
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Flyby

by

––––––––

Daniel Fellows


Copyright © Daniel Fellows 2022.

Fly saucers by kalhh on Pixabay

Traffic jam photo by Zeeshaan Shabbir on Pexels

Cover layout and design by Logan Fellows

This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.  All rights reserved.  This is a work of fiction.  All characters and events portrayed in this book are fictional, and any resemblance to real people or incidence is purely coincidental.  This book, or parts thereof, may not be reproduced in any form without permission.


Flyby

The car felt like a prison.

Michelle Drayton glared through the windscreen of their car and fixated on the Kia Carnival driving ahead of them, her arms crossed tightly under her breasts.  On the left side of the rear window of the blue Kia was a black and white decal that read “HONK If Kids Fall Out.”  On any other day, Michelle would have laughed and pointed it out to her husband Peter, who in turn would have laughed, made some of his own humorous remarks, smiling at his own wit, and then went on driving.

But not today.

They had just been to her Mum’s place, a rare visit these days, ever since they had walked down the aisle eighteen months ago.  Michelle knew, even understood a little, of Peter’s feelings about her mother, but that didn’t make it hurt any less.  After only twenty-minutes at her Mum’s, Peter had started to tap her leg surreptitiously, indicating that it was time to go, that he didn’t want to be there anymore.  When Michelle’s Mum wasn’t looking, he tilted his watch in her direction, tapping the screen indignantly.

And so, she gave up.

In the car, driving away from her Mum who was standing on the front lawn waving, Peter said, “Phew, about time.  Glad that’s over.”

And that was the straw that broke the camel’s back.

The screaming match had lasted an eternity.  At least that’s what it seemed like to her.  She had leaned over in her chair and screamed and yelled at him until her throat throbbed and ached and her cheeks burned.  She pounded on the dashboard with the flat of her hand, accentuating each point with a sharp crack, and it wasn’t until it was all over, postponed more like it, as this was surely just the beginning, did she feel the thick flesh of her palm begin to burn and bruise.  

Michelle hadn’t exactly thought Peter would sit there and take it.  He wasn’t the “sit there and take it” kind of guy.  Michelle knew she was justified in her anger and that he was wrong in his actions, wrong to the soles of his feet and beyond.  But after the initial shock wore off and he realised that she wasn’t going to let up or wind down, did he give her a piece of his mind.  He yelled, and stabbed his nasty little finger at her, accusations and insults flung through the car.  Just as quickly as it had begun, it had finished.  
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