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The woman inhaled with a gasp, pulled her shoulders to her neck, and raised her eyebrows high over her lightly closed eyes. Her body gleamed with golden light from the setting sun and her white bikini top stretched as she opened her chest and arched her back off the blanket spread over the beach sand.
It was private enough, a tiny crescent beach secluded on three sides by dunes, tall grasses, and carved-out cliffs. The gently rhythmic pounding and pebble-rattling wash-back of the rolling waves up the stoney beach gave a metronome beat to the man’s slow, spare attentions down between her writhing and twisting legs. He always did know what he was doing down there, that was never the issue.
She clenched her fists in the blanket and smiled inside the tension and release rising and falling across her face. He was reliable, if only in this one thing. Each vocalized inhalation started a note higher than the last, and finished higher too, four or five in a string, before a long, groaning exhalation, only to start the cycle over again. The salted air, the white sand, the aroma of bodies, hers and his, working up to something, made her feel high. It was just as she remembered it. It was perfect. It was like no time had passed at all.
That was Jackie, my 30-year-old wife, an event planner for a large corporate entity with a lot of exotic events on its agenda. And the man was Cody, our crazy, wild, weird, and wonderful old college friend. We shared a strange night eight years ago, the three of us sitting around Jackie’s tiny 50s kitchen table with a big bottle of Tequila between us. And it lead directly to my wife and my friend on that beach at night in the Florida Keys.
She and Cody had been together before she and I got together but the timeline was always braided. We both met her the same night when she boldly came to our table at the campus pub and invited herself to sit with us. Two years later, after having been his girlfriend, then mine, then his again, we sat at that table near the end of college to settle it. I always knew Cody was the better lover, but I was the better future: I got into law — corporate tax, not the sexiest thing, I know, but reliable — and Cody pursued painting, writing, wondering the world, finding truths. He had the original silver tongue and could talk any girl into bed with it, and more. But Jackie chose me, not him.
I know she always wondered what the world was like behind Door Number 2, the vagabond, ill-defined, unpredictable, but more exciting and adventurous life that Cody held out to her that fateful night. She certainly showed she had the chops for the corporate world in our young marriage together, but she was — it was obvious to me — undermining her rise up the ranks by holding fast to the event planning gig. She said it was because she loved the travel of it and the exotic locals she got to check out. I knew it was because she hadn’t fully let go of the idea of Cody and the life that he represented, and that she rejected.
Top help her let go finally and move on and up, I got the idea in my head to set her up to run into Cody on her next trip, this one to the Florida Keys. I only needed to convince Cody to take her and fulfill her fantasy, in order to get the dream of that life he represented out of her system for good. I wanted her to realize that that life, while it would have been fun, was no place for her to grow up.
“She chose you though,” Cody looked at me hard.
I leaned over the table at the pub to make sure he could hear me over the racket of the 18 screens showing the game. “But she never gave up the dream of you.”
“I represent air to her, nothingness, an emptiness.”
“That’s the dream that she doesn’t let go of. And it’s holding her back. I think she imagines it all the time, she won’t let it go. She’s trapped between two worlds.”
“We talked about this already, up in her old place in the attic of that house.” He looked sideways at me. “It’s still the most honest conversation I’ve ever had with anyone. She made a final decision.”
“It was honest for Mme too. I’m pretty sure for Jackie as well.”
“She already had the life with me, we even lived together for a few months back then.”
“But that was still college, that wasn’t out into the real world yet. She knew you were heading out into it, she knew you were going out into a whole other orbit.”
He snorted and shook his head. I hadn’t seen him in over a year, which was the norm since that night atop the old house in Jackie’s apartment. He lived the artist’s life: no home, so the world was his home, and the soukes of Marrakech, the alleys of Istanbul, and the sacred mountains of Sichuan were his living room. He had no occupation, so everything was his avocation, running a roadside bike repair clinic in Sumatra, foot-lathing religious ornaments in a Cairo temple , or grinding stones to sell as pigments in the Samarkand markets.
“It’s not a life for her, for anybody,” he glinted at me.
