
 Max could light a cigarette with the road ahead. Miles of white paint culminated in a pair 

of tale lights, matchsticks, and more matchsticks in front of those - ongoing forever and in 

different sizes.

 Cassidy couldn't let up over how big of a bitch her sister was. According to Cass, her 

sister always did something so much that he could be pretty certain she hadn't done anything at 

all. The sign read that they were leaving New Mexico and then something about the land of 

enchantment.

 "Yeah. Fuck her," he offered as a polite capper to her story.

 The radio sputtered to life for the first time in two and a half hours. Some break-in at a 

fancy tv studio back in...Santa Fe, he considered. The radio man sounded good looking, so he 

could be sure as shit he was one ugly fuck. It died again.

 He had a friend down in San Antonio, this girl from way back, told her he'd drop by on 

the fifteenth, so he figured it was okay today was the thirteenth, since she'd probably still be 

waiting outside. He always got to where he wanted to be with her a little earlier than he'd like.

 His suit was new and freshly pressed. He didn't want it to get creased. Cass'd kill him if 

he wore a creased up suit to her best friend's wedding. But he brought nice jeans and a button 

up extra. His friend, Alex, she's always dug a gentleman.

 They dated for a brief period, during high school. Guy couldn't find a sexier set of jeans 

in all the schools in the county. They took Espanol together. 3 years straight. You can probably 

figure why they didn't take it a fourth.

 Still, though, one could be pretty certain he was the best lay she ever had. Most were a 

hundred percent on the opposite. They made time when they could.

 Max cracked open an Arizona sweet tea and woke up the sleeping bastard in the back. 

Cassidy hated that he called him that. The boy was a bastard by definition, born out of wedlock 

and all that fun stuff. Little Johnny Bastard.



 She wore a ring. Never the same one, but she wanted the others at the bar to see her 

and think she was married. You could figure she did it for herself as much as for them.

 "The fuck you'd have to go and do that for?"

 "Thirsty."

 "Give him some ice to suck on."

 The bastard sure did look a lot like him when he was his age. He handed over an ice 

cube. A kid's hands could get wet in an instant. He he'd've liked to believe the kid wasn't his, but 

biological evidence quarreled his excitement. They had the same ears, of all the goddamn 

things they could have in common. Bastard looked just like his mom 'cept for the fucking ears.

 "While you're back there, hunt me down a water couldya?"

 




