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1 The honeymoon’s over  
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E

verything had unfolded in an instant. Jane and John were smitten with one other in a romantic comedy-style moment as they locked eyes across a dark bar. In the following, they organized their nuptials. Their romance had been passionate, enthralling.

After a whirlwind year of late-night adventures, passionate make-outs, and dreams of a life together, they’d taken the plunge. The wedding had been a dreamy blur of white lace, promises, and a kiss that lingered long enough for every camera in the room to capture.

Now, barely a year later, they found themselves in a lawyer’s office, papers spread out in front of them, with words like irreconcilable differences floating in the air like a fog. Jane sat in silence for a moment, staring at the life they’d built—or tried to build—unraveling before her. What had gone wrong? She asked herself that question every day now. The man sitting beside her wasn’t the same one who had swept her off her feet. Or maybe he was, and she just hadn’t seen it before.

Jane stood at the center of the living room, her arms crossed like a frustrated drill sergeant, glaring at John as if he were a recruit who couldn’t quite figure out which way was left. Her voice trembled with a mix of sadness and frustration. 

“What happened to the Don Juan I married, John? You were... different. Exciting. Now, it’s like you don’t even care anymore.”

John, slouched on the couch, was more absorbed in what was clearly a riveting battle between the minute and second hands on the clock. With a casual sigh, he ran a hand through his hair, tousling it like he was auditioning for a commercial for men “who just don’t care” about their looks.

“Jane, people change. Life changes. You know that,” he said, shrugging in a way that would make a goldfish seem emotionally complex.

“People change?” Jane repeated, her eyes narrowing as if she were channeling all the energy of a disappointed parent who’d just caught their kid red-handed in the cookie jar. “You used to send me flowers just because it was Tuesday!”

“Ah, yes, Tulip Tuesday,” John snickered, suddenly animated as if recalling an ancient legend. “That’s been discontinued. We had to cut costs, you know, with inflation and everything.” 

He waved a dismissive hand, as though he were managing the flower department at a failing supermarket.

“Tulip Tuesday? Is that all you remember?” Jane’s voice rose an octave, hovering just below dog-whistle territory. “I’m being serious, John! You used to leave little love notes in my bag. You couldn’t wait to see me!” 

Her hands flailed in exasperation, mimicking the universal symbol for ‘how did we get here?’

John scratched his head, adopting a look that was part philosopher, part man who had no idea what the question on *Who Wants to Be a Millionaire* was asking. 

“Love notes? Are you sure those weren’t just my grocery lists? Remember the time you brought home ten pounds of potatoes? I never said I couldn’t wait to *see* you. I probably just wrote down, need peas.”

He chuckled at his own joke, thoroughly pleased with himself. Jane groaned, throwing her hands up in frustration. 

“Oh, you are so funny, aren’t you? You think everything’s a joke now! You didn’t even notice when I changed my hair last month!”

John blinked, genuinely confused. 

“You changed your hair?”

“Yes! I went from brunette to auburn! Auburn, John!” she exclaimed, pronouncing ‘auburn’ like it was some exotic word he should be impressed by.

John squinted at her as if trying to solve a complex math equation. 

“Well, in my defense, auburn is just brown that took a vacation, right? It’s like brunette with a tan.”

Jane’s jaw dropped. 

“A vacation?! You know what? You’re unbelievable.” 

She turned away from him, muttering under her breath about how she should’ve married someone who knew the difference between hair colors, like a painter or a hairdresser—or anyone, really.

“Look, Jane,” John said, finally tearing his eyes away from the clock and leaning forward. “I get it. Things aren’t like they used to be. But hey, it’s not like I’m a completely different person. I still put the toilet seat down—sometimes.”

“Oh, bravo,” Jane said, slow-clapping. “Give the man a medal. Truly, a hero for the ages.”

John nodded, pretending to accept an imaginary award. 

“I’d like to thank my wife, without whom I wouldn’t have realized how important toilet seats are. And, of course, I want to thank gravity for its help in making this possible.”

Jane rolled her eyes so hard it was a miracle they didn’t get stuck. 

“This is what I’m talking about! You can’t take anything seriously anymore. I feel like I’m married to a twelve-year-old.”

