
        
            
                
            
        

    



















My friend Dusty needed my wife Ashli to pretend to be his wife for a weekend. Who knew the mild-mannered grade 3 teacher hid such a strong talent for acting?
“Maybe I can help,” she said as we drove west to Bloomington, to the Hilton where the wedding was.
“It doesn’t matter. I can handle it,” Dusty stared long out his backseat side window, far across the spring-blooming fields.
I eased my heels into the floor of the car and pushed my frame up enough to catch his profile down through my rear view mirror. Ashli and I turned to each other as I settled back down and we both puffed our cheeks out, exhaling at the prospect of the big wedding reception before us. It was going to be the first time since his ugly divorce that Dusty would be in the same building as his ex, or even the same city. If we made it that far.
Ashli was a grade 3 teacher and thus an expert in building up confidence in worried little souls. When I reached for her over the console and squeezed her hand in mine, she pursed her lips and squinted her eyes at the flat, straight road laid out to the vanishing point ahead. She thought what I thought: maybe we pushed him too far, too fast. Maybe he wasn’t as ready as we thought.
She pulled down her sun visor ostensibly to block the sun and caught Dusty in the make-up mirror. “Tell me what your biggest fear about the weekend is, Dusty,” she asked him with her well-practiced disarming smile.
“I’m alone,” he said to his window. “I’ve been let go at work.” He inhaled and nodded to himself. “I’m bankrupt and homeless on the 31st.”
None of it was news to us. I was only ever a peripheral friend to the groom, but we pretended to really want to go for Dusty’s sake, to help him get there and get past another of his stumbling blocks.
“Buddy,” I exhaled sharply. “Leaving her was the best decision of your life, you know that!” I pressed my heels down harder into the floor and raised my body right out of my car seat to make sure he knew I was looking right at him.
Ashli squeezed my hand again and gave me a quick single shake of her head “No” with pursed lips.
“So what if you fake it for the weekend?” she fixed him with her dark almond eyes in her own mirror again.
“Fake what?”
“You said three things,” she stated with a sharp nod. “Alone, broke, and homeless. Correct?” She wouldn’t let him thrash off the barb-hook of her piercing eyes.
“You make it sound like a spreadsheet,” he sagged in his shoulders.
“Stay with me,” she said. I was surprised at her business-like tone. She only met the guy that morning when he joined us at the airport we touched down at. My old friend Dusty — a happily married and successful journalist with a beautiful house one moment, divorced, laid off with a sudden business closure, and assets seized when the banking documents came to light through the divorce, the next moment. Me and Ashli thought it would be cathartic to all go to the wedding together especially with his ex sure to make herself prominent as a bride in all proceedings, as usual. She skated away from it all, but Dusty, honest and principled to a fault, crumbled under the weight.
“These are issues that can’t get fixed in a weekend, finding someone special, getting a career back up and going, getting your shit together again,” she said. “But it’s not like you don’t know how, right? I mean, you were married, you did have a brilliant career, you had your world down pat, right?”
“Thanks for reminding me,” he snorted and chuckled.
“So, fake it. Just for the weekend. I mean, why not? Be someone else — allow yourself to pretend everything you would like your life to be.”
He tilted his head skeptically at her through the mirror and I looked over at her and frowned suspiciously as well.
She grinned at me and twisted in her seat to look at him directly behind her seat. “Clothes make the man, right?” she said. “So therefore my lovely and kind husband Keith here is going to give me his credit card and I’m going to take you out shopping when we get to Cinci.”
I gasped but Ashli blindly put her finger to my lips.
“You will look like you have your shit together when I’m done dressing you, believe me,” she nodded. “Second: you have a job as a teacher — high school English. I mean, you were a journalist, right? It’s likely.”
He shrugged. “Might even be a good idea,” he said.
“I’m a teacher, right? So I can give you some typical lingo and things a teacher would know and think so you can carry it off. We can practice in the room when we get there.” We were due to arrive at the hotel late evening, keep to ourselves the first night, then get with the wedding festivities starting with a big breakfast in the morning.
“That’s two,” she held up two fingers. She couldn’t turn the teacher thing off.
“Third,” she said, half turning her face to me with her eyes sharply to their corners staying on his. “A girlfriend. Not a wife, because that would be too shocking, too sudden, it would look desperate. But a girlfriend, right?”
“What?” I screwed up my face. “Who?”
She fixed me with an exhausted gaze. “Nobody knows me there. They know you’re married, but I’ve never been here before. I don’t even have photos online — teacher, right?” She squeezed my hand again and turned over her shoulder to Dusty. “I’ll be your girlfriend this weekend,” she said to him with the same single sharp nod she fixed his other problems with. “Fake it,” she repeated. “Have money, be gainfully-employed, and have the hottest, cutest girlfriend in the whole hotel,” she chuckled and scrunched up her shoulders with her eyes crunching at me.
