“It's Grant. He's... He's dead.”


Geoff's coffee had just halted two inches from his lips, where his hand had frozen as if striking an invisible barrier. The coffee dribbled down his arm as his head jerked up, and he exclaimed “Ouch! Wait a second, Trish, what?!!!” Quickly setting down the coffee, he started distractedly reaching for napkins.


“I know, right?”


It was chilly but sunny, and the two old friends sat across from each other at one of the outside tables of their favorite coffee house. Geoff was soaking up spilled coffee and trying to gather his thoughts as Trish continued, “I don't know what to think. I have spent the whole morning since we got the news trying to figure out how the hell I feel.”


“Yes,” said Geoff, “I imagine you might have a few conflicting emotions regarding something like that, all things considered.” Then, with a mischievous smile, he added, “You didn't kill him, did you?”


“Ha, ha. Very funny.“

“So, what's going on here, Trish, are you just getting off on trying to shock me to death? Or, are you going to tell me what happened? Seriously, It hasn't even been two weeks since you shocked the hell out of me with your last bombshell! What's come over you?”


At that particular hair appointment, whose purpose had been more therapy than haircutting, Trish had revealed the most startling news... that she was carrying on an affair with her best friend's husband, Grant! 
