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Dianne hunched on the couch sniveling to a soft patter of rain.  A grey apartment framed her fate; no hospital will take an unauthorized pregnancy.  Little bean must make do with the bathtub.  Dianne knew what likely awaited—her miracle defied odds making it this far—but to proceed with no more than Kip as backup, that’s how women used to die.

With rising contractions at 2am she dosed the day-away pill bought on the darkweb, buying an up to 24-hour pause.  To max it Dianne lay on her side in a sofa-ball.  When an elbow bumped her spine that old freefall heated in her chest.  Tears were reasonable.

Kip she calls if her water breaks.  He’d be home for lunch but rumpled here counting last hours Dianne almost wished her luck were more common.

His stopwatch on the coffeetable should bean come knocking.  Screens never brought company, music felt wrong, sad soliloquies to her child worse.  A couchbound crunch held back her expanding dread, Dianne promised to not give in.  Short of denial what’s that leave, grieve with a painted heart?  A formula for gloom so potent it tanked even the weather.

How he’d carried her, fatherhood would flatter Kip.  Hope sprung from him more than it should.  Back in their school days began the march of unemployed: daycare, pediatricians, kiddy entertainment.  It crept up the ensuing years taking even amusement parks and pro sports, all manner of public fun adults enjoy only with a kid there to hype it.  Disneyland became a retirement theme-park for silver-celebs to live out themdays.  Hope stood Kip out.

Her panic squeezed when the deadbolts went hours early.  How he burst in stunned mired Dianne.  “Great news Scrunchy!”  He bound up beside.  “A redonculous tip!”  From a pocket his razor-phone: $100 on top of a $23 ride!  How this lit him eclipsed their tight budget.  “F&F is coming on, let’s stake their wildest bet!”

Ejection from gloom dulled her head with strain.  Bean, he means saving her.  F&F.  All Nons (non-parents) need escape; neither often caught a show that overgrew its slot.  Kip grinned.  “Win, we get bean a top-end stasis unit!  Lose, I get back in the car and finish my shift.”

It wasn’t the idea so much as his conviction that breathed Dianne out of that hole.  On his razor she navigated to the site and clicked BET NOW!  Kip whispered at her belly, “I love you little bean.”  He could feel their child lives.  One more day would prove her.

A first pregnancy with zero oversight could have gone worse.  Her expansion from girlfriend to life-tanker was Lesson 1 of renounce thyself.  Dianne loved her bump, each day of eluded miscarriage brought bean closer to a name.  A fantasy Kip indulged as best he could.

A counter showed 60 seconds until gaming locks.  Scrolling options brought longshots, the largest a 100-1 the couple’s luvscore gains 50+ points.  A romantic renaissance achieved but once in show history.  Dianne typed 100 and clicked.  So streamlined that’s all it took.  Engaging the wallscreen called up their halfhour dose of hope.  “What can ten grand get us?”

How his face rallied her.  “Everything!”  A moment she could hold forever.

The ways a hopeless bet indulged them fate knew better.  Setting throw-pillows on the table Kip set his girl comfy against him.  “We need a marriage on the rocks!”

Briefly was her engulfing drear disavowed.  “Here goes nothing.”  Dianne unmuted.

~
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Quick as stink a weathered kid busts moves our way.  Defending his belt against ageless Thai child-boxer Ruc-Roo Rorge!  Fade to black, count one millisecond.  A catchy theme plays.  Beyond a dark audience each side of a game-stage is styled in gender faves, even the male stuff displayed coherently.  Ain’t it a shame one mistake ruins everything? intones a dawnlike voice as we pass down through an excited crowd.  No more!  Up to a low-lit stage, out center a sitting-booth with each half well-affiliated.  The brainiator finds our couple’s top conflicts, then they compete for cash and fabulous prizes on... Forgive & Forget!  Fog spills beneath as the booth splits, halves rotate facing to reveal a silhouette.  Roll the synapses folks, it’s Corky La Chance and his glamorous assistant Mimsy!  The backwall brings colored depths and Corky.  “Hey-who-ha mindless viewers, guess who ain’t dead yet!”  Our natty host strolls to the fore as behind drops a heart-shaped scoreboard, on the side-crank stands a gal draped to the nose in sashes.

No mere snarkster Corky La Chance possesses a gift.  Decades on he holds handsome as boyish gets but that pliable face can convey inference no description matches.  When his fluence busts a move, audiences laugh at the journey.  Great for them but a tough act to live by.  Known to court mortality LaCork swandives off his tabloid headlines for laughs.

The man can wear a suit.  “The luvscore on these two!” he brags as Mimsy leads out a 40ish couple.  “The only category lower is Suspect Number One.”  How the faceless-everybody reacts, audience-festivities clearly began in the parking lot.  “Mimsy, ring em up!”

All seven of her veils sport logo of a sponsor who dug deep for the honor, deeper vis-a-vis real-estate.  A twirl over to the suspended heart, née Irene Feldspar she trained for ballet but ended up here, cranking the luv-score tallier.  Blorp-blorp-blorp-oop!  Of 100 they rate a paltry 32.  Bah-ha-ha! taunts a collective sidekick.  Our tired couple takes it.  Waiting on redemption what river feels warm?  Mimsy sits them facing in respective decor.  Between strolls La Chance.  “Virgil, who do we bless today?”

Their m.c. mixed low as Moses.  Get this Corky, Shobi’s shocking Channel sunscreen sales slake the swanky seashore’s salon suppliers!

That body at her age, give the gal kudos.  Exercise doesn’t only do favors.  Work off that lovely facial fat a man can emerge.  “Corky,” Shobi boasts, “I’m in deep with cream.”

Oh the guffaw!  Audiences can be anyone but some factions come to the fore; fratboy delight at their favorite squirty subject.  Cecil runs an exclusive outlet of Spedware, Virgil vouches.  Spedware, trickout the special ones in your life!  Six feet with shoulders that add, Cecil gazes beyond La Chance.  “Hey Mimsy, love the outfit!”

So does the crowd.  She unbands an ear to wave a quick smile.  When the bell dings playtime the audience amps as if seats are wired.  Stagelights have players beach-bright and game-ready.  Sidling up Corky stares with Shobi across at Cecil.  “Is he a keeper?”

Her little sailor dress works harder than our entire navy.  “Oh, give some dials a turn and Cecil is fine.”  A quorum rustles; of how many hubbies is this not true?

The sporty host crosses to stage male where his lean in prompts confession.  “Mr. La Chance I am drunk on no,” Cecil avows.  Then goes falsetto, “Yes just dies on the vine!”

LaCork’s sayable face.  “Hopeless?”  A centerstage saunter.  “The brainiator knows your worst, do you?”  Fans yell possible oopsies, necro is heard.  “What Cecil would you take back?”

A groan not unlike Elvis’ last movement.  “I once cheated on Shobie.”  Oh they boo like a ghost tryout!  Cecil faces them, “Why do you think I’m here?”  They laugh.  Riding this coaster lines fans up early, plus the betting.

“Mimsy,” LaCork enquires, “is Cecil correct?”  She cranks the heart, Ding! it brightens.  Everybody cheers.  Ding! goes also the counter of his bank.  “Shobi, would you concur?”

“Don’t get me started Corky, I came to win.”

“Shobi,” he reminds, “only couples win on Forgive & Forget.”