She patted my hand. “I’ll do some shopping too, in Cinci.” She found Dusty in the mirror again. “I’m going to go all out and dress the part, and you and me together, Dusty, we’re going to blow everyone’s socks off, okay?”
He stared at her dumbfounded but he also half grinned.
“And I guarantee,” she went on, “on the way home after this weekend, you’re going to be convinced yourself that you have money, you have a great job, and you have a partner. It works every time.”
“But none of that is true,” he protested.
“Doesn’t matter,” she shook her head. “The brain is dumb, it doesn’t know anything. It sits inside a sealed bone container silent and dark. All it does,” she said with the certainty of the kind of person who really does read all the books, “is pick up on clues in its environment and tries to piece together what must be true. So it sees you in the mirror looking sharp — and don’t worry, I’m going to make you look hot! — and it hears you talking like you’re a teacher — and don’t worry, ask Keith here, I know how to sound like a teacher!” she laughed at herself and tapped my shoulder. “And then it’s going to look in the chair next to you and see a woman gazing back at you and coming in to kiss you because she’s your hot girlfriend, and don’t worry about that either, I’m going to go all out for this,” she tapped me again. “And don’t you worry either,” she nodded at me. “It’s just a weekend. It’s just acting, no matter what you see, you got that?”
I shook my head and shrugged. “I don’t know, I guess so.”
“We’re doing all of this for your best old friend,” she nodded.
“Okay,” I said.
She turned around to him again. “Your brain is going to be convinced you dress hot, you must have some money and style, so you must have a great job so you must have a nice home, and you even have a hot wife, or nearly so. And this way, you’re going to ride back home knowing everything you need to do to make it all come true. Because that’s what brains do.”
“This sounds nuts,” he finally said back to her.
“I half agree with him,” I said to Ashli.
“Give me this weekend with Dusty,” she said. “Dusty, give me this weekend with you,” she lifted her face to the mirror. “We’re out of town, nobody knows me, we’re at a hotel all weekend. Let me do this, and then on the way home, tell me if it was crazy or not.” She turned to me. “There are no consequences. The worst that can happen is, we all have fun pretending to be someone we’re not, and we laugh all the way home at how silly we all got.” She leaned her face toward me. “Trust me,” she said just for me to hear. “Let this happen.”
I puffed air out my bloated cheeks all over again. I pressed myself up into the mirror. “I’m down with it if you are, buddy. You in?”
He stared out his side window a long few moments. Finally he reached over between the two front seats with his fist. “Fine, I’m in,” he said. I reached over my shoulder and fist bumped him and Ashli did to, once she figured out which fist to reach over her left shoulder with.
She squealed and lifted her legs from the car seat and wriggled her feet. She clapped and shrieked. “This is going to be so much fun!” she cried out. “Let me find a good place to stop in Cinci,” she called out and pulled her phone tight up to her face and set her fingers scrolling.
We entered the wide halls of the sprawling suburban Cinci mall. “Get lost,” Ashli abruptly said to me, and she tittered, lifted herself on her toes, and laid her forearms into my chest. She kissed my nose. “But seriously. I can’t make your friend,” she said, before twisting to him over her shoulder and raising her voice for his benefit, “the hottest man at the wedding,” she turned back to me “with you looking over my shoulder.” She kissed me longer on the lips and said only for me to hear, “I need some space and privacy to really get into this act, okay?”
“Fine!” I stepped back and held my hands up in surrender.
“It’s for your friend, right? We need to fix him this weekend!” she widened her eyes at me to make sure I was with the program.
“You do whatever you need to do,” I bowed with exaggeration. I pointed at Dusty standing behind her like a kid waiting for his teacher’s instructions. “Dusty,” I nodded at him. “I give you my wife.” I turned and strolled away through the mall in search of the tech stores.
Three hours later, we were finally back on the road. “Lemme see,” I said.
“Nuh-uh!” Ashli tilted her head back and stuck her tongue out through her wide grin. “Not till tomorrow morning!” She pulled from one of the bags at her feet the black lacy corner of something small and dainty, giving me a peek before laughing and shoving it back down inside with the rest of the mysterious articles.
“What is that?” I shook my head.
“I not only have to look the part,” she said to me with a downcast face. “But I have to feel the part, too,” she said breathily closer to my ear. “Don’t you know anything about acting?”
She half turned over her shoulder to Dusty. “Fun, right Dusty?”
“Not going to lie,” he said to the back of my head. “It was especially fun . . . “
“ . . . ah!” my wife cut him off. “The secrets start here and now. He doesn’t have to know everything that we do. We’re going into character starting now!”
“Know what?” I frowned.
“Nothing,” she said with a guilty grin, catching the tip of her tongue between her teeth.
