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I was stuck in the kitchen for the last twenty minutes, nodding through some guy's story about his fantasy football league, when I realized I hadn't seen Sara in a while. It had been thirty minutes, maybe longer. I got out of there and pushed into the hallway, scanning faces in the dim light.

The party was loud with music thumping and voices competing to be heard. I moved through clusters of people, checking the bathroom line, the balcony, back through the kitchen. I couldn't find her anywhere.

Finally, I shouldered my way to the edge of the living room and stopped cold.

There she was, sitting on a big old couch across the crowded space. She was packed tight against some guy with an athletic build and confident posture who was leaning in close to talk over the noise. Sara’s hand was covering her mouth while her shoulders shook with laughter. I could see the color rising in her cheeks even from where I stood.

The guy had this grin on his face, clearly pleased with himself for getting her going like that. He leaned closer to her ear and said something I couldn't hear. Sara doubled over with her face down in her knees, like whatever he said was too much, too embarrassing. Then she flipped her head back against the couch, still caught up in it, and she slumped down into the cushions, exhausted, overwhelmed.

I loved it, I smiled at her, I enjoyed so much seeing her having fun and laughing. It looked good.

Her head rolled sideways toward him. Now their faces came close.

I saw them both glance down at each other's mouths for just a second. Then he moved in and her kissed her

It was one brief touch on the lips. Her chest rose and her eyebrows lifted.

Then he came in again, and they were kissing for real, full on, making out on that couch in the middle of the party.

I stood in the doorway frozen in place watching it, the smile draining from my face.

I couldn't process what I was seeing. I turned away and circulated back into the kitchen, letting the crowd in there swallow me up. Everybody around me was talking and laughing, but I stood by myself near the fridge, staring at the floor. I kept trying to figure out what I was supposed to do with that, what I was supposed to say when I saw her.

After a few minutes, I got my courage back up and made my way back to the edge of the living room again.

The couch was empty now. Neither Sara nor the guy were there anymore.

My heartbeat kicked up in my chest. Paranoia flooded through my veins. Jealousy and suspicion fueled a rising rage, until I could barely think straight at all. I started searching around the house, checking the den, the back hallway, even circling through the kitchen again. Then I found myself at the base of a staircase, looking up into the darkness up there.

All the lights were off up top. It was clearly off-limits for the party, but I couldn't help wondering if that’s where they’d gone.

Just before I put my foot on the first step, I felt her hand wrap around my waist from behind. I spun around and there she was. Sara was smiling at me, relieved she'd found me. “I was looking all over for you!” Then she went up on her toes to kiss my cheek and entwined her fingers in mine like everything was normal.

She guided me back to the kitchen and told me to wait right there. She had to go to the bathroom, and she laughed, making me promise to stay put so she wouldn't have to “go looking for me all over the place again!”She touched my nose playfully and made me swear I'd stay in the kitchen this time.

“I swear!” I said in a little whiny voice.

She warned me that there had been a long line at the bathroom the last time she'd looked, so she might be a while.

I relaxed enough to lose track of time. But then at some point when the conversation around me hit a lull, I realized it had been twenty-five or thirty minutes. I decided to take a walk over by the bathroom to check on her.

To my surprise, the bathroom door was open and there was no line at all. I stood there staring at it, trying to make sense of it, when I caught movement at the corner of my eye. Sara was coming down from upstairs, descending from the darkened second floor where all the lights were out.

I started toward her, but I had to wait for a group of people to move past. While I was stuck there, I saw the guy coming down the stairs behind her moments later.

I peeled off into the kitchen and leaned against the fridge, my mind racing now.

Sure enough, Sara found me there a minute later. She rolled her eyes and shook her head, telling me the bathroom line had been crazy.

She said that she’d had enough of the party and maybe it was time to go home. I agreed, unsure what to say or how to bring up what I'd seen.

As we were getting our shoes on in the front hallway, the guy appeared by the door. He introduced himself to me as Derek and asked a couple of casual but clearly probing questions about me and Sara, like how long we'd been together and where we'd met. Sara went beet red and wouldn't turn around to look at either of us, focusing intently on tying her shoes to the point where it looked almost rude.

As we were leaving out the front door, I caught a sneaky and supposedly hidden tap on her ass by the guy, clearly meant to go unnoticed but perfectly visible from where I was standing.

We got in the car without saying anything.

After she didn’t bring him up, I asked her who that guy was and whether she knew him. She was dismissive and said oh, “that was Derek, just an old friend.” I asked more questions about how they knew each other and where they'd met, but she laughed with what sounded like nerves or guilt and suddenly asked if I was jealous, even though nothing in my tone had suggested that.

I covered it by saying I was just curious because the guy had been asking me some questions. I made a joke about wondering whether he was a spy or with the FBI, and we both laughed at that.

She dismissed the guy's behavior as him “just being like that.” She said he was always like that, always asking questions and getting in people's business. Then she turned to gaze out the window sideways and assured me there was nothing more to it.

Now, we all have a past. I could accept that. I wasn’t one of those guys to flip my lid, even at a drawn-out kiss. It was a party, there had been drinks, it was a friend. I wondered if I’d seen what I thought I’d seen at all. I let it go. I put it out of my mind. There was no need to stir up visions of rage on nothing.

A few days later, she said she was going to meet some friends who were getting together at the Starbucks nearby. I asked who was going and she mentioned the names of some girls I recognized as her friends. As she was heading out the door, I said I had to head up that way anyway to get something at the pharmacy. I invited myself along to drop in and have a coffee with her and her friends, just for a moment before I continued up the street.

She tried to talk me out of it, but not very hard, and we headed out together. As we were walking up there, she was texting on her phone but seemed frustrated. She explained that she couldn't reach everybody and she seemed a bit low-key panicky about it, which was strange behavior, I thought, for a little coffee get together.

When we got to the café, we sat down at a table and she told me she didn't think everybody was coming. She suggested that maybe I should just carry on with my errands, but I said I had to get a coffee anyway.

When I sat with her, she was uncomfortable and antsy, checking her phone and glancing at the door. That’s when the guy from the party came in, Derek. He waved at her and headed straight over to our table, pulled out a chair and sat down with us. Right away he picked up and carried on with a conversation like they'd been talking all morning, referring to something that could only have been part of a something they'd mentioned recently, maybe even that day.

