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We sat outside on the narrow patio, two coffees between us, traffic grinding past, rush hour on Main. A couple sat at the next place up,  a taco stand, girl in a green dress, guy in a hat, and some other guy with them, standing too close to her.

My husband followed her eyes. “You think that’s her boyfriend or the other one with the hat?”

“The one in the hat’s too comfortable.”

The guy standing leaned in and said something that made the girl laugh. She touched his chest when she did. My husband couldn’t look away.

“He’s definitely not the boyfriend,” he said. “He’s the one getting all the fun.”

I raised my cup and looked at him over the rim. “You sound like you like that.”

He didn’t answer right away. He watched the girl brush her hair off her neck. The guy’s hand went to her lower back, casual.

“It is kinda hot, not gonna lie,” he said finally, without looking at me.

I set my cup down. “You want me to set you up like that? You want to see me with someone else right in front of you?”I was kidding of course.

His eyes came back to me fast. “No, I didn’t mean it like that.”

I waited a beat or two. I knew there was something going on in that busy head of his.

He shook his head. “I mean, I didn’t say I wouldn’t be curious.”

And there it was.

I pulled a sugar packet toward me and tapped it flat against the table. “Well, you want me to flirt with one of your friends? We can make it a whole thing. Just pick someone you trust.”

He laughed once, softly, thoughtfully. “Don’t tempt me,” he said, and he tried to laugh that off, too.

“I’m not tempting you,” I said, keeping us focused. It wasn’t the first time it came up between us.

He didn’t smile this time. He just stared up the street again. The guy in the hat got up to throw something away. The other guy sat down in his chair without asking. The girl didn’t move.

“Maybe it’s not such a bad idea,” he said. He finally brought his gaze back to me. “Get it out of my system, right?”

A staff person came by to gather up our used plates of food. I didn’t look at him.

When he left, I said, “You’re not serious, though.”

He took a sip. “I don’t know. You said it, not me.”

“You want me to kiss someone? In front of you?”

He shrugged.

I looked back at the girl in the green dress. She had her leg across the other guy’s lap now, fingers curled around her cup.

“You’d lose your mind,” I said.

He laughed again, but it was just air. “Maybe, yeah,” he said and shook his head like he was trying to throw the idea off.

Gerry leaned in, said something at her ear. Her mouth dropped open and she laughed again.

I looked at him. “Which friend would you pick though?”

He leaned over the table with both forearms, hands around his cup. “Not Troy, that’s for sure.”

I nodded. Yeah, no, Troy would not work.

He went on, “You’d laugh at Paul.”

I agreed on that call too.

He didn’t say the third name.

I leaned back in my chair and crossed my arms.

Over there, the girl kissed the guy on the cheek, the other one. Her boyfriend came back, but didn’t react. I could tell he saw it though.

“They talked about it,” I said.

“Probably,” my husband said, glancing back over there.

“And you think that’s hot, do you?”

He didn’t answer this time. I watched his hand grip his cup tighter, though.

I said, “You really want that?”

“I don’t know,” he said with resignation and pushed up from the table. We brought out stuff inside for the dish tub and made our way home.

Later that night, we resolved to “get it out of his system” once and for all. About ten days later, I had the towel wrapped around me when he knocked on the bathroom door. I was leaning in close to the mirror, touching up my eyeliner.

“You’ve been in there forever,” he said.

“I want it to look good.”

He pushed the door open. “It always looks good.”

“Uh-huh.” I pressed at the corner of my eye, blinked a few times, then checked the angle again. “You think the strappy heels or the boots?”

He leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed. “Strappy.”

“Too much.”

“That’s the point.”

I snorted and pulled the towel tighter. “You’re a menace.”

“You said you were going to flirt with him. You don’t do it in flats.”

I turned to face him. “You want him to think I’m trying?”

He shrugged. “You said you wanted to do it right.”

I raised an eyebrow and stepped past him to the bedroom. He followed. I tossed the towel on the bed and stood at the closet. “Okay. Pick one.”

He moved up behind me, looked past my shoulder. “That black one.”

“The short one?”

“Yeah.”

I pulled it out, held it against my body. He nodded. I held up another one. “Too classy?”

He squinted. “It’s not a fundraiser.”

I laughed and tossed it aside. He sat on the bed, watching. “Are you sure this is what you want?”

He grinned. “Don’t chicken out now.”

“Chicken out? I’m the one who’s going to have to do all the work. You’re the chicken.”

“Work?”

I pulled on panties, black, then the strapless bra. Slid into the dress. He whistled.

“It’s tight,” I said.

He got up and zipped the back. “That’s the idea.”

“I should wear something looser.”

He looked at me in the mirror. “That’s not what we talked about.”

I turned and checked the profile, adjusting the hem. “If you get weird about this halfway through, I swear to god, ”

“I won’t.”

“You always say that.”

He laughed. “You look good.”

I turned again. “Shoes.”

“Strappy.”

I stepped into them and buckled. He sat back down on the edge of the bed. “Lipstick?”

I held one up. “Too red?”

“No.”

“Too much?”

He looked at my mouth. “It’ll get his attention.”

I laughed. “You’re ridiculous.”

“I’m prepared.”

“For what?”

He just smiled.