She got up in the morning long before the alarm woke me. I found her in the bathroom just finishing her lipstick closely in the mirror. I halted in my steps at the door. She was in her bra and panties — the new bra and panties, black, lace, lots of thin satin straps. “Holy fuck,” I muttered. Ashli was a practical dresser as befitting her job amidst a sea of wild children running with paint and scissors half the time. When not a work, she would most likely be in athletic type clothes and underwear. Fitness was a hobby.
What she was dressed in that morning was like nothing I’d ever seen before. She pushed up from the counter, turned on her toes, and held her hands cupped in each other in front of her abdomen. “What do you think?” she asked me, tilting her head to the side. She held her serious face for at least two full beats before she ducked at her waist, covered her nose and mouth with her cupped hands, and squealed. She ran on the spot and pushed me out the door. “I’m too nervous with you seeing me like this!” she screamed.
I stepped back still dealing with the vision of my wife transformed.
She put her mouth to the crack in the bathroom door that she opened. “Do you think Dusty will like it?” she asked.
I didn’t know what Dusty had to do with her underwear, but as for her face, I was equally stunned. Ashli was a good-looking woman. But for work as well as the usual around-the-house weekend, she typically wore no make-up. For going out, she put on the minimum. She didn’t have to wear make-up, she looked great naturally. But with the job she did on her face that morning in the hotel room bathroom, she created a masterpiece I couldn’t do anything but stare at silently.
She just tittered and shut the door on me. “See if my boyfriend is up yet,” she called through the closed door. “When we walk out the hotel room door,” she said, “I belong to him. You got that mister?”
I leaned my back against the door. “You sure this is the way to go with this?”
“Go get Dusty up for me,” she replied ignoring my reservations. “He has a new girlfriend he has to meet.”
I chose to go knock on his door rather than text him. He was up. I was nearly as stunned standing in his door as I was standing in my wife’s bathroom door. I’m no fashion connoisseur, but Dusty was a man transformed. We said goodnight the previous evening to a small, curled over, shapeless bag of sorry and slightly odorous meat. In the morning, I stepped into the room of a tall, open man who could be, it almost made me shiver, one of the top-ten Hollywood types, the way he carried himself, and he knew it, too.
“What the fuck, Dusty,” I muttered.
“Fucking rights, man!” he said, stopping to check himself in the mirror again. “Your wife — she’s got the eye, I tell you what. I was doubtful in the change room, but . . . “ he stopped and shook his head at himself in the mirror. “She might have something in all that ‘just fake it’ mumbo-jumbo. I’m feeling it!” He slapped me hard and high on my back and made me stumble forward, it was so unexpected. I watched his back as he headed for his door a man utterly changed. “Let’s go find my new girlfriend!” he shouted over his shoulder.
I held back and he twisted around already out the door and headed to Ashli’s and my door. “You coming?”
I stared at him the way I had stared a moment earlier at my transformed wife. But there was no way out. There was nothing I could do to stop the train.
Ashli stepped out next door and Dusty spun around to face her down the hallway. I came out behind him and watched the two of them stand 12 feet apart looking at each other, Ashli in high white peeping-toe platforms and a tight, black wrap dress that dipped low down her chest from the thinnest of straps over her high, round and bare shoulders, and Dusty, in an open button-up shirt, a sports jacket and pants, and too-cool-for-school pointy black shoes. They both held their hands cupped together in front of their bodies as both their gazes dropped slowly down and crawled back up over the other’s bodies.
Ashli nodded. “I think you’ll do,” she said with a tiny grin.
“Holy fuck,” he muttered, just like I did when I first laid eyes on this new woman earlier that morning.
I walked toward my wife, but she didn’t even glance at me. She brushed me away with her arm up and walked toward Dusty, who came to her to meet her half way. My wife lifted one foot behind herself high enough to nearly touch her ass with her high-heel, and leaned into his chest and brought her lips to his lips.
“Did you miss me last night?” she said to him privately so that I was nearly already excluded. “I’m sorry you had to wait for me,” she said, and she twisted him around, took his hand in hers, and walked hip to hip with him down the carpeted hall to the elevators. She turned over her shoulder. “You coming or what?” she said to me.
I squinted and gaped and finally followed them onto the doors they held open for me. On the elevator, she pressed Dusty against the side wall and pushed her hips against his.
“Ashli!” I chuckled and shook my head with a snort.
She turned to me still pressing her body hard against Dusty’s. “If you can’t get into it and stay in character, you can’t come,” she said. “I’m not your wife this weekend,” she nodded once at me. “It’s going to get hard for you,” she said. “Let this be a quick practice for you to get used to it.” She turned back to Dusty and ran her fingers into the hair on the back of his head and pulled the back of his neck down. He ran his hands around her waist and even down over her ass. I snorted and shook my head with a sideways grin. But I stopped grinning when she pushed her lips into his and they necked the rest of the way down the elevator, even when the doors opened to other guests crossing the lobby, people gathering for the big breakfast.
