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      Harriet ran a hand through her hair. Red streaks among the prominent black mane. She had a nose piercing and three piercings in each ear. Her hands were on the steering wheel. Wearing black fingerless gloves. Harriet watched the blonde leave the bar. She gripped the steering wheel tightly and turned the car on to follow her when police lights flashed catching the rear view mirror. 
    

    
    
      “The fuck?” Harriet palmed her face, smacked the steering wheel as the cop walked up alongside the driver’s side of the car.
    

    
    
      “Ma’am, you have a busted tail light, are you aware of this?” asked the officer.
    

    
    
      “No, I didn’t know, officer. I’ll get fixed as soon as possible.”
    

    
    
      “I’ll let you go this time since you didn’t know, but next time I will give you a ticket.”
    

    
    
      Harriet watched the officer drive away. She then looked for the blonde and she was gone. Harriet had lost her. She pulled the car into gear and drove away. 
    

    
    
      -
    

    
      Marge lit a cigarette and took a deep drag. She sat in the car for the time it took to smoke the cigarette. She got out and went into the house. Shutting the screen door behind her. Then she locked the front door. She saw her girlfriend Mandy playing video games on the couch. She was wearing Marge’s T-shirt, hot pants, and some ankle high socks. Mandy looked up wearing glasses, her blonde hair was clean and straight.
    

    
    
      “Hey Baby,” said Mandy. “How did it go?”
    

    
    
      “As well as expected,” said Marge. “Fred won’t let me in on the deal.”
    

    
    
      “That fucking greaser, he doesn’t get what a boon you would be to his organization.”
    

    
    
      “I know,” said Marge. “How was work at the bar?”
    

    
    
      “It was okay, as well as can be expected.”
    

    
    
      “The usual guy grabbed your ass?” asked Marge.
    

    
    
      “Yes, and Henry won’t let me do anything about it!” Mandy turned the game system off and set the controller down. “I get sick of it.”
    

    
    
      “Smack the bastard upside the head with a beer bottle, honey! I’ll bail you out.”
    

    
    
      “I know you would, sweet checks, now bring that sexy ass over here!” siad Mandy taking a hold of Marge’s hips. “Mommy’s horny tonight!”
    

    
    
      “Oh, baby!”
    

    
    
      -
    

    
      Harriet pulled up to her motel room in her jet black Saturn Ion. She looked at her hands which shook with anger. She squeezed the steering wheel tightly and took a deep breath. She fumbled through her keys and unlocked the door. Inside, tapped to the far wall were pictures of Mandy. Harriet walked over to the bed with the bag of food she bought and sat down. 
    

    
    
      She pulled a burger out of the bag and it was so thick some of the contents were spilling onto her lap.
    

    
    
      “Son of a bitch!” she shouted, jumping and checking the bag for napkins. Instead she dropped the bag and the rest of the contents on the floor. “SHIT!”
    

    
    
      Harriet got to her knees to pick up the contents on the floor. Spilled french fries. A side salad and the napkins. After that, she spent fifteen minutes cleaning herself off and eating her food. She kept looking at the pictures of Mandy. The source of her frustration. It made it hard for her to finish her food. So she tossed it in the small basket in the motel room. She laid flat and kept looking at the pictures of Mandy. 
    

    
    
      “I’ll get you back, you don’t leave me, Mandy. I love you too much to let you go.”
    

    
    
      Harriet turned out the lights and drifted off to dreams of revenge.
    

    
    
      -
    

    
      Mandy pulled the covers up with Marge laying in front of her. She took hold of Marge’s boob and gave it a little squeeze. 
    

    
    
      “Hey!” Marge said, followed by a sly smile. “You are insatiable!”
    

    
    
      “Only for you, baby.” Mandy kissed Marge on the cheek. “What do you wanna do tomorrow?”
    

    
    
      “Why don’t we go to the Kitty Cat bar, but start off with a morning massage and a nice breakfast,” said Marge.
    

    
    
      “Are you gonna cook?” asked Mandy. “Because you know how much I suck at cooking.”
    

    
    
      “Yeah, no. I was thinking we should go to Patterson’s for a good breakfast.”
    

    
    
      “I love their pancakes, but can we really afford it?”
    

    
    
      “Sure, I stole some money off Fred but he won’t know it.”
    

    
    
      “Marge, really?” said Mandy. “You know how dangerous he is.”
    

    
    
      “Look it wasn’t from his side hustle, a customer got ripped off but I got the payment.”
    

    
    
      “Besides, he owes me for all the shit he puts me through. Treats me like fucking dirt.”
    

    
    
      Mandy sat up and looked away. “I just don’t want you to get hurt, if he finds out…”
    

    
    
      “He won’t find out, I promise.”
    

    
    
      Marge wrapped her arms around Mandy and kissed her shoulder. Rested her chin on Mandy’s shoulder. 
    

    
    
      “Everything will be fine, sweety.”
    

    
    
      “Okay,” said Mandy. 
    

    
    
      - 
    

    
      Harriet did push ups, sit ups. Crunches. Jumping jacks. An assortment for isometric exercises. A quick shower, Harriet put on a muscle shirt and a white T-shirt over it. Manilla pants and red and black sneakers. She headed for the door but stopped to look at the pictures of Mandy one more time. Her eyes narrowed and she stormed out of her motel room.
    

    
    
      -
    

    
      Sunday came fast and hard. Mandy had a big stack of pancakes, Marge had eggs and french toast. Patterson’s was full of customers. All talking loudly and over top of each other like typical. Mandy and Marge ate in silence. They smiled at each other but they looked around annoyed by the noise pollution. 
    

    
    
      “It is soooo fucking loud in here,” Mandy said. “I’m getting a damn headache.”
    

    
    
      “Sorry, I didn’t think this place would be so crowded…”
    

    
    
      “It’s okay
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