Tenacity does not make one a bitch.  “Let’s win him how he wants to be.”

Hubby’s grin takes that last cigarette.  The crowd loves it, always they root for sparks as La Chance keeps his show civil.  “Mimsy, how did this sad lapse go down?”

Dropping a veil of leg, ballerina princess leaps, lands and adorns beside the big heart.  Her motive display charms from the prop a replay screen.  In we go:


Spedware monthly inventory Cecil works late, tonight with new weekend-manager Janette.  Hours in back a call & confirm of numbers widens their vibe.  Once shelves are done, dim light and cardboard musk vaguely invite.  “I’ll like working here.”  No foul in her lingering look.  He stumbles, “I’ll like working you too.”  Freudian panic but in a lubed pause faces feel that pull.  Slow as lava looms over the orphanage a forbidden couple kisses.  It proceeds so agreeably Janette heats up.  “Show me,” Shobi’s husband suggests, “how you are.”



Facing us Corky watches heaven die.  “A lobotomy tops this.”  The studio erupts barrels of haw!  Modifiers in the airflow keep them grooving.  Quik-pivot to his laugh-along contestant.

“Ahh Mr. La Chance,” Cecil fesses, “you get how it is when the big stupid takes over.”

“Big stupid?”  A look our way.  “I wish.”

“Big stupid?” she begs.  “Floppy-ass medium-at-best stupid.”

LaCork offers harbor.  “What have you learned Cecil?”

An earnest glance her way plays his gamepiece, a large baby-block with a blue Y on each side.  “I apologize for 50.”

“Big of you!”  Her look folds its arms.  Out come two pink Xs.  “100 says it’s my party.”

Raise it this early?  Cecil backs down to general support; they want the moneyshot!  Shobi says, “Show them Corky what he done.”  At his gesture Mimsy unveils her other thigh and pirouettes weightless.  A swanlike wilt enables our portal.


Surprising with tacos Shobi finds Cecil deep in some bitch bent over the boxes.  Both too vested to notice.  “What the fuck are you doing!”

Shocked sure, but having taken that plunge.  “Janette!”

Who’s too consumed for comment.  Shobi finds this admissible.  “Why you fucking Janette?!”

“Don’t ask why baby, come on now, join in!”

Well this incites Shobi all the way down, growing with each stroke he percolates her.  “Is nothing sacred?”

“Yes,” he pounds, “threesomes!”

How Shobi’s anger further conveys that bitch, she lasers him a fuck-off and turns heel.  Sighing that bastard shifts gear to wrap it up.



Our host points at his forehead.  “Ice-pick.”  A LaCork grin can sell anything.  “Nail it up through a floorboard, tip forward and presto!”  These morbid nuggets cash out ratings: season 8, signed for three more.  He confronts Cecil.  “What were you thinking hubby?”

A shrug.  “Four boobs tops two?”  Reaction comes hard, a boo/laugh to buttress nobody.  “So uh I again apologize for 50.”  Shobi stares.  The block sits there.  “Actually, make it 100.”  Still she levels him as any wife would.  “Hey, that’s a lot of regret!”

Beyond pride Shobi wants this to work.  “I block for 150, but may stop next time.”

Cecil submits.  Corky commands, “Finish him Mimsy!”  Exposing tasteful midriff she throws a split up against the heart, beckoning play.


A ransacked wife tromps across a dark lot burning alive.  Only so much can be forgiven before it eats at your soul.  How much less of her will still be Shobi?  She barks open her car.  A Del Taco shares the lot, is it beats from their kitchen or can she still hear that bitch?  The car’s tight interior closes in around her rattles.  Shobi cannot lose it here.  Throwing it in teary reverse she backs out.  Thwump.  A cry of Grandpa!  What hatches from her face rivals La Chance’s entire career.  Hold.



Corky’s resigned headshake has seen it all.  “An x right here, practice my aim landing on foam darts.”  How they respond who hasn’t been there?  An imminence he passes along: “Cecil what you done done?”

The man regards his wronged wife.  “Okay, the whole damn thing.”  Out come one two three four blocks!  “Apology for two hundred.”  Well that rings them up!

In that floral booth a proud woman reduces to, “Go ahead.”

A solemn hand to his chest.  “I prefer your lady-parts and desire no bonus time with other,” Cecil professes.  “Forgive me Shobi thinking four boobs tops two.  It’s less actually.”

Hearty applause for his math.  Mimsy churns the crank, blorp-blorp-blorp.  Oop! a woeful luvscore of 32 becomes a less-woed 41.  Excitement rolls in.  Uncheered since a high school touchdown Cecil beams.  How Corky pats his back this job ain’t all self-loathing.

Next up, Virgil announces, Shobi grasps what’s grasped by all.  Behind that grin Corky stalks.  “What have you done that’s hurt him most?”

“Sex I’m sure.”  Seeing how this plays she counters, “Look, I ain’t no hoover you attach parts to, okay?”  The chorus howls: she’s firm, funny, and that dress make her irresistible!

Corky likes her pluck but, “I need more Shobi.”

“Me thinking two boobs is better than four?”

“Mimsy?”

Sparse tinkerbell cranks the handle.  No ding!  From them Shobi gets the warbled mewl of a dying ox.  They want to root for her but need certain understandings.  “Mimsy, show us Cecil’s largest letdown.”  Lynxy abandon discards collarbones-to-mouth revealing her flowerful face.  Leaping levitationally our lithesome lady lands light, launching la luvboard luminescence.


11 years’ pooled points nets a dream-vacation: a tiptop free weekend at Thong.  Splashy ads frolic single models but a humid paradise-found proves more well-fed, hungover and gassy.  At sunset everyone finds their best diving into dinner, drinks and dancing.  Shobi sports a dress to let her move, Cecil got his thang.  Worn-in love can’t top this, a sexy cavort to funky rhythm and lights.  How his woman can move he cannot ignore.



Hold on Corky as if all be his to explain.  Regret gathers.  “Offing yourself is frowned upon.”  Arms go out.  “If this gig here ain’t a mulligan...”

They laugh but Cecil feels misused.  “Mr. La Chance she ain’t done anything wrong yet!”

“Look Corky,” Shobi defends, “I’m no partier.”

“You took a dive Shobi,” La Chance corrects.  “Why?”

She plays two.  “Let’s just say I’ll apologize for 100.”

He plays three.  “That’s fine once they see it my way.”  This pleases them.  Nobody wants an apology before mucking through the mess.

Shobi relents.  Corky girds.  “Mimsy, what went wrong at Thong?”

Down to the vital troika veil five bares her heart for liberty, equality, or badass contempt.  She lacks nipple.  That conduit of life and apex of northern interest so blended-in the pasty seems more skin.  Hardly a letdown fans give soft ahhhs! reserved for fireworks.


Thong’s opulent penthouse The Swag floats in starry views.  A sublime patio with bar, hot tub, tiki torches.  22 floors over a sandy cove dim moon holds a rustle of waves ushered in by floral breeze.  Tropic leisure bathes them in grace.  The grin he gives her says much, mostly behold our night of olympic fucking!

“Lemme ready.”  Off Shobi shambles.  From the bar-fridge an ideal beer, he kicks back beside the gas firepit with expectation at its best.  Cecil can’t imagine this quiet contentment tops his evening.



