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Iridescent



Chapter 1: תרס”ו


It is Palm Sunday. Father Marco, a short Filipino guy in red robes, preaches from his tiptoes. He looks like a fire hydrant. After Mass has ended, I will turn to Christina and tell her this joke.

Then I will ask her out.

The nighttime service proceeds under flickering, muted candlelight. My (gag) tenderest fantasies also feature this sensual slow-burn lighting. The church knows it. It knows the real reason I am here and it is taunting me. I can’t breathe because the building’s air refuses to enter my lungs; Christina stands like a statue who lets God breathe for her.

In the darkness, she focuses completely on Marco’s sermon. I don’t.

The Lord’s Prayer blesses me with an excuse for holding her hand and ornamenting it with meek squeezes and thumbstrokes. Maybe, like magic, she’ll catch on. This is the highlight of the evening so far, until… the rite of peace.

The right of peace! Simple rules govern what you do while you say, “Peace be with you.” If she’s a stranger, shake her hand. If she is friend or family, hug her. If she is the most beautiful girl you have ever seen, rip her clothes off and take her right there in the pew! No, don’t do that. Hug her, but maybe sneak a smooch through that curtain of brown hair that you long to feel leisurely falling through your fingers. She doesn’t really feel the smooch, but I do. Her hair is cool like a cloud.

Her singing mesmerizes me, but she is shy about it, so I gaslight her! I start singing too, then I slowly fade out to a lip sync until she is obliviously singing alone. Then I am free to admire.

I sip the Communion wine. I gave up drinking for Lent, but this obviously gets a pass; I’m twenty years old and in college so this is all pretty arbitrary, isn’t it? I am a gentleman, so Christina is in front of me in line. I watch her sway-walk back to the pew and I loudly choke on my wafer and she snickers. The wine is red, like me. (I’m blushing.)

The trophy of the day is a long, stiff palm front. I have much in common with it. In the parking lot, I pretend the palm is a rapier, because I lied— I’m ten, not twenty. She indulges me in a giggly duel. I aim to impale her with the same innocence I had when I kissed the ashes off her forehead a few weeks ago. The sword fight, in all its epic buffoonery, still causes her to fancy me as a romantic hero, I hope— I’m dressed up, because my church clothes are not the same clothes that I leave in washing machine for too long. The fencing itself is technically unimpressive. It turns out the palms only stay rigid if you don’t move them. The air friction warps what should be a firm thrust into a limp disaster.

She is at the height of her reverie. I make my move.


Chapter 2: ת”ר


I… am… drunk! I have screwdriven myself to hell. The doorbell rings, batterin’ my poor head. I almost knock over the carton of orange juice as I get up. The box art is crap! You can’t just stick a straw in an orange and drink it! I waddle to the door. Look who it is!

“Are you drunk?” Christina say.

“Absolutely.”

“I’m disappointed in you,” she shouts down from her high horse.”

“I’m… in you,” I say. “All right!” This is going well so far.

She repeats herself. I am a scoundrel for breaking my Lenten vow, but she is sorry about last night, last fuckin’ terrible night.

“You know what else is disappointing? Virgins abusing their authority to molest children. Who are you to Judge Me,” I say— I punctuated it just like that; God wouldn’t use a question mark there.

“I had no idea you’d take it this hard,” she says.

“I’d like to tell you the same thing.”

She literally did not understand that, and just went right on talking. “I just didn’t anticipate it at all. I guess you may have hinted at it. But you know all that dirty stuff goes over my head. I just think we’re too different.”

“Got that rite. You’re a two-hundred-six-bone Ca-tho-lic and I am very inteligent. But you know… God is A-OK.”

Her words have been cold. She is a snowman. She kind of looks like one, body-wise. Her beauty is not for evry1 but sends my bodeh into an uproar! I can tolerate (penetrate… heehee) girls who look about ten to thirty percent snowman. Also I don’t mean that she’s thick, though she is. I mean something else. Anyway, she says, “I really value our friendship, I don’t want you to stop talking to me or anything. But I think it’s best if you date people who have similar beliefs to you. I don’t know. Just my opinion.”

“Opinions are for fags,” I say.

“Don’t say that word! I don’t care if you’re drunk. That’s really disrespectful.”

“Disrepekel? At least I think they can get married, and raise gay b-babies, and that their behavior isn’t a God-Damn sin!” I said, sneering with satisfaction.