I looked down at the dress. “I feel overdressed.”

He tilted his head. “It’s just dinner.”

“Uh-huh.”

He got up, grabbed his shirt off the back of the chair. “You’re going to kill him.”

I rolled my eyes and went back to the mirror for the final touch of gloss. He came up behind me again, hands on my hips, then trailed them around to the front.

“You sure you’re okay with this?” I asked.

He pressed a kiss into my neck. “You’ll know if I’m not.”

I looked at us in the mirror. My eyes were lined, lips glossy, cleavage pushed up. He smiled, stepped back, and left the room.

I stayed there another full minute. Then I sat down, pulled the hem of the dress lower, and stayed quiet, steadied my breath, thought back to my dating days. I came out to find he’d prepared shots for us on the counter, the nerve steadying kind.

He knocked once at our door and let himself in before either of us got down the hallway. My husband called out to him, “Back here,” and I stood up from the kitchen stool, smoothing my dress.

Gerry came through the house carrying a bottle of white and two six-packs. “I brought options,” he said.

My husband clapped him on the back. “She’s the wine. We’re the beer.”

I laughed. “I guess I’m outnumbered.”

He looked at me then. Noticed me, like fully. He gave a small nod, not too obvious, but it told me he was impressed. “That dress is, yeah, good call.”

I smiled. “Thanks.”

He followed us out onto the deck. The sun was still up, heat hanging in the air. I brought out glasses while they opened bottles. I leaned over the table just a little more than needed. No reaction, though. They started talking about work, some project the two of them were on years ago. I let it wash over me and watched their body language instead.

Gerry wasn’t giving anything away. Laughing, drinking, cracking jokes. It was all so easy.

My husband was harder to read. Relaxed, but something behind his eyes stayed fixed on the flow. I watched him watch me more than once.

After my second glass, I shifted my chair closer. Not by much, though. Crossed my legs and aimed my knee toward Gerry. When I reached to refill his glass, my fingers touched his. He didn’t pull back, didn’t even glance at my husband.

The conversation moved to mutual friends, who got married, who moved, who got boring. We all laughed.

I let my foot drift under the table. Slow. Found his shin. Left it there. Not a nudge, just contact. He looked at me once, sideways, but kept talking.

My husband said something funny, we both laughed, and I touched Gerry’s arm for balance, and kept it there a second too long, too. Nothing in my husband’s face changed, which annoyed me. I expected some level of enjoyment at my little flourishes of flirting.

So I did it again.

Another refill. Another smile. Another lean in to close.

Gerry leaned in too, elbow against mine. Close enough for body heat.

He glanced toward my husband. I watched him closely, then I looked at my husband myself. He gave me the faintest smile, like he wasn’t surprised. There was no jealousy, no hesitation. Just a “all systems go” check-in kind of smile.

That’s when I started to wonder. Had they already talked? Was this pre-arranged on the other end as well?

Gerry excused himself to use the bathroom. When he stepped inside, I turned to my husband.

“You’re being very cool about this so far,” I said.

He took a sip. “Should I not be?”

“You’re just, quiet.”

He grinned. “You’re doing great.”

I raised an eyebrow.

He leaned back in the chair. “You said you were going to flirt.”

I traced the rim of my glass. “He hasn’t said anything?”

“He doesn’t need to.”

“He’s not stupid.”

“Exactly.”

We heard the toilet flush. I fixed the top of my dress.

My husband tipped his beer toward me. “Game on?” he said.

I smiled without answering. Did he not know it already was? In my mind at the time, we’d already got it well into the 4th quarter. I guess he saw it as just warm ups so far.

The sun dropped low enough that we had to lean forward to stay in the shade. I kicked off my shoes. Gerry had his chair turned toward me now, legs stretched out, glass dangling from two fingers. My husband stayed where he was, one elbow on the table, the other hooked over the back of his chair as though he were already half turned and away.

“So, wait,” Gerry said, “she really faked a broken ankle to get out of a date?”

I burst out laughing, loud and sudden, hand on Gerry’s shoulder to steady myself. “She texted a photo of her foot in a bandage. From Google.”

“No,” he said.

“Yes,” I said.

“She wins. You can’t beat that.”

“She tried to send the same photo to two different guys,” I said. “Forgot she already sent it to the first one.”

He shook his head. “See, this is why I don’t date anymore.”

“Oh please,” I said, leaning back and refilling his glass. “You love dating.”

He took a slow sip and looked at me over the rim. “I love other people’s dating disasters.”

“Nice deflection,” I said. “What’s your worst?”

“My worst?”

“Worst date.”

He tilted his head. “How are we defining worst? Like, bad or messy?”

“Either.”

He smiled and glanced at my husband, who just lifted his drink and nodded once.

“All right,” Gerry said, settling in. “One time, true story, I had a girl ask me to stop mid-blow-job so she could pray.”

I laughed again. “Pray?”

“I thought she was kidding.”

“What did you do?”

“Waited. She prayed. Then said she had to go. Left me in the car.”

My husband cracked up. “That’s the Lord cockblocking you, man.”

We all laughed. I shifted in my seat, pulled my leg up. My toes touched Gerry’s shin. He didn’t move. I left it there.

“What about best?” I asked.

He looked at me again. “Best date?”