In LaCork’s face the paradox of human-frailty vs healthy-selfworth.  How he arrives at that grin is ever new.  “Next go-round maybe I’m Mimsy.”

She need never say much.  “I can work this ten years Corky, you’ll milk yours for forty.”  Gals lead the cheers.  A packed theater of jolly supporters the producers always split 50-50.  Men and women both see Mimsy as dreamstuff brought to life mostly.

La Chance wries such suggestion one may amble after it all.  This he turns stage female.  “Done what I did Corky,” Shobi spills, “I can’t rosy it up.”  She plays her last three cubes.  “150 says show them, I want this behind us.”

A bold play unleashes their hoopla; she’s given Cecil no reason to bet!  Quiet takes the studio.  Exposing no-nip righty their enchantress spirals an ankle-grabber to make a star-turn of veil seven.  Respect roars for her artistic prowess as the board becomes a memory.


Ideal beer now empty his a rooftop playpen beckons but fun can only so lag before hey!  Cecil retreats through a palatial spread.  In a bathroom big as an apartment she’s slumped on the mat in a nightie.  Vouching who’s fine he carries her to a lavish mattress lacking only bedpost notches.  Tucking her in Cecil sadly watches his wife.

A return to the loo.  Bound with unbestowed glory he drops on the golden can.  Removing a toilet-paper roll it fits friendly.  Back on the unquenched bed Shobi shuts her disgusted eyes.



LaCork confronts the humanity.  “Retire, give it all away?  They vaporize me for sure!”  Their rolling cackle gives him a recharge.  Without it Corky would have detonated himself years ago; a fob in his pocket, a potent necklace under his suit.

“An hour of interminable pounding?” Shobi asks.  Oh they booo!  Who gets behind that?

Cecil finds philosophy.  “TP don’t complain.”  Hearty concurrence quickly ahems.

“Some extended whoopie,” La Chance poses, “does not appeal Shobi?”

“Maybe a while Corky, then wait around getting sore?”

His own inclinations present so broadly LaCork chagrin seems a coin of any realm.  Facial gymnastics proffer this to much shushing.  What Shobi wants to say is sorry I’m not the rapacious receptacle you require.  Instead Cecil gets, “Please forgive me not matching your interest.  I wish I could.  For that I am truly sorry.”

A coo of hundreds can induces shivers.  Her man understands.  “Just want it in the open.”  From the dark extends an oral embrace of the unsatisfied.

“Who’s ready to get sparked?”

You bet they are!  Both sit upright.  Dropping her flagrant one-piece to a crotchless crotch Mimsy turns the big heart around.  Two features: a round blue button and a big c-clamp, which our barbie rotates to connection.  In reverence fans observe a shaft of light fall upon each player.  Upon release their booths rotate 90° closer.  Like a ’57 Buick, Virgil is all bumpers and chrome: Back in five with more magic of the Forget round!  Down to dark.  Up to a smashed window of the olde towne flowershoppe, an olde couple angrily sweeps the pieces.  Flower-Pa conspires to Flower-Ma, “Let’s scatter it on the beach!”  They go mute.

~
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Kip’s stopwatch timed the break, he grinned nice start!  Dianne felt a brief inundation her love for this man went all.  A steely idealist open to guidance, his best-of-both daily won her more.  What may he of her?  Could she only know.  Her generous & kind pair with smart & fun for a gal worth every effort.  Dianne could see in herself nothing so grand.  Cute maybe, at least she was.  Prepartum depression gripped her how long bean can last.  Even permitted women had few options.  No mother wants her la-la pill to increase the fetal burden.

Her frail hope stood.  “It is possible she breathes.”

He braced.  “You know the numbers.”

“Kip I’ve got to have something,”  Frail yes but shining.  “Let me have this.”

Deficience men feel here conceded him.  “You’re right, bean could breathe.  Then we sell the unit, that covers baby-costs all year!”

A pox of miscarriage and stillborn, the few to live die within hours.  Infant Mortality Syndrom killed off worldwide regeneration.  No toxic agent was identified: viral, bacterial, parasitic, chemical, pathologic.  Only a similarity of the groups hardest hit.  Using this to isolate markers from the backside got medicine no further.

Enduring the final wait scared up her affirmations.  “90° tubwater coaxes her best.”

“I can sanitize again any time.”

Dianne sized into herself.  Frail hope stood the woman taller.  “It’s gonna hurt Kip.”

He took her hand.  Briefly her fear broke.  “What if I can’t?”

He could fill her.  “How’d your mom do?”

“Caesarian.  Wuss probably bailed after one contraction.”  Pausing, quasi-mom faced the worst.  “We can’t snip me!”

Kip did his homework.  “Most pre-medical births went easy.”

“I wouldn’t call 60% most.”  She faced a dark mirror.  “Unless I had to.”

Years living this way dulled even their dreams.  The economy died as the future began to vanish.  Sixteen years younger than them no Americans exist, in public anyway.  Each grim year the downscale grew more severe.  Like dawn was taken and lacking a miracle the country faced fifty years dimming toward one long night.

On his razor Kip explored product.  She pictured in the corridor a big splashy package.  “Would the box say?”  A white american newborn in stasis fetches $50 million easy.

A headshake.  “I also bought a microchip embedder.”

“That won’t stop them.”

“You’ve never left without the overcoat, no one knows.”

This summed her.  “I want it behind us so we don’t have to hope anymore.”

All this societal dislocation got ridden hard by the Man.  In both their wallets a treasured possession, a Productive Person Pass.  This digital stamp allowed one to sleep at night without fear of the door kicking in.  Her editing and his Uber should be enough to bogey no radars.

“If the bet tanks,” Kip conceded, “on the darkweb my P-cube is worth $10K easy.”

“They will vaporize you!”

“I keep driving my status regenerates in three months.”

“For 90 days you bet our whole future?”

“I can fake a pass for my visor, nobody checks.”

She scrunched.  “The guy who gave this tip checked!  Just you don’t know.”

“What’s your plan B?” his look pinned.  Her punctured dissent withdrew.

Those reaching term should function.  The rare few that did survive got whisked to where none knew.  With precious cargo rendered vessels of sure heartbreak, pregnancy even among the permitted was avoided like grandpa.  How this left women men cannot fulfill.  It explained F&F’s impressive run as daytime-king.  Of course the home-betting didn’t hurt.

At minute five Kip unmuted.

~
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Driving a tow-truck with a box of nails in his lap Dad sprinkles a handful into the oncoming lane.  Sitting beside his boy stares.  “Pa, you saying the fried chicken was Fluffy?”  Dad ahems.  Fade to black, up to a winning set and the voice to match.  Back to F&F! Virgil announces.  In the Forget round Shobi & Cecil reveal what should’ve happened.  Could Corky’s faces be outmugged, listen to the syrup pour: This bluebird has me on the edge of my mic!”

This LaChance imagines.  “Ooch!”  Beneath any self-parody lurks an expert host.  “What Shobi and Cecil wish they did?  Oh there’s no better healer of wounds!”

Contestants look brighter, less internally bruised.  Uprooted from that bitch replants Cecil exclusively in his wife, a bond she finds more worthy of exception.  All men in time lose a taste for problems.  Be that wisdom he’ll take it.

“Mimsy,” Corky hails, “give us some luvscore!”