“Well,” John said, smirking, “Twelve-year-olds don’t have mortgages, so maybe you’re luckier than you think.”

“Lucky?” Jane scoffed. “I haven’t felt lucky since the day I found out your idea of a ‘romantic dinner’ was microwaving leftover pizza and lighting a scented candle called ‘Mountain Breeze.’”

“Hey, that candle cost me six bucks,” John stated with a wounded expression. “And if you squint, pizza looks romantic.”

Jane threw up her hands in mock surrender.

“You know what, John? Fine. Keep your pizza and your Mountain Breeze. I’m going to bed. Maybe tomorrow you’ll actually notice me.”

As Jane stomped off, John called after her, “I’ll notice you if you wear a sign! Maybe one that says, ‘Bring back Tulip Tuesday!’”

“Goodnight, John!” she yelled from the hallway, her voice laced with equal parts fury and resignation.

John leaned back on the couch, smiling with contentment. 

“Bring back Tulip Tuesday,” he muttered. “That’s actually not a bad idea...”

The socks might not have been the number one issue on Jane’s list of reasons as to how they ended up here, but it was in the top 10. She had tried, countless times, to make him pick up his clothes. Just once, she thought, would it be so hard for him to put them in the laundry basket? But no, every day there they were—his socks, jeans, shirts—strewn across the floor like a teenager’s bedroom. She’d nagged him about it, asked nicely, even tried turning it into a game. Nothing worked.

When John woke up the next morning, the previous night’s conversation had vaporized from his memory faster than steam from a hot shower. In fact, so had Jane’s request to pick up a box of tampons on his way home from work yesterday. That vital errand had vanished into the void, where forgotten chores and broken promises seemed to go for a permanent vacation. 

As John sat at the breakfast table, his mind blissfully blank, Jane entered, wielding the coffee pot like it was a weapon of emotional destruction. With a perfectly timed clatter, she set his coffee cup in front of him and refilled it with all the grace of someone who had a very specific, pointed discussion brewing along with the coffee.

“It’s not just socks, you know,” Jane began, her tone ominous, as if this was the latest in a long series of escalating crimes. “It’s everything lately!”

“Oh, sweet Jesus,” John interjects. “Are we really going to do this again?” 

“Like how you used to actually talk to me,” she continues without skipping a beat. “We had real conversations. Now it’s like every time I open my mouth, you’re glued to the TV! Football, basketball, golf—do you even know how boring it is to watch grown men chase a ball around? And the sad thing is that you don’t know a damn thing about golf.”

John blinked, taking a sip of his coffee as if it might grant him superpowers to deal with what was coming next. 

“Glued to the TV? I mean, come on, Jane. Sports are a social thing! You know, to bond with other humans—”

Jane cut him off with a huff. 

“Bond? The only thing your ass is bonding with is that recliner! And don’t even get me started on sports. You watch everything! Football, basketball, curling—I don’t even know what curling is, but somehow you’re obsessed with it. Rocks and brooms? What’s next, competitive vacuuming?”

John couldn’t help but grin at the idea. “Competitive vacuuming, huh? Well, if it was a sport, you’d be a world champ. Have you seen how fast you clean when company’s coming over? It’s like watching a Nascar race.”

Jane’s eyes narrowed into slits of pure fury, but her lips twitched as if she was trying to suppress a laugh. 

“Don’t try to change the subject, John. This isn’t about vacuuming. This is about us. We used to do things together. We used to talk. And now all I ever get is the back of your head while you yell at some guy named Tom Brady who doesn’t even know you exist.”

“Hey!” John protested, suddenly more animated, “Tom Brady might not know I exist, but he’s a living legend! It’s my civic duty to yell at the TV when he plays. It’s in the fan rulebook—section four, paragraph two: All fans must irrationally scream at their televisions during critical plays.”

Jane sighed deeply, setting the coffee pot down with a definitive thump. 

“And there it is. You care more about football than about me.”

“That’s not true,” John said, looking affronted. “I care about basketball, too.”

If looks could kill, John would have been six feet under by now. 

“Wow. You’re really committed to not taking this seriously, aren’t you?”