I watched this exchange and noticed his ultra confidence and how smooth and comfortable he was, leaning back in his chair like he owned the place. He joked with Sara and teased her, making her blush. He said things about her to me, embarrassing things that made her squirm in her seat. I was watching this, thinking, old friends get away with a lot. She wasn’t replying, she was only laughing and looking down and away.

That’s when he casually pushed his hand through her hair and smiled at her when she looked at him with a warning look.

I stuck around longer now because I wanted to watch what else happened between them. I noted that nobody else came, none of her girlfriends. But despite myself, I found that I actually kind of liked the guy. He showed me attention too, and asked me about my work, my interests, my opinions on things. He seemed like a pretty good guy, charismatic and funny.

Sara began to relax into this when she saw me and Derek getting along just find and she started making jokes herself, laughing at things both of us said. I watched how her eyes traveled to his face when he was talking, lingering there just a moment longer. But there was definitely distance she was being keeping between them, even though the guy occasionally, when talking to her directly, tucked her hair behind her ear, or squeezed her shoulder, or touched her jaw with the backs of his knuckles. She didn't seem to even notice the gestures or oppose them, not when she was loosened up and talking loudly and laughing. She even patted his thigh to get a word in edgewise, and when he was telling me an old story about them, she pinched his lips together to stop him so she could correct what he got wrong.

At some point the guy checked the time on his phone and said he probably had to get going. I looked at Sara because she said nothing about none of her friends showing up. It was like she forgot that part altogether.

But while I was connecting with her with our eyes, Derek, half getting up out of his chair, casually leaned over in front of me and kissed Sara deeply on the mouth. It was like the most natural thing in the world. Then he got up, slapped me on the back, and said something like he was leaving her in my capable hands. He gave Sara a wink and then he left us sitting there and went out the door.

She just looked at her coffee and hid her face behind hit lifting it for a big sip. A kiss on the cheek I could accept, some people are like that. A kiss on the lips is too much, but I understand people in Europe do it. But this, this was a full-on kiss, and not quick either.

Left alone in the café, I leaned over and spoke to her in a hushed tone to avoid being overheard. I asked her sharply, “What was that was about?” and “Why were you letting him kiss you like that.”

She dismissed it all as the guy just being that way, saying “That’s how he is with everyone.”

I revealed at that point that I'd seen them kissing on the couch at the party too. She didn’t skip a beat, but said, “Yes, I already told you that he’s just like that and you have to just tolerate him, everybody does.”

“I saw you coming down from upstairs at the party.” She said nodded. “Yeah, that was where I found a bathroom free.

“When looked, the bathroom downstairs wasn't even being used. No line up.”

That’s when she got angry, and accused me following her or stalking her. She confronted me over watching her so carefully and tracking her every movement. She pulled out her phone and typed and we sat there in silence, not talking.

“I’m going to going,” she said perfunctorily, putting her phone away. “I’ll see you at home later sometime.”

I didn’t say anything. I settled back in the café chair after she left, thinking that I'd kind of blown it and that it wasn't the way to handle things. I felt that maybe she was right and that I had been following her around. Probably there was a bathroom upstairs that she'd used and it was just smart to go look for one up there. It was just coincidence that the guy came down from there too, or maybe I hadn't even seen it right. I was feeling bad for making it seem like I was tracking her.

I finished my coffee and headed back out onto the sidewalk, walking up toward the pharmacy the way I should have gone in the first place.

A car came to the stop sign on the side street in front of me. Inside, I saw what surprisingly looked like Sara in the passenger seat of the car. As I stood there staring, dumbfounded, I saw her lean over into the lap of the driver and kiss him on the neck. The driver was definitely Derek. The car made the turn and drove away. The woman came back up sitting in her seat and she was laughing the way Sara laughs, blushing with her hands over her face and flinging her hair back. I watched the car recede and realized that she must have been texting him in the cafe.

She didn't contact me until she came home around nine that night. She headed straight to the shower when she got in. When she came out, she was in a robe and sat on the couch with me and asked me what show I was watching. Everything was casual and normal, if a little careful and sombre.

We got close like a regular girlfriend and boyfriend. I put my arm around her and kissed the top of her head, explaining what was happening in the show. She behaved like any other night with me, cuddling into my side.

I took my time with it, but I finally asked in a way that didn't sound too probing, just casually wondering, what she'd ended up doing or where she'd ended up going. She took a long time to answer, but finally said she'd just went to a friend's house.

I let time pass a little bit before I asked, “Oh yeah, who?”

She took a long time to answer before she turned to face me and said, “Derek’s.”

She didn't take her eyes off mine, she just hit me with that and let it stick. She kept staring into my eyes calmly. I knew she was daring me to ask what she'd done there.

“You were there the whole time?”

“Yeah, the whole time.”

I swallowed hard and tried to settle my rising nerves. “I don’t think that was very appropriate.”

“He’s just a friend and I’ve already told you he likes to be physical, it doesn’t mean anything.”

“Does he get physical with everybody's girlfriend?”

She blushed and looked away to hide it, then came back to meet my eyes. “Not everybody, obviously.”

I pressed her. “So just with you.”

“I don’t know.” She explained that he'd only been back in town recently.

“He’d been out of town?”

“Yeah, I didn't know he was back until I saw him at the party. We were just getting caught up,” she said. “You know, old times.”

“He’s just an old friend.”

“Yes, just an old friend,” she said, and she patted my leg to reassure me.

“So there’s nothing going on?”

She laughed and said, “No, silly, there's nothing going! You can relax!” She pulled herself in tighter against me and shook her head.

“Yeah, but he kissed you right in front of me. That doesn’t look like nothing.”

She turned it around on me. “If it meant something, if you think there’s something going on, do you really think he would do that right in front of you.”

I reflected on that and realized her logic was pretty sound on that point. I dropped it and kissed the top of her head.

She patted my stomach, leaned more into me, and called me her silly Billy.

A few days later, she said, “Is it okay with you if I go down to the beach with some friends today. I know you’ve got work.”

“Yeah, no problem, it sounds fun,” I said. I asked who she was going down with.

She said “Just a couple of friends.

“Oh yeah, just a couple?”

She shrugged and said probably just one since everybody always flaked out, and she laughed and rolled her eyes.

I nodded and laughed too, saying I hoped it wasn't Derek. It was a joke, but with a question mark at the end.

She shrugged and asked if that was a problem if it was.

By that time I had to say no. She already assured me there was nothing to worry about.

