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Margo stared out the car window for what felt like hours before realizing she was staring at herself.  The black mirror reflected sadness.  Pure sadness.

Darkness descended beyond their vehicle.  Night was upon them, suffocatingly present.  

Deanna drove in silence.

Emerging from a daze, Margo looked around and asked, “Where are we?”

Deanna hesitated before admitting, “I'm not exactly sure.”

“What happened to the highway?”

“I thought we'd take the scenic route home.”  Deanna gave a desperate chortle and admitted, “It's hardly the scenic route when you can't see what's around, am I right?”

“You are right,” Margo agreed.  Her tone came out much gruffer than she'd intended, but she decided not to apologize.  If she expressed mild contempt for her partner consistently enough, maybe Deanna would do her the honour of breaking up with her.  

Maybe.  

Though, probably not.  

They hadn't broken up yet, had they?  And Margo had been pulling this passive-aggressive shit for weeks, if not months.

Ahh, but a girl could dream.

Margo low-key hated herself for the way she'd been treating Deanna this past little while.  If she wanted to break up so badly, she should damn well say so.  But did she want to break up?  For real?  She wasn't sure.  Not one hundred percent.  That's why she would prefer it if Deanna were to initiate the end of days: it would take the decision out of Margo's hands.  She didn't want to make it.

The worst thing about this situation?  Deanna really was a stand-up gal.  She volunteered at an actual soup kitchen—that's how good-hearted she was.  And, when they had problems between then, Deanna was always willing to sit down together and sort things out.  

If Margo brought up her feelings right this very moment, Deanna would probably stop the car and delve into their relationship troubles and not start up the engine until they'd put things right.

So, what was the problem?

Margo couldn't talk about it.

Seemed strange, to be bashful at her age.  She'd been much bolder when she was young.  In her twenties, she'd have told Deanna exactly what was on her mind.  Now?  She couldn't bring herself to say the words. 

Lesbian Bed Death.

She'd heard the term thrown around.  Never thought she would experience it for herself.  No, that isn't true.  She and Deanna were halfway there when they first started dating.  Things had never been hot and heavy between them, but hot and heavy isn't what Margo was after when she first met Deanna.  She was fresh out of her relationship with Mitch, and that had been non-stop sex. 

How she longed for that now: no pressure, no intricacies, just raw sensual pleasure.  Life by the horns.  Margo and Mitch—they even sounded good together.  Two M names.  Quite a pair.

She'd never been quite so physically compatible with anyone else.  

What she wouldn't give to have that back: for Deanna to fade into the mist and Mitch to take her in his strong, hulking arms.  The very idea sent a naughty frisson through her entire body.

“Uh-oh,” Deanna said.  “What's happening, here?”

“What?  Nothing!” Margo squealed.  

That's when she realized Deanna was talking about the car.  

It sputtered and stopped.  

On an intensely wooded road.  

In the middle of nowhere.  

Lights went out.  

All was black.

“What happened?” Margo asked.

“I don't know.  It just stopped working.”  Deanna tried the ignition, but no go.  “Let's give it a minute.  Maybe it's tired.”

“The car?”

Deanna chuckled.  “Tire-d.  Get it?  It's a car.”

Margo refused to laugh at her wifey's pun.  Instead, she elected to sit in silence.  Deanna did the same.  All Margo could hear was the sound of Deanna breathing.  It was the same thing she listened to every night as she fell asleep: a noise that grated on her for no reason in particular.  Only an indicator of Deanna's existence and ever-presence.  That was enough.
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