“I know that, you know that. She made the right choice for herself. You and I know she did.”
He nodded. He knew it at the time too. “Where I’m going, there isn’t room for passengers anyway,” he said at that table.
He left with the last swig of tequila and Jackie slumped in her chair. She took my hand in hers and kissed the back of it. “It was so fucking exciting with him everyday,” she said then.
But she knew the two Jackies were not sustainable, the one that existed in the world of jobs, careers, income and homes, and the other that floated in the world of wanderings, poetry, dangers and poverty. When she lived with Cody during one of his bouts with modernity, giving up college again and taking up painting, she went further out than even he did, with the people, the substances, and the ideas that flirted recklessly with self-induced psychosis.
She might have come over to my side but she kept a part of herself on that other side. We both loved Cody. It came out now and then when, out of the blue, she’d ask me what I thought he was doing now. “Do you think he’s painting in a hovel in Paris or Moscow or something?”
“Or hiking some weird mountain in Borneo.”
She laughed. But she thoughtfully toyed with her necklace between her lips.
“You have to move over to Human Resources, get out of the event planning side, you know it’s a dead-end,” I said. Another posting had come out that was perfect for her: it was right in line with what she got her degree in at college. The event planning job was only supposed to be a temporary way for her to get in with the company she targeted — I tried to remind her of her strategy.
“But I love it too much — I’m always going somewhere new, like it’s my actual job to find new places!”
“You could rise to executive ranks though, just not in the event planning job.”
It was a conversation we often had, and it almost always got off-track with a deflective surmising about what Cody was doing, so much so, I understood, eventually, that this idea of Cody — this mythologized idea of him and his life — was keeping her from jumping out of the dead end and taking real control of her life.
“Just not sure how putting me back in her life is supposed to get me out of her head,” Cody said, tipping his glass far back in his mouth.
“No offense,” I said with a steadying hand between us. “Okay?”
“No offense — go on,” he agreed.
“It’s a frozen dream of you she has locked in her mind. She thinks it’s this idyllic life of screwing all morning and eating naked in bed and painting all afternoon and dancing all night. There’s no means of making money in her dream, of keeping a home, of building anything real in this dream life of hers. You represent it, but it isn’t you at all. She doesn’t see the scrounging and the hunger, sleeping on people’s couches, the boredom, the feeling lost half the time.”
He nodded with wide eyes staring blankly at the table. There was nothing for him to disagree about. It was as I described and I knew it.
“If she spent some time with you, not with me around, but with you the way it might have been if she chose you, maybe she’d see that it isn’t all painting and wine and intellectual conversations and screwing, that it was also dangerous, cold, pointless and lost.”
“Hey,” he grinned at me. “I draw the line there, it isn’t pointless.”
“Fair enough, but for her, you know what I’m talking about. You made a profession of it, this life. You know how far to go out and when to come in. You saw her back then. She didn’t have that limit.”
“She lived like she was in a real sleeping dream,” he nodded thoughtfully. “It was amazing. It was art.”
“Yeah but,” I grinned. “It wasn’t a way anyone can live for real.”
“So she’s supposed to find out all of this reality when I accidentally run into her at this place in The Keys?”
“You run into her, you chat with her, you have some drinks together, you take her with you in whatever way that means, and you give her a full serving of you and your life. Enough for her to see that she mythologized it all, that that life belongs in dreams but not here in reality.”
“And then?”
“And then, she comes back, she lets go of the supposed reality of that life, let’s go of whatever she thinks she’s keeping alive by staying in the dead-end that event planning is, and applies for the executive-track posting.”
“And if that’s not the lesson she learns down in The Keys?”
“She will, believe me. She made the right choice once, she’ll make it again.”
“You need to be careful about this,” he warned me. “The human soul has wings.”
He climbed up over her body where she had wriggled and writhed enough to half bury herself in the blanket-covered soft and deep sand. She rolled both of them over and took over his position on her hands and knees over his prone body lying in the comfort of the body impression she had made in the blanket-covered sand. She leaned down over him and shielded his eyes from the hard orange of the setting sun with her curtain of straw blonde hair. When he pulled at the lace that hung from the shoelace knot at the hip of her bikini, my wife didn’t stop him. Nor when he pulled at the lace on the other side, pulling her bikini from between her legs and laying it on the blanket where his swim suit was already lying.
