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The good life
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Tom was already stirring the sauce when I came in from the hallway, barefoot, carrying a folded sweater I'd forgotten upstairs. He glanced over his shoulder, grinned, and gave the wooden spoon a slow swirl like he was posing for a cooking show.

“Look at you,” I said, setting the sweater on the counter. “Domestic icon.”

“Careful,” he said. “Flattery like that gets you dish duty.”

“I already was on dish duty.”

He turned from the stove and leaned in to kiss me, one hand still holding the spoon. I let him. Familiar warmth. A press of lips, no tongue. We still did things like that. Not because they meant much, but because they were ours.

He went back to the pan. “This’ll be ready in five. Can you grab the salad?”

I did. We moved around each other naturally — opening drawers without needing to ask, passing things in sync. The house was quiet except for the hum of the fridge and the occasional clink of glass or wood. Comfortable. Predictable.

Dinner was good. Not memorable, but solid. Tom talked about a podcast he’d listened to. Something about automation. He got animated halfway through and gestured with his fork like he was lecturing a crowd. I nodded in the right places. Smiled. Sipped my wine.

It wasn’t fake. It just wasn’t invested.

I still liked how his voice sped up when he cared about something. I liked that he still looked at me when he talked. I just didn’t feel anything stir in my body anymore.

“Am I boring you?” he asked, catching me zoning out for a beat.

“No. Not at all,” I said, and reached for his hand across the table. “I’m just tired.”

“Long week?”

“Mhm.”

He squeezed my fingers. “We could sleep in tomorrow. No plans, right?”

I nodded. “Sounds perfect.”

After dinner, he stood to clear the plates. I reached for my wineglass, watching his back as he scraped food into the compost bin. His shoulders curved in a way I used to find sweet. He still had the same body he always had — leaner than most, a little soft at the waist. Attractive in that low-effort way. Practical. Like him.

He looked over at me once while rinsing. I smiled. He smiled back.

No words.

I waited until he’d turned the lights off and settled on the couch before I slipped onto the back porch, still holding my glass. The air was cooler than I expected. I pulled the sweater on over my blouse and sat down on the cushioned bench that looked out at the yard.

The fence was dark. The neighbor’s porch light blinked on briefly and then off again. I listened to the quiet — the kind of quiet that used to feel like peace but lately just felt like stillness.

We didn't have any real problems. There were no fights to point to, no cold shoulders or slammed doors.

We just... were.

We still had sex. I still came. But sometimes I missed the other thing. The spark that came from nowhere. The kind that made your hands shake. The kind that made your insides tingle. The kind that didn’t care about being safe.

The glass was empty before I noticed. I curled my toes against the bench cushion and watched the stars — just a few, blurry and dim behind the porch screen. Somewhere inside, I heard the TV start. Tom’s voice, low and curious, reacting to something the narrator said.

I stood up slowly. My legs felt warm, heavy. The wine. The air.

I went in and sat down next to Tom, still warm from the wine and the porch. The couch cushion dipped under my weight, and he nudged my knee with his before shifting the blanket between us.

The documentary was already halfway through. Something about political movements. He tilted the screen toward me and said, "You’ll like this part." I nodded, eyes on the TV, but the words blurred. The narrator’s voice faded under a memory that slid in too easily.

A group night, maybe three weeks ago. One of those easy evenings where everyone slipped back into familiar habits. Laura and I had known each other since college. We were roommates for a while, then bridesmaids in each other’s weddings. Daniel had always been part of that world. He and Laura had been together from the beginning. They were a pair long before the rest of us figured ourselves out.

Laura brought a dip. Daniel carried drinks. Tom poured wine while I smoothed throw pillows that didn’t need fixing.

There were six of us total. Someone had turned on music. Someone had cracked open a game. Bare feet, jeans, and the kind of night we didn’t dress up for.

That was the night I really noticed Daniel.

He sat across from me with his shirt sleeves rolled up. His forearms were dark and lean. He laughed at something Tom said. When I looked up, he was watching me. It wasn’t inappropriate, not exactly. But I remembered it.

Just long enough to feel it land.

Laura had curled beside him, her voice light and easy. She touched his arm when she asked for her glass. He passed it without thinking.

Later, during trivia, I ended up on the floor. He sat behind me. Not too close, but not far. I could hear him breathe when he leaned in to read a question. I got it wrong. He laughed quietly. It wasn’t unkind.

I looked up. He met my eyes.

Still nothing said. Still nothing done. But it stayed with me.