“Best sex.”

He smirked. “That escalated.”

“I’m a direct sort of woman. Ask my husband.” I kept my flaring eyes on Gerry only, I knew my husband was watching more closely now.

“I see that.”

My husband smiled but didn’t speak. Just watched.

“Best sex,” Gerry said, thinking. “There was this girl who used to talk the whole time.”

“Talk?” I asked. “Like dirty talk?”

“No. Just stuff. What she did that day, what she wanted to eat later.”

“While you were . . .  ”

“Yeah.”

“That’s weird.”

“It was incredible.”

I grinned. “You’re lying.”

“I swear.”

We were quiet for a second. I moved my foot again. This time it stayed on his. He looked down. Then up. Then at my husband.

“Another round?” my husband said, already standing.

The door clicked behind him. I stayed where I was. So did Gerry.

Neither of us spoke.

He watched me now without smiling. I watched him watching but I didn’t blink.

My leg stayed where it was and so did his. The energy was rising, you could feel it. I wasn’t so sure about this whole idea anymore.

I shifted my chair two inches closer to his. “Too much sun over there,” I said, even though the sun was gone.

He tilted his beer toward me. “Better over here anyway.”

I smiled. My husband came back, looked up from his phone and set it aside, sat down.

The conversation moved to music: bad concert stories. I turned toward Gerry when I talked, half-angled, elbow resting on the table, shoulders open. When I laughed, I brushed my hair off my face with both hands, let my chest lift with the motion.

He noticed, but he didn’t stare.

I leaned closer to hear him talk about some band from high school. My arm bumped his. I laughed louder than the joke deserved.

My husband watched without speaking.

“What kind of women do you usually date?” I asked, chin on the back of my hand, body leaning way over now, nearly pressing into him.

Gerry gave me that look. “That’s a setup.”

“Humor me.”

He shrugged. “Pretty. Complicated. Not great at texting.”

“That narrows it down.”

He smiled. “Not sure anyone could top this dinner.”

I looked down, adjusted the top of my dress. “It’s just drinks.”

“Sure,” he said.

My husband stood and went inside again, grabbing empties as he passed.

I turned back to Gerry. “You want dessert or another beer?”

“I’ll follow your lead.”

I picked up the bottle, poured without asking. He leaned back, one arm slung behind his chair. I noticed how relaxed he looked now, how settled in. My husband came out with a bag of chips and set it on the table.

“No more dishes,” he said.

Gerry tore it open. I reached in, brushed his hand. Took one, bit it.

“You need a real date,” I said.

“Are you volunteering?”

“Not for me. For someone else.”

“Oh?”

“I know people.”

“Do they flirt like you?”

I raised an eyebrow, glanced at my husband. I wasn’t prepared for talking about it as well as doing it.

He grinned. “I mean that in a good way.”

“Well at least you’re still behaving.”

“I’m polite.”

I crossed my legs slowly, lifted the top one higher than needed. My heel dangled. His eyes flicked down. My husband cracked a chip between his teeth as though for dramatic effect.

I held eye contact with Gerry.

“Polite’s overrated,” I said. “Don’t you think?”

He laughed. My husband did too, but still didn’t speak. He seemed determined to make himself invisible.

I stretched my arms out. “You two always this tame when you’re together?”

Gerry said, “Tamer than this.”

I leaned on the table with my elbows. “This is pretty tame.” I’m not sure what I was feeling. Pensive? Cat in a cage? I can’t lie. I imagined things when the day was approaching.

“Okay,” he said. “If this is tame, then what’s wild?”

I shrugged. “That depends who’s watching.”

My husband exhaled through his nose. I turned to him. “Too much?” I said privately to him.

He grinned. “You haven’t done anything yet,” he said back just as privately to me, but also right in front of Gerry.

I reached for another chip. My fingers touched Gerry’s again.

He looked at me longer this time.

The chill of the night came and we all agreed to move things inside. Nobody said what was really going on, that we were ramping things up and needing it to go private mode.

My husband carried the dishes to the sink while I opened another bottle. Gerry took the glasses and followed me into the living room. My husband dimmed the lights as he came in behind us. Music was already playing, low, something rhythmic without lyrics.

Gerry dropped onto the couch and stretched out, one arm along the back. I sat beside him, legs tucked under. My husband took the armchair across, drink in hand. The set up naturally fell into the configuration of the girl and two guys at the taco stand that day.

“You guys always drink this much on a Wednesday?” Gerry asked.

I smiled. “You’re the one who brought six.”

“You’re the one who drank three.”

“Only two and a half.”

He raised his glass. “Still counts.”

I toasted back and took a sip. The music settled over us.

Gerry turned slightly toward me. “You’ve been giving me those eyes all night.”

I laughed. “Excuse me?”

He shrugged. “Just saying.”

I looked over at my husband. He raised his eyebrows, smiled faintly. That nearly proved it to me that they had in fact pre-arranged the evening. But to what degree?

I turned back, let the laughter stay in my chest. “You only wish.”

Gerry grinned. “You’re dangerous.”

I reached out and swatted his leg. “Stop.”

He caught my hand, briefly. Let it go. I let it fall on his knee and shot a glance at my husband.

He shifted in his chair, but didn’t speak.