“It’s on,” she said to me with a glare. She pulled Dusty behind her and walked off the elevator leaving me behind. The doors nearly closed on me before I shoved my hand between them and came out myself a moment later. She was already introducing herself around with a glamorous smile and deep, head-thrown-back laugh. It was immediately obvious: my wife was the sexiest woman around, hands-down. Only, she wasn’t my wife anymore.
I sat across from Dusty and Ashli in the middle of a long set of tables pushed end to end. I dropped my napkin to check on a suspicion, and I was right. Under the table, Ashli’s hand draped around Dusty’s thigh, high up. She had done her nails in a glossy grey. When she laughed out loud, her fingers, long and delicate, gripped around his leg tighter. She tapped and squeezed him there to get his attention, even if it was just to smile at him.
Her legs were crossed. As though knowing I was lingering longer under the table for a few seconds, she pulled Dusty’s hand from his lap over to her lap and tapped the back of it to assure him, yes, here is good. It was on her bare leg below the hem of her dress that she’d worked up her thighs. She even uncrossed and recrossed her legs slowly enough to ensure I got a good look up her thighs to those black panties.
I straightened back up. She ignored me, talking instead to the woman beside her, the couple to my right, the other couple to my left, and anyone else but me. She twirled her fingers in the loose strands of her hair that fell down her face, she toyed with her long sliver icicle earrings, and she draped both her hands over Dusty’s shoulder and pushed her mouth up close to his ear to whisper through a grin something private to him. They were the hit of the morning. Everyone loved how they looked together. People were impressed with Dusty. I guess my wife made it: mission accomplished.
We were on our own for an hour or so before we were expected to gather again for the actual ceremony outside on the broad pool deck that was all done up in balloons and ribbons. Other couples joined us in the elevator back up, so Ashli and Dusty had to ignore me, beyond acknowledging me as the third one in. They kissed, they murmured privately together, and they shared a joke with their smiling mouths an inch apart. I was amazed at how in love she made them look, the way they wouldn’t let go of each other, the way they touched and kissed and laughed and murmured. You’d think they were the marrying couple and this was their wedding night.
In our room, Ashli immediately threw her stuff together and packed her suitcase. “I hope no one catches me,” she said with intrigue and excitement in her eyes.
“Catch you what?”
“Sneaking over to my boyfriend’s room, of course!” she smiled widely.
“You don’t have to do that,” I recoiled my chin and tried to reach out to clasp her around her waist.
But she scooted away from me and glared over her shoulder at our door. “Don’t let my boyfriend catch you doing that!” she glared at me.
“Ashli!” I called her again.
“What did you think? People are going to see me in the hallway — I can’t be going in and out of the man’s room whose wife couldn’t make it!” she said, before she pinched her tongue between her teeth and grinned wickedly at me.
“But . . . “ I started, before she slipped out the door and disappeared. “ . . . that’s a small room next door,” I said to the back of the door. “With one bed.”
I heard her squeal and shriek through the wall next door. I heard them talk and laugh — they must have been going over how the breakfast went. There was a lot of laughing, but what invaded my mind more, was when there was no sound at all. I knew they were still in there, but what could they be doing that wasn’t making any sound?
As though she read my mind, my phone buzzed — it was Ashli texting me. “We’re going over some teacher talk. He has to practice!” she wrote. “Why don’t you go for a walk? We can meet at the wedding if you like.”
I stared at my phone. She was right — a walk is what I needed. I was going crazy sitting alone in the room knowing she was next door with Dusty, even though, that was Dusty, my long-time best friend, and Ashli, my eminently sensible and thoroughly trustworthy wife. But then, he was a transformed man, and she was just as much a transformed woman. I hardly recognized either of them. I batted my head and stormed out the door to explore the hotel grounds.
Out back I counted up and over to find our balcony. It was obvious — I’d left the curtains open and hung my suit from the curtain rod in front of the window. But why were the curtains next door closed?
The wedding came and went. The reception was fantastic, or brutal, depending on whose point of view you took. Ashli and Dusty danced and kissed and hung off each other like a couple in the first throes of romantic love. I spent most of it at the table. They came back to catch their breath and get some water.
“You should dance with people,” Ashli shouted at me with a wide grin. “Your wife isn’t here, she won’t know a thing!”
“Not feeling it, I guess,” I shrugged.
Ashli kissed Dusty’s cheek and told him she would be right back. Dusty went to get him and I a new drink. My phone buzzed — she was texting me from the bathroom. “First part seems done,” she wrote. “He looks good, doesn’t he?”
“He does,” I wrote back.
“I think he’s feeling like he’s on his feet again. And he’s definitely feeling like he’s got a purpose and a career.”
“Agreed.”
“His ex was checking him and I out on the dance floor. She is dying! I can tell.”
“No doubt,” I texted back.
“I don’t know if he’s feeling the third part, like he really has a girlfriend yet.”
“What do you mean?”
“He has to feel it to be it. He’s feeling like he’s got a job and he’s feeling like he’s got his shit together, but he isn’t feeling like he has a girlfriend yet, not for real.”
