Crosswinds

Mrs. Pease, visiting the bowl of rum punch for the fifth time, realized her husband had disappeared again—probably smoking a joint and exchanging dead baby jokes with his buddies in the parking lot.  He fell into old habits like that.  She’d talked her husband into attending his 10 year high school reunion, and it seemed he was having a good time.  A handsome grey-eyed man approached her, smiling.  After a moment, she began tapping her wedding band against her punch glass—and watched the man wander away.  Later, through the men's room door stumbled Mr. Pease, followed by a snickering brunette, nudging him coyly and adjusting her pantyhose.