I leaned back against the couch letting my thigh press against Gerry’s. His hand rested on his own leg, near mine.

“Seriously though,” he said, “what kind of married couple invites a guy over and lets the wife flirt with him like that?”

So he was putting it on the table, turning the lamp right onto it.

My husband said, “You think we’re not normal?”

“I’m starting to wonder,” Gerry said.

I tilted my head. “You’re not complaining, though.”

“Not at all,” he said and he smirked.

My fingers tapped lightly on his knee. He didn’t react. But he looked over at my husband again, almost expecting a comment.

None came.

I leaned into him a little more. “What, you think you need permission?”

He looked at me. “Should I ask?”

I glanced at my husband. Still calm. Still watching.

I laughed again and took another sip of wine. “You’re both ridiculous.”

My hand stayed where it was, cupped around his knee. Gerry let his leg drift a little closer to me. Not touching, not quite, but close.

I shifted my leg again and now they did touch.

I topped up our glasses and leaned back into the couch. Gerry shifted beside me, thigh firmly pressed against mine now, so easy, all unspoken. My husband stayed in the armchair across from us, legs stretched, arms crossed, watching.

“Okay,” Gerry said. “New topic. Worst place to get caught.”

I laughed. “That’s the topic?”

“You brought up best sex, I’m just keeping us in the zone.”

I raised my glass. “Fair.”

He pointed at me. “You go first.”

“I’ve never been caught.”

“That’s boring.”

“Sorry to disappoint.”

He turned to my husband. “Seriously? Never?”

My husband smiled. “She’s very discreet.”

“That sounds more suspicious than innocent.”

I held up a finger. “Your turn.”

He grinned. “Parking garage. Broad daylight. Window fogged up, but not enough, evidently.”

“Who caught you?”

“Security guy.”

“What did he do?”

“Knocked. Waited. Then took a photo of the license plate.”

I laughed into my drink. “Did you get fined?”

“No. But she did break up with me after.”

“Because of that?”

“She said I was a bad influence.”

My husband laughed. “She wasn’t wrong.”

Gerry shrugged. “I regret nothing.”

I shifted slightly, just enough to make the contact with his leg more certain. He didn’t adjust.

“Come on,” he said, nudging me. “Not even once?”

I raised an eyebrow. “You’re very curious.”

“I like stories.”

“You want a story, or the truth?”

“Whatever’s more interesting.”

I smirked. “Fine. My high school boyfriend and I got walked in on by my mom. Clothes on, barely anything happened.”

“That counts.”

“Not really.”

“It’s the vibe that counts.”

I tilted my glass toward him. “You?”

“I already told you mine.”

“Another one.”

He laughed. “You’re the one on trial here.”

“Trial for what?”

He leaned in just slightly. “Being the one giving me those eyes all night.”

I shook my head and grinned. “You’re going to make that a thing.”

“It already is.”

My husband took a long sip, the tiniest of smirks escaping his lips.

Gerry looked at me again. “So, really. Never been caught for real?”

I looked at my husband. Then back at him. “Not yet.”

Gerry snorted.

My husband said, “Wouldn’t be the worst thing.”

I took a drink, took my time with it. My glass touched the rim of his when I lowered it, sang with a ting.

Gerry shifted his leg. More pressure now, no gap at all between us.

I leaned back. My dress crept up when I crossed my legs again. His hand brushed mine on the cushion between us. Not a grab. Just passing, but lingering a moment.

Gerry took another sip, swirling the wine slowly in his glass before setting it down with a faint clink, then shifted on the couch to face me more directly, his knee pressing firmly into mine now as he reached one arm along the backrest. With a tone that almost passed for casual, he said, “You want to try kissing me?”

The question came without a smile, without a nudge or wink, the directness of it hovering between us, and I blinked once, not in disbelief but in clarity, feeling every detail of the room, the music go low, the warm glass in my hand, the sound of my husband’s thumb tapping against his drink. He was bringing things to a head.

I looked at Gerry, then over at my husband, waiting for a smirk or shake of the head, some signal that we’d hit the line, time to bring it home. But he didn’t move, didn’t blink, didn’t give anything up except a quiet, almost amused “Up to you,” before settling back in the chair with his fingers loosely wrapped around the rim of his glass.

I let my breath out slowly through my nose, not all at once, and I turned back toward Gerry, watching the way his eyes stayed locked on mine without trying to rush me, without saying anything more.

When I moved in, it wasn’t quick or tentative, just slow and measured, enough to make it clear that I was choosing to do it, not reacting to anything but my own body and the fact that no one had told me to stop.

Our lips touched, light at first, barely even touching, and then there was a little more pressure as he placed one hand at my waist, his fingers warm against the side of my dress, his thumb moving slightly up and down as I kissed him back, not deep, not messy, just enough to know it wasn’t pretend.

My husband still didn’t say a thing.

When I pulled away, I did it cleanly and leaned back into my seat, brushing my fingers down my thigh and straightening the hem of my dress as if that would tuck the moment away with it. I smiled too brightly, too fast, saying “Okay,” in a tone that tried to make it sound like a joke, but none of us laughed.

Gerry didn’t say anything, just picked his glass back up, watching me without pushing things, and I reached for mine too, lifting it without drinking, letting it rest against my lip while I stared at the coffee table and listened to the bass line of the song playing just then.

