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Our world changed on Tuesday. It was the
sixteenth of January, 2019 A.D. Mary and I had made love all night
and into the early morning. I kissed my Mary variously during this
extension of our honeymoon. When finally I stood away from our love
bed, she nested like a mother bird in our residual warmth. As
usual, she tempted me. If I had stayed, our honeymoon would surely
have been extended.

I reached for the doorknob. Mary said,
“Jase?” I turned and looked again on her nude creaminess; at the
flow and spread of her glowing gold hair, complimented by the red
blaze at her groin. I looked at the reflection of her in the green
of our bottle mirror; then I turned to look into the bottle green
of her eyes. She smiled. Being at ease with each other was the best
part of our love. We made love almost constantly when I was
home.

Even so, I felt a residual
uneasiness…again.

Her beestung lips still smiled as she
murmured, “Hurry back, darling. I love you.” She tried not to cry
even while tears stained her cheeks.

I didn’t willfully misunderstand. I didn’t
know, then. I just thought she was afraid without me being
there.

Was it that fat bastard always hanging in the
hall?
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