
concerned except how little she ever drove. But then 
if it was a long trip, and on their vacation it got 
to be very long, then she'd ask to take the wheel and 
he never wanted to let her, then she'd pout, then 
he'd grumble, then he might miss a stop sign, then 
she'd take over, then he'd feel like a failure, then 
they'd talk about it, then he'd admit he'd been 
swearing under his breath for hundreds of miles, then 
she'd admit it made her nervous, then he'd want to 
know what it was she expected from him. In the end 
they'd agree that the next time out she would help 
with the driving. Into the back seat he'd climb, 
with a pillow, to lean back and take it easy, but 
coming at an intersection his feet strained at the 
floorboard, to slow down, slower, now stop, did you 
hear me, good, the light's changed, get going, that 
other car, I'm sorry, hold it, look behind, oh god, 
accelerate, go, just go, please go, or else, and he'd 
lose his erection.

GET BACK

He started taking short cuts. Why should every buck stop 
here? Why should he be the one who always bore the brunt? 
Nobody had the right to expect that of him, nobody except 
her. But look at the woman, she was no better than she 
ought to be. In her he found this most compelling. What 
forbade him paying her back in kind? She might like it.
He went with the flow, ceasing to exert himself. What are 
you, you're nothing, he was told. I thought I knew you.
I thought you stood for something. He had to figure she'd 
be back. Why should he snap to it and perform for her, 
when there were people out there more than willing to take 
him for what he was? Let the woman lift the finger.
Nothing to it. Wasn't that the point? The stranger came 
out of his bathroom, strapping on her watch. "Morning," 
he giggled, reaching from the bed. "Forget it, I have to 
be at work. Who's that in the john?" "What?" "The pic
ture." "Oh, her. I thought she took that with her."
"She's gorgeous. How on earth did you snag one like that?" 
"You kidding? It was easy." "It was?"
Mirror, Mirror on the bathroom wall. Her picture next to 
it. He couldn't look. What would he do with himself? He 
squeezed into a pair of old running shorts, but they were 
so tight he couldn't move. Then her key turned in his 
lock. Sinking to his knees, he encircled the familiar 
waist. The woman stepped backwards, fast. "You have a 
picture of mine," was all she had to say.
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