Mrs Bevan distributed the liquid. Ben gave me a horrible grin.
I fele my skin lightly dissolving as I pressed my finger against my thumb.

Many years later, Ben and I became friends and, gradually, some-
thing a little more than that. His smile became kind; his laughter,
gentle. The firse cime I ler him pull up my shirt—all the way over
my head this time—I couldn’t stop thinking about those difficult

- first biology lessons, that clear, mildly corrosive liquid, and how
T'd shivered to think what a whole bottle could do.
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THE SILENT P

A chanee encounter over urinal cake
by Erica Plouffe Lazure

He ;:.valks past her, bladder full, on his way to the men's room,

Take me with you, she says.
Where?
Into the men's room. I want to see the urinals.

She says this like she is a child who has just heard there is'a Mon-
key House at the zoo and wants to tag along. The heel of her shoe
is broken, She sits on the hotel lobby floor, twirling the pair by their
sling back straps with her pointer finger.

Don't you have a room to go ro?
Just make sure no one else is in there, she says. I want to see the cake,
Cake? .

The urinal cake. I love cake.

A wrinal cake isn't cake-cake. Its like, a pink hockey puck. Sur-

rounded by plastic,

in spite of her skirt. He asks her name.
I"hm',. she says. P-T-A-R-A.
You spell your name with a P?

Its & silent P, she says. Her head sinks between her knees, into her
lap, her dark hair a cape around her shoulders. She has answered
this question a thousand times. :

Like in Prerodactyl?

Her skirt makes a thin tent across her thighs, making. visible
a stretch of bright blue panties.

Like in Prarmigan?

Yes. Her legs extend so her bare toes touch his shoes. -She is not.-
exactly the kind of girl youd think to take by the hand and

spirit away late night into the men’s room, murmur come with
me, begging, muffled into her ear asking for her room number,
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1 don't care. T want to see cake. Her knees are bent, wide-legged,




he thinks. There's a homey quality to her thar suggests it’s off the
table. What kind of stones does it take to pull that off? Whar kind

of woman would let you?

The kind, he decides, who begs ro see a urinal cake. Ptara taps her
toes against his shin, then extertds her leg so her hig toe strokes

his thigh.
Will you show me the cake now?

She has been drinking. No. They have been drinking, which
is why he'd darted to ‘the men’s room before he got on the eleva-
tor. It’s late,

You don’t want to go in theve barefoor.
Piggyback?

Maybe I am one of those kinds of guys and she is one of those
kinds of girls, he thinks. Maybe here is a woman whod ler
me have her, bare feet and all, in the men’s room.

She stands when he offers her his back. He hoisrs her, secure, her
arms and legs around his neck and waist. He can feel her breasts
along his spine, her chin in the crook of his neck.

-Okay. Cake, please, Onward!

The men’s room light is harsher than he'd like, Her ankles are
crossed at his belly, his hands are clasped around her thighs
to keep her steady.

There are five urinals, all of which face the mirror, He doesn't tell

her he's really a stall man. Buc he approaches a urinal and says,
as though a docent: This is the cake.

1t kind of smells funny, no?

It could smell worse, The m.é.e. #s a deodorizer.
Like a Stick Up?

1 guess,

1t'’s not quite what I thought it would be.

Whar were you expec.tingé She tightens her grip around his neck,
nuzzling into him, Any minute now,__hc thinks, ‘she'll ask me
to take her on the sink courier, Something.

Well, I was kind of hoping you could pee.
What?

18 | Litro Magazine

You said yaé had to pee anyway right?

Yes, but. ..

Just. Pee. For me. I always wanted 10 know what it feels like when
a man pees. -

But you'l] hear me.
No, Il :.rt-ﬂg.

What will you sing?
The alphabe.

Since he can’t sce his dick on account of her feer, he suspects that
she can’t see it either. She adjusts her hold on his body, releasing
his arms.

C'mon. It'll be fin.

He figures he's come this far with this woman on his back, His
bladder is full. He unzips and she begins to sing:

ABCDEFG.., . K

She sings loudly, the tiles echoing her notes, His yellow- stream
is silenced, aiming for eake. .

Tell Ourselves Stories by Sarah Pedigo
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