John, clearly sensing this was one of those moments where he was supposed to show emotional depth, tried a different approach. 

“I’m just saying, you used to be okay with the sports thing. Remember when you cheered during the Super Bowl? You were even into it.” 

“Yeah, because you bribed me with nachos and buffalo wings,” Jane shot back, her hands now on her hips. “Those are hard to resist. But the food’s not the problem, John. It’s everything else. Like church.”

“Church?” John snorted, almost spitting out his coffee. “You never struck me as the religious type, Jane. Wasn’t that just a wedding day accessory, like the bouquet or my rented tux?”

Jane stared at him in shock.

“It’s not about religion, John. It’s about promises! You promised we’d go together. You made a big deal about how we’d find a place to belong, build something spiritual together. The only time we’ve set foot in a church was on our wedding day, and I’m pretty sure you were mentally drafting a football play while we said our vows.”

John chuckled, but the sound was tinged with the unmistakable flavor of sarcasm. 

“To be fair, it was the playoffs. You can’t expect a man to be fully present when his team’s on the verge of glory.”

“I’m on the verge of something too, John, and it’s not glory!” Jane snapped. “I feel like I’ve been replaced. First, it was sports, and now...well, it’s everything! Friday nights with the boys? That was number four on my list of grievances, by the way.”

John winced. 

“Oh, come on. Friday nights with the guys? That’s tradition! It’s not like I’m out doing anything crazy. We’re just playing pool, having a few beers.”

“Yes, every Friday,” Jane said, her eyes widening dramatically, as if this new revelation about his weekly adventures was the most shocking thing since sliced bread. “Every. Single. Friday. Without fail. Like clockwork. I could set the TV to SportsCenter with you gone, and I wouldn’t know the difference!”

John nodded, looking far too satisfied with her comparison. 

“Exactly! Like clockwork. See, consistency is important. You’re always saying we need structure, right?”

Jane let out a groan so deep it could have shaken the foundations of their house. 

“This isn’t about consistency. It’s about priorities. We’re supposed to be building a life together, but instead, I’m building IKEA furniture alone while you’re out reliving your college days with your friends!”

John leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms and giving her a playful smile. 

“Well, I mean, you’re better at assembling furniture than I am. Remember that time I tried to put together the bookshelf and turned it into a modern art sculpture?”

“Yes,” Jane said dryly, “And it was so avant-garde, I almost called the MoMA. But that’s not the point! The point is, you’re never here, John. Not really. And when you are, it’s like your brain is still with the guys, or Tom Brady, or whatever game is on.”

John opened his mouth to respond, but Jane cut him off with a wave of her hand. 

“And don’t even get me started on the socks. Do you know how many of your dirty socks I’ve picked up this week alone? I’m practically running a lost-and-found for feet!”

“Okay, okay,” John said, raising his hands in mock surrender. “I’ll admit the socks situation might be getting out of hand. But in my defense, they have a mind of their own. They just... wander off.”

“Wander off?” Jane repeated, her voice laced with disbelief. “John, they don’t wander off. You leave them everywhere! It’s like living with a giant toddler.”

John grinned. 

“Well, toddlers are adorable, right? Maybe you should just embrace it.”

Jane’s glare was as frosty as the inside of a freezer. 

“You’re about five seconds away from being put in time-out, John.”

“Would that time-out involve snacks? Because I could use a snack.”

She must have thought John said smack and slapped the toast out his mouth. Jane took a deep breath, clearly wrestling with her sanity.

“I can’t believe you did that,” he said, rubbing his face as if the slap from his 99 pound wife made an impact on his 210 pound frame. 

“You know what? Maybe that’s what we need. A time-out. Maybe I should start going out with the girls every Friday night, leaving you here to see what it’s like. And when I come in at one in the morning I will expect you to get up with a kiss and make me a sandwich.”

John looked thoughtful for a moment, then nodded slowly. 

“Hmm, that could work. But, just to be clear, does this mean I get control of the TV when you’re out?”

Jane threw up her hands, exasperated. 

“That’s it. I’m officially out of ideas. You’re impossible.”

John leaned forward, his smile softening as he reached for her hand. 
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