Busting jazz moves with snaps and sharp pivots she spins the brainiator back to a heart.  A lean over cranks the handle.  Blorp-blorp-blorp-oop!  Now 54.  Each bank adjusts.  Over break Shobi also chinged the fan-fave bonus.  Everybody cheers like it matters more than money.

A vortex of numb can’t hold Corky like expediting reconciliations.  In eight seasons of F&F’s public service exemption no couple learned so fast.  “Let’s see what the brainiator pulled out of you Cecil!”  Mimsy gets flimsy, rubber limbs bow as she wiggles enablement of the heart.


Janette’s gentle cheer offers no hint of her operatic abilities.  Among shelves the unwanted couple stands close.  She looks up with yes.

Stoic eyes take her.  “No Janette,” wielding his ring, “I cannot.”

However practiced she may be, fondness goes timid as a crush.  “But Cecil!’  She bodice-rips her Spedware buttondown.  “How I’ve longed!”

None of her enthusiasms disappoint.  “Throw away my marriage?”

Somehow she’s naked.  “What if you’re burgled?”  Pinning him to the scuzzy rubber floormat between shelves.

Not even a chub.  “I’d apologize and decline.”



Purgatory holds La Chance’s eyes.  “In light of the beyond what’s adequacy?”  He’d be a politician had anything so mattered.  “Oblivion seems the whole point!”  Confused followers emit a fog of support.  This writ large he faces Cecil.

“I’ll pass on that Corky but I’m game for Shobi’s version.”  A token block for control.

In a bold gesture she overbids: bing-bong-bang.  “150 is fine with that.”

Reactionaries yawp!  Corky loves it, Cecil less so.  “Dang girl!”

“You want the goods or you want the bads?”

A fomented audience roots for both.  “This is my boyscout moment!”  Here they come, one two three: 200 for control!  A wave of whoa spills in about the stage.

Shobi’s unflinching stare back-ats him 250.  Everybody roars!  Who don’t love a barnburner?  The harmony-boost values unplayed blocks as major coin but these two don’t care.

All eyes are on Cecil.  Extravagance he cannot match.  “Aaah, be merciful.”

Corky gives the go.  Nudishly porting a bowler & cane razzle-dazzle whimsies Mimsy to emportal a rearscreen for the audience, HD to home viewers, beyond estimation to all else.


Among shitty apparel the bitch looks up working it.

“Girl you need to learn about love!” Cecil testifies.  “The only real connection is honesty.  That daily faith breathes us alive.  Break it I have nothing, I am nothing!  My commitment doesn’t mean shit.”

Janette crumples.  “I want that!”  Bawling over a balling.  “I’d have taken yours to get it!”

He lets it ripen.  “Remember the sisterhood Janette.  Respect yourself you respect us all.”

Her deference exceeds the physical.  “So wise are you Cecil.”

“I get in from her,” he witnesses.  “You’d love Shobi.”



Did fortune favor La Chance?  Forestalling hence keeps the show a hit but his dark yonder only grows.  “Brinkwise did I turn and tip to the wind.”  His face crumbles at the edges.  Expert at what precedes rehab his discursive curveballs possess creds others die for.  To some Corky rates a seer.  Those fans generally need that spot filled by somebody.

Anomie he keeps trial-size.  “You’re in the driverseat Cecil, how do we finish?”

“My course-correction is mine.”  He plays his last three blocks for 150.  Who can’t enjoy a game that ports tribal adherents hanging on every move?

She can back off cheap or play her last three where a push kicks it to game-control.  Weighing what he’s learned she zing-zang-zows.  “150.”  Yaroo! impediments the amalgam.  The brainiator may be optimistic but nobody trusts the thing: too much it just doesn’t get.

“Mimsy!” Corky incants, “release our beast!”  With doffs of chapeau her cane spins the heart around, the blue button gets stabbed with pixy aim.  The board transforms.


Shobi & Janette bond like missing sisters.  Heartful talk connects on every level with Cecil there holding his own.  Moving in she makes an ideal roomie: cleans up, pays early, respects their alone time.  They have female-veto but isn’t that best?  Cecil is admired, monogamy holds sacred, plus an upbeat friend for broad company.  Three besties cuddled on the couch, his arm around both.  Each rests a head on his thigh enjoying a rom-com.  His laughs are kinda tight but with everyone respected it all evens out.



One recurring wrench is a production hiatus when what trails Corky catches up.  Falls in the pit incur such cost he opts for on-air purges.  “The monsters under our bed grow up to run our lives!”  Their collective err? his face-strionics make funny.

Play changes once the story ends: how well have you learned?  The blue button can be a dial, Mimsy caresses the marker to 10.  LaCork smiles swampland real estate.  “How’s this Ceese?  We set your retention level to 5 and I wire your account a cool five-million dollars!”  Clunk, the fattest purse all season!  The quantity of studio-hush could asphyxiate a nursery.

“I don’t want cash Mr. La Chance, I want to wake her hunger.”  Half to ¾ of them love this, the rest know to go along.

Corky summons his boldest card.  “Virgil?”  He who makes listening fun.  Suppose Cecil could recollect a new and wide range of thrilling pre-marital explorations?

The big ooh!  Virgil drops it in your ears as if already agreed to.  Not Cecil.  “Mighty kind of you Sir but sweets rot my smile.”  Response eventually reaches his favor; renouncing dessert sucks but...  How about a burlesque of fun Shobi presented over the years!

Her being right-there pokers him up.  Not the crowd; stack the rafters with mattress mania?  Refuting a taste for problems lines up for Cecil the rest.  “No!  Real counts more.”

Faith lost in him Round One fans regain.  All eyes tilt heavenward.  Retention level nine, godpseak offers, with a last installment written by Mimsy herself!  Spinning her cane our sexy minx can tap!  Cecil holds as a stunned pause builds slowly to cheers.

“Ten it is Mimsy!” Corky cries.  “Where’s that put them?”  Who expects a charleston?  She cranks unexplained workings to a silly noise, they’re up to 65!  Everybody has wagers but what-the-fuckers who went longshot have the crowd on edge; that insane 50-point leap is now doable!  Most fans can already bank on departing flush as a couple in love.

“Shobi’s go with the brainiator shows awareness,” LaCork praises.  “Mimsy how does she unwrong Thong?  Egyptian choreography can’t go halfway.  Her ankh engages a nu-past.


Snorkeling liquid sky they pause among curious fish, then do it.  An immaculate shore, on a white towel they baste in rays.  Despite others it becomes sex on the beach.  Parasailing a boat floats them up into tradewinds, despite her whistles they do it.  On a dancefloor it’s their turn down the middle.  She announces to all i this island needs a beacon she’ll ride his all night long!  There, would that be enough?



He’s back and convicted.  “I’m the monster!  Behold!”  What slice of him may agree his deft visage can bring forth.  Clapping in unison they chant Cor-Key!

Renewed he turns.  She’s ready.  “This monster plunks 50 to hold a flight of fancy.”

Cecil plays two.  “I’ll raise to keep you honest.”

Ignorance to her satire ignites.  “Honest?”  Out come two more.  “150!”

Bam-bam.  “200!”  Trading blows; faceless roar at the action, the drama, stakes!

Shobi wants him annealed.  Bam bam, “250 suckah!”