But I watched from the corner of my eye while I sat with my laptop open in the living room doing my work. She was taking care getting ready, putting on a bikini under her clothes, and not the one she usually wore because she said she was too uncomfortable with that one, it was too revealing. Then she was putting on very special makeup too and taking her time with it in a way she didn't normally care about. I mean, she was going to the beach, not a club.

I didn't say anything, though, I just watched this take place. As she was going out the door, she kissed me near my cheek. I tried to kiss her on the lips, but she recoiled at the last second and said she didn't want to mess up her makeup. She looked incredible, like she was going to a wedding or something. Her eyes were alive, they were sparkling.

I went to the balcony and saw a car below, the same car that I'd seen at that stop sign. She had a beach bag with her and she was laughing as she hopped into the car.

Immediately she leaned over and, though I couldn't see clearly because of the roof line, her body stretched across the passenger seat with her legs bare from her skirt riding up. I could only conclude that she must be way over in front of him, maybe kissing him, because all I could see were her legs stretching. Then I caught a momentary glimpse of what I thought might be his hand on her bare thigh as the car pulled out. She sat back up laughing as the car took off at high speed.

That was at around 2. She came in the door at around 10. I was already on the couch vegging out in front of some show.

“Good time?” I called to her.

“Going to shower first,” she called back. “Sandy!”

When she joined me on the couch after, she was noncommittal with one word answers and she she instead asked about the show.

“Crowded down there?”

“Normal, you know.”

“You eat something.”

“Yeah. Usual.”

A week later we were at a party with just a few friends, maybe six or seven people, and we played some game like truth or dare where you had to answer embarrassing questions. The question for Sara was, “Who was the one that got away?”

She didn't see the question before somebody else read it out loud. Before she could react or say anything, all of her girlfriends immediately and in unison laughed and said the same name. Derek. They teased her about it, making jokes and nudging each other. “Come on, girl, Derek it’s going to me!” her best friend said. A couple of them shot momentary glances at me.

She blushed deeply and glanced at me too.

On the way home, I brought it up in the silent car. I said, “So, Derek…”

She looked at me slightly blushing with a guilty grin spreading over her face.

She said nothing, so I said again, “So Derek, you know, the one that got away?”

“Well, we all have one, don't we,” she said. She turned it around on me. “What would you say if you got that question?” and she laughed and teased me about it.

“I was asking her about Derek.”

“Why don’t you tell me your’s first?” and she laughed. “Hiding something?”

“Okay,” I said. “Trish from grade ten.” She scoffed and said that didn't count.

I changed it back to Derek and asked when did he “get away.” I made air quotes with my fingers.

“Just some time ago, a different life. Doesn’t matter, just one of life’s mistakes.” She was looking out the front window now.

I let it go for a while. But I couldn’t let the matter entirely slip away. “You never told me you had a thing with Derek.”

She looked at me a moment. “I wouldn't call it a ‘thing,’” she said, making air quotes back at me. “But yeah, I guess you could say we had a thing if you need to call it something.”

I probed deeper. “So like, was it a good thing?”=

She took a long pause. I guess you could call it a good thing, until it wasn’t.”

“What happened?”

“I don’t really want to talk about this right now, I’d rather leave it in the past behind me.”

I thought about saying something like it didn't look so behind her, but I left it alone. We got home and didn't say anything else about it.

Now we were going to have a few people over to our place. It wasn't going to be dinner, but it was going to be a lot of snacks and drinks, kind of a casual thing. We were going to binge watch a whole show together. These were always fun because everyone had an opinion on things.

I asked her how many did she think were coming over again.

She said, “Hang on, let me check my texts.” She gave me a number, which was one more than last time, but I was fine with that. I went to find another chair and we got excited about getting all set up for everybody coming over.

Just before people were expected to arrive, she went to get ready in the bathroom. Out came the extreme and elaborate makeup, eyeshadow, eyeliner, lashes, lip gloss. She was also dressing very elaborately, too, like she was going out somewhere fancy.

I remarked on it. “Pretty dressed up for usual friends coming over,” and I chuckled.

“You’ getting jealous again?” she said and she laughed. She closed the bathroom door with her foot to stop me from staring at her in the bathroom. She did look exceedingly hot.

Just before people came up, even after they'd already texted that they were on their way, she held me in the kitchen. She said, “By the way,” and pulled me close, kissing me very affectionately. “Please don't get mad, but is it okay if Derek came over too?”

“Derek again.”

“He doesn’t know anybody, he’s kind of new in town again. I just want him to see a few friends.”

“Everybody already knows him, don’t they,” I said.

She laughed nervously. “Pretty much, I guess.”

“I’m the only one that doesn’t probably, right?”

She grimaced and shrugged. “I mean, it’s a chance for you to get to know him, for him to get to know you.”

“Your one that got away.”

“It wasn’t like that!” she said over her shoulder as she went to get the door.

During our little intimate party, little things kept happening that caught my attention. Sara and Derek seemed to be alone in the kitchen a lot, getting some new snacks together, giggling and hip checking each other, horsing around. When we were all sitting down, she always seemed to be ending up right beside him on the couch.

Though it was dark during a show, I thought I could see little things happening, like both of their hands tucked down under their thighs where their legs were touching. He was always saying things privately to her, too, making her laugh and blush. It was of course impossible to say anything with all her friends there.

One of them took me aside privately in the hallway to the bathroom and said that it was very “big” of me to let her bring Derek over, the way they seemed to be having so much fun.

I didn't know what to make of this comment. “Yeah well, what are you going to do?” I shrugged.

She just looked at me with her head tilted.

But I could see in my girlfriend's eyes and in her body language, the way she was twirling her hair in her fingers and the way she was orienting her body and dangling her platform pumps off her toes, that she looked aroused. She hardly even looked away from Derek, and when he glanced at her, they both smiled and blushed and looked away from each other several times.

Later we were talking in bed after everyone had gone. We were happy and delighted with the night, congratulating ourselves on hosting such a good little party. I pointed out that she seemed to have had a lot of fun especially.

She said, “You mean with Derek?”

I didn’t specify him, but it was interesting she went straight to him when I said that. “Yeah, you guys seemed to laugh a lot together.”

She rolled toward me and got very close, holding me. “I really wanted you to get to know him better, I bet you would really like him if you only knew him better.” She kissed me and slid over on top of me. “If you knew Derek, you’d know he'd never do anything to me in front of you.”

She slid down on me, taking me inside her, so smooth and easy and wet, before I was able to process how she'd said it like that, with that little rider on the end: in front of me. Like that was the issue with the stroking of her hair, the kissing her on the lips.

