
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_0151685-c05a731c-4087-4cfd-9612-82caf8758bdb_IT1UMS_html_m364a5b58.jpg]

A Good Marriage

By Eve Morton

 


Published by JMS Books LLC

Visit jms-books.com for more
information.

 


Copyright 2022 Eve Morton

ISBN 9781685500672

* * * *

Cover Design: Written Ink
Designs | written-ink.com

Image(s) used under a Standard Royalty-Free
License.

All rights reserved.

 


WARNING: This book is not transferable. It is
for your own personal use. If it is sold, shared, or given away, it
is an infringement of the copyright of this work and violators will
be prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law.

No portion of this book may be transmitted or
reproduced in any form, or by any means, without permission in
writing from the publisher, with the exception of brief excerpts
used for the purposes of review.

This book is for ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It may
contain sexually explicit scenes and graphic language which might
be considered offensive by some readers. Please store your files
where they cannot be accessed by minors.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
places, and incidents are solely the product of the author’s
imagination and/or are used fictitiously, though reference may be
made to actual historical events or existing locations. Any
resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.

Published in the United States of
America.

* * * *

For RTM.

Note: the story title was inspired by “A Good
Marriage” by Stephen King, only this one is not about murder. Just
theatre and movie references, strained holiday get-togethers, and
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A Good Marriage

By Eve Morton

By the time I entered the picture, the
marriage was already in trouble, though it would take almost three
years of our courtship for Jack’s parents to officially
divorce.

Jack and I started to date a week after
Christmas. We met at a New Year’s party where everyone else had
been coupled and sentimental. They were all going to kiss at
midnight, and the host ran around the small New York City apartment
filled with actors and other people from the theatre to try and
match up those who were single for the midnight kiss.

“It has to be done,” Shawna said, her eye
make-up starting to fade in the overheated apartment. “It’s bad
luck if not.”

And since everyone in this room refused to
say Macbeth aloud, only referring to the Scottish Play, they
took luck seriously. So Jack and I, both friends of friends who had
been dragged along to the event, found one another. We awkwardly
said hello, waited until the ball dropped, then kissed on the
cheek.

“Want to get a drink?” Jack asked me. “Start
the New Year off right?”

I thought he meant right now, in this party.
The room was hot, and I was parched, so I nodded yes. But he meant
the next day, and well, I didn’t want to be rude, though I had
planned on starting my novel the next day. I managed to write three
words before I met him for coffee in the afternoon—we both needed
to sleep off that party—and we ended up talking until dinner. We
got Chinese food and went to see a movie, so much like the
Christmases my mother told me that those who didn’t celebrate
Christmas had, seven days late.

Then we were together, day in and day out,
for the next two and a half years.

I met his parents, David and Linda, the next
year over the holiday. One of the main things that had drawn Jack
and I to each other that day following the party was how much we
had in common while still being strangers. We had both grown up in
the same upstate New York town with a name plucked from Greek myth;
both of our mothers were schoolteachers (though with different
subjects, his mother assigned to math and my own mother to
history); and we were both only children. The only stark difference
between our families was that while mine had reacted quite poorly
to the news of having a gay son, his parents had not. They welcomed
him into the fold, along with anyone else he loved.

That first Christmas together was then an
easy one to decide where to stay, who to buy gifts for, whose
traditions would win out. There was no house shuffling, no need to
worry about darting between one set of parents and another, no
bickering over roast beef or turkey on the big day. I was at the
Smiths from the 23rd into Boxing Day, with Jack at my side.

It did not take me long that first Christmas,
however, to understand that the marriage was in trouble. Jack and
Linda smiled and said all the right things on the surface, but in
the quiet moments—like the early dawn hours before unwrapping
presents, the moments before dinner when other family visited and
shared drinks, and moments of shoveling snow together—I could see
the lines on David’s face. He appeared younger than his wife in
most photos around their house, his dark hair remaining dark while
hers greyed at the temples, but his eyes were sullen in these
moments. His mouth turned down in a frown.

“What’s going on, Jack?” I dared to ask on
Christmas day. After we’d all exchanged gifts, I’d gone to the
basement to get something for Linda and found him in his workroom,
working on nothing much. Most of the tools had dust on them and
half the area seemed to have been turned into storage. David
regarded me from his bench, grabbed something that seemed like a
wrench, and nodded curtly.

“Nothing. Just minor repairs to the garage.
Linda’s sister Judy said it creaked when she put her car there.
Should probably do something about that.”

I could tell that Jack did not believe her.
Though he had grabbed the wrench, he did not move. His thin body—he
was skinny and seemed to have always been so in the images on the
wall—was crumpled over itself. Sadness, a particular kind that only
visited certain people on the holidays, radiated off of him. I knew
that sadness. It was what I had felt for decades before I’d come
out to my family and told them the truth about myself; it was the
same feeling that had cost me having a family until now.

But that amount of vulnerability still scared
me. I wanted to hug David, but I did nothing. I wanted to tell him
everything I’d felt growing up in this same town, though I knew
that he had not grown up here, and I still said nothing. I
struggled to remember some of the stories he’d told the night
before, about his brothers all still living in the Midwest, which
only led me to feel even worse for him, those blistering winters
even more suffocating than I first envisioned.

At the time, I didn’t think David was gay.
There was no reason for me to think that during that first
Christmas. It was just the sadness, so familiar to my own, that I
recognized. And even I knew that it could have come from any
source.

“Holidays are hard,” I told him. It had
seemed like such a profound statement in my head, but came out like
a half-baked realization, like the first time Jack and I smoked
weed together and all I ended up saying, over and over again like
it was a secret to the universe, was that it all begins and ends in
love. “But we’ll get through it.”
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