She swung her hips atop her knees side to side in a lazy slow dance over top of him and she smirked, she chirped deeply in her throat like she was answering herself in the affirmative to a question no one knew, and she lowered her face to his to kiss him as gently as a butterfly alighting on a flower petal.
“She needs to get this out of her system.” I half-lidded my eyes from their bottoms to impress upon him how seriously I took the mission.
“How far are we taking this?” he asked with doubt in his quieted voice.
“As far as it needs to go,” I shrugged.
“This is not a college girl you and I are trading back and forth anymore. This is your wife now.”
“A wife that needs to let go of that choice not taken.”
“What kind of guy are you making me out to be, though? I’m supposed to hit her up knowing that she chose you, knowing that she even married you.”
His hands lifted over her back and came down slow and gently, drawing over her skin with his nails, making her contort in her back and bite her lip with a grin. He found the knot at the back of her bikini and pulled on that one too. Her top fell forward from her chest like a released sail and she sat back on him to shimmy her arms and let the white top slide down and off so she could toss it behind her with the other clothes unoccupied on the blanket. Her nude body looked like something from a painting. Cody gazed at it where his hands moved over it, cupping her hanging breasts, drawing delicately over her rounded hips, feeling the tenderness on the inside of her thighs. She held her breath and quickly exhaled and re-inhaled. He was coming close and her torso shuddered on her locked elbows holding her body, barely, above his.
She rotated her hips involuntarily, chasing the touch of his fingertips, unable to keep from thrusting her pelvis. “I never forgot, you know,” she said to him in a whisper nobody else would have heard. “We touched the sky, didn’t we.”
“I think you did,” he grinned beneath her, stroking her sides softly, just above the threshold of sensation, but below the limit of tickling. It was just enough to make her torso stretch and yearn over him.
“You tethered me,” she said, leaning down and twisting her hair into a rope to pull it over her shoulder and away from their faces before she settled her head beside his where he turned it toward her, toward the sun, but for the shadow she cast over his face with hers.
They kissed.
“She’s not a cheating type of girl,” he said.
He had a point and I fell back in my chair and clasped my hands over my stomach to consider the nature of the problem he gave rise to. “If she feels trapped within the confines of marriage, if she is unable to let herself fully experience what you are now . . . “ I said, before he finished my sentence for me.
“ . . . she will continue to labor under this dream world she imagines exists.”
“I don’t want her to impose any limits on herself,” I said. “That defeats the purpose.”
“And you don’t want me to impose any limits either. Do you know what you’re opening her up to? What you’re opening your marriage up to?”
“It’s not like you’re a stranger. It’s not like she hadn’t done it with you. It’s not new in any way like that.” I rubbed my chin as though I wasn’t entirely convinced of what I was saying.
“Letting a wife be with another man though, even if it’s a past lover, or maybe especially when it’s a past lover, you know there’s a word for that.”
“But it doesn’t seem like the usual kind of thing. It’s different.”
“Everyone has a reason for doing it, or for letting her do it. With another guy.”
“We’re different. We have that weird past. We’re all so entwined it drives me crazy sometimes.”
He looked around the bar and sighed. “One thing I’ve learned in my travels is, everyone has a weird past. Everyone is entwined.”
She lowered herself onto her elbows and knees above him and she snickered when she rubbed her nose against his. “Do you remember what I used to love to do?”
“A man doesn’t forget that kind of thing, Jackie.”
She snorted and poked her shoulders up. “A woman doesn’t either,” she said softly and she kissed his chin and his neck below.
He dragged his nails up her back and over the shining orbs of her shoulders. “I don’t think I’ve ever been treated as well since,” he said.
“Maybe you’ve forgotten the exact sensation though,” she looked up from his chest and his nipples that she circled with the hard tip of her tongue. She looked at him with an exaggerated expression of innocence.
“I might need a refresher, you’re saying?”