But she started moving on me like she’d been building up the energy all evening, and was not able to say much more.

A few days later, she came to me all affectionate with her hands around my neck, kissing me. I put my laptop away and said “Okay, what's up.”

We both laughed and she looked guilty.

“Now I knew you’re going to want to say no, and you have every right to, but…” she trailed off.

“Let me guess, Derek.”

“How did you know?” she said with feigned delight and surprise.

“He’s trying to get reestablished and it’s been awhile since he’s been in the city. He’s trying to redo his CV and he’s hopeless at it. He’s a shipwreck and he doesn’t know anything,” she laughed. “I told him I could help him out.”

“He’s coming over.”

“Oh no, no, no, of course not,”she said,  and laughed at the suggestion. “I thought I could go over to his place, you know, give him a hand and help make him look better, help the stupid fool get a job!” She laughed again.

But I knew that if I said anything to oppose it, she would twist into me being jealous or suspicious. So I agreed to it. It’s not like I could forbid it. The most I could have said was that I’d rather she didn’t. But I knew she’d go anyway.

She immediately hopped up and kissed me all over, licked my neck, whispered in my ear about how she’d “make it up to me.”

Then she started rushing around, getting ready.

I was surprised. “Oh, you mean right now.”

“What did you think I meant,” she said and she laughed. She was already stripping down and going into the bathroom for a quick shower. “I feel gross.”

I got busy on my laptop, but when I came to the bathroom and knocked on the door, she opened it, peering around and not showing herself.

“Do you mind using the one in the hallway.”

“Fine,” I said, but I saw in the mirror behind her that she was wearing new looking, very fancy, designer gray and black bra and panties that looked extraordinary on her. She was doing her makeup again too with eyeshadow, eyeliner, lip gloss, and she was doing her hair very carefully. She waved at me through the crack in the door and shut it.

When she finally came out of the bedroom, she was wearing platform sandals and a short pleated, very cute sundress. She looked incredible.

It was already around five in the afternoon. “You're going straight there?”

“No, he want’s to pay me back first because he owes me a dinner for this,” and she widened her eyes at me with a big grin. “So dinner out first,” she said, turning away and checking herself in the mirror again.

We'd traded phone tracking apps long ago for safety when she used to go jogging in the early morning. I had never actually used it before, but I turned on my phone and sure enough it was still working.

I went to the balcony and looked out. I saw her climb into his car again, the same way as before, deeply leaning over under the roof line so I couldn't see. But this time Derek's hand traveled up her thigh and I saw her hand wrap around his wrist. She wasn't pushing his hand away though. She was pulling it further up past the line of the roof where I couldn't see anymore.

Why, I thought, was I agreeing to all this? Why wasn’t I telling her I didn’t like it? One reason, my mind told me, was because she was being so extra affectionate with me lately. She was being extra enthusiastic in bed with me, too, lately.

I watched the tracker show where her phone was going. When it stopped, I zeroed in and discovered which restaurant it was. I didn't know it, so I checked out the address and the website. It was no cheap ordinary place. It was a highly romantic, expensive restaurant.

I paced around the apartment gripped by unfamiliar emotions. I kept looking at my car keys sitting in the bowl on the table by the door.

I fought it, going back and forth and fretting, but I was unable to watch a show, unable to catch up on any work, unable to keep a straight thought in my head at all. In a storm of frustration, I grabbed my phone and keys and went down to my car. I had no idea what I wanted to see, or what I would do there. I was not the type of person to make a scene at the worst of times.

I drove to the area of the restaurant and passed by the windows a couple times and almost crashed because I was looking sideways. But I couldn't see anything through the glass. I found someplace to park and then banged my forehead on the steering wheel, trying to comprehend who I was and what was going on that I was doing this, following my girlfriend around.

I got out and saw the restaurant on the sidewalk up ahead. I turned around because I couldn't walk past it. I turned around again to force myself to do it. I turned around again because I still couldn't walk past it. I knew people were looking at me on the sidewalk, wondering what was wrong with that guy.

Finally, I decided I had to do it. I walked past the restaurant and discovered to my horror that they were right there in the window at a table for two, right up against the glass. Her back was to me. I ducked my head and tried to hurry past without being seen, but I made momentary eye contact with Derek. I wasn't sure if he recognized me.

But what I saw was my girlfriend and Derek having romantic fun, feeding each other bites from each of their plates. She was reaching over with one hand on her fork, her other hand touching him on his chin. He was reaching over and wiping a dab of sauce from her lips. Both of them were having a lot of fun. She looked striking to me, the way she was dressed and made up, the way she glowed, the way her eyes sparkled.

I knew I couldn't walk past the window again, but I was dying to. I knew I couldn't go into the restaurant either and confront her because that was the kind of thing people called the police about. And what would that make me, tracking her phone, spying on her, showing up where she was eating at a restaurant? So I went back to my car and sat there in a state of turmoil. I was frozen. I didn't know what to do, whether to go back home or go crazy.

Then I saw my girlfriend and Derek coming down the sidewalk and turning into the parking lot I was parked in. I ducked down under the window of my car to avoid being seen. I spied over the dashboard and saw them come to Derek's car. But before he opened her door, he put his hands on the roof and trapped her between his arms, her back to the door.

He leaned close to her. She tilted her head back and then he kissed her, and this time it was a long romantic kiss. Her fingers came lightly up to his face and then slid around the back of his neck, before they curled into a fist in his hair. He slid his hands down her body and cupped her ass in his palms and pulled her hips forward against his hips. They didn't break the kiss for a whole minute.

There was nothing European about it. This was definitely not a friendly good-bye.

He finally opened the door and guided her down inside and closed it. As he came around to the driver's side, I ducked under the dash thinking I might've been seen again, but I wasn't sure. Before his car pulled out, I saw Sara lean over into Derek's seat and the two shadowy heads merged as one for far too long a time.

My heart pounded. Okay, I thought, so this was her one that got away. They obviously had a thing. But she wasn’t sneaking off to be with him, she was telling me each time, she’s going to the beach with him, she’s going to his place to help him, she’s going out to dinner with him. I wasn’t an insecure man. I didn’t suffer from jealousy. They were happy to see each other, he was newly back in town. Was it really something to blow up our whole relationship over?

I needed to know more.

I followed his car out of the parking lot and turned where it turned, following it up the streets. I could see through their back window and against the lights through the front windshield that they were both animated in the front of his car with hand gestures and heads turning. I could see they were laughing together, talking a lot.