My husband leaned his head back, stared at the ceiling, and exhaled through his nose, slow and even, while my pulse thudded in my neck and the air around us thickened.

Gerry shifted, his thigh now fully against mine, the glass still loose in his hand as he reached the other arm along the top of the couch, his fingers brushing the top of my shoulder in a slow drag before just resting there.

I didn’t move away, didn’t lean in either, just stayed where I was with both feet on the floor and my knees close together, my fingers resting lightly around the stem of my glass. The only sound for a moment was the soft finish of the track fading out before the next one eased in, something just as slow and low.

My husband stood without saying anything and walked toward the kitchen, his footsteps easy, his voice trailing behind him as he called, “Grabbing some water, anyone want?”

Gerry shook his head and lifted his glass slightly, still watching me. “I’m good.”

I didn’t answer.

As soon as the hallway light flicked on and the sound of the fridge opening filled the quiet, Gerry turned toward me, resting one hand gently on the side of my face, his thumb near my jaw as he said, not smiling this time, “That wasn’t nothing.”

I swallowed, let my eyes stay on his, but I didn’t respond, didn’t nod or shrug, just held still while he leaned in again, slower than before but with more weight behind it, more certainty, and kissed me full on the mouth, my husband not right there this time.

No, this time it wasn’t soft or careful either. It was deliberate, his lips warm, his other hand now resting at my waist again as he deepened it, holding me in place without force, just enough pressure to keep me from slipping out of it.

So I didn’t pull away.

His tongue touched mine for just a second before he backed off, not far though, just enough to keep his face close to mine while I took a breath and reached blindly for my wine without looking away from him.

The hallway light clicked off. My husband stepped back into the room with a glass in one hand and a folded napkin in the other, no sound in his walk, no sharp glance or pause, just calm steps as he sat back in the chair with the same posture he’d had all night.

I sat back slowly, my hand still warm from where Gerry’s had rested, and I shifted just enough to pull the hem of my dress back into place as I took a slow sip.

My husband adjusted his seat, placed the glass on the side table, and picked up his phone again.

Gerry sat back too, letting his fingers graze along my shoulder once more before resting them behind me again.

I stared ahead and let the music keep playing, keep invading me, keep taking me further and further away. I wasn’t sure what to show my husband about what I was feeling. I’d forgotten by then all about how this was for him, how this was about what he was going to be feeling. Nobody seemed interested in that anymore, least of all him.

The room fell quieter even though the music hadn’t stopped, the track rolling along with no lyrics and a slow, pulsing rhythm that matched us in the room and seemed to underline every movement. Gerry’s hand rested lightly on my bare thigh now, fingers just above the knee, not  testing, just planted there with casual confidence, his body turned toward me as if the earlier kiss had changed the rules and he no longer needed to wait for cues.

I didn’t move of course. I didn’t reach for my glass. I didn’t shift away. How could I? I wanted more. A lot more.

My husband leaned forward in the chair opposite us, elbows braced on his knees, hands loosely clasped in front of his mouth, his drink untouched now and his phone forgotten on the table beside him. His eyes trained directly on me without flinching or cowering away.

Gerry didn’t speak right away, but when he did, his voice was quieter than before, directed only at my husband. “Is this still okay?”

I laughed once, short and uneven, not pulling my leg back, not touching his hand, just staying there with it between us. “You asking me or him?” It was a reasonable question: I couldn’t tell.

He smiled, but didn’t say anything more.

I turned to look at my husband again, one eyebrow raised, but it came out more like a question than a challenge. Well? I wanted to ask him. Is it still okay?

He didn’t smile. He met my eyes steadily and said, “I want to see what it feels like. To let go a little.”

No one laughed this time. No one looked away. But the way he said it, like it was rehearsed, like it was scripted. Who was this all for, anyway?

Gerry’s hand didn’t move higher. It stayed exactly where it was, still light, still waiting, and completely still. But my husband said what he said.

I exhaled, long and silent through my nose, and I shifted back in my seat just enough to uncross my legs. My foot slid flat onto the floor. Then the other followed. My knees opened slowly, deliberately, the motion steady and without hurry. Gerry’s fingers moved with my knees, only slightly, only in response.

My dress crept up my thighs, not by accident and not corrected. I shook.

Gerry adjusted his position, but only enough to bring his hip closer, and his hand moved higher now, a fraction up, fingers grazing the inside muscle just above my knee.

I rested both hands in my lap and looked down at them, then lifted my chin and glanced across the room.

My husband’s eyes were still on me, his body still leaned forward, but his jaw had tightened slightly and his breathing had picked up just enough pace to notice. He reached out for his drink but didn’t lift it, just let his fingers rest on the base of the glass.

Gerry’s hand crept another inch higher, slow and steady, until the edge of his thumb touched the inside seam of my dress. His other arm stayed behind me on the couch, unmoving, but touching my lower back.

The room stayed quiet except for the sound of ice shifting in one of our glasses.

I turned toward Gerry on the couch, my legs folding under, the angle narrowing between us until my knee pressed against his side. I shifted forward slowly, letting my hands rest on his shoulders as I eased one knee over his thigh, then the other, settling into his lap with a laugh that I tried to put there lightly even though no one else was laughing anymore.