She pinched her tongue between her teeth and grinned and kissed a meandering trail down over his stomach, readjusting herself on her knees and elbows. “Can’t have you forgetting me,” she murmured.
“Never a risk of that, but just to be sure, right?”
“Mm-hm,” she agreed, and she used her tongue to draw a line that circled his belly button and dropped down over the thin line of fine hairs below. She readjusted her knees and elbows again and re-twisted her hair into a rope and kissed the tops of his thighs.
“I don’t know of a way,” I said,  “for her to feel free with you without telling her straight up what I want to see happen.”
“She’ll go with me, you know she will, you remember what she got like back then. But you’ll be making her a cheater if you send me down there. It’s not fair to her. She won’t limit herself. She never did.”
“I don’t want her coming back with guilt. I don’t want her feeling like she has secrets from me. The whole point of that conversation we had around that table that night in that apartment of hers was so we didn’t have secrets or guilt.”
“You’re going to have to tell her what you want.”
“That’s fucked, Cody. How does a guy tell his wife he wants her to . . . “
“ . . . fuck another guy.”
“Fuck another guy,” I repeated and stared at the amber glow of my drink. “But you’re not just another guy, though. You’re her ex just like I was her ex when she went to you.”
“You haven’t even thought about what you’re asking me to do, either, you know that?”
I stared at him. He was right. I didn’t think about him as a person in all of this either. “Are you okay with it?” I asked him belatedly, shrugging my shoulders to show him he was right, I overlooked him.
“Her and I. You know we had between us some pretty interesting times.” He emptied his glass and twisted it in place on the table. “We got pretty close to it, her and I.”
“Close to?”
He smirked and looked around the pub. “The sky, the truth, the everything and the all, I don’t know what you want to call it. We took each other there.” He shrugged. “It wasn’t something you can build a life on top of though, so . . . “ He smirked to himself again and nodded.
“I never thought to ask you.”
“I haven’t seen her in the same amount of time that she hasn’t seen me. You know, you always made it out to be me who represented the yin to your yang, as though I was the one who pulled her out and you were the one who pulled her in.” He caught the attention of the server and pointed his finger down at both of our glasses to order another round. “I might have a slightly different take on things,” he said when he turned back to me.
I gestured with my hand for him to put it out there, to explain what he was talking about.
“Did you ever think that maybe it was her that pulled me out? Did you ever wonder if maybe she was the one in the eccentric orbit and that I was the one flung out into space by her, not the other way around?”
“That’s impossible, you were so in your head back then.”
“I was trying to rediscover for myself what she did to me, what world she showed me, and I’ve probably been doing that ever since, too.” The server put down two drinks. He twisted his around and around. “I’ve been looking for her all this time, in a way, you could say. Looking for what she represented. If you put me with her, if you tell me where to find her well away from you, how do you know you aren’t messing up a whole lot more than you think — not just with your wife, but with me too? She represents something to me too — maybe you overlooked that part.”
I had. He was always a fixed figure to me, however eccentrically he flew around in that wide orbit of his. “It never occurred to me that as much as I knew she experienced with you, that you would, of course, have experienced that with her too.”
“Naturally, right?” He clinked his drink against mine. “You want her to get it on with me again so maybe she can get the crazy idea of me out of her mind once and for all. But maybe you will only end up putting that crazy idea of her back in my mind.”
“You won’t do this for me then?”
“Oh I’ll do it for you. But I’m making no promises about what happens after that.”
“What do you mean?”
“Have you thought about the risk of your plan?”
“Risk?”
“You’re letting your wife try the other choice she didn’t make back at that table in that kitchen in that house. You just assume she’s going to come away from a do-over and decide once again that life with you is the life for her. What makes you so certain that’s the way this goes the second time?”
She gently held his hardened cock in her palm and drew her fingertip lightly around the head and when he shivered she giggled and pushed her closed lips hard against the head of his cock until the pressure was too much and she popped his cock deeply all at once into her mouth.
