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        Connie chose this café because it was quiet. Since her friend, Simone, had a soft, affected tone of 

voice, a noisy restaurant was not a good choice. It would be important to hear every word. On her way 

to the café, Connie had called Brian on his cell phone; it was strange that he didn’t answer. She left a 

message to tell him that she planned to have breakfast with his wife, but she didn’t say where, not that 

he would take a risk and show up.  

      The waiter offered them the table next to the window overlooking the lagoon.  Several ducks glided 

between the two resident swans, and the morning sunlight transformed the water into glass. When the 

waiter turned the cranks to open the windows, the ducks quacked in the background.  

      “I thought you might like it here.” Connie leaned forward in her chair.” The food is good and they 

make that perfect cup of coffee we’ve searched for in the past.” 

     Simone with her usual straight posture turned her gaze toward the water.” The swans must have had 

a terrible fight. Each one has its back turned away from the other and they are as far away from one 

another as they can be—clear across the other side of the lagoon.” She sounded as if she were 

practicing for a drama class.

       “It’s been ages since we’ve talked.” Connie, impatient with the swan topic, became aware of her 

heart rate increasing. “How are you and Brian doing these days?”  

     Simone tipped her head to one side, blinked a few times with her long eyelashes and said, “I’m 

surviving.”

     Connie wondered if Simone ever acted normal. Life was one big stage performance for her.  She 

wiggled her jaw to release tension and asked,  “What’s wrong?  You don’t sound very happy.” She slid 

her fingers through the top of her short brown hair, trying not to grit her teeth. She knew very well what 

was wrong. Brian complained to her every secret night that they were together.

     Simone lifted the water glass to her red, full lips and took a sip. Her diamond-studded wedding ring 

sparkled in the sunshine from the window. “We’re becoming more estranged as time goes by. I can’t 

seem to love him anymore.”  

     In her lap, Connie twisted her napkin and squeezed it several times. She leaned against the back of 

her chair and welcomed the metal that sent its coolness through her blouse. “You have a whole life 

ahead of you, Simone, and you’re so beautiful.  Why don’t you have an affair?”

     Simone raised her eyes to look directly at Connie. With the flair of a pianist, she fluttered her fingers 

on her chest, smiling a little. She moved her eyes to the ring on her left hand and pursed her lips 



together. “Oh, I couldn’t.” Then she relaxed into a Mona Lisa smile. “But what a perfect idea.”  

     “I’d do it in a minute if I were you.” Connie reached and closed her hand over Simone’s long fingers 

and that blazing wedding ring. When the waiter appeared, she pulled her hand away with a jerk.

     “Well, Ladies, here are two cups of coffee, one with cream and one without.  Here is the Spinach 

Omelet for you.”  He placed it in front of Connie.  “And the Eggs Benedict for you, My Lady.  Do I 

have that right?”

     “Everything is fine,” Connie heard the irritation in her own voice. She just wanted him to go away 

and stop interrupting.

     “I know how important it is to get things right for the ladies.  I’m getting married next week.” He 

bounced on his heels a couple of times.  

     Simone poked her fork into the center of her egg. The yellow yolk oozed out mixing with the layer 

of melted cheese.  She lifted the fork to her mouth and licked the yolk off the tines as she gazed directly 

at the waiter.  

     Connie turned away from Simone’s suggestive exposition. The waiter stared at Simone’s red lips for 

way too long. Breaking the trance, she said, “Congratulations to you and your bride.  We have 

everything we need now, thank you.”  She took a sip of her coffee hoping he’d take the hint. 

     But Simone reached up to the waiter’s arm and rested her hand on it.  She blinked her eyelashes. 

“Make sure you keep your wife happy until…death do you part.”  Her voice was slightly above a 

whisper but she emphasized the pronunciation of the last four words, with her lips saying more than her 

words.

     The waiter’s stature appeared to be crumbling. Connie imagined that in a few more seconds he 

would sprawl over the table in a heated heap, then slide off the edge and cover Simone like black and 

white lava. 

     Connie had no patience for witnessing this disgusting indulgence. “I’d like more coffee, please,” she 

sputtered from behind her clenched front teeth.

     “Oh, yes, of course.”  The waiter straightened to his full height and took a deep breath.  He turned 

away from their table and leaped like a cricket that narrowly escaped a lizard’s tongue.  

     Simone slipped her finger into the handle of her cup and took a long slow drink.  She lowered it and 

held it with both hands.  She licked her lips ever so slowly and then purred, “Actually, Connie, you are 

right about one thing…this is the perfect cup of coffee.”

     “I knew you’d like it.”  Connie had to accept the fact that she was jealous of Simone’s sensuous 

skill. She scooped up a forkful of omelet but stopped before raising it to her mouth. She felt nauseous. 

“We were talking about how unhappy you are with Brian.”



     “Oh, really? Well, you know, Connie—dear, I was thrilled that you suggested we have breakfast 

together because I have something to tell you.” She put her cup back on the saucer, appearing taller as 

she straightened her shoulders.  

     Taller, but her breasts are smaller. Connie curved her back to make her full breasts look prominent. 

She wondered what Simone might want to tell her. Was she pregnant? No, she hates kids. She’s leaving 

him…that’s what she wants to say. Finally, Brian will be free of her.

     Simone’s blue eyes darkened. Her voice deepened. “I woke Brian up early this morning before I 

went to the gym. I talked and he listened.”  She took a sip of her coffee and paused as she moved her 

ring finger to catch more sunlight. She pursed her lips and her speech, louder than usual, seemed to be 

in slow motion.

     “I told him…that I wanted a divorce if…he continued…to sleep with you or even to see you. 

And…I assured him that if he wanted a divorce, I would take…every penny he had.”  With her mouth 

slightly open, Simone traced her plump lips with her little finger and then smiled.

      Connie tried to stop her internal shaking, “How can you say that, Simone?  I’m your friend.  What 

are you talking about?” She had to be bluffing. How could she know?  But Brian would never face 

financial ruin. He had said the only way to avoid it was if Simone found another man and asked for a 

divorce. But now, she had attacked his greatest fear.  Aware of movement from across the table, Connie 

forced her eyes to focus again.

     Simone slid her chair away from the table as she rose. She smoothed her skirt down the front and 

then slithered over to Connie’s side of the table. She stood close. Pungent perfume seemed to encircle 

them, and when she bent over, Simone’s warm breath and whispers filled Connie’s ear. 

     “Have an affair. Brian won’t care.” She pivoted and left, blowing a kiss to the waiter.

     Connie turned toward the window with tears that felt like rain. The swans were back together 

floating in the center of the lagoon and the ducks were quiet.