His hands caught my hips instantly, not tentatively, not roughly, just sure, and as I adjusted my position to keep balance, he slid them down further, palms resting now at the base of my spine with his thumbs hooked along the sides of my waist, holding me where I came to rest on him.

My dress bunched slightly at the top of my thighs, the hem sliding up as I leaned forward and rested my hands on his chest, steadying myself while I rocked once, just enough to test how stable the seat was, or maybe to keep the tone loose, even though I knew the tension in the room had become heavier.

He let one hand drop lower, so that it rested across the curve of my ass, and then gave a small pull that brought me down tighter against him, hips pressed close now, nothing any longer accidental or casual about the contact between us. His other hand moved back up my spine and settled there, warm and open, just holding me, assuring me.

Taking possession of me.

I could feel the way he was already hard underneath me, even through my panties and his jeans, and I let my knees widen just slightly to stay balanced on him as I sat deeper into his lap, the motion natural, casual, without urgency, but clear.

My husband shifted again in his chair, one hand on the armrest now, the other cupped around the base of his drink, and I glanced at him once, waiting to see some reaction, maybe a word or a raised hand or some kind of signal to pause, but he only leaned forward more, elbows on his knees deeper, watching, his chest rising faster than before, and his jaw tight.

I rolled my hips slowly once, enough to settle more firmly into Gerry’s lap, and smiled like it was still part of a game, like we were still just playing. But his hands moved again, both of them now gripping my ass, pulling me into another motion that wasn’t playful anymore, not careful, just steady and deliberate. It was becoming so real.

I adjusted my grip on his shoulders, pressed my chest closer to his, and let myself move again, slower this time, my thighs squeezing tighter around him as I rocked in a rhythm that no longer matched the music. His mouth came near my neck, close but not touching, just breathing on me, and I could feel the heat of it every time I leaned forward.

Across from us, my husband didn’t look away, didn’t sip his glass, didn’t do anything. He sat forward, watching, his breath audible now. I rocked once more, slower than before, letting it go on longer. I felt the wetness between my legs, damp now, but I didn’t stop. I don’t think I could have.

His hands moved slowly at first, palms sliding up along the sides of my thighs, pushing the fabric of my dress higher with each pass until it bunched around my hips. I lifted my arms when he leaned in, his grip shifting to the hem now, and in one steady motion he pulled the dress over my head, clearing my hair and tossing it aside behind the couch without breaking eye contact. My chest lifted with each breath as I sat there on top of him, exposed under the dim light, heat rising from us everywhere.

But he didn’t pause. He leaned in and placed a kiss just below my collarbone, then another a few inches lower, and then he pulled my bra down enough to take my right nipple between his lips with no hesitation. His tongue flicked once, then again, and when he sucked harder I gasped and let out a sound I hadn’t meant to make, one hand flying up to his neck and the other gripping the back of the couch for balance.

My husband stood, not abruptly, just a slow rise from the chair, the glass still in his hand. He didn’t walk forward. He didn’t speak. He just moved now to the edge of the room, eyes locked on me, mouth slightly open, chest moving faster than before. He wasn’t stopping us.

I didn’t cover myself. I didn’t shift or hide. I just pressed my thighs tighter around Gerry’s waist, feeling the pressure between us increase as I moved slightly in his lap again, the friction sharper now with nothing between us except the thin barrier of my panties and his jeans. His hands came back to my waist, sliding around to my lower back and pulling me tighter into him.

I leaned back, my spine arching slightly as his mouth moved to the other nipple, slower this time, his teeth grazing gently before closing around it. I moaned again, quieter now, and my legs flexed tighter in response, one of my heels digging into the cushion beside his thigh.

The air felt thick. The room was warm. The music barely registered anymore, just background noise to the sound of our breathing and the faint shift of fabric and skin.

I looked once more toward my husband. He hadn't moved. But his free hand was clenched loosely at his side, knuckles pale under the low light. He watched everything without blinking, his eyes flicking from my chest to my hips to the place where our bodies were pressed together and back up again.

Gerry kissed upward now, along the slope of my breast, back to my collarbone, and then to the side of my neck, his breath hot against my skin as he pulled me down into another slow grind.

I didn’t say anything. I didn’t push him back. My hands stayed on his shoulders, my nails curling slightly as I leaned into his rhythm and let it continue.

His hands gripped my waist tighter as I rocked on him, my hips grinding down into his lap in longer, fuller motions, each one slower than the last but deeper, my thighs tensing around his sides for leverage. I braced myself with both hands on his shoulders, fingers spread wide, trying to stay upright as the motion built on itself, not jerky or frantic but steady and purposeful, every downward roll pressing my center harder against him through the thin cotton of my panties.

His hands slid from my waist to the curve of my ass, squeezing once, then back up my spine and around to cup my breasts, lifting them slightly before his thumbs brushed over each nipple, still sensitive and exposed. He opened the clasps of my bra and the straps slid down my arms.

I gasped again, this time with a tremor in my throat, and my back arched without thought, pushing myself further into his grip as I rocked harder, the heat building between us too quickly to pretend anymore.