“Well it certainly looks to everybody else like he does,” I sneered at my phone.
“But this is more than just about showing off to his ex,” she wrote. “This weekend is about your friend feeling like he’s back in the game.”
“Meaning?”
“He needs to feel it in all three parts. He needs to feel the complete girlfriend experience.”
“I don’t follow.”
“There’s an after-party following the reception,” she wrote. “Top floor. We’re going to go. You can come too, but it might be hard for you.”
“?”
My phone rang and I ducked down and covered my mouth. It was Ashli.
“I’m going to just go with it,” she said. “I’m going to actually be his girlfriend, not just pretend, you know? I have to really take on the role. He is so close, Keith. I think I can make him believe I’m really his girlfriend. I can fix him,” she said. “Tonight.”
“But what does that mean? What are you going to do?”
“I don’t know, that’s just it — I can’t know, can I? If I was really his girlfriend, I wouldn’t plan to do this or that, I would just be in the moment, getting carried away with him, not thinking. It’s how I want him to get with me.”
“But Ashli,” I shook my head and snorted.
“I can feel it, Keith,” she said. “Sometimes, like at breakfast, I was forgetting completely that I was actually with you. For a few moments I felt like I was really with him. And he looked at me the same way, just for a bit, you know? I want to let go. I want to forget. I want to go all the way and not know who I am and just be this other woman, be in this other life. With him.”
“Ashli,” I said again, but I was stuck for words.
“We’re out of town, we’re at a hotel, nobody knows me,” she pleaded. “It’s just a weekend. It’s just your friend.” We both held our phones silently breathing together. “I know this was about getting your friend to feel, to pretend, to learn that he was a different man. But . . . “ she paused. “ . . . but I’m feeling it too. I’m feeling like a different woman in a different life. And baby?”
“Yes?”
She whispered the next sentence but her voice broke with excitement. “I’m loving it.”
“This is crazy,” I said.
“Let me explore this other woman inside me?” she said in a quiet, breathy voice. “Let what happens, happen?” she said after a pause. “I’ll be your wife again when we get back home. I promise. But honey?”
I didn’t answer her for a long time. Finally, she won out and I replied. “What?”
“Just let me be this other woman for this weekend. Okay? Your friend needs it. He needs me to be his wife. His girlfriend, at least.”
“Well how far is this gong to go?”
“I don’t know,” she said, sounding like she was almost going to cry. “I just feel like this other woman is crawling up inside me, and when she takes over, I don’t know . . . “ she trailed off. “I forget who I am. I become her.”
“This is crazy,” I said.
“You saw how I dressed this morning. You saw how I looked when I got ready for Dusty.”
“You looked totally different.”
“Right? And I felt totally different. Not better, not worse, just . . . “
“Just like a different woman.”
“Like a different woman. Exactly. You understand! It’s like a holiday, you know? Just because you go to a resort for holidays doesn’t mean you don’t like home — you can like going home too. You can like being a teacher and a wife in suburban Pittsburgh, and you can also like being a girlfriend and a writer for a weekend in Bloomington.”
“You’re a writer now? What?”
She laughed. “It’s what Dusty suddenly introduced me as to people, isn’t he crazy?” she tittered more. “He said he was a writer, so he could teach me what to say and how to act, just like I was showing him how to be like me and be a teacher in his room earlier.”
“Is that what you were doing?”
“Got to go,” she said. “I’m becoming her,” she paused. “I need to stop thinking, okay?”
I breathed and jutted my jaw.
“I’m not going to direct myself or stop myself from now until we go home. I don’t know what will happen, okay? You just have to trust me — Sunday, I’ll be yours again.”
I said nothing.
“But until then, I am . . . “ she stopped herself a moment. “ . . . his.”
“Ashli . . . “
“Okay?” she said. “Just let me do this. Whatever it is. You have to let me do it.”
I inhaled and let my breath back out long and slowly. Finally, I said, “Okay. Go for it.”
“I love you,” she whispered.
There were about 50 people at the start of the after-party all crammed into the hospitality suite in the penthouse of the hotel. Ashli, usually one to leave parties first, stayed to the end of this one. Also usually preferring to have quiet conversations with just a few people in quiet rooms off the main party, tonight she was the centre of the show. She was loud, she was brash, and she looked liked she had never had such hilarious fun. She also danced — hiking her dress high up around her waist and swishing it around to flash her black panties to the bulging eyes of all the men and half the ladies.
There were smaller corners set off from the main room and I found her and Dusty hidden in a far corner away from everyone in the dark. He was on the middle of a big leather couch, and Ashli was sitting sideways in his lap with her arms around his neck and her dress up around her hips. They were talking, but they were also kissing when they ducked their tittering heads below the high back of the couch.
“Hey, there you are,” I chuckled when I found them. I sat in the big chair opposite.
