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      “Bend over. Show me that ass.”

      “Like this?”

      “God, you’re so hot.”

      A crack sounds as his hand slaps against her ass, and I cover my eyes as if it’s a horror film. A deep blush is forming on my cheeks, and I’m glad that the living room is dark, because I would hate my parents to see how flushed I am. Why did I pick this movie? Well, firstly, I didn’t know there was going to be a ten minute long sex scene twenty minutes into it.

      It’s honestly embarrassing. I’m nineteen years old, visiting my parents for a night. I’m an adult, damn it! But watching a sex scene with them while still being a virgin?

      I can’t bear to even look at them.

      Or the TV, for that matter. There’s the sound of flesh slapping together, and I shift uncomfortably in the overstuffed armchair.

      My ex-boyfriend dumped me because I wouldn’t put out, and I’ve never done more than kiss someone. Now my parents probably think I’m a sex freak for picking out something so kinky. I take a chance and glance up at my mom, just in time to catch her looking at me. She averts her eyes immediately, but it’s too much.

      I stand up. The blanket that was draped over me falls to the ground. I’m in a pair of lounging shorts and an oversized t-shirt, my long auburn hair reaching my slender waist.

      “I almost forgot. I have to run out real quick.”

      It’s a super lame excuse, but I’m already stepping into my shoes and opening the door.

      “What? Honey, where are you going?”

      I close the door behind me, leaving my parents behind in their confusion. The air is warmer than I would like and does little to help cool me down. I can feel the slickness between my legs as I walk in a random direction, hoping to clear my head.

      I wonder if I’d have had such a visceral reaction if I wasn’t a nineteen-year-old virgin. It’s not that I’m unattractive. Tommy, my ex, was one of the most popular guys in school. He was a jock, and though I’m tall, he had a foot on me. It’s funny, his dad was my English teacher, and they were like night and day.

      If I’m being perfectly honest, I always liked that Tommy liked me, but his dad was way more my type. Sure, he’s twice my age, and he has a bit of that salt-and-pepper hair to prove it. He’s not as muscular as his son, but he’s lean, tall, and his eyes are so intense they always made my gaze flick away.

      Plus, he’s just so much smarter and more insightful.

      Last time I went out with Tommy, I ended up making us an hour late for dinner, since I got caught up talking to Mr. Cross about the latest book I read. He dumped me that night, but I wasn’t all that sad. I just missed the excuse to talk to Mr. Cross after graduation.

      It’s only once I’ve walked through a couple blocks of suburban sprawl that I realize I’m basically dressed in skimpy pajamas. No bra beneath my T-shirt. My shorts are so short it probably looks like I’m not even wearing anything beneath the shirt. I don’t even have my phone or any money if anything were to happen.

      I’m about to turn around and slink home when I catch a familiar figure at the end of the block. He’s too far away for me to see his face, but the way he moves, I know with certainty.

      “Mr. Cross!” I raise my hand up and wave excitedly.

      It’s a warm summer night, but Mr. Cross is dressed in some nice pants and a linen button-up shirt that looks so stylish and sleek on him. He’s not the big, beefy sports star type his son is, but he’s tall, dashing, handsome and with a strong sense of style. Tommy was hunky, but he never knew how to dress to save his life.

      He looks to me, and I see him adjust those glasses that helped give him that kinda charming mix of bookish and handsome.

      “Aria?” He says, a smile blossoming on his face as we near one another, and I can see just how sincere and deep that expression is on him. “And here I fretted I’d never see you again,” he remarks, a hand in his pocket as he comes to stand in front of me, his broad shoulders back.

      “What are the odds, huh?” I am practically giddy. It’s weird, because all that excitement is mingling with that discomforting arousal that the movie had brought up in me. My thighs are still damp with desire, and I’m glad that my shirt is long enough to cover my slender hips.

      God, it’s embarrassing that I got turned on by some art movie’s sex scene next to my parents.

      “You on your way somewhere?” I ask.

      He shrugs his broad shoulders.

      “Just needed some air,” he says so casually. I can tell it is the kind of air you need when your home isn’t feeling too warm and welcoming. “You busy? I could treat you to a milkshake and hear all about how college is treating you.”

      The milkshake offer is cute.

      I nod.

      “Sure! I mean, it’ll have to be somewhere with a pretty lax dress code.” I gesture down to myself, suddenly self conscious. I have a bit of a tan from the summer sun, and my long legs are toned from my daily jogs. The short-shorts and lack of socks only make that more pronounced.

      Mr. Cross doesn’t look shaken. His son would’ve made a big stink about how I was turning him on and being a prick tease, just for going out in some summer shorts and a T-shirt. But Mr. Cross keeps his cool, even as I think I see a twinkle of… something in his eyes. Interest, maybe?

      God. I need to get my head out of the gutter.

      “C’mon. There’s an old school place that serves burgers and shakes with outdoor seating,” he tells me with a bright smile as he gestures for me to follow along with him.

      We stroll the well-lit streets of our little cozy portion of suburbia.

      “How’s college treating you? You’ve always been such a good little student.”

      “Oh, it’s honestly amazing. I’ve been doing really great in my classes, and it’s exposed me to a lot of new ways of thinking about what I read. Maybe one day I’ll catch up to you on analysing whether that curtain really is just blue or not.” I giggle, and my bare arm brushes against his.

      An electric shiver goes through me.

      I really do need to get my head out of the gutter. Or get a boyfriend. I’m so excitable, and in Mr. Cross’s presence, that’s ratcheted up even higher. In school, I never would have admitted it, but I honestly stayed with Tommy a lot longer than I would have if not for the excuse to go over to his house to see his dad.

      I glance at him out of the corner of my eye before my gaze drops. It’s only then that I notice that the ring he’d worn throughout school, his wedding ring, was missing. It’s not recent, either. His flesh is all the same healthy tone, no pale reminder of what used to be there.

      My face falls, and I look up at him with concern.

      “Mr. Cross, your wedding ring…”

      He looks down, as if he’d merely forgotten it. I feel foolish for jumping to conclusions, but then he rubs at that spot on his finger as we walk.

      “Ah yeah. Once Tommy was gone, things just… It’s for the best. The writing was on the wall for a while. We were just going through the motions for Tommy’s sake.”

      We arrive at the shop; it almost resembles some kind of old-timey 50s diner. He walks up to the window to order a couple milkshakes, and after a few moments, we head off into the dimly lit table area. There aren’t many others about, almost like it’s just us.

      I’m grateful for the privacy, but it’s also… I don’t know. He’s twice my age, I’m just some dumb college kid, but it feels exciting to be with him. To know that he’s single, and that I’m single, and…

      I know.

      It’s wrong.

      Worse, it’s totally silly to even think about that
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