I was behind them at a red light and able to see just the silhouettes of them against oncoming streetlights and headlights. I thought I saw Sara take her seatbelt off. I thought I saw her look left and right and all around, as though checking to see if anyone was watching.

Then, just as the light went green and they started moving, I thought I saw her the shadowy shape of her head arc down toward him and under the level of the seats. It looked like he was driving alone.

I followed them even as Derek's car kept speeding up too fast. Sara's head came up from below the seats and I saw what looked like her pressing her face into his head, kissing him or whispering in his ear or laughing or something, before her head ducked down again, below the seats and out of sight. This went on all the way to where he lived, her head coming up and going down a few more times, but mostly staying down for long periods.

It was more information, but it wasn’t solving any questions I had.

The car turned into the parking lot of a set of buildings, sort of low rise buildings in a cluster. I stopped in a parking spot on the street, slid down in my car and watched. I saw her get out of the car and seemingly straighten herself up, straightening her hair and straightening her dress. I saw them come together with arms around each other's waist, her leaning into him as they strolled into the building together, him nearly needing to hold her up, she was laughing so much.

I had enough and besides, I didn’t want to be spying. What would that make me? It was nothing I could bring up with her without revealing that I was creeping around following them.

I was just about to drive home and reflect on things and get a grip, when I saw a light come on in a ground level unit with sliding glass doors that opened onto a sort of enclosure that was made to be like a balcony. Just before the curtains were pulled shut, I saw Derek’s silhouette inside reaching up to close them. But he wasn't careful and the curtains fell open with a three inch open gap. The light changed from a bright overhead light to a lamp.

What are the chances, I thought.

I noticed a parking spot that was right in front of this unit too, and that it was like the only available parking spot in the whole lot. Though I fought it and I knew it was wrong and I knew I shouldn't do it, I couldn't help myself. I drove into the parking lot and cruised into that parking spot. When I hit lights and raised my eyes out of my front window, I realized I was only about ten feet away from the sliding glass doors and that infuriating three inch gap in the curtains into the lamp-lit living room of Derek's unit. I wished there was no gap. I wished his unit was top floor back of building. I wished I didn’t park in the same parking lot Derek and Sara parked in.

And so I stared. I could see shadows projected against the curtains. The lamp must have been low, like on a side table, because the figures were projected up onto the curtains when they passed in front of it. There was occasional crossing in front of the gap, but all I could really see was just a flash of color of either Derek's mostly black clothing or Sara's mostly blue, the color of her dress. I could see no details.

When the shadows settled down over to the right side, I realized that a shape there projected against the curtain must be the side view of the couch. I could make out that they must have sat on that couch only from the additional shape of the side profile of a human body conforming into the shape of the side of a couch.

But then I saw confusing motion and when it settled down again, now there was a larger mass sitting on the couch. As I was puzzling over what I was seeing, a distinct shape emerged for a second, that of what I was sure was Sara sitting up straight and pushing her hair up and letting it fall down with her arms pushing up through it. I realized then that she had to be sitting in his lap facing him on the couch because that was his body slouched deep in the couch first under where she was now sitting facing the wall, facing him.

It was possible however that he was sitting on the couch and she was kneeling on it facing backward, but further down the couch, not on top of him. It was possible I was completely misreading the obscured imagery and that it wasn’t a couch at all. It was possible I was seeing random shapes and my mind was making patterns out of them, driving me crazy with what was in reality nothing.

The shapes came together again with what I took to be her head ducking down and her body curling up and over. The movements became slow and smooth and coordinated.

I stared at this shadow play for a long time. Occasionally there wasn't much to see, but other times there was a flourish of activity with shadows getting up off the couch, flickers of color across the gap, shadows to the left and shadows to the right coming together and then collapsing again on the couch.

Then I saw the distinct light and flicker of a screen coming on. The lamp went out and the only light let was the light of some show. I could tell there was a big screen against the opposite wall. It wasn’t shadows anymore I could see, but shapes lit up at times by occasionally bright shots in the show.

I kept staring at this, my mind reeling, my eyes pulsing. After an indeterminate time I saw a shape cross in front of the gap and then stop right in front of the gap. I was looking straight through at what I knew was a three inch slice of my girlfriend's body, and her blue dress slide up and off it. I could see the hip strap of those panties and the shoulder strap of that bra, the distinct grey and black style I'd seen her dressing in through the mirror of the bathroom she'd been hiding in earlier that day. If there was any doubt left in my mind that this was Derek’s place and that was Sara in there with him, those doubts vanished.

Just as I was staring dumbfounded at the vision of a three inch slice of Sara’s bared body, lights flashed in my rearview mirror and a horn honked. There was a car behind me, half turned into the spot I was parked in. A voice shouted out the window about it being a reserved spot.

I fumbled and dropped my keys, then waved out my window to assure the driver I was leaving. I craned my neck and rubbed my face down my steering wheel, honking my own horn. I started my car and looked up as I was about to back up.

All the noise and honking had drawn the attention of Derek in the unit. I saw Derek through the curtains that he'd opened about a foot to look out. He was squinting and looking hard at what was going on and who was out there before he shut the curtains all the way. I thought, but I wasn't sure, that in the view I got of Derek, even though the light was dim being just the screen light from inside, it sure looked like he was shirtless.

I waved at the car that was very impatient and angry at me and drove through the parking lot. In my panic with my heart racing, I got mixed up about where the exit was and had to come back past where I was parked. I glanced out the side as I went past Derek's unit and now there was no light at all inside. Where had they gone?

I went home and paced in the apartment. My emotions were a storm and my mind was racing incoherently. Just when I was rocking my knuckles over my forehead, Sara texted me.

“I’m so sorry, Derek needs a lot more work than I thought and it’s taking forever!”  She said she was sorry they were going so late.”I will make it up to you, baby!”

I tried to type something casual. “No problem, take your time.”

She wrote back. “Thank you thank you thank you! You’re so understanding! Such a great boyfriend.” She added a suggestive emoji. “I promise…” she wrote.

But another two hours went by. This time, I texted her with an innocent question to avoid asking her something direct. I asked about something she'd been talking about earlier regarding food, if I should take it out of the freezer. It was a light thing that I was able to ask her without sounding suspicious. There was never a response though.

It was one in the morning before she texted me again, apologizing for not seeing my earlier text. She said they'd just been so focused on trying to finish his CV up. She said she was coming home soon.