She sighs, but not with sweete pleasure. “I’m an idiot. This wasn’t a good time. We’ll talk later. Call me if you need anything.”

“Goin’ to see Caleb?”

She dosent say anything and walks a way.

I have hurd too many awful, wussy love songs to say I “need” anyone. But I need her. Her, uh, pruditude kills me. It both sets me on fire and sets her strictly off fire, gnome sane? Plus she is rite. She is rite on the nite of 2nite. I broak my Lenten vow, only four or five days before the deadline. Pathetic.

“Fuck this earth,” I say.

I study psy-cool-ogy at this cool-ege because I am cool, but I also want to be a science fience fiction God, and no, Greg, shitty roommate person, I don’t want to play anything on the Game Fox right now, so I am continue craftin’ the next great American novel. It is titled, and about, Bearwolves.” Seventy-five percent bear, seventy-five percent wolf, one hundred percent mean. I can’t focus because the plot doesn’t involve scoopin’ repressed poon and because I am drink as a skink.

I am out of orange juice. I weep. The beauty of a scroodriver is that half of it is good for you— I used to think that till I learned more about dangerous, deadly sweet sugar! Sweaty, I worship the toilet. Out comes a roller coaster of puke. Greg— I call him “Gerg”— asks if I’m all right, but what he actually means is, I can’t believe you are still talking to, and so up-hung on, that girl after eight munfs of hopeless diffidence.

I want Christina to come. I also want her to return to my apartment! I dont dare call her but just think: In a prodigal son-type moment, she arrives to counsel me in my despair, emanating grace and forgiveness. Yes. Sss. I want her to do this because I would adore her for it. She has my heart. I am not just consumed by lust, I sware. But deer God, I am in lust, too, and those vestal, earthy eyes just make it worse. They are more vacant of fleshful desire than mine are of anything at all.

Where is my sexy little chunkamunk? I have begun my eerie descent. My ass hurts.


Chapter 3: תק”פ


I am at this place called Noodles & Company. I have noodles, and soon I will have company. Christina asked if we could talk, and we will, on this noodletral ground— how lucky that I win lunch with her rather than her never speaking to me again!

The stark light of high noon bombards me through the tall windows. I can’t tolerate it. It’s lie I’ve been hit by a train. She comes in with a yellow shirt. She should really take it off— and give it to me to wear because I’m a coward. She assumes that I am reluctant to initiate conversation and just gets in line. I turn back to my lemonade. It hurts to turn.

She sits down with her macaroni and cheese. “How are you feeling,” she says.

All right. For the past couple days I’ve been heavy-handed and underhanded. Now, time to be Cool Hand Luke. Time to be smooth.

I urge her to say more with a noncommittal grunt and a glassy stare. Well, so much for charisma. Instead of Paul Newman I’m the one from Seinfeld.

“It means a lot to me that you’re here, Gabe,” she says.

“I’m sorry,” I say to my Pad Thai. The bean sprouts make an arrow that reminds me to look into Christina’s eyes. The golden noodles soothe me.

“I forgive you.” She skewers her food. “Have you worked on Bearwolves lately?”

“A little. Why?”

“I had an idea for it.”

I am frozen with anticipation. “Yes?”

She grins. “Hedgehops.” My sore skin tingles at that. “They hop hedges.”

“That’s pretty good.” I want her arms around me.

“I went to see Father Marco after I left your apartment. I told him the situation, and the little information I had. His advice caught me off guard.”

Marco is a good man, but he also believes condoms are stretchy bags of evil, so most of the things he says catch me off guard. “What did he say?”

“He said…” She clasps her little hands ad looks away. “He said that you obviously care about me, and that I obviously care about you too before I came to see him. I told him what I told you Sunday night, and he said that people have entire lifetimes to turn to God. He said that…” She almost choked on her macaroni and cheese. “That if you are this, uh, passionate, you must see God through me. Then he told me a story about a girlfriend he had in the Philippines before entering seminary, and that part of the challenge of our calling on Earth is interacting with non-believers in ways more intimate and difficult than we ever expect, and that faith without works is dead.”

I almost barf my noodles. I can’t stop blinking. Have my cock and soul received strokes of luck? Has Marco appeared as the singular angelic virgin whose tragic backstory would happen to give me a stepladder to Christina’s pedestal? “What does this mean?”

