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Consequences

I really, really wanted the warm, cosy feel of our wood-burning fire. Instead, here I was stood in the 

porch of our house in my pyjamas, with our friends on the other side of the door jeering and 

whistling. 

“Best of three?” I bargained. 

“You already lost two,” my husband said with a raised eyebrow. 

I pouted, not ready to give up. “Five?”

He laughed and shook his head. 

Two weeks ago I had proposed that we spend our upcoming anniversary at a popular dance studio, 

learning how to do the Lindy Hop. I had always wanted to learn how to dance and didn't see why I 

should have to search for a partner when I already had one. But Paul had been reticent as always. I 

remembered our wedding dance, for which we'd had two lessons. He'd agreed to those because he'd 

lost a bet. So I raised the competitive stakes. 

“If you win,” I said with total confidence in myself, “I'll dance in the street in my pyjamas.”

“Alone?” Paul questioned. 

“Yes, on my own. To whatever you like.”

He smiled. He had such a charming face when he lit it up with a smile; his blue eyes would crinkle 

at the edge and a dimple appeared in his left cheek. I loved that smile. 

Perhaps that's why I didn't notice the unconcerned tone of his voice or relaxed body language when 

I suggested the bet. I had never lost a game of table tennis to Paul in my life. I didn't believe it could 

ever happen. 

But now, here I was in my pyjamas. 
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Paul lifted the portable stereo and pressed the play button. He was smiling again. This time I caught 

the calculated glint in his eye and slight, confident tilt of his head. I couldn't believe he'd actually 

taken Ping Pong lessons from a champion, just to ensure he'd never lose a bet with me again. 

“Ready?” he asked. 

I took a deep breath and shrugged. What the hell. At the very least I was a good sport. He had won, 

fair and square. Although I didn't recall agreeing that our friends and family could be invited to 

watch. Still, it'd be a good story to tell the kids one day. 

I opened the door and shimmied out into the cold. Everyone hooted and, for a second, they drowned 

out the music. Then, increasing in volume, I heard the rhythm of the song and couldn't help but 

laugh. 'Eye of the Tiger' blared out into our street and people came to their windows to see me bob 

and weave and punch my dance moves to recreate my husband's favourite movie theme tune. He 

was on the side of the road with everyone else, stereo on the wall next to him, clapping.

With all my energetic dance moves and high-spirited giggling, I didn't even register the cold any 

more. 
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