“I can come get you,” I said. She was quick to say “No no no, Derek can drive me home.”

She said she was surprised I was even still up.

“Of course I am!” I said I couldn't wait to see her when she got home.

She texted back just a heart.

I said, “You know what, I’m going to hit the hay because I actually am falling asleep, lol.”

She texted back saying she wouldn't be that much longer but yes, I should go to bed. She added “Sweet dreams.”

It was a whole hour before I heard the keys at the door. I was awake in bed but I pretended to be sleeping. She came creeping in quietly as though not to wake me up. But my eyes were cracked open and I saw her pass by the bedroom door, cross the bedroom on her toes and slip into the bathroom. She closed the bathroom door gently and I heard the shower come on.

The interesting thing was, she wasn't wearing the dress and heeled sandals she'd gone out in. She was in her work out gym shorts, gym shoes, and a warm-up hoody.

She had something in her hand all bunched up and rolled. It was blue, the color of her dress. Something fell that she didn't notice as she carried it through the bathroom door. While the shower was running, I rolled over and looked carefully at it in the dark. It was her grey and black bra.

I reached and snatched it up and hopped back in bed because she was coming out of the bathroom. I hid it under my pillow, still pretending to sleep. I saw through the crack in my eyes that she was retracing her steps, looking carefully at the floor all the way out to the front door and all the way back across the bedroom floor. She paused and huffed with confusion. She was looking for something, wasn't she.

In the morning, just as I was waking up and carefully about to roll out of bed, she said something very affectionate to me all sleepy eyed with her hair all bed head. She became very amorous, saying things like where are you going big boy, and laughing. She started again being extremely physically affectionate with me.

“You’re getting awfully fresh me, lady,” I said.

“You’re my boyfriend, I get to do this to me.”

She grabbed me between my legs and laughed. Before I knew it, she'd pushed me down and crawled between my legs and started to go down on me.

This wasn't unprecedented, but it was unusual, especially her taking the initiative, and especially with her enthusiasm for it.

We rolled around together in that sleepy morning haze with sun streaming through the window. She turned herself around to go sixty nine with me, which was also a rarity because she was usually very uncomfortable and had to be persuaded before she'd let me go down on her. But this time there was no hesitation and she was wide open and full throttle about it.

She ended up on her elbows and knees, telling me to take her. I did, and everything about it was strange with how eager she was. She also orgasmed during intercourse, which was also unusual.

When I finally got to the bathroom, my mind was a mess. I know what I saw, or what I think I saw, out my front window the previous night. But I was also feeling king of the castle, indefatigable, and a real lady’s man. She seemed wild for me, she was saying things to me and doing things that were leaving me feeling virile as an alpha. Maybe I was misreading everything. Maybe I was overly suspicious. Maybe that three inch gap was fooling me. It might not have even been Derek’s apartment I was staring into the whole time. It was dark.

Later that morning we were in the kitchen having coffee, checking emails, reading news, and generally having a normal Sunday morning. Except she was still very affectionate to me, cooing and purring. When I asked about what got into her, she laughed and said me, obviously. It was also unusual for her to make sexual innuendo jokes. We ended up kissing, stroking, laughing and pulling each other back to bed for another morning round.

I reflected after on how both our relationship and sex life were probably never better. She was making me feel pretty good emotionally and sexually and physically. I had to remind myself of the questions I had. If they even were questions anymore. It’s funny how the sunshine bleaches out the scary shapes we see at night.

One evening not much later she said she was going over to her girlfriend's house. “It’s an emergency.” Her friend broke up with her boyfriend. “Girl code,” she said.

“I understand.” I wished her well, but noticed that she paused in her rush to dress nicely and put on makeup, even for a visit just to her friend's place to console her.

I got out my phone when she left and watched the location. It went around the corner, stopped for a while, then carried on in the opposite direction, down toward the beaches and not toward her girlfriend's place. It was dark out, a strange time to go to the beach.

I grabbed my keys and went in pursuit. I had no plan. The first thing I found was her car right around the corner. So he obviously picked her up.

“Or her girlfriend did,” my always contradictory mind said.

I drove down to the beaches and the row of parking lots stretching out down there. The dot put me right there. I saw the car at the furthest end, all by itself and well away from any lights but near a stand of trees.

I drove on by and parked on the side of the road further up. It was Derek’s car, not any friend of hers.

I checked that the coast was clear and slipped back through the trees. I got to within twelve feet of the side of the car.

At first there was nothing, like maybe they had gone out for a walk. Fearing I might be spotted, I ducked down and planned to go back to my car and stop spying on her, go home, see her later, question her, tell her everything I was feeling and suspecting. I planned to ask her what was going on.

That's when I saw a hand fly up inside and slap the side window, which was covered in fog, and slide slowly down. Perhaps someone was cleaning the window off to see out. My heart pounded.

The next thing I saw was what appeared to be her feet come up to rest pressed into the back of the passenger seat, which seemed to be pushed forward into the dashboard in front.

The windows were foggy enough for condensation to start running down in drips. Someone put the two backseat windows down a few inches. It was so quiet I thought I could hear faint voices, or was it distant birds or bats or waves? This went on for a while and I could see nothing more. I’d seen hardly anything at all. I was creeping through a stand of trees at night spying on a couple talking privately in the back of their car.

But then I saw Derek lean over and either say something close to her or kiss her, it was too obscured and dark to make out anything definitively. They sat back as though talking, I was sure of it. I was trapped because I'd be seen if I left the spot. They eventually crawled into the front seat laughing and quickly started up and drove off.

I slunk back away from my vantage and quietly got back in my car and sped home, trying to beat her there. I barely made it, just kicking my shoes off when she came in. I made like I was straightening things and tidying.

My resolve to question her, tell her what I was feeling faded away. What if she was talking to him? What was I doing lurking in the trees, following her with our forgotten phone apps? If she was completely innocent, I certainly wasn’t. Maybe she had to sneak out just to talk with her old friend because I came across to her as so insecure.

I decided I had to back off, take it easy, clear my head, and stop chasing shadows and imagining things.

I had a poker night with the boys the next Saturday night and I reminded Sara about it. The way she took the information, the expression on her face, it gave me a double take. We’d been getting along so well I found I had to remind myself I had questions at all. I had almost forgotten about the whole thing, the way she’d been all over me in bed.

Her look was as though gears were turning, and it made my own gears turn. I texted my buddy to tell him I wouldn’t be making the poker game this week.