Ashli looked up from Dusty’s neck where she’d buried her face. She swung her head around to find me behind her with her swimming eyes. She curled in her lips as though shared saliva was spilled on them. Her eyes were glassy and seemed belaboured to lift from my mouth all the way up to my eyes where they slid around uncertainly.
“Time probably, what you think?” I snorted.
Ashli only twisted her head back to Dusty’s neck and nibbled on his ear. She whispered something to him and buried her face again, hanging heavily from his shoulders.
He shrugged at me before Ashli blindly reached around herself and pulled his hand around her back to make him hug her body to him.
“She says it’s time to go up, too,” he said.
Ashli chuckled without lifting her face from his neck and kicked her legs. “No I didn’t,” she moaned through a grin.
He rolled his eyes at me and shrugged again. “She says she’ll see you in the morning.”
Ashli pulled her body tighter against Dusty. I stared at the back of her head for at least 30 seconds. A couple came over. “Ashli and Dusty!” the guy cried out. “Where you been? Fuck!” he shouted and he slapped Dusty on the shoulder.
“Ok, welp,” I said, standing up and straightening my pants. Ashli looked over her shoulder at me with her dark glassy eyes and blinked them as though in slow-motion. I walked out the suite, punched the elevator button, and got on. At our floor, I stared out the open, quiet, and expectant elevator doors, but couldn’t pull my back off the back wall of the elevator. When the doors reluctantly closed again, I remained in the motionless box. And then I hit the button for the lobby.
“Lost the card for my second room,” I shrugged at the concierge.
“No problem,” she cooed efficiently. A moment later, she swiped it and handed it to me. “Should open 902,” she smiled.
I first went to our room, 903, and got out of my uncomfortable clothes and into my hang-around clothes. I turned the sound and buzz off on my phone. I needed to empty my head and just relax, maybe watch a show, just calm down. And then I peered out our door.
The coast was clear — of course it would be, it was 3 in the morning. I don’t know what I went to look for or what I’d find, but I swiped the card over Dusty’s room and the little green light blinked and the lock disengaged. I inhaled and let it out like a leaking tank of gas in the back of a warehouse and stepped inside. I leaned against the back of the door and looked around. It only had one big bed that was already dishevelled, on both sides. Her suitcase was opened. I stepped forward and glanced into the bathroom. Her makeup and toiletries were spread out amongst his. I studied the look of it like it was some ancient hieroglyphics. 
I heard the door buzz and disengage behind me. I didn’t have a plan, just like nobody else did. But it was too late to scamper back to our room. They’d use the bathroom so the closet facing the side of the bed was my only choice. I ducked inside glad that neither of them appeared to be hotel room closet users. I pulled the two panel doors shut in front of me when the hotel room door hissed open.
“Shh, shh!” my wife was holding her finger to her lips and tittering as she fell through the door holding Dusty’s arm against her body. When the door closed behind them, she turned her body against his and stepped him back against the wall opposite the bathroom. “We must be very quiet,” she groaned to him and kissed his mouth lazily and sloppily. She pointed at the wall and mouthed the words, “He’s just over there!” and she bent over laughing.
“You go there,” she said to him and she pointed at the bed. “I’ll be just a moment,” she said, leaning her body on the frame of the bathroom door and peeking around the edge to him before waving at him with a finger and slipping inside.
Dusty peeled off his shoes and flopped down on the bed, settling pillows up behind him, and settling other pillows up for where he expected my wife to lie down beside him. He found the remote and put some music on. And then he picked up his phone.
I pulled mine out of my pocket and looked. Sure enough, it stirred to life with a notification: a text from Dusty.
“She came to my room tonight,” he wrote.
I thought about not answering at all, just to see what he would do. But I couldn’t stop myself. “She told me she was going to do that.”
“And you’re good with it?”
I peeked out at him and pushed the phone into my forehead. Then I wrote, “Does she make you feel like you have a girlfriend?”
This time it was his turn to push the phone into his forehead. Finally he answered me. “Tbh, there were times tonight where I forgot she wasn’t.”
I had to be honest, too. Seeing Dusty in the morning blew me away. Spending the day with him, I saw the transformation was total and real. At first he looked uncomfortable in the new and totally different style of clothes, but when he warmed up, his shoulders, his head, everything grew taller and straighter in him. Watching him during the breakfast talking about teaching kids, he was awkward at first, but he warmed up to that, too. Then seeing him kissing, dancing, and going everywhere with Ashli with his hand around her waist or shoulder, he was stiff at first at it, but when he warmed up to that too, he didn’t look like a guy pretending anymore. He looked like a guy with his shit together, as Ashli would say.
And Ashli — stunning, sultry, and suddenly vivacious Ashli. The transformation in her that overtook her during the course of the day was even greater. I barely recognized her, and not just in her looks. Her laughter, her playing around, her flirting not just with “her boyfriend” but playfully with all the men, was fascinating. I felt what husbands of professional actresses must feel.
