Tom Miller

The Vanity

Tina sat naked at the vanity Randy had taken down from the attic.
The mirror and ornately carved walnut required more dusting than polish
torestore the old wood’s luster. Randy never dreamed he would see it used
again after his mother died, but there sat Tina, carefully drawing her
mascara along her eyelash as Randy gazed from the bedroom doorway. His
eyes followed the curve of Tina’s hips to her waist and up to the reflection
of her breasts in the slightly tilted vanity mirror. He savored the moment,
admiring her small limber body silhouetted by the French Provincial
curve of the vanity.

When Randy had arrived home that evening, he found Tina in
leotards, impossibly contorted on the living room floor. She sat in the
lotus position with one arm reaching behind her neck and the other arm
reaching behind her back to clasp hands. Her face shone in the afternoon
light like an ivory sculpture.

Now, hours later and reflecting on his own fat-constricted mass,
Randy thought aloud, “Maybe I should try some yoga.”

Tina’s eyes moved from her reflection in the mirror to Randy’s
beheaded image in the tilted looking glass. With her hand frozen at her
eye she shrugged minutely, “It’d be good for you, Randy ... but maybe you
should try to lose some weight first.”

“Ha,” Randy laughed, “you're right. Could you see these dimpled
knees bent into the lotus position?”’

“No,” Tina said.

Randy leaned against the doorjamb, mildly injured that Tinaresponded
curtly to him, but mostly absorbed in the serenity of the moment. He’d
made the bed and hung his suit while Tina showered after yoga. Dressed
now in freshly starched khakis and the blue silk kimono Tina had brought
him from her trip to New York City that Randy had financed, he could
visit with her for a few moments before they drove to the nightclub.

“I like to watch you put on your makeup at the vanity,” Randy said.

Tina smiled into the mirror. “You like to look at naked women.”

Randy blushed. “No, I like to look at you ... I mean you’re special,”
he stammered and at that moment, the ringing of the telephone rescued
him. The jangling unsteadied Tina’s hand and she muttered a “damn” at
the smudge of makeup.
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