn’t move. 

“A fludoleedoop?” 

He smiles.  

“Just one.  Just one fludoleedoop?” 

He laughs.  

“Ok.  Fludoleedoop coming up.”  I lift up his shirt and blow a raspberry into his 

ample stomach. 

He laughs and pushes me away.  

“I’m gonna get changed and come back down and snipe your asses on Ghosts,” I 

say. 

I begin my long walk upstairs to the bedroom.  Sisyphus has nothing on me. 

I reach my bedroom.  My wife, Alycia, is lying on top of the bed.  She’s wearing 

yoga pants and a sweatshirt that exposes a little bit of her tummy-tucked belly.  She’s 

browsing something on her iPad as the bedroom TV plays some sort of tirade by Nancy 

Grace. 

I start my first salvo of criticism just as I enter the room. 

“How do you watch her?” I ask.  

Alycia doesn’t respond.  
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“So listen when I pulled in I almost hit Ethan’s bike.  Can you try to make sure 

that he puts his stuff away before he comes inside?  And the garage door is open. 

That’s just like inviting a robbery.” 

Alycia doesn’t even look at me.  I hear Nancy Grace drone on about some 

missing blonde white girl.  Nancy Grace really should do a show about Alycia.  My wife 

has been missing for years. I married this incredible, amazing woman and she turned 

into this other woman after my son was born.  I want the same woman who walked into 

my Gladwyne store fifteen years ago to sell her engagement ring so she could pay her 

divorce lawyer.  The same woman who worked the register while I chatted up 

customers and Nick played on the floor with matchbox cars.  The woman I fell in love 

with. 

The woman lying on the bed now still looked like my wife.  Still blonde.  Still 

stunning.  Still had a body that I craved even if she wouldn’t let me see it anymore.  But 

it wasn’t my wife.  It moped around the house.  It ate dinners in silence.  It would come 

home from yoga and plop down on the bed, tune the TV to HLN and just lie there.  It 

stopped cooking years ago and ordered food every night.  It stopped going to dinner 

with other couples no matter how many times they asked. 

Alycia’s phone buzzes.  She puts down her iPad and glances at her phone.  She 

taps out a quick reply. 

“I’m going to Marlo’s,” she says. 

“You go to Marlo’s every night,” I say.  “I want to talk about the garage.” 

She sits up.  
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“Marlo needs you to change the light bulbs in her kitchen.  She’s been asking for 

two weeks now.” 

“Well when I work all day I’m tired.” 

Alycia snorts when I say the word “work.” 

“Is that what you call it?” She asks as she gets up from the bed.  “Is that what 

Feather calls it?” 

“I was working.” I say as Alycia leaves the room. 

There is no point in going after her.  The past couple of years we have circled 

around each other like electrons in an atom - always in each other’s orbit but always as 

far away from each other as possible. 

I pull off my clothes to shower. 
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