Fans savor all a costly ticket had portended.  Does Cecil rear up or keel over?  A last raise can win this and tie the next, making his view lead the healing.  But hadn’t she just lay down for him?  “Cork,” his spousal wisdom regains, “gimme more Shobi!”

Everybody knows endings count more than the whole story.  She may be crippled for the final stretch but all are impressed.  “Flightful muse,” Corky invokes, “improve our truth!”

Pole-still Mimsy points at her foot, direct fingerly control wags it left or right.  This enacts the luvboard.


At Thong Shobi in a plush white robe hears Cecil beckon, “Surprise time!”  The palatial loo now has candles, bubblebath, a pour of white zin!  This delights from her a bathrobe-dance.  Plunk in the lather, take a sip to savor.  “Come hither romeo.”  His rhythmic disrobe more concise Cecil plops opposite in the luvtub.  Suds converge, they embrace; let her teach what women speak of making love.  Indulge a full self down into her breathtaking.  Winged is she released whose heart hides nothing.



How brief supremacy inveigles him Corky ain’t faking.  “Beholding the void within is the last journey.”  When fans um, his arms expand, “Why else all these conspicuous limits?”

Shobi agrees.  “I can amen the fuck out of limits.”  Oh the audience roars!  But her winning spunk is in a fix.  Playing her proverbial last block they give a cubist groan.  A raise and Cecil can guide the last chapter of her makeover, a pass lets her win (endless payoffs?), or matching her rolls it to the rosy brainiator.  Fans comprehend all this in an eloquent murmur.

“Mr. La Chance,” Cecil gently sets one block, “Shobi and I do best even.”

Yaaay!  He forsakes triumph to max the luvscore, placing faith in the game and leaving an unplayed block for bonus.  He who’s seen it all smiles.  “Mimsy, let the brainiator feed!”

Standing on her hands she walks backwards with feet hanging over scorpion tails.  It stabs the blue button.  Most must watch but presto we live it:


Flying home commits to Tuesday dance class.  Moves smooth to a tandem feel nimbly handling each other to old hits.  The endorphins, a renewed vitality, and peer respect make each drive home bright.  A quick shower leads to his luxurious labialing, then hellos from Slim Shaky.  This combo gives her a finer feel for his entrance.  Cecil finds his value moving her, Shobi sees hubby more for his wins, life proceeds not effortless but with respect their shared church.



Broad abandon holds Cork, an exquisite abnegation his glibs give caption.  “Our blessed gizmo,” he pats the heart, “gives me hope for you poor fuckers.”  He sputters.  Their pause wells up awwe!  Existentials channeled LaChance wheels.  “Shobi how about retention level 7 but you get a cool five hundred K?!”

She just laughs.  Corky glance up.  Like a pleasing aroma Virgil wafts, We’ll add in fond memory of the monthly spa visits he’s given!  Half the crowd’s jaw drops, the rest take cover.

Overheads make her squint.  “All the way back to the wedding?”  No Shobi, Cecil began these treats from your very first date.

A man can feel outclassed.  “How’d I pay for this?” he grills the ceiling.  You’re just that much more amazing.  The crowd loves Virgil; unseen he may be anyone, even somehow them!

“Nah, full retention Corky.  Cecil can day-spa me here on out.”

“Thanks Virgil!” he carps at heaven.  “Why don’t you pay for those?”  As in the days of lore heaven foists rejoinder.  Okay, at level 9.

Done with intermediaries Shobi confronts La Chance.  “Pay for them at 10 Corky and your charity will for years bless our heart.”

Playing the host!  LaCork can’t be gamed but this woman speaks to his crisis as if partial.  Forgive & Forget really does help?  “Spark a ten Mimsy, with 120 visits credited to a spa of her choice.”  Yay! they cry for La Chance the Merciful.

Smile wired Mimsy works it, a barefoot soft-shoe as if mere movement enraptures.  Kinetic wonder throws the C-clamp.  Reconsideration shines down a blue shaft upon the players.  Wild new tech the audience never tires of.  Yet.

A kick flicks back the clamp releasing them to an enriched present.  Turning around the prop to a heart she cranks away as blorps bump the luvscore to 78!  Just short of a 50-point bonanza chosen by the reckless, with a climactic Makeup Round ahead!  No need for applause-lights as booths rotate flush together centerstage.  Refreshed fondness embraces our pair as Corky strolls nigh.  “Run them bio break peeps, back in five to make a marital miracle.”

A teen stands at his bedroom yelling down the hall.  “I don’t want your wars old man!”  Slam goes the door, he turns our way.  “Tired of being dissed?”  Mute.

~
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The worldwide birthrate fell 70%, down to where it uncannily matched death tolls.  A dozen years now Earth’s population held steady as if no more souls waited on deck.  A culling unevenly distributed; countries living closer to the land survived whereas births in developed societies vanished.  A 99% drop cast its shadow on a reeling America.  No pregnancy lasted.  Even among the millions that did no infant saw month ten.  That much anguish needs an outlet.  Ire was stoked coexisting with the unproductive.  Culling deadwood opens birth opportunities.  The guilty got it first.  Then the old, the infirm, a surpassing line of volunteers.  That bumped the birthrate 1%.  Next came those unable/willing to upkeep sufficient presence in the economy.  The drop lessened to only 97%.  None caucasian.

“Once bean shows every instant counts,” Kip said.  “Try to start her lungs it’s too late.”

This flew in the face of Dianne’s beautiful construct.  “She may be fine!”

Scooting over, “Take a peek Scrunchy.”  His razor he set before her.  “The Chilbert 4.0: small as a carry-on.  You stand over, she drops in, sealed and treated in seconds.”  Gritty reality left her staring.  His salesman read, “A scan tallies cognition; activity releases the infant.  If markers are met for IMS, the fetus enters a suspended state electrons in the body spin opposite.”  Held neutral until soul-spots open or some cure solves this pox.

Undead.  “No dreams, no awareness.”  Dianne had everyone’s share of doubts.  How long can these infants be held in energetic purgatory and still revive fresh?  Nobody had data, only rumors it worked.  How far down Selfish Avenue does Mommy go to stay a mommy?  All this while bean yet thrived within her.

Seeing her shrink Kip reached around an arm.  “It’s all we can ask.”

“What’s it cost?”

“Overnight shipping?  $10,314.”

Removing his arm she backed up facing.  “I have a confession to make.”  Under her own interrogator.  “Last week I bought a bale of diapers.”

Shock hit him.  Then sympathy: no move for a Non wishing to stay unbogeyed.  “Couldn’t help it Kip,” she gushed.  “I am so sorry!”

Gathering her in he held Dianne until she slowed.  Softly, “We make decisions together okay?”  A contrite nod.  He brightened.  “On dark-ebay that covers most of the overrun.”

“If she’s not, you know.”

“And we win.”

Sarcasm got her.  “Jinx it killjoy.”

Babies were to be had, from unpronounceable places.  As American power darkened, nothing helped the pale cause like its looming extinction.  An ironic closing chapter.  Larger questions why IMS crushed caucasians got assigned to genetics, karma, what-have-you.

Dianne considered their would-be angel.  “Who puts $100 on top of a $23 ride?”

“Sgt. Camacho.”  Nobody could hear, still he kept low.  “A clearance squad is in town.”

