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"You like him, don't you?" Liam asked, much to Rosa's surprise. Her eyes perked up, cheeks going red. She turned away, back to the comfort of her phone, which was now nothing more than a distraction. Her legs squirmed anxiously under the blanket, just slightly.  

"He's funny," Rosa deflected, not entirely knowing what to say to her husband about such a matter. "If that's what you mean."  

"It's not," Liam said, rather matter-of-factly, but not angrily by any means. "It's just, you seem to talk about him a lot." 

She couldn't tell what he was getting at, whether the thought upset him or not. It was true she liked Alex well enough. He was funny. They were all friends. Of course, she liked him. But she supposed she did talk about him quite a bit... now that Liam mentioned it. 

"He's our friend," Rosa said, not trying to give away the fact that she'd masturbated to the thought of him, more than once... They lived together, roommates, so she'd seen him by accident in his boxers a couple of times; usually while he was on his drunken shenanigans or a late-night snack trip to the fridge. The urge was there, a stolen glance or two on her part, and she'd be a liar not to admit that. But she'd never, never go farther than that, though.  

Liam smiled a little at her response. "I wouldn't be mad if you did," he said, comfortingly. "I guess I just need to know." 

She looked over at him, her eyebrows knitting together, but quickly looked away again. He... wouldn't be mad? She felt like all the blood in her body was in her face. He had to know already, by the way she was acting. She was never good at acting or lying. And here she was, face to face with the question. 

She nodded slightly, unable to make eye contact. It was a shameful thing, wasn't it? How could she like another man when a perfect husband lay beside her every night.... 

"I've never done anything with him," she added quickly, defensively.  

Liam smiled at that. "I never said you did. I know you haven't." 

A load of tension was released from her chest, like a building had been removed. He wasn't accusing her of cheating, in the very least.  

She finally looked him in the eyes, and he seemed soft, not angry at her in the slightest. This confused and mortified her. Shouldn't he be angry? If anything, he seemed just as nervous as her. 

Liam broke eye contact, his eyes peering down the length of the sheet. It took him a minute to respond, his gaze flickering back and forth.  

"Do you... want to?" he asked, finally, after what felt like a lifetime.  “Do anything, with him, I mean...”

Any blood that had previously left her face came rushing back with an unmitigated vengeance. She was sure she could set paper on fire with how hot her cheeks were. If she had a needle, she'd poke a hole in them to release the steam.  

With a basketball-sized lump in her throat, Rosa asked, "...Do you want me to?" 

It was his turn then to blush; the questioning now reversed, rather briskly, back on him. He picked at a thread of the blanket, then shrugged as nonchalantly as possible. 
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