“Np,” came his reply, no questions, no issues.

But I got ready like normal, kissed Sara’s mouth like normal, left the apartment at the normal time. She wished me well. “Get out of here and get me some money too,” she said, laughing, quoting from the Peggy Lee song from Roger Rabbit, one of our faves.

I pulled out, but I parked around the corner and, checking over my shoulder, I made my way back to our building. There was a dank and unused staircase from the parking lot up to the roof top decks like the one we had above our place, normally reached from the inside stairs. I brought the keys with me. Our unit had a skylight sticking up that above looked down into our kitchen, a great source of light. If you moved around it, you could catch glimpses into the living room, too, barely.

I got up there, moved quietly through the other decks, got to ours, and ducked down behind the potted shrubs and checked over my shoulder left and right. I was well hidden. I didn’t smoke, but I had a pack in my glove box in my car left there by a buddy one night. I smoked one now in the cool air of night hiding out on my own rooftop. There were a lot of things I had become the last month or so, none of them I was proud of.

But I also felt like a master spy with a mind like a logic trap. It was only 40 minutes before I saw Derek’s car come slow and easy into our visitor parking. Like clockwork, I said to myself. Like fucking clockwork. How could this be easier?

I stubbed out the third cigarette and checked once more for who could see me if they happened to look out from neighboring buildings. But I was hidden, especially when I twisted out the bulbs to make sure the motion sensors didn’t turn them on.

I crept to the pyramid-shaped dome of the thick, faded and wavy plexiglass and tentatively leaned over it. I had no idea if I could be seen from above. I was like a soldier entering a nest of terrorists the way I ducked and withdrew and looked again. But just as I was going to give up and slap my face and get off the roof of our building and stop being an idiot, maybe go play poker after all and get my mind clear, a motion caught my attention and I froze.

It was Sara. She had changed and was now wearing a short tight black dress she’d wear if she was going out to the club, and platform pumps too so tall there was no dancing being done this night in those. I couldn’t hear anything, but she was talking with animation and laughing. She was opening a bottle of wine.

As she poured, Derek made his appearance, at first just his hand sliding around the back of her waist. So I was right that that was his car, and that was him coming in.

I was crammed against a nearby planter box. I could only see fragments. But she showed no physical reaction to his touch. It was clearly not unwelcome nor unfamiliar. When he drew more fully into view, her head rolled back, her face turned up, and her eyes fluttered closed. His head came over her face, and stayed there even as her fingers came up and drove through the hair on the back of his head.

Kissing again, I was sure of it.

They walked arm around each other’s waists out of frame. I stretched and crawled, cut my knees on the gravel, bumped a vent and froze, but I was soon around the other side and, lifting my face up over sharp-cut flanges of the skylight, I found the back and side of a portion of the couch.

The lights went down. I ducked and swerved and calculated but there was no better vantage point. A portion of the back and side of the couch was all I’d be given. It wasn’t much.

My knees hurt something terrific in the gravel, my hands held the sharp edges of the flanges, and my breath kept fogging the already hazy plexiglass. I couldn’t answer a simple question like, what was I doing up there? What was I hoping to see? I knew I was a ridiculous figure. I knew I was a creep. I knew what I was doing would be judged harshly by any friend. But I remained in that stress position, though my body shook like I was holding a plank.

I was soon rewarded for my patience. Suddenly, Sara’s head flung back over the top of the back cushion and she covered her face in her hands the way she laughed. She was blushing, too.

My heart started to hurt in my chest, it pounded so hard. They were talking and laughing, though all I could see of that was a portion of Sara’s face, smiling and speaking with great animation.

But it was talking, so far as I could see.

Then Derek made a partial appearance, his hand gripping the arm of the couch to her side, his shoulder coming up high over her body where she slumped down and reclined deeper under him. His head appeared again obscuring her face like a lunar eclipse.

They were kissing again. I saw her fingers come up and drive through his hair.

But that wasn’t the thing that made my breathing stop. It was the bunched-up handful of black lace in his fist where he gripped the arm of the couch. Just as my slow-witted brain was forming the words “What is that?” he opened his hand to cup it around her face, leaving what were clearly her panties lying on the couch arm for all to see, for me to see.

Could it be? I strained in my eyes and looked harder. There was nothing else it could be. Those where her panties he had in his hand.

I strained and bent. I couldn’t see anything more. But I could tell from the occasional image of his shoulder that he was on his knees and leaning over her reclined body, his shoulder was too low to be standing in front of her.

Then I saw her feet come up, her shoes drop off, and then one of her knees. When I tilted my head and squinted my eyes to fill in the missing puzzle pieces, I could tell her feet must have been planted on the back of his shoulder blades.

They kissed in that position, before he moved down her neck, over the one shoulder I could make out, and then further down and out of my sight. I saw her hands reach down the front of her body and disappear, just an elbow in reality. But then I saw her head press back into the cushion until she was looking straight up.

There was no risk of being seen, her eyes were clamped shut. Her mouth was hanging open. I couldn’t hear, but my mind filled in what the obvious sounds were: Sara gasping, Sara crying out in soft breathy and high pitched whines, Sara repeating in a murmur to herself, “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck.” I could see her lower lip catch on her front teeth. All I could see was about 6 square inches of her, and nothing of him. But my mind drew the picture.

I had to look away to breathe. I felt my chest to make sure my heart wasn’t going to explode out the front of my chest. I scanned around again to make sure I was not seen. And then I looked back down through the hazy thick and fogged plexiglass, all wavy and distorted.

From slightly behind and to the side of the couch, through a pyramid skylight over the kitchen, my face crammed against the lower edge, my hands slowly cutting on the metal, my knees bleeding through my jeans from the gravel, I saw my girlfriend’s head push harder back, saw her back arch high up, and saw her knuckles go white where she clenched the upper edge of the back cushion over her head in a tight fist.

I saw her body convulse, rise and fall, and convulse again. It was only her hand, a part of her shoulder, and a part of her head that I could truly see, but my mind filled in the rest. It was deep and long and powerful. And then she sank down and out of my view completely.

And then I spun back and held my breath. Derek suddenly appeared standing, walking, going to the kitchen right under me, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. He was getting water.

I told myself to stop torturing myself, to climb down and go away, regroup, think it through, consider the evidence. Was I seeing things this time? My mind was filing in a lot of missing pieces. I rocked over on my shoulder and put my eye up to the plexiglass again. How much could I really see?