Ubering for years won the best routes, a rainy airport morning he collected said enforcer.  Hotel-bound Kip read his ride; even with a black overcoat this guy emanated precision.

“Oh great,” she expelled, “who’s vaporized now?”

“Unproductives camped in the hills.”  Most of life lay beyond their fight.  Both had that leaden feel in their chest; humanity gets more precious the less it’s valued.  “They say it doesn’t hurt.”  You hold still then poof!  “To win him I said nab all you can.”  She beheld his blasphemy.  “Yup,” Kip confirmed, “that humanity won us this bet.”

Dianne took his hand.  “You were acting, it’s okay.”

“It’s lying and it’s not.”

“Lying to live?”

Life never allowed their ideals to bloom, having them sized-off hurt ways Kip called living.  Surviving in a world this strictured requires lively distraction.

Couples had childhoods of time to indulge themselves.  The giving that justifies adults into parents was festooned upon pets and hobby.  A remote-foster craze offered guidance to wayward scion linking in from Africa and the like.  Donations to follow: for many Americans tax-deduction replaced family, as it will.  Dianne made a stable living editing foster-parent emails for grammar, spelling and coherence.

At minute five Kip clicked his stopwatch.

~
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A phone is told, “Wipe them off the face of this earth!”  Hangup.  A plastic fork chooses which mini-sauce to dip his tenders.  Fade to black.  It’s Forgive & Forget! Virgil declares.  The Makeup round Shobi & Cecil find in each other new wonder.  Given a church his voice could do damage.  To break a seven-season record?  Here’s your charming alarmist, Corky La Chance!

“Our lives are rigged for destruction!” he portends.  “But Mimsy’s on the Sweetheart Wheel!”  Off the side she hangs a festive pennant as the castered prop glides up to their booth.  An upright disk with favorites fixed on the end.  One spin sprinkles some sugar but fasten ye seatbelts for what may be asked.

“Shobi, what makes Cecil a great husband?”

To their tumult she gives a tug.  Merits roll past; Enjoys my Friends; Loves to Listen; Tough but Sensitive slows temptingly before a click onto Serial Foot-Rubber.  How the crowd oohs you can feel it.  Corky hands off the placard.  “That’s a golden ticket Shobi.  $500K trades it for another spin?”  Oh they like that!  This couple’s won already.

With rare hesitation she returns Cecil’s new jones!  Ch-ching goes her bank.  Virtues on the Sweetheart Wheel vary per couple but how many top a hardcore foot-man?  Shobi gives a lucky tug and diamonds roll past: Never Mansplains; Brave but Patient; Farts Aren’t Funny; it slows on Gets It Without Asking, but blorps onto Always Cleans Up.  Half the fans explode at this mythic promise.  “Thank you Corky!”  Shobi hugs her placard.

He casts upward, “Virgil, can you top it?”  Is he really up there?  Sure can Cork!  Shobi remember Uncle Hans?  Her face becomes a plate.  Trade in tidy-boy we’ll make Hans go away, all of him!  Forever.  The flash within her workings won’t stop.  “But Shobi,” Corky points to her prize, “you can’t complain if he doesn’t clean up.”

An unreasonable choice.  She trades His Cleanliness in for an unscarred self, and $500K.

Mimsy can breakdance!  Head-spinning her foot throws the clamp.  A beam alights on Shobi.  Coming out of it she drapes upon her man.  Yay for love!

“Cecil, what do you love about Shobi?”

Wilds of a guy ready to jump he yanks that wheel!  Blorp blorp blorp; Enjoys Your Manners; Designated Driver; Hello Miss Sunshine suggestively slows, then blorps onto Knows What’s Enough.  The crowd gathers.

“$500K to spin again?”

“Not a chance La Chance.”  An exhale of years.  “I’m kicking off my boots.”

Corky glances up.  Care to erase those regrets in Muncy?  Cecil’s pate also plates.  “Dammit Virgil no!  Keeping her portioned rates way beyond them long-agos.”  Declining this voice beware.  Wanna feel more neutral about your parents?

A stunned silence.  An arm goes around her.  “You can drop heavens all day Virgil but I found my peace.”  Spelling is open on the last word.  Cecil entreats, “La Chance?”

Corky basks in their redemption.  A nod and Mimsy goes slavic-squatdance with a soviet-realist smile.  An arm-raised hey! hits the clamp.  Beams of clarification alight both contestants.  Once released they fawn upon each other like smitten teens.

Hundreds go quiet.  Even Corky gets small.  “84 does it Mimsy.”

The gifted gal goes full contortionist!  How her foot moves the crank one may question if it does anything?  Oop, final luvscore 91!  A 59-point climb erupts the house!  Virtual confetti falls as their booth drops to a bed.  Lights dim distant color as La Chance rounds.  “Shobi and Cecil need alone-time.”  Press three to witness our couple reach new intimacy.  “Corky La Chance here hoping we’re both still around for our next repair of American marriages!”

Stagelights dim as credits roll to a catchy theme.  Silhouetted in stage chatter he offs to Mimsy, “Save your capper for next time.”

Her opalescence clouds.  “What if you die in a memory?”  Fade to black.  Insouciance of a brazen hero cries, “That mustachioed cad is more slippery than his handlebar lotion!”

~
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Killing the TV Diane got hugged on a celebratory sofa.  Kip’s proficience far topped the eyebrow men her youth aspired.  He showed the $10K hit their account!  Kip clicked order and the Chilbert 4.0 began a miraculous journey to their corridor.  “The day-away pill gets us at least 2am, guaranteed delivery is by 10 so it’s a short gap.”

Of all the hurdles this got her teary.  “How can I know Kip?”

“Could be here by 8.”

“So could she.”  Dianne opened her bathrobe.  “What am I up to?”

Getting down in there, his app took a photo.  “Holding at four millimeters Scrunchy.”

“Can you see her head?”

“Til your water breaks,” closing her up he redid the robe, “just a mucous plug.”

Dumb question.  “Well I don’t know, I never see.”

“Believe me I get it.”

The country faced a similar dilemma: open her gates for the best to compete in the Great Refill?  America the brown, yellow, black, you-name-it posed such an ill-humored political fate, consensus chose to ignore it.  A last-of-the-whiteys caché swelled their clout.  Conventional wisdom chose to ride out the remainders for itself.

Seeing their order process heartened Dianne.  “It may be time to name bean.”

“Scrunchy, she could be a boy.”

“I can tell.”  She cradled her big bump.  “Since bean will have woken let’s call her Dorothy.”

He laughed to picture his own in a gingham dress.  “And we’re in Kansas?”

“Compared to being vaporized,” she oathed, “this is Oz.”

The expectant couple held their last snapshot.

The bottomless reservoir sparking these meat-lockers topped at ten billion iterations, which seems generous except to those facing it down.  For the human miracle to include an overt tether shrank biology’s realm of the explained, and gave license to vengeful gods.  Their editorial writ large had since guided our government.

That night Kip lay awake, her thankfully not.  Was it fair to bring Dorothy in?  She’s sure to be whisked away the instant their guard lets up.  Virtue in a flawed system shrinks a man to circles.  The Chilbert 4.0 bought if nothing else time.  Any transition needs that.

