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DI RTY LAUNDRY
By Lauren Singer

G thinks I am not enough of his all-enconpassed
| over. He nakes love to ne, ny head into the bed-frane, the
ceiling painted figures of dust-swrl kaleidescope and | am
t hi nki ng of mayonnai se, of peacock feathers, of old record
snells. And | amrealizing for the first tinme that ny
wal | paper is yellow and that nmy | egs are wapped around a
body that could be anyone’s, and nean not hi ng.

R is everything |I've always known | should stay away

from Soot-stained fingers, greasy hair, pragmatic jaw,
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fifty dollar vocab. Cynical and abrupt. Striped cotton t-
shirts and thick brows. He snmacks ny ass in an enpty room
and calls ne 'baby girl'. Anyone el se woul d have been
bleeding. | play it back in ny head |i ke a sonnet and hate
myself. In ny fantasies he rapes ne and | don't stop him

S. is jealous of ne. She thinks | amtrying to seduce
R She says in her mffed and hi gh-pitched voice, "You
know, you can't have everything. G already adores you,"
and she flips her fake-blond tendrils over her shoul der,
catching nosquitoes in her high-lights as she does. She
says that when he fucks her, he doesn't | ook at her. He
won't spend the night, and his eyes betray his words; he
thinks she's stupid. It's only after she asks nme not to
sleep with himthat | can't resist entertaining it.

G tells me that he loves nme. He takes ny hands into
his, envelops them and kisses ny forehead. The way he says
it, "I love you," | feel like it's sonething |I'm watching
and not experiencing, like we are a | ate-night nel odram

and the fenmal e protagonist is going to ness things up for

herself. | feel as though | am outside of my body, helpless
to control ny response. Al | can think is '"say it back
say it back' but | just smle at him |ook down. | watch

his face pale as he gets up and puts his sneakers on, | ace-

tied deliberation. "I don't wanna fuck around anynore." |
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hear hi m speed down the road without hesitating at the stop
si gn.

Getting into the car, | tell nmyself | don't know where
"' m going, feign genuine surprise as | pull up to R"'s
apartnment and turn the engine off in the driveway. | sit
there with the radio on for five mnutes before getting
out. A badly witten ballad plays in the background of each
step | take towards his door. \When he opens it, | see he's
al ready drinking. He hands ne his tunbler and gestures to
take a sip. W sit on the dirty sofa and he doesn't ask ne
what's wong, or what I'mdoing there. | see his pack of
cigarettes on the coffee table; | take one out and wait for
himto light it. Everything in this roomlooks old and
tinted, there's a western on the video player, one that |
shoul d know but can't recall. I"'mwaiting for himto touch
me and he knows it. | finish the snoke and stub it out on
one of the bottle caps stuck to the newspaper on the table.
Not hi ng about this silence is awkward. | get up and pretend
like I"m |l eaving, throw my bag over ny shoul der and nod to
him He doesn't get up and for a second | think 1"l
actually stormout of the place, and then all of a sudden
he's on ne. Forcing gentle his tongue down ny throat and
I"mthinking of G and his pathetic whinper and how this

woul d hurt himso terribly. His face |i ke a photograph
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burns like fuel and I can't stop him won't stop him He
takes ne right there on the beige carpet in front of his
door, a carpet snelling of beer and sandal wood covered

decay. There is one small |ight on, enough so | can see
that he is |ooking at nme: an unspoken triunph. Wen it's
over it takes ten mnutes for our chests to stop heave-

punpi ng, our breaths to slow their quiver. | sit up and

begin to dress; he turns to ne and says, "You can stay the

night if you want." | purposely |eave ny panties on his
floor, start buttoning ny coat. "No, really. | should get
back. "

When | get home G is there with the tel evision on
H's mouth is open while he sleeps. He is cradling a box of
crackers, one of his socks is half-off: a pool of spittle
on his shoul der he keeps nodding into. He stirs--"Were
were you?"

"It doesn't matter."

| turn the television off and clinb into his Iap on
the easy chair. Throw the crackers on the floor. So
predictable | can already feel himgetting hard agai nst ne;
| kiss his neck and his shoulders, lift his shirt,
straddling him | close ny eyes and see S. digging her
sparkle-red claws into ny eyes--laugh out |oud. The only

time | can get off these days is at the expense of soneone
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el se's pain. Men have killed their wives for |esser
reasons. He is done, of course, too quickly. | get off of
himw th a sharp "thwick"” and fall into our unmade bed. He
gets up to use the bathroom-|eaves the door open so | can
hear himpiss. | turn the light out, and roll mnmy eyes in
the dark. He stunbles over to the bed blindly, heaves onto
the mattress and puts his armaround nme. His breath snells
i ke our sex. "I love it when you don't wear panties.”

pretend to be asleep--hide ny smrk under the pillow.

End.