Across from us, my husband had lowered himself back into his chair, both hands resting on his thighs, eyes locked on me and jaw clenched tight. He still didn’t speak, didn’t blink, didn’t adjust his posture, just stared as if the rest of the room had gone quiet around him. The sound of my breath filled the space, fast and broken, mixed with the faint creak of the couch beneath us and the beat of the music still playing low through the speakers.

I glanced at him once, briefly, just enough to register the intensity of his stare, but whatever it meant, curiosity, arousal, disbelief, I couldn’t read it, and I didn’t try anymore.

Gerry leaned in and brought his mouth close to my ear, his voice low and even when he spoke. “You’re soaking through,” he said, and then his hand slid between my legs and pulled the edge of my panties aside, slipping the fabric off-center with no resistance from me.

Or from my husband I might add. I didn’t flinch. I didn’t reach down to stop him. I just shifted my weight forward slightly, letting him do it, my hands gripping his shoulders tighter as I pressed down into his lap harder.

My breath caught in my throat when his fingers brushed against me directly this time, bare and wet, the contact sharp and undeniable, and he let out a sound just under his breath, barely audible but real.

I rolled my hips again, harder now, slower yet, and he matched my involuntary motion with a firm pull of my hips down into him. I could feel the heat through his jeans and the slick slide of my body against the fabric with every grind. My head dropped slightly, hair falling forward over my face, and I whispered into the space between us, not loud, not dramatic, just a single line between gasps.

“This wasn’t supposed to happen.”

His hands slid up my bare back again, fingers spreading wide, and he whispered back, steady and without pause. “It is happening exactly as it was supposed to.”

What did that mean?

He reached down between us and unbuttoned his jeans with one hand, the other still gripping my waist not letting me even think about getting off him. His zipper lowered slowly, teeth slipping apart with the soft grind of metal on metal, and I didn’t move, didn’t speak, didn’t glance away as he shifted underneath me to free himself. The waistband stretched, fabric folding, and then he pushed it just low enough to bring himself out, thick, hard, flushed deep with color, the tip brushing the inside of my thigh.

I froze.

My legs tensed where they straddled him, and I stared down at it, breath caught halfway in my throat, unable to pull my eyes away from the shape of him right there between us, so close it brushed the edge of my panties where they were still hooked to one side. My hand lifted halfway, paused in the air, fingers curled but not reaching. Not quite yet. But the pull was there.

I looked up and across the room again, chest rising too fast now. My husband still hadn’t moved, but his eyes had. He was watching the whole of it, his gaze on my body, then the space between us, then back to my face. He held it there and gave the smallest nod.

His voice didn’t carry much weight, didn’t change tone, didn’t slow. “Do it,” he said.

Gerry looked up at me too, his face serious, eyes asking a question he couldn’t say aloud. He didn’t move again. He didn’t push. But he heard my husband as clearly as I did, didn’t he.

I reached down and wrapped my fingers around him. The heat of his skin, the firmness, the slight pulse under my palm, it all hit me at once. I guided him up between my legs, leaned forward slightly, and adjusted my hips, my thighs opening just a little wider, knees planting deeper into the couch cushions outside his hips.

I shifted the fabric of my panties aside with my free hand, then held him steady as I lowered my body slowly, carefully, until the head pressed against my opening. The pressure increased with each breath I took. My body tensed. I breathed in. Then I pushed down, just an inch, just enough for him to start entering me.

He didn’t thrust. He didn’t move. But oh my god he felt good.

I kept going, lowering myself in slow, controlled increments, his cock stretching me with each inch I took, the heat rising through my body in waves that made my skin slick and my thighs tighten around his waist. I gasped, sharp, uncontrolled, when he slipped in deeper, and I steadied myself with both hands on his shoulders again, head tilted down, hair falling forward around my face.

My husband let out a breath, hard through his nose, and leaned back slightly in the chair, still silent, still watching.

But no one said a word.

I sank the rest of the way down on him.

I shifted my weight forward slightly, hands braced against his chest, the muscles under my palms twitching as I began to move, slow at first, my hips lifting only an inch before easing back down again.

His cock filled me completely, and every inch of motion stretched me in ways that made the room blur at the edges. I lifted again, just a little higher, and lowered again, controlled, deliberate, waiting for something to crack.

His hands came up to my waist, fingers curling in, pulling me down harder this time, guiding the next motion with more pressure. He rocked up to meet me, a small upward thrust that caught me off guard and dragged a groan from my throat I didn’t mean to make. My nails pressed into his chest without warning, and I opened my knees wider, settling into a new pace as the rhythm locked in, slower than I expected, but deeper, steadier, so good, like goooood.

I moved again. His hands moved with me. I started to let it take over.

The couch creaked under us, muffled by the music and the low hum of the lights. Each roll of my hips brought him further inside, every descent looser, wetter, louder. My breath came in uneven bursts, catching between each grind, my thighs trembling as I fought to keep the pace. His fingers dug harder into my hips, anchoring me, guiding me down again and again, and I didn’t fight it anymore (if I ever did). I made noises, I know I did, high pitched and breathy.

Across the room, my husband leaned forward again, one hand now up near his face, covering his mouth. His eyes were wide and locked onto the place where our bodies met. He hadn’t blinked. His other hand hung between his knees, limp, forgotten.