I sagged against the side of the closet and made a noise that made Dusty look up a moment before deciding it was nothing. I could hear my wife’s voice on the phone from the bathroom stall earlier that night. “It’s just a weekend. It’s just Dusty. It’s like a holiday. It doesn’t mean you don’t like home. When we go home, I’ll be yours again.”
It’s true that I had a wonderful and loving wife. And it was true, we were out of town, we were at a hotel, and it was just a weekend. We take holidays to new cities all the time. We try new things too, her and I, pretending we’re going to be chefs for a few months of classes, then kayakers for a few weekends in the summer. Trying new things was our thing. And she had been talking about acting lately, about us trying that too.
Seeing her at the after-party, I couldn’t help but notice that she was completely another woman. And she was having so much fun at it too.
She came out of the bathroom and I shut my eyes and jutted my jaw and clamped my teeth. How can a husband allow this? I asked the dark ceiling of my little box. And the answer came right back down. “Because you love her, you trust her, and she wants to play at being this other woman. She promised to come back when it was time to go.” I heard her crossing the floor and snickering. “Let her have her fun,” my mind said. “Let her go on holiday for the weekend.”
I pushed off the wall and peered through the crack in the door. My wife was twisting high on her toes with her arms pulled tightly behind her, her fingers entwining together nervously in the small of her back. She had taken her dress off and stood by the side of the bed in only her black panties and bra. She looked down at her own body before she pushed stands of hair from her face and looked up at Dusty on the bed.
“Do you like?” she bit her lip and looked sideways.
“Fuck me,” he muttered.
She burst out laughing, flew onto the bed, and wrapped her arms around his neck, landing her body over his.
I finally texted him back. “Go for it,” I wrote him.
“Dude seriously?” he wrote back peering over my wife’s shoulder where he typed on his phone behind her back. She squirmed on him kissing him all over his neck and chest and spreading her knees up around his hips.
“This weekend, she’s your girlfriend.” I wrote. “In every way,” I added. I mean, if I’m going to agree to this, he may as well get his money’s worth.
He dropped the phone from his hand and it bounced and slid away on the carpet. My wife had pushed up his shirt and had dragged her tongue and lips down to the waist of his paints. She had begun to feed his belt out of its loop. I gasped and put my phone away and braced my hands into the side walls of the closet to hold myself still, and I put my eye to the gap between the doors and watched.
She opened his pants and kissed his abdomen. She laughed and squirmed further down straddling his legs and tugging his pants with her until she fell off the end of the bed with a shriek. She “shh’d” Dusty again even though it was her making all the noise. She laughed and tossed his pants aside and crawled back up on the bed between his legs. She did the same thing with his underpants. He took off his shirt, but when he reached for her body, she pushed him with a pointed finger in his chest and made him lay back into the pillows. “My treat,” she said to him kneeling high over his lap and dangling her arms and her hands to just brush the skin of his thigh with her nails.
She ducked her head down between her high-poking shoulders and she wrapped her thin, long delicate fingers around his cock. “It’s what a boyfriend expects, isn’t it?” she said staring at him with searing eyes before dropping her face the rest of the way and opening her pink-flossed lips around the head of his cock.
Dusty stretched under her and gasped when he looked down between his legs.
My wife pushed her mouth and hand down over the length of his cock and pulled back up and off. She sucked breath through her clenched teeth and shivered throughout her body. She bent her arms backward and unclasped her bra, letting the cups fall forward into her waiting hands before sliding her bra away from her body and arching her back at him.
She swivelled on her hips and caressed her bare breasts, pinching her nipples before crunching her fist into the front of her panties and jerking her hips back. “Fuck,” she gasped in a whisper before falling back down on his cock like a starved man on a steak. She moaned so loud with his cock in her mouth, I didn’t have to be in the same room to hear her.
When Dusty reached for her again, she crawled up his body and pushed her breasts in his mouth, one then the other. She ducked down and kissed his mouth and murmured something in his ear I didn’t hear, and snickered.
He wound up and slapped her ass as she twisted around over him and she laughed and gave him a fully aroused moan before settling her knees on both sides of his head. She arched her back deeply and licked the length of his cock in front of her face, but when Dusty touched his tongue to the cleft of per pussy lips, she snapped her head back like she’d been electrocuted, before she plunged her mouth all the way down his cock so far I could see her throat bulge.
If I thought the cry she emitted earlier was risky with volume, the cries and whimpers and high-pitched weeps were absent any concern at all for what her husband or anyone else might hear through the walls or ceiling or floor. Dusty hooked his fingers in the waist of her panties and she shot up with her hips and kicked her legs to fling them off. She dropped down over his cock again and consumed him as though angry at it, and he pressed her ass and smothered himself in my her soaking-wet pussy.
Still I watched.