“I mean, I really like hanging out with you, and playing old school video games and talking late into the night. And you taught me to ice skate. But our souls are in different places, still. Like, okay. how do I say this. I don’t think I’m ready to give you the things you have probably come to expect a girlfriend to give you.”

I wonder if she knows how often I’ve imagined those things. I say nothing. Then I realize she really wants me to say something before continuing. “Oh?”

“It was selfish of me to treat you the way I did all this time, inviting you to my room and letting you hug me and stuff, and not consider that you might end up feeling like you do. I have to force myself to look at it logically. I had all these reasons for saying no, but now I have to at least consider that this might be God’s plan for me.”

I don’t know what the fuck this logic is or why a Catholic would be using it but I’m intrigued by where it’s going so instead of biting off more than I can chew with Christina, I do so with my Pad Thai and suddenly I can’t breathe. “Hrmph!”

“So, I don’t know if I am ready to say yes yet, but I will say that I am ready to think about it. But most importantly, can we just handwave the bad stuff from Sunday and Monday away?”

I manage to swallow my mouthful. “Just miracle away like Jesus? Give you time and control and see where it goes?”

“Yeah. I just need time. That’s it. I’m not promising anything, but I don’t want you to think that what you said on Sunday ruined how I feel about you. It’s not about you at all. It’s about how not often I actually consider if I’m… attracted to someone. Or if they’re good enough for me. That sounded really bad.”

I force her to consider the wrong thing: an abrasive dude from her chemistry lab who also used to live in our dorm last year. “Are you attracted to Caleb?”

She sneezes. “Bless me, please.”

“God bless you seven times seven times,”

“Thank you. I enjoy spending time with Caleb. He’s really nice.”

He’s not. He’s just nice to her because she’s hot. “Is he saintly enough to be good enough for you?”

“I was going to go to the park for some giga-disc after this. I was going to invite you if this went okay. It went okay, right? I was going to invite him, too. He was the one who was going to bring the disc. A group to play some giga. Is it going to be to awkward now, though?”

“No.” I will catch every single toss and humiliate that hick, even if I’m hungover. “Let’s go.” She asks if we’re okay. I nod, and rise from my chair. It’s showtime.

Caleb meets us in the park where the grass is yellow and sun-shot— no one else was available, so we’re just going to toss the disc around casually. He greets Christina by putting his arm around her like an ape. I get a flimsy “Hey.” It might have even been an “Eh.”

The disc and its kitschy sunflower pattern take flight. I do not catch every single toss, and I can’t tell when I don’t, because when I dive for it like a real hustlin’ dog and miss, Caleb snorts, “Haha, wow.” It isn’t thrown to me often. If Caleb doesn’t throw to me, then Christina has to throw to me, and she doesn’t want to throw to me all the time or we’ll just be throwing in a circle, and mixing it up throwers and catchers is the point of playing catch with more than two people.

When I do get the disc, I struggle between choosing whether to whip it at Caleb or gently deliver it to Christina; usually I fuck up the throw and it lands between them. Then they throw to me even less often. I am sure she is impressed.

Caleb isn’t even Catholic. He’s Lutheran! The two of them would fail together! When she and I walk home, I cradle her shoulders in my arm for just a few seconds to wipe his essence away.

My mind is a cocktail. Father Marco is, like, my dark horse hero! Back at home, Greg points out to me how Christina unrealistically wants to be the only girl her boyfriend— her husband— as ever loved. He says it’s shitty of me to exploit her guilt. I counter that it’s shitty of her to use her megalomania to exploit my devotion since she now knows she is very attractive to men. He responds that mutual manipulation is surely the foundation of a happy couple.

Good point, jackass. But still. Amor vincit omnia. The church and their bad classical Latin… saying soft C’s as “chuh.” I say them properly, like a K, because I am smarter than them. “Vincit” is more like “wink it.”

Like an eye. Like an asshole.


Chapter 4: תק”נ


Two other important things happened at Noodles & Company.

One, since Christina said so many candid words that they collapsed under their own weight and crushed me, I am now paralyzed, because every action of mine is one she will factor into her calculation of my worthiness as a non-religious, over-sexed lover. So her brutal, ugly honesty does no good when I am all self-conscious and writhing in the irritating light of meta-analysis. I guess we could dawdle at first base forever?