Down the floor-corridor came sound of a door kicking in.  Kip sat up in the dark.  He jumped at a pop of automatics.  It flipped Dianne bright-eyed in the dark: both thinking we are contributors!  A surgical takeout?  Or were lower productives being culled now too?  Nowhere to retreat Kip crept for his frontdoor listening if surprise arrived an apartment closer.
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Deal of a Lifetime
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Ford diamond club member Milton Clemmer bore the scars to prove it.  Folks venture on the lot only if interested but are they ready to buy?  Meet Milt.  Empathetic never got more what it wants, twelve years topping 250 cars.  250 acquisitions: his to get in there and own you.  That much taking takes from the self.  He hoped to quit but fire in his blood the hunt stoked proved elusive elsewhere.  A striver Milton relaxed hard at home devoted to his wife, a spotless yard, a 1970 ’Cuda Fastback rebuilt mostly in his garage.  His surrogate child it rated but a curio beside the love of his life.

A woman’s heart is a high standard and Ariane’s asked his love her just as well.  Milton tried.  Sales can make you squeeze; offhours he relaxed into her.  The sanctity of datenight held.  Summer Tuesday found them at the fairgrounds, a roving carnival, every ride and exhibit to fold up and drive off into a kerosene sun.  Ariane’s colorful new top rhymed with her way.

Two mouths make cotton-candy almost worth it.  The star feature a carousel swing; load-up finishing there’s no line and side-by-side open on the outside.  Milton dropped the fiberglass treat in a barrel and they plunked down on swaying seats.

A labored hiss pumped the piston to life.  Turning brought music, a calliope chimed away as they rose.  Ariane took his hand.  Gaining speed they sailed twenty feet up wooo! flying sideways with the wind in their faces.  A glance framed his wife bright with fun.  Milton heard a girl ahead retch.

In their faces came flying pink puke!  Horror and disgust wiped gooey sugar from their eyes.  Stiff gears held the contraption full-throttle, riders on the outside clocked Gs.  Pizza held the airspace they next rushed through, a reek of anchovy thrust Milton beyond himself.  Then splashed the sangria!  Seeing it all over her new top roared a caveman, “Arrrg!”  Well it gripped too deep.  Clemmer had no idea how close he was.  In time it would be anything, a few months early it was this.  Foreign vomit triggered a coronary.

Ariane saw behind Milton his limbs waggled through the night.  Music made grabbing his hand the lifeline she cannot miss.  Flailing at a tough target Ariane caught a finger, a hand, she reeled him in.  Shouts got no one.  Froth in his mouth not their painted hue.  Wiping clear those eyes she begged his name.  The machine wheeled about her streaks of color.  Holding that precious head the rest of him got drawn out, a slick face lost grip and Milton sailed away.

Pulsing rhythms slow.  Your sense thins to snapping strands.  A form not so limiting until it’s slipped.  On the slowing ride Ariane catches hold to clutch you dearly.  Brushing mess from your face her despondence begs Milton!  Those tears spell it all.  Expansion then, new movement wakens an old knack and off you go.

Acceleration kindles your triumph.  Feel that worry-cloak grow real as it peels free a formless ease.  Pleasing drags stretches you up a sort of wormhole.  Unity in the brilliance ahead awaits to align a bounteous all.  The delicious familiars of a scope beyond measure cleanse you back to what most matters: uplift.  Specific as possible.  How did you do?

A light both figurative & precise illumes your truth.  Taken in puny mortalities each life is a small prayer toward the big crunch all life aspires.  Countless beautiful lessons ingrain proof back toward one.  Yours to rejoin as interest renews.

Most initially rest, healing a fresh skin bordering the soul, therein to sort gained from lost.  Just to consider it languors you.  A summons then behind, shaped from the pocket of your heart it beckons.  Grand impendings await but this cries deep for intercession.  Against the tide venture back all the way to not a fairgrounds but your suburban home.

Nothing chafes like a return to time & space.  Its strictures don’t hold, a liberty that invites aimless wanders.  To still such rambles grip tight your prior anchor, a house now dark.  To float within feels no vital tempo of breathing, no pulsing sensory space.  Literate vibration can become hearing.  Upstairs Ariane enjoys one of her rolling orgasms.  Nothing pleased you more than to lead her along.  Who may be emancipating her?

Freed from clanky machinery the life-force that animated your chest is a field of subtle zap floating chilly up the stairs.  The bedroom finds some guy atop your wife pounding away Ariane’s secret release as if he knows her.  He gets when to ride high, when to drop back or go for the gusto.  Can your sweetheart’s flight be more affirmed?  Verily it drew you in.

Futility floats down the hall.  Without a soulcase spirits easily ebb away.  Ghost Lesson 1: ration yourself to what matters, else a crater gets worn you can’t top out of.

No diaphanous torso in the bathroom mirror.  Her sink whatnots tug fierce nostalgia, his a mini-basket of ℞ bottles.  Ariane continues to seize the day.  Flying on without you it heavies a float downstairs. On the fridge a weird-art calendar claims three years passed.  No reason to doubt her but it does explain much.  To great ado Ariane finally begs him over.

All these markers tendered in longing dim your flicker.  Nowhere has any need of Milton Clemmer so why bump around?  A wistful last look notices on the mantle a large portrait of you two cuddled at a sunset shore.  Cost $800 and came out great.  The big thing stands alone as your lasting memorial.  Seems the pill-popper doesn’t mind sharing her heart with a memory.

Camera-gal coaxed from you the ideal marriage; “Wow, wish I landed this hunk!”  Ariane laughed.  Contentment lifted her ways she never faked.

Pain lights you pale blue.  Ghost Lesson 2: thought holds you here with movement, intent, memory.  Emotion can overtake chilly colors that bleed away into their space; caring is what maroons you here.  How else does a husband respond to being eclipsed?  Appreciate her forever-tribute.

Casting forward to enjoy their happy future you find Ariane leaves no mark.  Trimming in toward now there’s nothing.  Tiny tapers fizzle to realize what brought you here.

A coming sunny afternoon the bicycle you bought her she rides two blocks over up a similar sleepy street.  A windowless white cargo van closes in so close the rearview clocks her under the helmet.  It never slows as Ariane limps-out spilling atop the bike.  To dwindle twelve cruel minutes until spotted by a jingling ice-cream truck.  By then she’s too deep to retrieve.  In seventeen days fate will send Ariane your way.

Easy enough to locate the van owner’s home.  What rages therein radiates so strong it slows you two houses back.  Enmity spouts a mini-volcano at 172 Warmoth Lane.  Self-loathing so concentrated he’d have to be into it.

No tangly strands of karma insist this.  Her a victim of merciless chance strikes you cold, something must be done.  A ghost can easily lock orbit out to save a maiden long dead.  Your unrejuvenated soul has maybe one try before it empties out or ruts in.  Consider well then the home of company man Willard Swaggerty.

An IRS senior auditor handles quiet policy: sensitive cases (enemies) needing a specific outcome (hammer brought down).  The power of a bludgeon with no skin in the game makes after twenty years a man of loud and varied convictions.  Vodka keeps Willard Swaggerty agreeing with himself.

Marriage, kids and hope fell away, privately all pretense of self-respect.  By day he runs numbers, nightly he drinks dazed rage at the TV.  Livingroom mess lacks all priority, Swaggerty & tipple slouch Position 1 as a hothead scolds the news.  A lifetime breathing stink may match his expression.  Not a face one roots for, maybe that’s why.  Nearby fidgets his solace; the needs of dachshund Fritzy top-out within his range.  The little piddler gets the deference Swaggerty can’t muster for humans.  A TV fearmonger cuts to break, Willard mutes it and silence presents your stage.  From his kitchen comes the churn of an ice-maker.

