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    First Edition


	She slammed the door on her way out.

	I went back to my desk and kept playing.

	We'd been fighting like this every month for as long as I could remember. I'd gotten used to it. Lucky we'd rented a two-bedroom — gave us enough space that when things got ugly, we didn't have to look at each other. She'd cool off eventually. She always did.

	But she'd been getting worse this past year. Angrier. More explosive. We could have coexisted just fine in separate rooms — but she kept leaving. At first I'd worried. A woman alone at midnight, what if something happened? After a while I stopped worrying. Sophie was about as threatening as a wet cat and twice as loud. She'd be fine out there. Let her walk it off.

	


Chapter 1

	It was muggy and full of mosquitoes out there. Good luck to her.

	I'd been at the computer maybe half an hour when I heard the door again. She was back. I relaxed and put my headset on.

	I wasn't going to think too hard about whatever had set her off tonight. Women had their cycles. Certain days were just harder. It wasn't personal.

	


Chapter 2

	By the time my teammates logged off, it was past two in the morning. I stretched, hit the bathroom, and figured I'd sleep in the study so I didn't wake her up and start everything all over again.

	That's when I noticed something was wrong.

	The bathroom counter was clear. No face wash, no toner, no serum — all the little bottles she lined up every night, gone. Her pink bath towel that hung on the door hook. Gone.

	Without those things, the bathroom had an echo.

	I pushed open the bedroom door.

	The room was a mess — but it was empty in a way I couldn't quite name. My dirty clothes were still on the floor where I'd left them, because she was always getting on me about throwing them in the hamper. But everything else of hers — gone. She wasn't in the bed.

	My stomach dropped. This had never happened before.

	"Sophie?" No answer. Living room, bedroom, balcony — nothing. I checked my phone. Hers was ringing, but to someone else. She'd blocked me.

	I opened the closet.

	Half her things were missing. Her two enormous suitcases, the ones she'd bought on sale last year that I'd complained took up too much space — gone.

	What the hell was she doing?

	


Chapter 3

	I scrolled through my contacts and called her best friend.

	"Kylie—"

	"Do you know what time it is, are you insane—"

	"Is Sophie with you?"

	"Sophie? Why would Sophie be at my place?!" Kylie's voice jumped an octave. "Did you two fight again?"

	One Sophie was already more than I could handle. Kylie was Sophie dialed up to maximum. Clearly she didn't know where Sophie was, which didn't help.

	"Hello?! Say something! What happened to Sophie!"

	I ended the call. Ignored the four times she called back. I sat on the couch and stared at the empty room.

	Was she actually breaking up with me?

	


Chapter 4

	I rubbed my face. Lit a cigarette — right there in the bedroom, which she would have lost her mind over. Took a long drag.

	A minute passed. Then I started to feel something shift.

	She was breaking up with me. Oh thank God.

	I finished the cigarette, kicked off my shoes, and sprawled out across the entire king-size bed. The whole thing. Diagonal if I wanted. No one was there to complain about my cold feet.

	Let her go. She could barely take care of herself, let alone—

	I told myself this felt good. I told myself she'd come crawling back once reality hit. I'd be reasonable about it. I'd listen. I'd even make a few promises about how things would be different. 

	Feeling very sorted about all of this, I fell asleep.
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He thought he was better off alone.
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