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The wine warms my cheeks and loosens my limbs as I lean against Chris's solid frame. The housewarming party buzzes around us – laughter mingling with clinking glasses and overlapping conversations. I nestle closer, my head finding that perfect spot between his shoulder and chest, my fingers idly tracing the seam of his jeans. I'm definitely not looking forward to Monday, to the return of spreadsheets and deadlines after two weeks of holiday bliss. But right now, with two glasses of merlot softening my edges, I'm perfectly content to be here, pressed against my husband, watching our friends celebrate Aleisha's new home.

"You're cuddly tonight," Chris murmurs into my hair, his breath warm against my scalp.

I tilt my head back to look up at him. His eyes are crinkled at the corners, that familiar expression that still makes my stomach flutter after nearly a decade together.

"I'm always cuddly," I protest, pressing closer to prove my point.

"Mmm, but you're extra cuddly when you've had a drink." His voice carries a teasing lilt. "I like Tipsy Nat."

I pull back, feigning offense. "Are you saying you don't like Regular Nat? Sober Nat? Morning Nat?" My lower lip juts out in an exaggerated pout.

Chris laughs, the sound vibrating through his chest where I'm pressed against him. "I adore all versions of Nat," he assures me, leaning down to press a kiss to my forehead. "But Tipsy Nat is particularly affectionate."

"So you're just using me for cuddles," I accuse, unable to keep the smile from my voice.

"Absolutely," he agrees solemnly, his eyes dancing. "It's why I married you. For the cuddles."

I'm about to retort when Aleisha appears, looking frazzled despite her carefully applied makeup and the stylish dress that complements her new living room decor.

"Nat, there you are! Could you help me with the cake? I'm worried about the presentation." Her hands flutter in the air like nervous birds.

"Sure," I agree, disentangling myself from Chris. I don't quite understand the cake obsession – who cares about elaborate desserts at a housewarming? Everyone's already too tipsy to appreciate the hours of work Aleisha undoubtedly poured into it. They'd be just as impressed with a store-bought sponge from the local bakery.

I follow her toward the kitchen, the alcohol making me slightly unsteady on my feet. The flush in my cheeks deepens as I navigate through the crowded living room. When I push through the swinging door into the kitchen, I'm surprised to find not Aleisha, but a tall, familiar figure rummaging through the refrigerator.

"Steven?" The name escapes me before I can process the surprise.

He straightens, a beer in hand, and his eyes widen momentarily before crinkling into a smile. "Natasha? Holy shit, it's been forever!"

Steven Matthews. We went to university together, shared three classes and one regrettable drunken kiss during freshman year before deciding we were better as friends.

"What are you doing here?" I ask, stepping further into the kitchen.

"I work with Aleisha's boyfriend," he explains, popping the cap off his beer. His eyes scan me from head to toe, lingering a beat too long. "You look amazing. Time's been good to you."

"Thanks," I say, feeling suddenly self-conscious about my curves in my fitted dress. "I was supposed to help Aleisha with the cake, but I don't see her."

"She went upstairs for something," Steven says, leaning against the counter. "So, catch me up. What's Natasha been doing with herself these past... what, five years?"

"Seven," I correct him. "And mostly working. I'm a project manager at Horizon Media now."

"Impressive," he nods, taking a swig of his beer. "Still the overachiever I remember."

We fall into conversation, and it feels easy, familiar – until I notice the way his eyes keep dropping to my lips, my chest, the curve of my waist. His compliments become more frequent, his stance more intimate as he gradually moves closer.

"Remember that time we nearly—" he starts, voice dropping lower.

"I got married," I interject, trying to keep my tone light. "Three years ago. My husband Chris is actually here. He's in IT – helped me fix my perpetually crashing computer at work, and somehow I ended up marrying him." I laugh awkwardly.
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