I rode harder, his cock sliding deeper into me now with each drop of my hips, the friction turning wet, loud, raw. I ground into him, not with control anymore, but with a rising pull in my gut that left no space for hesitation. My fingers scraped across his chest, nails dragging over skin, not to hurt him but to hold on to him. I was whimpering at the ceiling, inhaling with deep noisy breaths, faster and faster.

He looked up at me and his eyes locked on mine now, matching my breathing rhythm with the heavy movement of his own breath. I dropped my hands to the sides of his neck, leaned in, and kissed him again fully and deeply. This time there was no pause, no caution, no performance. We were sloppy all over each other. The slapping sounds resounded through the room.

His mouth opened to mine instantly, the kiss messy and open-mouthed, tongues moving hard and fast, our breath tangling between us. His hands moved up my back, pulling me closer as I rocked hard into him, the kiss breaking only when I lifted again, gasping, and dropped harder, louder, wetter, hips smacking down into him with no softness left at all.

The rhythm faltered only once before I caught it again, grinding down in long, steady circles, every shift of my hips slicker than the last. His hands came up from my waist to my back, dragging me closer as his breathing picked up, louder now, tighter in his throat. I leaned forward, chest brushing his, nipples sliding across the sweat on his skin as I kept moving, each thrust slower, deeper, legs working through the burn that had already started in my thighs.

He grunted once, short and hard, his grip locking down on my hips as his whole body tensed beneath me. I felt the twitch inside me before I heard the sound, a low groan that started in his chest and didn’t stop, his mouth at my neck, hands gripping hard, holding me down as he spilled into me in thick, pulsing waves.

I didn’t stop right away.

I rocked through it, grinding as his cock throbbed deep inside me, every shift forcing out more wetness between us. My legs trembled, knees weak, and I kept moving until they gave out completely. I dropped forward, both hands pressing against his chest as I collapsed onto him, our bodies slick, his skin damp beneath mine, both of us breathing loud and uneven against the quiet stretch of the room.

His arms wrapped around my back loosely, resting more than holding now, his hands unmoving, his breath hot against my shoulder.

Across from us, my husband hadn’t moved. His eyes stayed fixed on me, jaw tight, hand still near his mouth, legs apart, posture locked into the same position he’d been in when I started riding hard.

I didn’t say anything. I didn’t look away.

When I finally sat back, I moved slow, lifting myself off of Gerry inch by painful inch, his cock slipping out of me with a soft sound. I felt his wetness trail down my inner thigh as I swung one leg over and shifted to the side of the couch. My panties were still hooked around one ankle, twisted and damp, forgotten where they’d slid down.

I stood. I didn’t reach for a blanket. I didn’t pull my dress back on. I stood there, naked, skin flushed and shining, legs unsteady, the inside of my thighs sticky and wet, and I stared at them both, breathing through my mouth, chest rising and falling with every inhale that didn’t quite catch.

Gerry leaned his head back against the couch, eyes closed, arms draped at his sides, cock still half-hard and glistening where it rested against his stomach. My husband’s gaze flicked down to it, then back up to me.

I didn’t move. I didn’t speak. I just stood there, trembling.

The bathroom was quickly filled with steam by the time I stepped inside, the mirror fully fogged, the air dense and warm against my face. I let the water run hot as I leaned forward with both hands on the glass, watching drops of condensation race each other down the glass without really seeing them. I pulled my hair back loosely, and stood still as the spray hit the top of my shoulders and poured down the front of my body, the pressure steady, the heat soaking into my muscles without relief, the noise drowning out everything else as I tilted my head forward and let the water collect and stream from my chin.

My hands moved automatically, reaching for the soap and sliding it over skin that still felt flushed, slick, sensitive in places where his hands had gripped me, where his mouth had pressed me, where his cock had penetrated me, and I ran the lather between my thighs slowly, not scrubbing, not pausing, just moving with even pressure until the ache in my legs made me lean more weight into the wall for support. I rinsed off with no urgency, let the water run longer than needed, and only stepped out when my fingers had wrinkled and the tile beneath my feet had gone slippery with soap.

I didn’t dry my hair, didn’t put on a robe, didn’t look at myself in the mirror as I wiped the water off my legs and arms, only moving the towel across my body where it dripped, not where it still pulsed or tingled or felt raw from being opened and taken, and when I finally dropped the towel onto the floor, I left it where it landed and walked barefoot down the hallway, each step quiet, each room passed without a glance, without a thought to whether Gerry was still there or not, because the silence already told me what I needed to know.

The bedroom door was open, the lights off, and the window left half-cracked to let in the faint sounds of distant cars and the sharp scent of summer pavement still warm from earlier in the day. I paused only long enough to see the outline of his body stretched flat on the bed, one arm folded under his head, the other across his stomach, his chest rising slowly in the dim light spilling through the curtains.

I pulled back the blanket and slid in next to him without brushing his skin, without touching his side, without announcing that I had come back to bed at all, and I lay on my back with the sheet pulled just to my hip, my legs still slightly damp, thighs slick, the scent of Gerry still faint on my skin even after the shower.

Neither of us said anything, neither of us turned, neither of us reached, and the space between our bodies stayed filled with heat, breath, and silence.

It seemed to me another visit to the cafe was in order. We had things to discuss.
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