Now I was confused all over and I twisted my head one way and the other to put the fragments together. But the new image emerged: One of Derek’s feet was hooked over the top of the cushion where Sara’s head used to be. The other, visible as toes only, was on the floor. He was clearly on his back. On the cushion where Sara had been sitting were the bottoms of her feet. That was all that was visible to me, besides small signs of motion.

Her feet almost imperceptibly squeezed together and opened apart. Derek’s foot over the top of the couch rocked slightly side to side. His other toes on the floor flicked and curled. The cushion under the top of Sara’s feet depressed slightly and sprang back, all these motions in time with each other.

She was clearly crouching on the couch between his legs, and he was on his back stretched down the length of the couch under her. I saw the motion stop, some sort of activity that was different, and then I saw what was now without a doubt her dress land over the arm of the couch as though tossed there.

Though the view was mostly hidden by the back of the couch, I saw her hair flung back. I saw the backs of her elbows poke behind her. And then I saw her bra land on top of her dress. I swallowed hard. My eyes stung. I tried hard to regulate my breathing. It was no longer in doubt what was going on. How could it be? There was nothing to guess at with her dress and bra.

Sara’s feet disappeared as did Derek’s. For a long time I could see nothing. The lights went dimmer. I was feeling devastated, worn out, beaten up. I gave my knees and hands a rest and stared on my back up at the night sky, my back feeling every tiny sharp stone in the roof.

When I was ready, I rolled over onto my shoulder and twisted my eyes hard into their corners. Only one thing was different below, but it was devastating to see. Her panties were piled on top of her bra on the arm of the couch.

My breath went shallow and rapid. I got up onto my hands and knees and leaned over the clear pyramid, hugging it like someone around a toilet bowl they were ready to puke into. My face was mashed into the cold hard plastic surface.

Down below me, all I could see was the edge of one seat cushion rising and falling like it was being depressed and released elsewhere out of sight. The edge of the side of a back cushion similarly was pressed and released, also by action out of my sight. And then Derek’s hand grabbed it and tossed it on the floor. It was irritating him, it was in the way. And then my girlfriend’s hand wrapped around the backboard of the couch and gripped it hard. Her hair appeared in and out of my frame, dangling, thrusting forward and back.

This went on for minutes, possibly for hours for all I had a grip on time and reality. There was shifting and I ducked down but came back up to see now the bottoms of Derek’s feet, and above them, dangling in the air, the curling toes on the end of Sara’s straining feet. And all the while the cushions danced their slow dance, pressing and releasing about three times for every two seconds. It was a crushingly telltale pace.

I could hardly breathe through my constricted throat. My eyes were dry, my mouth was sawdust, and my hands were cut. There came more movements below. I ducked away and hung my mouth open at the heavens. I peeked and had to roll further away, they were both below me in the kitchen, laughing, drinking water, pushing hair out of each other’s faces.

When I chanced to look again, I found both of Sara’s hands gripping the arm of the couch together, her arms outstretched, and at three times every two seconds, the top of her head emerge into my view and retract, her hair hanging down over her face looking down, sweeping over the cushions below her with jolts. Where was he? Behind her? On his knees?

That’s when I heard her cry, loud enough now to carry up through the plexiglass over the kitchen. They were cries of passion, jolted in time with the the flow of her hair flying over the cushion below her face. Her gripping hands pushed her pile of clothes off the arm.

There was nothing after that, no motion, no clothes, no hair, no hands. Time dilated. I was desperate. I was peering through the pyramid at all angles trying to find what I could find. That’s when I saw Derek in the parking lot and, nearly spotted, I ducked down to avoid being seen up top. I peered through the shrubs and saw him climb in his car and peel away.

I went back to the skylight and peered longingly. Sara appeared in a bath robe, her hair in a towel, down in the kitchen peering around the fridge, washing and drying wine glasses, and moving around the living room replacing cushions, puffing pillows. I reflected on how many times I came home from work and noticed how nicely the pillows were often arranged, freshly fluffed. I noticed but without thinking about it how also the bathroom was steamy from a shower.

She was on her phone back on the couch scrolling or typing. My phone buzzed in my pocket and I quickly took it out. She had texted me. “Might be in bed when you get home, so be quiet!! Sneak in!”

She told me about this fantasy one night when we were telling each other risqué fantasies. Her’s, she said, assuring me she would never act on it, was to be snuck up on by a home invader, a gloved hand covering her mouth, leaving unsaid what her fantasy involved after that.

She often teased me with “Sneak in!” at the funniest moments, knowing I would get her inside joke.

I wrote her back. “Putting my robbers’ gloves on now.”

“Jesus! You’re friends there know you talk like this to me?”

I thought of a lot of things to say, but I settled on “see you soon, heading out.”

“That bad a night at the ol’ poker table, huh?”

My Sara, always the clown.

I climbed down and ran around to my car and drove the short block home. I just barely remembered to glance at my phone and give it the amount of time a drive home from the poker game would take.

I found her still up in bed reading, now evidence of a late shower gone, she being in her satin cami and shorts. “Hey babe.”

“Hey sweetie.”

I went to the bathroom and noted the smell of a shower recently in there. I went to the living room and examined the cushions, the pillows, everything in such neat order.

I went to the kitchen and surreptitiously opened the wine glass door, saw them washed and dried and back in their places. She was meticulous, she was detailed. Had I not seen what I saw, there was nothing for me to find out.

Until a car horn outside made me look back into the living room, and there, hidden under the middle of the couch was a spot of black. I checked leaning back to see her comfortably in bed reading, and I went to the couch, got down on my hands and knees, and reached for  it.

What I felt and withdrew in my hand was Sara’s special black lace panties.

I held them up in front of my face, unfurled them, examined them closely in the dark living room. They were thin and delicate and sexy and I smelled her on them. But I also sensed something else, and I spun around.

Sara was standing in the living room hall covering her mouth, her eyes wide, her eyebrows up sharply, holding her breath.

An eternity passed between us. Finally she said, “So that’s where they went, must have been when I was doing laundry on the couch last week,” she said and she laughed and she came up and snatched them out of my hand. “Were you sniffing them?” She laughed some more. “Come on, baby, time to make things up to you.”

The thing was, not only was she being so amorous with me, so eager and enthusiastic, but seeing her on the couch from above, her energy, her passion, her sexual appetite and body’s expression, it was like nothing I’d ever seen before.

I got up off my knees and let her take my hand to bed.
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