She pulled up with delirium on her face and saliva on her lips. “I’ve waited for this,” she spoke huskily. She shivered and dropped her mouth back down over his cock and took him deeply into her mouth, slipping her tongue up and down on the underside of his shaft inside the world her mouth hot and wet. He arched in his back under her and grimaced and groaned. She pulled up from him, she said “Baby,” in a hoarse whisper, and went back down on him with vigor and enthusiasm, and with tiny moans escaping her throat.
It was her idea, and she tittered when she maneuvered to turn around and lower her hips over his face as she went back down on his cock, and she pushed so he popped again through her tightly-held lips.
He pushed himself up onto his elbows and her body slid down over his. She looked over her shoulder at him and he massaged her cheeks. She undulated from his touch, and with her eyes on his, she lowered her jaw and lowered her hips further down to his. He used his thumb to rim her and she shivered and gasped and held her breath. He gripped his cock and touched her glistening lips with it and she shot her head back and grunted. The anticipation was almost too much.
“Are you saying the first time we did it, it wasn’t a fair choice?” I turned my face sideways to him but, through the corners of my eyes, I glared at him skeptically.
“I”m saying I painted a less-than-stellar picture in the hopes she would not pick me. I was afraid of where she would take me.”
“You were afraid of her?” I had a hard time believing him. But this was Cody. There wasn’t a more honest person I’d ever known.
“She didn’t choose you over me, she chose you over a version of me that I created in order to avoid being her choice.”
“That’s fucked, Cody.”
He shrugged. “It’s what I’ve been living with the last many years.”
“It’s you that wants the do-over.”
“Hey, I was happily living my life, such as it is, when you called me out of the blue. You got us together today. You are the one talking about sending me down to The Keys to find her. It’s you who wanted her to get with me.”
“To get you out of her system.”
“I agree, she can’t go on like this, living with you and dreaming of me, or some version of me. I agree with you, it has to come to a head. I’m just saying, she will never get that version of me out of her system unless she knows the real me, and unless she is free to make that choice — the choice she thought she was making back then.”
I felt trapped. The same rule applied, I knew he was right. She was not going to be able to move forward as long as she was anchored by the dream of Cody, and the only way to cut the chain would be to send her to be with him long enough for her to see what he was in reality.
But at the same time, Cody in reality may well be a different person than what she thought she was rejecting back then — in fact, I was counting on it. I just didn’t take into consideration that the real-life version of Cody was something she wouldn’t reject. I guess I had a dream version of Cody too — and just assumed that that dream version would be the one to show up. It never dawned on me that he may have grown up in the eight years since the table in the apartment. It never occurred to me that he wasn’t in reality what I had dreamed him to be all this time as well — a crazy, world-frolicking, unserious art-clown.
“She’ll choose me,” I said to him.
“She may well do that. But we need to set the table and do it again to be sure.”
I took a long time to respond, but when I did, I said, “We do.” Because he was right.
He toyed with the lips of her pussy, painting them with the tip of his cock, making her laugh and squirm and twist until she gasped, pushed herself up, and lowered herself down again to kiss him, to spread her legs over his hips, and to reach down between their abdomens and squeeze him.
“Do you want to?” she said to him in a low, soft voice, the remaining streams of dying sunlight animating her eyes so close to his.
He stroked his fingertips up and down the skin of her back and around her sides and over the sides of her breasts.
“I never stopped wanting to.”
She smiled, she kissed him, and she let go of his cock. Her pussy opened around his head and she let her body sink down. Slowly his cock disappeared inside her until their pelvises met with a gentle kiss of their own. She gaped her mouth and exhaled long and slowly with a tiny smile stretching out over her lips. She curled like a burning sheet and licked her lips and moaned through her widening smile. She lifted herself on her slowly-straightening arms through her tightly arching back until she faced the nearly gone sun and she danced on him, swaying her hair and her head and her shoulders and her hips against him. “It’s good,” she whispered.
He tightened his grip on her ass and moved against her, pushing his hips up to meet hers with each rotation she moved around on top of him. With each gentle bump of his hips into hers, the curtain of her hair over his face shimmered in the dying light.
“He said what?” Jackie glared at me through fallen strands of blonde.