When they left that night, Tom offered to help carry something to their car. Daniel and I stood in the entryway.

"You're brutally competitive," he said, tilting his head slightly.

I grinned. "Is that a problem?"

"Not for me. I'm just not used to it at home. It's kind of... refreshing."

"I'm glad I can excite you," I said.

He held my eyes for a moment. There was something sharp behind the look. Something I hadn’t seen before.

Then he stepped in, kissed me lightly on the cheek, and said, "Thanks for hosting. It was a great night."

And just like that, the moment passed. But it stayed with me anyway.

I sat down next to Tom, still warm from the wine and the porch. The couch cushion dipped under my weight, and he nudged my knee with his before shifting the blanket between us.

The documentary was already halfway through. Something about political movements. He tilted the screen toward me and said, "You’ll like this part." I nodded, eyes on the TV, but the words blurred. The narrator’s voice faded under a memory that slid in too easily.

A group night, maybe three weeks ago. One of those easy evenings where everyone slipped back into familiar habits. Laura and I had known each other since college. We were roommates for a while, then bridesmaids in each other’s weddings. Daniel had always been part of that world. He and Laura had been together from the beginning. They were a pair long before the rest of us figured ourselves out.

Laura brought a dip. Daniel carried drinks. Tom poured wine while I smoothed throw pillows that didn’t need fixing.

There were six of us total. Someone had turned on music. Someone had cracked open a game. Bare feet, jeans, and the kind of night we didn’t dress up for.

That was the night I really noticed Daniel.

He sat across from me with his shirt sleeves rolled up. His forearms were dark and lean. He laughed at something Tom said. When I looked up, he was watching me. It wasn’t inappropriate, not exactly. But I remembered it.

Just long enough to feel it land.

Laura had curled beside him, her voice light and easy. She touched his arm when she asked for her glass. He passed it without thinking.

Later, during trivia, I ended up on the floor. He sat behind me. Not too close, but not far. I could hear him breathe when he leaned in to read a question. I got it wrong. He laughed quietly. It wasn’t unkind.

I looked up. He met my eyes.

Still nothing said. Still nothing done. But it stayed with me.

When they left that night, Tom offered to help carry something to their car. Daniel and I stood in the entryway.

"You're brutally competitive," he said, tilting his head slightly.

I grinned. "Is that a problem?"

"Not for me. I'm just not used to it at home. It's kind of... refreshing."

"I'm glad I can excite you," I said.

He held my eyes for a moment. There was something sharp behind the look. Something I hadn’t seen before.

Then he stepped in, kissed me lightly on the cheek, and said, "Thanks for hosting. It was a great night."

And just like that, the moment passed. But it stayed with me anyway.

The documentary ended, and Tom stretched beside me, adjusting the blanket as the credits rolled. He turned his head toward me.

"Bed?" he asked.

I nodded and smiled. "Yeah. Just let me take the dogs out first."

He stood up, scratched his chest absently, and wandered toward the stairs. I heard the floorboards creak under his feet as he went up.

I slipped into shoes by the door and grabbed the leashes. The dogs stretched and yawned, then trotted out into the night with me for their usual bathroom loop. The air had cooled. The porch light buzzed faintly behind me. It was quiet. Familiar.

On the way back up the porch steps, I found myself thinking again about that night. Not the end of it. Not the kiss. The earlier part. The part no one would have noticed.

I was at the sink, rinsing glasses. Daniel came in with a stack of plates from the table. He didn’t say anything. Just moved in behind me and reached past to set them down. His hips brushed my ass as he passed. It wasn’t rough or aggressive. It was just... there. I had felt it. Noticed it. My body remembered the line of pressure better than it remembered the sound of the music playing.

Later, I reached for a towel, and he leaned past me again, this time to grab a fresh bottle of wine. His hand grazed my side. Nothing dramatic. Just a line of contact along my ribs. He didn’t pull back or flinch.

I hadn’t moved either.

I unhooked the dogs, gave them each a quiet pat, and locked the door behind me. Then I turned off the lights one room at a time. Kitchen. Living room. Hallway.

As I walked through the space we lived in every day, I felt the silence differently. Not empty. Not lonely. Just charged. Like I’d accidentally pulled something loose that wouldn’t quite settle back into place.

Why that moment? Why now? I hadn’t thought about Daniel in any real way for as long as I could remember. Not as anything other than Laura’s husband. Part of the crowd. Background.

But tonight, he kept slipping in.

The kiss on the cheek was easy to explain. That part was recent. Present. But the kitchen? That quiet pressure, the slide of his hand — that had stayed buried. So why was my mind pulling it forward now?

