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He changes into perfectly pressed, stripy pyjama bottoms. I put on a nightie. 
We remove the decorative cushions one by one. Four each. We slip tidily 
into bed. He kisses me. We have sex. It’s always the same. He isn’t very 
adventurous. He doesn’t talk much.  

‘Goodnight Erica,’ he says. 
‘Goodnight, Jake.’ 
‘It’s Dave,’ he declares and I want to scream. Tell him that he isn’t 

Dave and that he can shove Dave up his OCD arse. 
‘Yes, Dave. Sorry. Goodnight.’ We lie back-to-back. I hug my pillow. I 

fall asleep. 
I wake to the smell of freshly brewed coffee. I slip on my silk robe, tug 

the sash tight and follow the scent downstairs, into the kitchen. I see him 
standing at the island, adding sweetener to my cup and looking beautifully 
domestic. He turns around and his fierce gaze sweeps over me from head to 
toe. He looks taller. More confident. It’s the way he stands – so full of 
himself. Sexy as hell in the three-piece suit he wears for work. We screw on 
the kitchen counter. ‘Damien,’ I scream, thinking how I have come to like 
this one. I get showered and dressed. We eat breakfast while he reads me an 
article from the newspaper. He drives me to work. He kisses me goodbye 
and says ‘Think of me’, like he always does. I reply ‘Of course’ with a wink, 
like I always do, and head inside. 

He picks me up outside my office building. He smiles and tells me 
how he has missed me. I’ve missed him too; more than he knows. When he 
isn’t changing gears he keeps a hand rested possessively above my knee. He 
asks me about my day. He takes me for dinner. We chat and laugh about silly 
little things. At home, we lay on the sofa together and watch old movies. We 
tease one another. We laugh some more. We argue. We make up. We make 
love. We smile. I rest my head on his chest. I exhale. I feel sad. I love Jake. I 
wish I could spend more time with him, but Dave will be back soon. 