“I agreed with him, too,” I said to her.
“You both decided this without me?” One of her eyes half closed and vibrated.
“We didn’t plan on having that conversation, but here we are now.”
“A do over?” She pushed the hair back from her forehead and crossed her arms over her chest and looked sideways. She turned her face back to me. “Why would you want me to do that again, anyway?”
I gave her the whole argument. “He doesn’t feel that you were choosing between equal choices, he believes that he misrepresented himself to force your hand.”
"That’s the most fucked-up thing I’ve heard in forever.”
“Nonetheless,” I said, “in the spirit of things from that night back then, it does seem that your choice was not exactly as fair as I guess you and I thought it was.”
“I made my choice.”
“But it was between a real me and some dream version of him.”
“What do you gain from a do-over?”
“I need you to decide — are you going for the career or are you going to go some other direction. You seem stuck. You’ve said so yourself. You’re between worlds — you’re between a dream and reality.”
“So let’s call him up, bring him over.”
“I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” I said.
“Why not? It was your idea originally too that night, that whole thing around that table, that was your idea.”
Cody was able to come over. “And pick up a bottle of tequila on your way,” Jackie shouted before I got off the phone with him.
“It’s like old times,” she said, when we finally sat around the kitchen table late at night all over again, having cleared everything else away except the bottle of tequila Cody brought over, and three squat glasses. Just like it was before.
“Everybody starts with downing a double, if I remember correctly,” Cody said.
“So let me get this straight,” Jackie said to me. “Before we get down to business, I just have to know. You were willing to let me go The Keys myself and send this guy,” she pointed at him over her shoulder with her thumb, “down to find me and try to take me?”
I looked at Cody and shrugged. “I did,” I said to her. “It seemed the only way to get you to put that dream aside once and for all and get serious about your career.”
“And what did you think might happen? I mean, he and I were intimate back then as you well know. A lot. And we didn’t break off in the usual way — there was no animosity as you well know.”
“I knew what might happen.”
“Did you? Did you really? How do you know he and I wouldn’t get it on again, just like the old days?” She ignored Cody sitting there right beside us.
I considered my next words carefully. “I thought you might,” I said softly.
“You what?” She heard me, she just didn’t believe she heard me correctly.
I cleared my throat. “I thought you might.”
“You thought Cody and I might have sex down in The Keys and yet you were still going to let me go and send Cody down after me?”
When she put it like that — “have sex” — I realized how insane it sounded. But it was the truth and I nodded, however sheepishly.
She turned to Cody. “And you were down with this plan?”
“Not exactly as he conceived it.”
“Not exactly, but you were down with it.”
“With a slight tweak,” he held his finger and thumb up to his eye and winced.
“And what tweak was that?”
“I wouldn’t pretend to be some wild, untamed and crazy artist again. I would just be myself.”
“Because back then you weren’t presenting yourself honestly?”
“That’s right.”
“You fooled me, in other words.”
He looked at me and I shrugged. Neither of us had thought of it that way. “I guess I did, yeah, you could say that.”
“I could say that, yes, and I am saying that. Only,” she looked at me with a shake of her head. “With a slight tweak.”
We both looked at her doubtfully. “You tried to fool me, sure, but whether you succeeded in fooling me is a different question.”
We all poured fresh rounds and sat silently a few moments. Finally Jackie spoke. “You treated me back then like I was an unaware plaything, like a person with no agency in her life. You gave me this choice between you two like I was some kind of mindless lab rat choosing between cheeses.” She turned to Cody. “You thought you fooled me all these years. Do you think I just see what’s shown me without any critical thought of my own?” She turned to me. “And you thought I just made a bald-faced choice, you over him? Did you think there was no strategy in my mind? Did you think I wasn’t able to think?”
Cody and I looked at each other like we were seeing each other anew for the first time — like we were for the first time seeing each other through Jackie’s eyes.