Luckily, I cannot actually do much she can evaluate either way because, and this is the second important thing, she got me sick.

She bends over in her green dress to place the bowl of veggie soup on the glass table in front of the couch, incensing me for reasons she just does not understand. “Here’s dinner, bubby-boo,” she says, smirking and pinching my cheeks, literally thinking that was a great idea. Why does she think it is funny to touch people without knowing what it means? I hope she never leaves.

The broth is the same color as my copious snot, but I scarf the soup.

“Thanks for coming over. And for the soup.”

“It’s the least I could do. You caught my disease.”

She sits next to me on the couch. Her body heat stirs my cool skin, sensitive and pale in illness. She fiddles with the remote and a bright new episode of Lost shimmers into the living room. In its fifth season, some of the characters are still wasting away on the island, still dashing through thick green foliage and wallowing in perpetually unsolvable mysteries. Some things never change.

“Aww,” Christina says. I groan. “I can’t stand this show, but maybe I don’t understand it. Do you want to watch this?”

Yes. It will be a glorious episode. I turn toward her. That dress. “No, I can just pirate it later and watch it without commercials.”

“I don’t approve of you doing that.” She turns off the TV. “Your pupils just got really big.” She thinks it’s because of the way the room just burst into darkness. Her next comment is incidental; she can feel my eyes on her. “How do I look?”

“Incredible.”

“Thanks. It’s a new one.” And she wonders why boys that she has no interest in keep approaching her. She leans into me, and my head swivels away in case the soup’s onions linger on my breath and ruin everything. She really has no idea. She stuns me.

“Do you want to thumb wrestle?” she asks. She probably called her parents last night to ask if that would be coming on too strong, too erotic. I raise my right hand. She rests her left hand on my shoulder for leverage. I wore a thin shirt on purpose for this reason. Dammit, body. The blood I needed in my thumb is heading elsewhere. I shiver. She defeated my weakened thumb in short order. I was so distracted by all this that I couldn’t get my thumb to cleverly go where it needed to go. Maybe my fingers will have better luck.

This is child’s play. Romantic comedy shit. I should just kiss her right now, like an adult, ignite her mouth with mine, my hands anchoring her the way a man’s should. I have pushed this to the tipping point in hundreds of similar scenarios in my imagination. Maybe if I hold my body against her tightly enough, I’ll stop shivering. Little sick eunuch boy.

An electric tickle in my nose sparks a dire omen in my mind. Imagine this: I deliver the fateful kiss, hanging on her breath, gently biting her lower lip, and then achoo! I shotgun blast her face with a storm of snot. Achoo! Just imagine it!

It’s almost guaranteed. So, now is not the right time.

“You’re not even trying to win, Gabe,” she says, steering my inattentive hand around the crushing air.

“You’re right,” I say. I stare at Greg’s blank bedroom door. Please don’t come out, bro. He won’t because he doesn’t want to get sick. I have never felt more vulnerable. A dream lurching toward reality scares just as much as a nightmare.

She rotates her jaw for a second and releases my shoulder while squeezing my wrestling hand, the most mixed of all signals. “You know, I’m going to the Delta Sigma Phi formal with Caleb on Saturday. Just as friends. If you had a formal dance to go to, I’d go with you just the same if you wanted.”

“He likes you.” And wants to tool you real bad, but still less than I do.

“I know. I don’t understand. I tried not to lead him on.”

My eyes somersault. “What are you doing tomorrow?” This makes Christina tilt her head like a parrot, fittingly. “We should do something, as opposed to you playing doctor. I will feel better.”

“Like a date? I told you that I still need time.”

“No. We’ll do it like in the fifties.”

“Is there a grunion run in the creek?” And then a confounding shooting-star flash of a smile.

“I don’t mean malt shops and bumper cars. I mean there will be no ulterior goal. Just us having fun. I want you to see what I’m like when I feel safe with you.” I wanted to see what I was like, too. Maybe I would be an honest man, and not say there was no ulterior goal when really I was praying for her to trip and fall vagina-first onto my penis.

“You don’t feel safe enough around me to be genuine? That doesn’t seem like a good foundation for a relationship.”

These people and their fucking “foundations” need to get buried in cement. “Just trust me. I don’t know if you understand.”

She leans in close, tormenting me. “I demand that you explain.”

“I’m afraid,” I say. I gag and retch. “I mean, I’m afraid I’m too sick to make sense of it right now.”

