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I watched as Andrew and Lilly pulled out the
driveway in their minivan and chuckled softly to myself just like I
do every time I wish them a good night. Of course, I made sure to
keep a straight face when I said it, and fought my desires to
widely smile when they returned home slightly disheveled and
usually reeking of alcohol and sex. But damn, did I ever want to
just have the chance to tease them once or twice about it.

Not that I could blame them at all for going
out to swinger parties and they only went a few times a year.
Whether they had another couple or two on the side, I didn’t know
and didn’t pry. Hell if it wasn’t for that the fact that Lilly
tended to come home with the delicious smell of pussy on her and
that I had caught an ex-boyfriend of mine cheating on me by going
to that group, I probably wouldn’t have suspected a thing. I would
have passed off Lilly as just them taking the chance to fool around
without the risk of their son interrupting.

God though, I really wanted to say something,
at the least to offer to be their unicorn. The mythical creature in
swinging, the bisexual girl looking to roll with a couple without
having the sudden surprise request of having a boyfriend ‘watch or
maybe join in’. I quietly chuckled to myself over the air quotes in
my head. Damn, to be their unicorn I’d do just about anything, and
a few things I’m sure I haven’t thought of yet.

I’ve been babysitting for them since a few
weeks after their little boy was born. I still always remember that
desperate night, the plea for a babysitter to give them a couple of
hours break just so they could get out and feel like adults for
once. Truth be told, I’m fairly certain I didn’t charge those first
couple of nights, just the look of relief on their faces was often
enough of a reward.

Babysitting grew into friendship, by the time
I was off to my first semester at the local community college I
spent more time at their place than I did my own. I think if they
had offered me a bed there, I probably would have moved right
in.

It wouldn’t have been a hard decision; my
family was on the fringe of shattering. If a sheet of plate glass
represented my family, it was a heavily chipped and spider webbed
sheet, held together by sheer desire to not be alone. My mother was
an alcoholic and my father a workaholic. When they were apart they
were somewhat tolerable, but together it was like a powder keg
waiting to go off. The relaxed atmosphere of the Jefferson’s house
was a welcome presence, as was Andrew’s home cooking.

Lilly was my shoulder to cry on when I had
guy, and later girl, relationship problems. Andrew helped tutor me
through trigonometry. I helped out with their toddler, which I
always felt was a pretty fair trade off.

A couple of years ago they started to take
their late night trips. The first couple were only a few hours,
just after dinner till shortly before midnight. They would come
home smelling of sweat and sex, with mysteriously clean clothes on
that they hadn’t been wearing when they left. I knew better than to
ask and when I figured it out, it just gave me a little smile to
know they were at least having their fun.

After checking in to ensure their
five-year-old was still tucked away in bed, I sauntered down to
their living room and flopped on the couch to catch up on the new
fall tv lineup. They were usually gone until the wee hours of the
morning and more than once I’d gotten a phone call at four am
drunkenly asking me if I’d mind staying till the afternoon. Of
course I generally didn’t, the kid was easy enough to keep happy
until then and I had college textbooks to buy.
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