Maybe it was the stillness. The wine. The quiet sameness of everything between Tom and me lately, soft and reliable and missing that edge of unpredictability. Maybe it was just something about how quiet the house felt when I moved through it alone.

Or maybe the touch had never gone anywhere. Maybe it had been sitting there in the back of my mind, waiting for the right silence to rise up through.

It had slipped in because nothing else was loud enough to block it.

I climbed the stairs. Tom had already turned off the hallway light. I moved quietly into the bathroom, pulled off my shirt, and went through the motions. Brushed teeth. Moisturizer. Tied my hair up. I caught my reflection in the mirror. Nothing new there. Same face. Same body. But my cheeks were a little flushed.

I clicked off the light and stepped into the bedroom. Tom was already asleep, one arm curled under the pillow, breathing slow.

I climbed in gently and lay still beside him.

My thoughts returned to the look Daniel gave me when I said I was glad I could excite him. It hadn’t just been polite. He looked at me like he meant it. Like he was holding something back.

Had his eyes dipped down? Just for a second — to my chest?

I had been wearing that thin V-neck, the one that always slid just a little lower when I leaned forward. I remembered how it clung, how the fabric rested against my skin and shifted when I moved. Had he noticed? Had he let his eyes rest there, even for a second?

Or maybe I’d imagined it because I wanted him to. That part of me that still wanted to be seen. Not by everyone. Just by someone who didn’t have to see me.

And before he kissed my cheek, hadn’t he looked at my mouth?

I lay still, eyes on the ceiling. My heart didn’t race, but it felt loud. Like it was reminding me I was still here. Still aware. Still capable of wanting.

What if he had kissed me? Not the cheek — my mouth. What if he’d leaned in, close, slow, but not hesitant, and just taken it?

Would I have let him?

Would I have kissed him back? Let my lips part, let his tongue push in? Would I have opened to him without thinking, out of instinct? Out of need?

I turned onto my side, careful not to wake Tom. The sheets were soft between my thighs. My legs brushed together as I adjusted. Not on purpose. Just pressure.

I pictured Daniel’s mouth close to mine. The sound of his breath between words. His hand at the back of my neck. His palm sliding into my hair. Not rough — but certain.

He’d press me into the kitchen counter. That’s how I saw it. Me still holding a glass or a towel, not expecting it, and then his hips pinning me forward. My tits pressed against the cold counter, my breath caught in my chest.

His chest against my back. That lean frame. Harder than Tom’s. Tighter. Would it feel the way it looked under those button-downs he wore, rolled to the forearms like he didn’t even think about it?

I imagined his hands. Not shaking. Strong. Confident. One on my waist, holding me still. The other slipping under my shirt, flattening over my stomach, moving up until he found the line of my bra. Would he ask permission, or would he just take what he already felt I’d offered?

Would I stop him?

I pictured his fingers finding my nipple. Pressing, teasing, tugging. I imagined the heat of his breath at my neck while he played with me, one hand down the front of my jeans now, two fingers pushing inside, already soaked.

Would he say my name? Would he whisper it like a secret? Like he’d been holding it in?

I wouldn’t have said no.

I would have melted against him, let my legs part just enough, my ass grind back just a little. I would’ve made him feel how wet I was. How ready I’d been. How long I’d gone without that kind of heat.

What would it feel like to unzip his pants and pull his cock out? To feel it heavy and hot in my hand, thick enough to make my throat tighten just from looking down?

Would I suck it? Drop to my knees right there on the tile, watch him grip the counter while I slid it into my mouth?

Or would I keep him inside me, bent over, face flushed and tits bouncing against my arms while he fucked me slow but deep? His voice at my ear, telling me I felt too good to stop now.

My thighs clenched together. I didn’t touch myself. Didn’t move beyond the small shifts I couldn’t control.

I imagined the sound of him breathing hard. The sharp gasp he’d let out when he slid inside. The way his fingers might dig into my hips. How fast it would build — not careful, not gentle. Just need. Just now.

Would I tell him to cum in me?

Would I moan it in his ear like a dare, just to see if he could resist?

I lay still, soaking in it. Not touching, but full of sensation. The heat was real. The ache between my legs was real. My body didn’t care that it wasn’t happening. It responded like it was.

I let it swell and crest inside me until my muscles softened and the pictures in my mind blurred.

And eventually, I fell asleep like that — wanting, dripping, no less faithful, only more aware of what I could still feel.
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