I’m being evasive, but no neutral talk can exist now. Similar to principle in physics where observing something to measure it changes the very thing you were measuring, now talking about the situation changes the situation and demands even more words. I can’t keep up with being analyzed. I just want to squeeze her and fall asleep for days.

“How could someone who hates the church want to be with someone like me?” Christina says.

“No shit!” I shrug. “Actually, I like the church a lot more lately!” This is because Father Marco seems to be okay with me dating the stubborn sheep in his flock. But actually trying to get that to happen stings like a scourge against my back.

Christina leaves at ten p.m. to go study, probably with Caleb, who will squish in close to her and take her cross necklace in his grubby fingers and ask, “What does it mean to you?” while rubbing his knuckles against the bare skin between her dress’s straps. I know that game. It means Jesus, you dumb fuck! I am queasy again.

I have felt like… a pansy these past few days. I plumb the depths of my brain for a way to articulate her power over me but more of my body’s energy is going to my immune system than my cognition. Ummm… fifty-two pickup isn’t much of a game when you hold all the cards? Badass, right? I shoehorn it into the hero’s dialogue in Bearwolves. It’s all right. It’s kind of an ironic story. Maybe I should have kissed her.


Chapter 5: ת”נ


A speeding blue death sphere smashes into my goggles. It’s a racquetball. Christina has won a point for once. We had a light dinner at the crêperie beforehand and she said she was pretty good at racquetball because she’d been playing with Caleb and I just about shit my pants. Can’t that dude just fuck off? It’s hard enough without all that to try and woo a girl who didn’t learn what a blowjob was until she turned nineteen. And not what the phrase meant, but the very concept of the act of loving a man’s penis with your mouth. Crazy.

Despite her “training” from that “guy” and the toxic distractions of her body in motion, I defeat her soundly. I am a dangerous animal on the court: seventy-five percent bear, seventy-five percent wolf. Any Charlie Brown can become Michael Jordan if it might spur a girl into jumping his boner. During the summer before this school year, Christina had texted me that she’d done yard work all day and was sweaty and tired, and I, also outdoors, immediately dropped to the ground and started doing shirtless clap push-ups. Secret work toward a private dream. The universe creates opportunities for you if you coerce it with force of will. This I believe.

Sweat clogs our clothes I am glad I didn’t have to dress up for this “date” but I’d rather have switched places with Caleb at the formal and be the one in the suit and not all stinky. On second thought, seeing Christina leap around like a thick gazelle, maybe not.

Now we’re in the pool. This university has a huge athletic complex, maybe the largest of any school in the state or the whole Midwest. So there were racquetball courts and there are also huge pools and we’re in a pool. It’s almost empty (of swimmers, I mean) and each obdurate second is its own agony. She asks me about the book and demands to read the next sloppy chapter. She is a sharp reader and always catches things I didn’t see, like typos. She says I could be the next Douglas Adams. I tell her I will be the first Gabriel Gomez instead, as if that makes my dick look bigger.

She loves all my dreams except the ones I have about her. I love everything about her except that.

She swims circles around me. I am uncomfortable in water and around scantily clad girls, no matter how many times I’ve had either experience, so my death is imminent. Once I discovered that there’s a patron saint of drowning, which is a hilarious concept. I pray to Saint Hyacinth.

We don’t talk much. I am coughing water and Christina keeps looking at me. She has a wry smile and just keeps… looking at me. Her eyes bear down like thousands. I’m not going to say anything because it would go like this:

“You’re giving me… a look.”

“No I’m not.”

The other people frolicking in the pool eventually leave us to our bubble. Good. I hated them. The lifeguard isn’t even there. He is probably smoking weed in the steam room for that extra menthol flavor. Godspeed to that glorious high-soaring wingman.

Christina drifts to the edge. “Gabe, I challenge you— thee— to a breath-holding contest.”

I snort. “Every moment with you is a challenge to a breath-holding contest.”

She also snorts. She lures me with a curling finger. “Sure. Come on. Don’t be a wuss.”

On the count of three, we go under. I fling myself out right away because I am seriously afraid I will go all delirious trying to impress her and die.

She is a blur in the water, as close to me as can be but I can’t make out the details. She puts in an admirable performance. Rotating to keep herself entertained so she doesn’t psych herself out, she notices that I’m already standing up.