Contemplating his coming crime conjures your corporeal colors.  Willard squinches nearly cross-eyed.  Motive congregates your outrage.  Usher it from within: Sober up!

Some ghosts can’t make a lapdog bark.  His liter of Popov hangs tough.  “Oh stick it up your ass Dolly!” he slurs.  “Think I ain’t sick of your shit?”

To manifest heavies an anchor.  Being seen, heard, move stuff, it all drains you away if you hope to move on, locks you in if you don’t.  Force of will winged at his forehead a plastic vodka cap.  Thwap!

“Serious now!” he boils.  “Quit bitching or I’ll dig into last year too!”

Might such a Dolly not be trifled?  He unmutes to liberals hosting childporn parties!  Swaggerty’s abscessed denial repels the likes of you, now half-spent and half rutted-in.

A frisson of Ariane’s call pulls you back home.  They’re at it again?  It startled hearing her pleasure flower, now you’re glad her grace survives.  The weird-art calendar says ten days left!  The everafter they lose will be your gift; what could be more beautiful?  The randy couple upstairs crests as earnest.

You remain a sum of who you were.  Flattening a bike tire or deadening his battery won’t do.  Events actualize as they near, only direct intervention now reroutes this.  Drop a warning in her dreams?  They should be slipping sweetly away.

Ariane and pill-guy snooze on their backs in blissful afar.  Milton Clemmer is not a disaffected spirit.  Ill-tidings do that.  Be gentle depositing in her this fear of bicycles.

Whispered exclamation: “Who the fuck are you?”

Pill-guy has abilities!  You’re exuding zip yet his eyes lock right on.  Nobody you know.

Disbelief crams his whisper.  “Milton?!”

Before you can catch up he brandishes a ring.  “Hey man, we’re married!”

To not wake her he slips naked from bed shushing, “Leave Ariane alone!”  He backs out down the hall.  “She did her grieving Milt.”

He mama-birds you from the nest.  Downstairs their cat wanders over to him at this untimely visit.  Grabbing her up as a tabby-talisman he thrust pussy your way.

She’s none too pleased!  A low whine kitty goes full murder-mittens.

Allay him with your elevated views.  Hey now, that’s not cool!

“You’re not cool!”  Gesturing the beast at him.  “Want some?”

Ten terrified razors plus mini-mandibles o death.  Unlike your meaty brethren this poses no threat but the guy—rattling through several lives of his own—needs an upperhand.  You’re not the average ghost.  Stop bumming-out your cat.

All he might expect does not include this.  Guilt offloads her, in haste kitty patches across the hardwood.  His ironclads face you.  “You know it’s bad juju to freakout cats and people.”

Be sparse.  Juju, is that the currency?

“How is scaring us evolved?”

You I startled.  The cat you scared.

Outmaneuvered, but this weren’t his first ghost-rodeo.  “What do you want Milton?”

Ariane is imperiled.  Him so attuned you’re undrained.  She needs help.

“Hold a sec.  Am I awake right now?  Cuz I can’t do these anymore if I’m not.”

Behold your rescue vehicle.  One would take a breath here.  Imminent threat hangs over her.  No flex of your presence means no furrow of intent wears beneath.  It’s up to you!

Sensing he’s got a live one, “Look, can I get you a beer?  Maybe not.  I can use one.”  Breathers don’t often walk away from your kind.  “Your wayward nature Milton, does it indulge requests?”  He opens a door.  “In the basement won’t wake her.”

Cooperation does itch the ghost ethic.  Float down to a mancave your craft cherried from an unfinished foundation.  Why he keeps a bathrobe down here goes unasked, at least he’s clothed.  Formality prompts introductions.  “We married six months ago.”  From your fridge Gabriel cracks an obscure beer.  “Were you there?”

A room built to host your leisurely retirement.  Wetbar, bathroom with a pump raising it to outflow, how much of this does he grasp?  Much as you.  I don’t know shit Gabriel.  Sorta inescapable those ghostly forlorns.  But she’s in trouble.

“Not from Jesus are you?”  He pickles up.  “See your departure ahh, gave her religion, kinda big time?”  A sympathetic flump on your couch.  “If you don’t come toting a cross she’s liable to take you for a demon.”

We can get past it.

Most humans deign to ghostly authority.  “Don’t deconstruct her man, she needs that!”

Can mortals not be finessed?  I may be an answer to her prayers.

“Can you quote scripture?”  He invites you to sit.  The cushion does not indent.  “She had a tough go Milton.”  A fraught sip of beer.  “Hell, just the other night Ariane enjoyed her first post-you orgasm!”

Incredulity, surely this breaks the ghost-rules.  Watch his pride bloom.  “Tonight her second, did you see her crying?  Holy smokes I feel like I cracked Fort Knox!”

Nor should a spirit get misty.  Quite the syllable you lug out.  Why?

“Well I just kept working with her and—”

Why did she not...  Ghost decorum?  ...have any?

“You bud.”  Full solemn.  “Smashed her heart up bad losing you.”

The strategy is sound: use him to protect Ariane so to conserve her faith.  Your stand-in slows.  “I guess she used to be pretty orgasmic?”

Pulling props on a mortal would stoop you pretty low.

“Whatever you need Milton I’m no primo choice.”  He eyes you more directly than humans did.  “Can’t you go haunt someone else?”

You call this haunting?  As if consequence lurks up your sleeve.

“Don’t get tough man, I got my reasons.”  Another gentle sip of beer.  “Bipolar Milt, know what it is?”  Connecting so direct he could almost be you.  “Meds gum me up.  Without them I can’t you know, stay on top of it forever.”

Motor men save nuance for inking the deal; bipolar meant headcase, up the margin.  Now a manic confabulator holds her last hope.  We can work with that too.

“Yeah but me Milt.”  Confidential, “These astral shenanigans fuck me up.”

You are wide awake!  This is a rational agreement between the two loves of her life.

“Wow, nice!” he rouses.  “I’dve done it anyway but yeah, glad I asked.”  Shaking a head he goes epic.  “The eloquence of eternity!”

Why Gabriel did you marry my wife?

He can appreciate your fix.  “I may not have your strength Milton but ahh, guess she doesn’t need that support anymore?  You got her beyond the scaffolding bro!”

In most ways he probably eclipses you.  What do you have?

“Ahh, her heart is in good hands.”  A diamond too compact to fake.  “Plus, I can paint!”

Houses?  A ripe look opens onto your Barracuda-parts storeroom.  Flicking a switch illuminates Gabriel’s world.

Canvases line the walls, easels the floor.  Differing in palette and mood each portrays the same idea; a maybe huge hovering mass of little colored squiggles.  A tinged ball of roiling other, in myriad compelling schemes.  “This I call Breakfast.”

Despite a woken perspective you find it an odd motif to obsess on.  Why?

“How about ‘Face the Day’?  ‘Holding Myself Together’ is too on-the-head.”

You sell any of these?

“No, only the ones not here.”  At your ghostly glare Gabriel assures he pulls his weight.  “At the  spring show each of these will fetch a grand.”
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