
Part III 

 He walked into the apartment feeling the lethargy of a day filled with uncertainties.  The waiting 

over the next week would be the most painful part.  Ups and downs of going from accepting things that 

were not yet sure and rejecting things that possibly could be.   The climbs up and the falls down would 

mentally drain him of energy as he waited for just a few simple words that would cause him to either 

reflect on his life or laugh at himself.   

 Trying to hold it together and not alert his wife to the distress he was in, he avoided the living 

room as best he could.  She was too deep into the TV show to notice he had returned home.   He was 

able to walk unnoticed by the living room and through the hall to the kitchen.  In the kitchen he reached 

into the refrigerator and pulled out a cold Heineken.  He drank it inherently knowing it was the thing to 

do when you feel like this.  

 “Oh Hell no.  I can’t believe she still wants to be with him after he went to meet his ex baby 
mama or whatever like that.  He didn’t even do it behind her back… I mean seriously.  Peter Gunz is 
ridiculous…Ha Ha Ha.  OK.  You say that but what would you do in that situation.  Think about it.  That’s 
her husband but everyone is telling her this and that…  Yeah.  You say that but what would you really 
do?”  I mean this situation is different.  If this show is supposed to be real then she doesn’t know all this 
shit in real time…  The thing is that he doesn’t care about her at all…  Yeah.  I know…  She already caught 
him messing around with all these other girls.  She isn’t worried about him bringing back diseases and 
stuff.  That’s just disgusting.  I wish Finch would come back home with something.  I’d cut his balls off 
take them to the police station.  I’d hand them to an officer and say ‘Yes sir I did it.  And do you know 
why?’…  LOL.  I know right?”   

Carrying on a conversation over the phone while she watched Love and Hip Hop New York, she 

laughed and ranted with a friend.   Alan could hear her from the kitchen although he was unable to tell 

who she was talking to.  Leaning up against the counter next to the refrigerator he listened to her words 

painfully oblivious to the irony in them.  He listened to her talk with her unknown friend about the show 

until his beer was finished.   It hadn’t satisfied anything within him.  It was a waste of beer really.  He 

went to the back of the apartment and into the master bedroom.  Feeling dirty for having been in the 

doctor’s office, and having been there for such a reason, he decided to clean himself up.  He took his 



clothes off slowly making careful not to let the front bottom of navy blue polo where his genitals had 

come into contact with it touch his face.  He took similar care in removing his khaki pants; keeping  the 

crotch away from the rest of his body as he slid them down his well-toned legs.  He did the same with 

his boxers.  His sudden germophobia was arbitrary in how he carried it out.  Having gone to decidedly 

extra lengths to take off the clothes, he tossed them carelessly into the dirty clothes bin just like regular 

clothes where they would of course contaminate all the other clothes and his wife who did all of the 

washing.  

He walked into their on-suite bathroom and stood in front of the mirror naked to look at himself.  

He stared at his chiseled frame.  He was fit.  A muscular 18 inch trunk of a neck and a 34 inch waist; a 

tapered upper back to lower back ‘V’ and the long, countable abs of a Men’s Fitness magazine cover.  A 

body that he had worked so consistently at the gym and at the dinner table to bring down to just around 

11% body fat.  And then there was that painful scrot.  He looked at himself as he could see something 

the doctor had not but he wouldn’t grab it.  He craned his neck from side to side to get a better look at it.   

“Click, click” went the stainless steel of the bed room door knob.  The door flung open with a 

palpable energy and his wife walked on in.  He immediately looked up embarrassed at what he was 

doing and pretended to just be partaking the more regular vanity of appreciating his physique.       

 