She breaches the surface, trailing droplets. We are both dripping.

“You’re not even doing it.”

Her lips are blue. The scene, like all approaches toward critical mass, has a thumping cardiac rhythm. Between the two beats where you’d expect something to happen, I lean forward and she shudders. I slide my hand across her cool cheek and her mouth turns upward to meet mine. The kiss is wet and majestic and I melt into a puddle and dissolve into the pool water. For the instant our lips separate she sighs in an emotion I take as approval. I kiss her again and my fingers tickle beneath her damp hair. She backs up against the wall of the pool. Fingers running down her bare arms now. This is so stupidly great my breath is cowering in fear. The dusting of freckles on her face looks like a distant galaxy. I kiss her like a real man who wants to take her right here, right now, in this pool, who also knows that is a bad idea.

But I’m pushing it. And her, into the wall, gnawing at her lips, nibbling her neck, so in terror, I stop before she can ask me to. I don’t even want to risk that it’s one of those faint cries of “Stop” that means, “Keep going.” She might almost think she’s been raped. No doubt her parents will hear about this. She exhales and inhales and inhales and exhales she almost drowned. I climb out of the pool.

“I’ll wait for you in the lobby,” I whisper.

Under the hot rain of the locker room shower, I stare at the pale blue wall I am numb except for in one particular place, which I do nothing about because I’m sick of it. I’ve riven open a new vista, and the wind coming out is so strong I can’t move.


Chapter 6: ת”כ


Down goes the sparkling grape juice, a fizzy façade, a violet veneer, a Lenten vow restored. Happy Good Friday.

Greg says, “Are you two official now? What number are we on now?”

“How did I get to this point, Gerg?”

“You tell me, man. You should give that priest some gratitude fellatio. Does she think the Earth is six thousand years old? Does she think animals crossed oceans by lashing together wooden rafts?”

“She thinks premarital boning is a sin.”

“Good luck with that, chief. And she is currently wearing an unbearably fine dress at a dance with some other dude, willfully ignorant toward or manipulative about his longing for her sweet peachy butt, and you’re at home with grape juice.”

“It’s sparkling grape juice. She thinks Caleb is perfect. So do her parents, apparently. A model Christian boy. But he’s such a dick. It’s perplexing.”

“And she’s playing tonsil hockey in a goddamn swimming pool with you, while also now dithering about with this fucker who tricks old people into thinking he’s a class act. I had hope for you at first, man. I hoped she would be one of those curious virgins who asks you naughty questions and to show her the ropes and let you put it in her ass because her pussy is too sacred. That’s doable. But she doesn’t work like we do. I’ve watched it piss you off week after week after week. There’s a better chance of Jesus coming back to this hellhole a second time then her giving you what you want— which, make no mistake, is her wet throbbing pussy.”

I bash my head against the counter. “She’s just dead. You don’t know what it’s like to want what you can’t have and then have it and then not again. It’s fucking unreal just how… ugh. I am scum.”

“You just take all this stuff so fucking seriously. She thinks she’s scum, too, right? Hopelessly imperfect before God? None of us actually deserve salvation, so we just have grace? That’s not you. You’re just a normal dude. Let’s play some fucking Rainbow Pinwheel. Let’s play some normal races of Rainbow Pinwheel on my normal game console and come back to normal reality as normal people.”

“Gerg, get me some real alcohol.”

Greg yanks a bottle out of the fridge. “Now you’re talking sensibly. Hmmm… what if she makes out with him, too? You know, like a whore. What will you do then?” He giggles and I want to punch him in the face.

I don’t have an answer



Chapter 7: Black Sabbath
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Rachel marched with thirsty purpose toward the back door of their house. Cash tried to match her route through the crushed grass footstep for footstep, but he was too small.
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Rachel’s disappearance baffled investigators, but not as much as it baffled Cashius, who careered from hallway to hallway in a frenzy that afternoon, wondering who would walk him home that day.
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Cash walked out to the parking lot, bathed in the momentous droning of the second generation of Brood XIII cicadas he had met in his life. His guns went in the trunk. He ran his finger on his bumper sticker commemorating his graduation in 2023. The car thrummed to life, ready to take Cash to where his family used to call home before they had lost a piece of themelves.
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“What have you done?” my penis asks me. “I can’t believe this.”
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I was thinner when I went back to work.
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