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“I have to pee, Dad.” The whining emanating from the back seat was incessant. The barrage of noise and anarchy from hours with the kids made his head swim. 
Darren could barely think straight. “You’ve got to hold it, hun. The hotel is only fifteen minutes away.”
“But I caaaaan’t,” she wailed, kicking the seat. 
Darren closed his eyes for a moment. He pictured himself swerving head-on into a semi in the other lane, imagining the carnage and havoc it would wreak. Imagining the whines of his children halting forever. Imagining his own life blinking out of existence. Imagining the engine decapitating the cunt sitting next to him, filing her nails in his passenger seat, getting that filthy, dead dust on everything. 
But that’s what she did best: sprinkle her decay on every inch of his fucking life from the moment they said I do. 
Now, all he fantasized about was the day his children turned eighteen, a day so deep in the future it made him want to fucking break down and bawl in bed at night. He imagined coming home from his youngest’s birthday party and presenting Allison with a present of her own: 
Divorce papers. 
Each with little colorful tabs pointing to every spot she’d need to sign. 
The thought of being free of her, free from all of it, was a fantasy that often filled Darren with warmth and hope.
The thought of burying himself in a willing snatch aroused him. Allison, the frigid bitch, always had some clever excuse to get out of draining his balls the way a loving wife might. 
The kids are right in the next room. I can't because they'll hear us. The kids are at their friend's house. I can't because I'm worried about them. I'm pregnant, I can't. I'm on my period. I can't. My mother's in town, and I can't summon the mental bandwidth.
The mental bandwidth? What was she? 
A goddamned internet router?
As his eyes opened, his heart sank. No semi-truck. No oncoming traffic. Just a fucking bland stretch of tree-lined road in the goddamned boonies.
“Dad, can we go see the orcas while we're down here?” Charles, his twelve-year-old son, asked, still peering at his handheld game. One that was making constant beeps-and-boops in the back seat for hours. One Darren had asked him to turn the volume down on thirty-fucking-times at least.
“No, Charles. That's not the same park that we're going to.” Allison offered lackadaisically, still filing that fine powder onto the gear shifter. Darren grimaced at it.
“Yeah, but we're here for, like, four days. Can't we do both?”
“First of all, do you have a bunch of extra money lying around that I don't know about?” Darren stared daggers at him in the rearview. “Because I sure-as-fuck don't.”
“Well, whose fault is that?” Allison muttered under her breath, never looking up.
“Excuse me?” He tried to compose himself, but the growl still came out.
“I just said, whose fault is that? You're the one who won't go ask your boss for a raise. Jesus, Darren, you've been there for four years, and you've only gotten two fifty-cent raises. Like, c'mon. How are we supposed to live off of that?”
“Allison, I can't go up to my boss and ask for a raise. Because do you know what my boss is going to say? He's going to say, Darren, how do you expect a raise when you're constantly having to call out to take your kids to doctor's visits and school shit?”
“He's not going to say that.” Allison's eyes finally drifted up, and she stared daggers at him. “What do you want me to do? Quit my schooling?”
“No, by all means. Keep taking your fucking vet-tech classes. After all, you’re going to be bringing in the big bucks with that career choice.” The sarcasm was so thick you could almost cut it with a knife.
“What was the second, dad?”
“Huh?”
“You said first of all. That implies a second of all.”
“Jesus-fucking-Christ.” Darren rubbed his eyes, wishing his life was over. Praying for death to come swiftly. “Second of all, son, we are visiting your fuck-tard grandfather while we’re down here.”
“Hey!” Allison’s voice was like a railroad spike in his left ear. “Jesus, show some respect. That’s my father.”
Darren ground his teeth so hard he thought he felt a molar crack. He relaxed. The last thing he needed on this God-forsaken trip to the nutsack of the United States was a fucking emergency dental visit, too. Although, being in central Florida, he might be able to whine a little to some one-star doctor on Yelp! and score a prescription for Oxycontin or Xanax or something to drown out the daily woes of being chained to his piece of shit family.
A large billboard whizzed past. 
The happiest place on earth…
He laughed aloud. Couldn’t help it. This place was miserable as fuck. He couldn’t wait to see what sort of roach-infested motel room they’d get stuck with soon enough.

      [image: ]“License and credit card,” the swoop-banged teenager said, flicking hair from his face for the umpteenth time in three minutes.
Darren dug around in his pocket and sighed, “One sec.” 
His eyes rolled in frustration, and he stalked back out to the front door, hollering across the U-shaped drive. “Babe, I need my wallet. It's in the center console.”
The motorized window rolled down, and his brown leather wallet whizzed by his head, swung sideways like a frisbee, bouncing off the stuccoed wall behind him. His blood boiled, and he felt himself go from zero to sixty in a second flat. 
