


1
Schnell
Cheating Tastes Good

6600 Ed Bluestein Bd 								795 words	
[bookmark: _GoBack]Austin, Tx 78723
axis115.1@gmail.com
Tel: (973) 534–3293









Cheating Tastes So Good
By Matthew Schnell
“Okay, honey, I love you,” Tom says into his Bluetooth earpiece, before he looks at the text message on his phone. “I’ll see you at the usual place. Don’t forget to bring my treats! < 3.” Tom smiles and puts his phone away. “All right, time to have some fun.”
###
Tom climbs the metal staircase, a cool night breeze blowing across his sweaty forehead. Holding a brown paper bag in his hand, Tom makes his way to the end of the second floor. Stopping in front of the door, and reaches into the pocket of his grey business suit pulling the small brass key out. The dingy, lingering smell of old linens and bodily fluids assaults his nose as he opens the door and walks in, closing it behind him.
He looks at his watch, and walks over to the window by the door. Pushing the brown curtain aside just the tiniest bit reveals a large sign with a vaguely butt-shaped object with the words, “Bottoms Up Hotel” beneath it.
Closing the curtain, he takes his jacket off, setting it down on a chair, and loosens his tie. 
Tom jumps at the knock on the door, first two, then one, then two. A woman rushes in wearing a black striped business suit that hides an hourglass figure.
“Hey. What took you so long?” Tom asks.
“Sorry, there was an accident on 46,” Ashley says.
“Did you bring it?”
“Of course I did,” she says, holding up her own brown bag.
“Oh, thank God.”
Setting the bag down she throws her jacket off. “I’ve been waiting all week for this,” she says, and kicks off her heels.
Tom followed suit, slipping his shoes off and kicking them away before he completely pulls his tie off and tosses it.
Ashley sits down on the edge of the bed and reaches into the brown bag, rifling through it. “I brought it, just like you asked.” She pulls out a McDonald’s sandwich. 
“A double quarter pounder with extra bacon and extra cheese,” she says and waves it under his chin. The smell of beef, fat, toasted bread and melted cheese waft into his nostrils, sending goosebumps over his neck.
“I’ve got yours as well,” he says and opens a white Styrofoam box.
She gasps and grabs it. The oil of the steak-cut fries, orange cheese, thick, brown chili,  glistening onions, and greasy bacon bits tickles her nose. Chilie and cheese stain her lips and cheeks as she stuffs a handful into her mouth. “Mmmmhh… Mmmmmh.”
Tom unwraps his sandwich, squishing it down till ketchup squirts out, and takes a bite of the fat filled fast food. “Oh, God,” he says with a half stuffed mouth. 
Ashley swallows. “You remembered to get the cinnabuns right?” she asks and plows another handful of fries into her mouth.
“Mhm,” he says before swallowing, “They’re in the bottom of the bag.”
The two gorge themselves on their respective junk food until they finish them.
“Oh my God… Oh, I’ve been waiting all week for this,” he says and reaches into his bag. “But if my wife ever found out… “
“Tell me about it. My husband thinks the only fat a woman should have on her body is her boobs. He’s starting to drive me crazy. Now he even wants me to cut out dinner and just have a salad every night.”
“Is he on some kind of medication?”
“God, I wish he was, then I could poison him and get a little reprieve for a while.”
Tom opens a carton and slices the frosting covered confection into pieces with a plastic knife, then sticks a fork into a centerpiece dripping with cinnamon and frosting and feeds it to Ashley.
“Mhhhh… Sugar,” she moans.
There’s a knock at the door, and Tom smiles. “That’s got to be Pizza hut. Pepperoni, bacon, salami, balsamic drizzle, pretzel crust and extra cheese, just like we planned,” he says, stuffing a piece of cinnamon roll into his mouth. As he gets up the door bursts open. A woman with curly red hair and wearing a pink nightgown glares at him from the threshold.
“Tom!” she says.
Tom’s face goes pale. “Karen?” he said with half a mouthful.
“So this is what you’ve been doing, telling me you’ve got an important meeting every weekend and that you can’t cancel it.”
“Wait Karen, this isn’t what it looks like,” he says holding his hands up.
 “You,” she  hisses at Ashley. “You’re the one who’s been helping him cheat on his diet, you miserable whore,” she screams, and runs at her.
That night, the season finale of S.H.I.E.L.D. was interrupted by the breaking story of a woman arrested for trying to asphyxiate her husband with a Boston cream doughnut.



