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 He looked at her. She looked at him. The tension between them was thicker than 

the homemade chocolate shakes he made that they both loved so much, and which had 

contributed to their impasse as much as anything else. Well, in his opinion, anyway, for 

two reasons. 

 One, she loved them so much that she demanded he make them all the time. At 

first, he had considered that cute and had been happy to oblige. In recent years, though, he 

found her voice grating, the way in which she asked sickening, and was less happy to obey, 

especially as she never asked nicely. He’d begun to resent her more each time she made 

the “request.” 

 Two, she drank so many of them that, combined with other sweets, her middle 

section had spread over the thirteen years they’d been together until he barely found her 

physically attractive any more. It wasn’t the fat so much as the fact that she showed no 

interest in doing anything about it. He had also spread, but that was more a curse of 

biology than the shakes, or so he had convinced himself, as he suffered through the 

drudgery of the treadmill four times a week, thirty minutes at a time. He’d begun to hate 

the machine almost as much as he hated her. 

 

 She looked at him. He looked at her. The tension between them was thicker than 

the homemade chocolate shakes he made that they both loved so much. She wished she 

could ask him for one of those right now. It would certainly make her feel better. 

 But she wouldn’t. Not now. Not while he was looking at her like that. She 

wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of asking him for anything. He didn’t deserve that. He 

didn’t deserve to make her favorite dessert and put a smile on her face, or at least ease the 

frown. 

 Is that what their marriage had become? A battle of wills? If so, she would win it. 

She wasn’t as weak as he was, wasting time on a treadmill every day and still not ever 

losing any weight. What she put her mind to do, she did, and did it well. She could win this 

war. She had spent thirteen years getting to know him, and that was plenty of time to 

figure out how to make him do what she wanted him to do. 

 

 Thirteen years. Was that all? It seemed like so much longer. He’d be thirty-five 

years old this year. They’d been together far less than half of his life, and yet it seemed like 

she’d been chained to him for all of history. 
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 They’d be in love at one point; he was sure of it, even if he couldn’t remember the 

feeling. He’d been twenty-one at the time, a junior in college, and she was a year younger. 

They’d dated only three months before he proposed. It had seemed so right at the time; 

he’d always planned to meet his future wife in college and get married right after. She had 

been willing. And he’d been… 

 What had he been? He’d been depressed, for one thing. Only months out of a very 

serious relationship, someone he’d felt very passionately about and wanted to spend the 

rest of his life with. Too bad that girl had had other plans. He’d forgive the cheating if the 

ex would only take him back, even today. 

 But he’d never been as passionate about her, the one across the table right now. 

She was pretty, sure. A little taller than he liked, a little more timid, a little darker 

complected. But still, a fit figure and adorable dimples. And so what if she didn’t like the 

movies he liked, or read the books he read? So what if he couldn’t talk to her like he did 

his friends? So what if the only thing they enjoyed doing together was sex? She was a cute 

girl and she liked him and that was all that mattered. 

 Besides, she’d seemed agreeable. She worshiped the ground he walked upon, 

always did what he wanted to do, rarely ever expressed an idea of her own. She seemed 

content to just go along with him, and while that hadn’t been a quality of his ideal mate, it 

had been a welcome change after the bitter fights that had ended his last pairing. 

 

 Thirteen years. Was that all? It seemed like so much less. She remembered a time 

when she’d been looking for a man and he had seemed like the one she wanted to be with. 

Before he changed. 

 Well, if she was being honest, she hadn’t been looking very hard. She was totally 

focused on her degree when they’d met, and he’d been a distraction. A welcome 

distraction, but still, a distraction. She was a driven student and determined not to put her 

studies on hold for him, and she hadn’t, always scheduling homework before time with 

him. 

 But that meant all her free time had been given over to him. At first, that had been 

fine. She’d never had a boyfriend before, and she had been a virgin. Both being in a 

relationship and discovering sex had been fresh, new experiences that she relished. The 

problem was, she’d sometimes linger in his room a little longer than she should, and then 

she’d be upset with herself for allowing him to draw her focus. 
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 This often made her feel like she was just along for the ride. She never suggested a 

place to go because she was always hoping he’d pick an activity that would take up less of 

her time. She let him control things because she didn’t want to invest too much into him. 

She was giving him enough of her attention; she couldn’t afford to give him anything else 

right then, as tempting as that might be. 