She suddenly twisted around and dragged her body up over his. She kneeled high over his lap and reached behind her back. With her nails, she scratched at his cock, and her fingers closed around it. She bit her lips and grunted as though trying to resist the inevitable. But she sighed heavily out her nose, she dropped her face down beside his, pulling her hair away, and she reached between their bodies and between her legs and with the palm of her hand, she pressed his cock against the glistening cleft of her pussy.
He wrapped his hands around her back and slapped her ass again, harder, and she cooed loudly against his ear and grinned. She pushed his cock against her lips and raised her hips until the head of his cock popped inside. She let go, she wrapped her arms around the back of his neck, and she slid her pussy down over the complete length of his cock until her legs came to his hips.
When she pulled up, I could see his cock shining from the wetness she smeared all over him. She sank back down harder this time, and pulled back up. She moaned so loud even I looked around. Then she grabbed the top of the headboard with white knuckles, and began to pound her body into his without pause or slowing, snapping her hips and curling her back, moaning in high loud pitches and gritting her teeth. He slapped her ass and grabbed her waist and tits and when she cried out to the ceiling and shivered through her body, I knew. A moment later, I saw his cum gush from her pussy and run down his cock and balls and all over the bed. Still she fucked him, until, exhausted, she rolled off and they laughed and kissed and caught their breath.
They went to the bathroom together and I took the chance to fly out of the room and back to my room.
About two hours later and just as the first light was turning the sky purple, I was woken up with alarm — I heard screaming. It was behind the wall. I also heard the tell-tale pound of a bed against the wall. I listened with my ear to it and heard my wife moaning and crying again. For a sad-sack, my friend Dusty sure knew how to take care of a woman. They were at it again around 7:30 when I was getting some jogging gear on to work it out of my system.
They were finally ready to meet for breakfast around 9:30. My wife went to the bathroom but texted me. “Not until we’re on the plane, ok?”
I didn’t answer. She knew what I was thinking. She came back and said to me, “That was a good breakfast, we’re just going to go freshen up and pack. See you at the car at 11:00?”
I checked my watch. It was 10:15. I nodded. I went up a little after they left to pack myself. One more time, through the walls, I heard her laughter and squeals, I heard her shrieks, and then I heard nothing. A few minutes later I heard quiet moans. Then louder whimpers. And finally, full on cries and, one more time, the pound of the bed against the wall punctuated with full-out screams. That, I thought, was a woman getting fucked but good.
I waited in the car in the driveway and they finally came out around 11:30. Other people were all over the place and my wife pointed and climbed into the back seat with Dusty. As I drove out the driveway she kissed him, murmured into his neck, and draped her hands over his thigh.
The freeway was only a couple of blocks away and we were quickly merged in the fast lane.
Finally, she broke the awkward ice. “Were we loud last night?” She asked it with defiance in point-blank mode. Dusty was slumped in the seat behind me and Ashli, in a short, pleated skirt, had her legs draped over his thigh leaning back against her door.
“Sorry about that,” Dusty said.
“You don’t have to apologize to him,” Ashli said. “It’s him who should be apologizing to us.”
I frowned and squinted in the mirror where I met eyes with my wife. She was waiting for my glare.
“He was watching us from inside the closet the whole time,” she said to him not taking her eyes off mine.
“What the fuck?” Dusty sat up.
I said nothing but I kept staring at her eyes right back.
“He liked it,” she said, her gaze steely on mine. She turned to him. “Don’t believe it?” she asked him. And then she laid over the seats and draped her body over his.
I said nothing. Because it was true. I drove down the highway while my wife and friend fucked in the back seat, both facing the back of the empty passenger seat where I could see them, my wife riding him reverse cowgirl with her hands pressed hard into the ceiling and her short skirt flouncing up and down around his lap.
For a guy who started the weekend a sad sorry sight, when we got to the airport to drop the car and get our flight, and to say goodbye, he looked like a world of difference.
True to her word, if a little delayed, when we got on the plane and Dusty went on his way home, my wife kissed me, she petted me, and she cooed to me. “Are you okay?”
“Yeah, I guess,” I said. I didn’t know if I was.
“I know that was a lot for you,” she kissed me again. “But it means a lot to me.”
“Like you said,” I shook my head. “It was a holiday, right?”
She folded her fingers around mine and smiled up at me. “Maybe we can have another holiday a little later on?”
I looked over and down at her. She looked through fallen strands of her hair back up at me. “Just for a weekend?” She folded her bottom lip between her teeth. “With my boyfriend?” She nearly whispered.
“Lets discuss when we get home,” I said.
But she took it as assent, pulled my arm around her shoulder and snuggled up tight against me. She turned her face up to mine and kissed my lips. “You’re a good husband,” she said. “I love you,” she murmured, before closing her eyes and dropping her head on my shoulder. “So tired, need some sleep.”
I squinted at the seat back in front of me. “Not much sleep last night, huh,” I said.
She squirmed against me, smiled, and bit my arm. “No!” she whined, before hiding her grin in my shoulder.
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