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The Moretti’s - A Different Family Dynamic
Chapter 44
Monday Night - Goldsmith Residence — 17 February 2003

Lying in bed next to her husband, Elizabeth Goldsmith counted the hours until her next meeting with Dwayne
Washington, her black lover. Elizabeth tried to rationalize her stupidity after she realized that her husband was now
knowledgeable of her cheating on him with a black man. She knew her decision to tell him the truth would come back
to haunt her, but she hoped he would understand she loved him, but her physical needs were not being met because
of his time spent saving people’s lives.

Joshua Goldsmith lay on his back, staring at the ceiling, wondering how he would retaliate for his wife’s
indiscretions. He really didn’t have designs on his daughter, but hearing his wife admit she was having an affair with a
blue collar black man turned his stomach and made him think that he probably could get off having his daughter
sexually. His main concern was seeing the proof of his wife’s infidelity and what his retribution would consist of.
Different degrees of retaliation roamed through his thoughts, but he knew that whatever form it took it would be
permanent in scope.

Neither of them spoke to each other after dinner. They kept to themselves each in their own world. Although
she didn’t show it, Elizabeth Goldsmith felt stress coursing throughout her body thinking about why she was stupid
enough to say anything to her husband. Elizabeth stared at the ceiling as she listened to her husband snoring until she
finally fell asleep.