 And tempting it was. He had a larger than average dick, or so she thought based 

on text books and a google search of average length and girth by ethnicity. While most 

penises were ugly, his was cute. While most were, she admitted, scary because of their 

rigidity, his was soft and warm, with just the right amount of firmness. It felt good inside 

of her, as good as the kisses he showered her body with, and she loved giving herself over 

to physical bliss. 

 

 She’d been adventurous sexually, willing to try anything he suggested. Public sex, 

anal, a little water sports. Some of it he didn’t like, but he wasn’t about to discourage it 

when the orgasms were strong and it was the one thing they shared. 

 Not anymore. Now, it had been months since she’d touched him. And that had 

only been a pity hand job; it had been over a year since he’d been inside of her, any of her 

orifices. She’d oblige him if he asked, likely with another round of quick manual 

stimulation. She knew how to make him cum quickly, whisper just the right words in his 

ear to send him over the edge. That used to be sweet, only done after a long round of play. 

Now, she pulled it out as early as she could without seeming totally dismissive, glad to get 

the job done and go to sleep. She didn’t mean what she whispered. 

 For his part, he didn’t initiate any more. Being humored in such a way was worse 

than going without. Besides, he could jerk off more satisfyingly than that. Stolen evenings 

of internet porn while she was out with her girlfriends or at work late, where he stayed on 

the computer far too long and never accomplished anything else he’d set out to do that 

night. Still, despite the guilt and self-flagellation for giving into carnal urges for extended 

periods of time, it was better than the alternative. And it didn’t happen that often. 

 

 She missed his dick, but she missed his kisses more. She didn’t remember when 

he’d stopped showing an interest in her, but it had happened a while ago. They used to be 

so good together, in sync, in rhythm. Somewhere along the way, he’d stopped trying. 
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 He was too focused on everything but her. Once she’d graduated and had time for 

him, it suddenly seemed like he wasn’t interested any more. Before, when she’d given him 

a little free time, he’d dropped everything and come running. He couldn’t seem to see her 

enough. Now, she’d come home and he wouldn’t even look up from the TV. If she was 

lucky, he might mumble hello. Where was the excitement? Why wasn’t he happy to see her 

anymore? 

 Lately, she’d just stopped trying to reach out to him. Maybe what had made them 

work at first had been her unavailability, the rarity of her presence. Maybe too much time 

together was killing them. So she tried to pour herself more into work and a social life, 

being around less, hoping that would re-spark his interest in her. So far, nearly two years 

after she had consciously made this shift, it didn’t seem to be working. 

 

 Why had he wanted to get married so badly? Why had he been willing to settle? 

Why had he thought he could live with agreeable and forgo fiery nights where he couldn’t 

keep his hands off his partner? What had made that seem like a good idea? 

 He supposed he could blame his parents. Their marriage was bad, and he had 

promised himself he wouldn’t go down the same path. Hearing them fight, seeing his 

mom bring home other men when his father was out of town on business, his father 

coming home drunk after a dinner with clients, reeking of other smells, too. He’d hated it, 

hated his life. He was not going to make the same tragic mistakes they had. 

 That’s why he’d moved all the way across the country for college. That’s why he 

lived in yet a third state now, no ties to his past except for her. And she was the worst kind 

of tie, the type that itched and was always too tight, no matter how many times he tried to 

loosen it. 

 He could take off the tie, couldn’t he? Ask for a divorce, move again, start over. 

He could erase the errors he’d made. Thirty-five wasn’t that old, was it? 

 

 When he had proposed, she had been taken by surprise. After all, they hadn’t been 

dating that long, had they? She may not have had a boyfriend before, but she’d always 

assumed that she would have several, dating for years. Now, the first guy she’d been with 

had popped the question with no warning. 

 She’d panicked. Was she ready? She still had a whole year of college left! She was 

so young! She couldn’t imagine getting married until she was at least thirty. But she loved 
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him, totally and absolutely by that point, finding herself allowing him to distract her more 

and more. Could she really turn her back on that? And really, was he asking such a bad 

thing? It had to mean he felt as deeply for her as she did for him, right? Some soul mates, 

a term she’d never believed in before that moment, found themselves young. Maybe she 

was lucky. 

 The logistics were frightening, though. How could she put together a wedding 

while trying to finish college? He’d offered to do most of the planning, and he was the one 

who worked three jobs and so would be paying for it, so she let him take the lead, as she 

did in so much else. Her family was small and he didn’t even want to invite his, so it would 

be a small ceremony. She could handle that, especially if she didn’t have to do that much 

for it. 