“There were three people at that table that day, not two people and some mysterious, unaware, simple decision-making single cell creature in a Petri dish. You had a concept of what was going on around that table that day,” she said to me. She turned to Cody, “And you had a concept of what was going on that night too, a different concept than his,” she gestured with her head toward me, “evidently.” She shook her head with a wry grin. “And I had a concept of what was going on around that table as well, my own concept that was different from either of yours. Because why? Because I’m a person like you too, right?” She lifted her arms and widened her eyes at the obviousness of it.
“You,” she said to me, “always thought, still think, in fact, that I have this face I show you and this other face that remains some sort of unspoken alter ego that is holding me back, that is interfering with my life.” She turned to Cody. “And you, you think this alter ego was ready to assert itself and take over my body and to go with you wherever you were headed. So you thought you had to make it seem so dangerous, so out-there, that I’d defeat that dangerous alter ego, choose him instead of you, and save you from going off the deep end too, right there with me.”
She sat back and glared at the both of us. “Meanwhile, do either of you want to know what I was actually thinking?” It was a real question, not rhetorical, as both Cody and I thought it was at first. But her querying expression made us both realize at the same time, no, she really means it, she’s asking if we want to know what she was thinking back then around that little table. I gestured with my hand for her to tell.
“There was no one me and another me, no ego and alter ego. It’s all just one person, one person with a lot of different sides to her. The both of you, you were both locked into this if-then world, this A or B world, Door Number 1 or Door Number 2.” She took her time sipping her drink. “You weren’t two different choices to me, you were just different smears along a continuum. To choose seemed ridiculous to me, it was like you were asking me, Do I want to choose between notes C, D, and E, or F, G, and A? And I was like, but a song uses them all! Why am I choosing?”
I stared into the middle distance unable to respond and so did Cody — maybe the only time I’d ever seen him without something to say.
“I get that you guys can’t let your eyes see it, I understand that your worlds are all about win or lose, who’s first and who’s not. I wasn’t able to say it then, it risked too much, you both might have left me. But maybe I can say it now: Why do I have to choose? I’m not saying I want to rub your face in it,” she turned to me and rubbed the back of my arm. She reached over to Cody’s arm at the same time. “And I’m not saying you have to sneak away with me like it’s something dirty to hide.”
She leaned forward and closer, assessing my face. “You were all set to let me go down to The Keys and be found there by your friend.” She turned to Cody. “And you were all set to find me down there and have me, to take me, the wife of your old friend.” She looked back and forth at the both of us. “So why don’t we just go forward with that plan? The only difference is, instead of just you two planning my life, I’m involved in the plan too, as though I ought to be. The same thing as what you both decided you wanted, is going to happen anyway. You already agreed to it, you’re already both fine with it,” she looked at me. “Only now, you’re getting my agreement on it too. Then I’m not sleeping with your friend behind your back,” she said to me, and then she turned to Cody, “and I’m not cheating on my husband with you.”
She had a point, and yet . . .
She curled and uncurled her hips, engulfing him inside her in time with each of his thrusts up under her. She bellowed with her head back and scrunched her fists into the hair on the sides of his head and gritted her teeth. When he ejaculated into her, she released herself and flew with him.
She finished her business in The Keys as well as her “visit” with Cody. And thereafter, whenever she had a trip out of town to go explore another option for her company, to go test and review the properties, she would take her out-of-town husband with her. And when she came home again, she was with me. It was maybe what should have been the solution back then. Who’s to say? But she put her application in for the HR posting.




Books In This Series

A collection of 10 intriguing short stories about wives becoming hotwives, and husbands becoming cuckolds.

Cheating wives and spying cuckolds 3
 




Books By This Author

Just My Vivid Imagination
 
The basement boiler room is just the kind of place — gritty, noisy, and hot — she’d never step foot in.

Her husband Oliver can’t stop his mind going there. But she is acting strange lately . . .

I Treated My Wife
 
The plan was to see if his wife would cheat on him, given the right opportunity. What neither of them knew was that Derek was actually staying in the very next room.
Written All Over Her
 
And then on the balcony under her dress, leaning over the wrought iron railing. He knew she was doing it, and still he let her. Maybe he wanted her to . . .



cover1.jpeg
JL Sanders