Then, the window rolled down a second time, and a small, golden square sliced through the air, hitting him in the chest like a foil throwing-star. As it tumbled to the ground, his gut twisted into a knot. He picked up the sealed condom from the hotel driveway, immediately trying to formulate a lie. 
“What's this?” His voice sounded small in the darkness, beneath the buzzing tube lights overhead, luring moths to their humid deaths.
But he knew damn well what it was. 
And he knew Allison knew, too. 
She might be a cunt, but she was certainly no moron.
The window rolled down again, and her smug mouth drew tight and pressed between the gap like she was growling through a mail slot in a front door. “Get two rooms. I don't want to fucking look at you.”
He wanted to try to save face, to say it was old. To say it wasn’t his. But he knew she was nosy enough to read the expiration date on it before she brought it to his attention. The bitch was like a fucking crime scene investigator when she wanted to be. And she sure as hell knew that was his preference, too. Ribbed. Extra-large. His brand. They’d discussed it on many occasions, especially before the kids came along.
Having paid for her to have her tubes tied after their youngest, Laramie, was born, he knew there was no logical way to explain why he had it on him except for the truth:
He was hoping to get some fucking Florida strange on this trip. Some questionable pussy. 
What happens in Kissimmee stays in Kissimmee.
It wasn't the first time he'd done it. He'd gotten laid on a few of the annual family vacations now. It was becoming his little secret tradition. It was his treat to himself for not dousing his family in gasoline and lighting a fucking match the rest of the year. It was his present for all of Laramie's orthodonture, for braces for her whacked-out teeth from Allison's side of the family. Ones that might as well be made out of solid-fucking-gold with what they cost. It was his pat on the back for watching Charles disappoint him at nearly every wrestling competition and goddamned spelling bee and for constantly catching the kid jerking off to androgynous boyish cartoon characters every time he watched that stupid fucking anime behind closed doors.
And most of all, it was for his reward for not murdering Allison and shoving her body － a body that had steadily packed on about seven pounds every year since he idiotically proposed －into an oil tank like that streaming documentary he watched. Ever since Allison had put it on in bed that night, he couldn't get the fantasy out of his head. He imagined him driving her out to the middle of nowhere with the kids in the car, sitting quietly, thinking of how he would free himself from them all.
After all, he deserved a treat for keeping all of those homicidal and other baser thoughts in his head, never acting on them. 
Getting his dick wet with some bitch he’d never talk to again paled in comparison to what he was truly capable of if he ever snapped. 
It’s not like he didn’t fuck every wet gash he could before Allison came along… 
Ah… those were the days.
Back when he was single and, his days were his own. 
Back when his hard-earned money belonged to him. 
Back when he was just a happy-go-lucky bachelor, trying to get it in.
He commended himself for using protection, too. Though he hated condoms with a fiery passion, he thought it only seemed right not to bring Allison home the fucking clap. 
Plus, that would be a hard one to explain away.
Darren stuffed the condom in his back pocket, clutched his billfold until his knuckles turned white, and shuffled back inside. He plucked two cards from the folds in his wallet and clicked them onto the laminate countertop. 
“You got any other available rooms? Looks like the ol’ ball-and-chain wants a second one.”
The kid eyed him up and down. “You in the doghouse?”
Darren looked at him, dead serious. “Not really any of your business. Is it?”
“No.” The kid’s eyes flashed down at his driver’s license. “It’s just been happening a lot lately. Not sure if it’s something in the air.”
Darren tried to snicker, but it came out as an annoyed scoff.
“Maybe it’s like that full moon fever where people go nuts when the moon is full.”
“Yeah, well, I don't know if you've been outside lately, but the moon ain't full right now.”
“Of course.” The kid flashed an apologetic look at him and glanced back at the computer screen. “Yeah, we do have some vacancies. Do you want a king single or a queen double?” 
“Single king. Otherwise, my fuckin’ kid is gonna wanna have a goddamned sleepover and talk all damned night. This way, he’s the wife’s problem.”
“No problem, Mr…” He looked at the license again. “Gordon.” The kid at the desk, in no hurry, typed in his information, and Darren looked around the lobby. The place was a dump. Allison was going to hate it. The thought of her misery brought a slight smile to his face.
“Is there anything fun to do around here, you know, other than the theme parks?” He finally said, carving up the silence between them like an ax.
“Meh.” The kid shrugged. “Depends on what you’re into. What you’re looking for.”
“What about for adults? There any adult fun around here?”
The young man snickered without taking his eyes off the screen. “I mean, it's central Florida. There's like two strip clubs for every half mile around here.”
Hmm. A strip club. That might not be a bad way to salvage this fucked-up day. 
“Any that you… recommend?” Darren tried not to come off too weird, but he was pretty sure he failed.
The kid's face stayed down, but his eyes locked on Darren. “What exactly are you looking for?”
“Never mind.” Darren turned around and folded his arms while peering
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