 

 As much as he tried to convince himself that divorce was an option, and did 

believe it on an intellectual level, he couldn’t embrace the idea. To him, thirty-five seemed 

nearing the end of opportunity. He’d certainly not get married so quickly again, and he 

wasn’t attracted to the younger millennials who made his coffee. If he left her, he’d have 

to find someone near his own age quickly in order to properly vet them and hopefully still 

have kids. 

 God, that sounded so clinical. He hated that. Had she really made him lose the 

whole notion of love? To give up on his dream of the happy life he’d nurtured since he 

was five? 

 He knew the type of romance portrayed in television and movies wasn’t any more 

real than the porn he watched in the dark by himself. Yet, both were what he longed for. 

Both had been how he’d imagined things would go with the woman he spent his life with. 

 Could he blame society for the delusion? Not really; he was way too smart for that. 

He’d known better from the beginning, a pretentious child whose intellect and life goals 

ostracized him from his peers, at least until he left his small town behind and found better 

peers. 

 

 How could she save their marriage? She didn’t even want to think about ending it. 

She was too stubborn to give up on this relationship, especially when her friends had been 

against it from the start, telling her she was too young and inexperienced. She was not 
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about to let them be proven right about her. That was something she couldn’t even 

imagine facing. 

 She hated herself a little bit for caring what other people would think. In general, 

she liked to believe she didn’t give much consideration to what her friends thought of her. 

She was the type to avoid expressing strong opinions and to go with the flow, so she 

didn’t think she usually did anything anyone could object to, keeping anything the slightest 

bit controversial to herself. But in choosing her spouse, that was not a secret decision; it 

was one that everyone was aware of. For it to be proven a bad one would be publicly 

humiliating. 

 Anyway, she still loved him. Or the idea of him, anyway. He didn’t do what he 

should do, but if she froze him out long enough, she was sure he would come around. It 

might take some effort, but she could convince him to be who he used to be again. 

 Not explicitly; she wasn’t that manipulative or controlling. But there were subtle 

things she could do to ease him back on the right path. Eventually, they’d work. Or not. 

 She was stubborn enough; she was sure she could out live him. 

 

 He’d preferred the company of adults at a young age, and couldn’t wait to be one 

of them. Now that he was, he wished he could go back and do it again. Make different 

choices. Pick another path. Do it over. 

 He’d once seen a film about a woman who was able to go back in time to her 

teenage years and relive her life. That movie spoke to him. He’d seen it a dozen times on 

screen, hundreds more in his head when he daydreamed at work or over dinner with his 

spouse. In the movie, the woman came to realize that she couldn’t change things and 

needed to get back to who she’d always been. He’d do it differently. He was smarter than a 

two-dimensional character, wasn’t he? 

 Or maybe he wasn’t. After all, as much as he’d like to find someone else to blame, 

he was the reason he was here right now. 

 

 Why wasn’t he talking? He was always talking. Not when he was watching TV, of 

course, but when they were together, just the two of them, he wouldn’t shut up. He’d 

blather on and on about things she didn’t care about. 
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 If she was being honest, she didn’t listen to half of what he said. Mostly he seemed 

content that she let him go, and rarely asked her to comment on any of it. So she felt 

comfortable with his droning as background noise. 

 Right now, she wished for that comfort. 

 

 Why didn’t she ever talk? Why did he always have to be the one to talk? Why 

would she just sit there and look at him? Didn’t she have an opinion of her own? Couldn’t 

she express her feelings? He wasn’t a mind reader. 

 He liked to talk, sure, but he was a good listener, too. If only she’d let him listen. If 

only she’d speak up. 

 Did he even want her to anymore? Wouldn’t it be easier if she would just silently 

leave him? 

 

 He wasn’t meeting her eyes. He was staring at his food, as if that pile of pasta was 

the most interesting thing in the world. Did he think he was fooling her? Her? She, who’d 

known him forever? 

 

 She wasn’t eating. Didn’t she like the dinner he’d cooked? She normally liked pasta. 

I mean, not as much as he did, but who didn’t like pasta? 

 

 “Thank you for making dinner,” she said. 

 “You’re welcome,” he returned. “The pasta isn’t too dry?” 

 “No. It’s great.” 


