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I made a terrible mistake. I made a bet with a guy that he couldn’t make out with my wife at a nightclub.
I have no idea what I was thinking. The guy, Cecil, was this 30-something actor I knew from the community theatre gig I ran and was well-known in theatre circles as a pure-bred stud. Thea, my uber-hot 28-year-old wife, was painfully shy around strangers, especially hot guys — though she’d never admit that.
The whole subtext of our skiing holiday weekend was a plan for her to go on a night out with friends to the resort nightclub without me so she could try to spread her social wings a bit.
I ran into Cecil by surprise outside the chalet we were staying at and found out he happened to be up there too, acting in some show.
“Hey,” I said to him after we chatted a bit, “you like a little wager now and then, don’t you?” I teased him — everybody knew the guy was a deadly poker player and ran books on every sport going, backstage.
“I live for it mate,” he grinned.
I never knew him to once turn down a bet, given fair odds. “How’s this one: my wife is going to The Magic tonight with a couple of friends.” I was supposed to go to a poker game while Thea was going to the club. “Two hundred bucks says you can’t get her to make out with you.” I still have no idea why I would just blurt that out.
“Wait, your wife?” He turned his face away like he was already expecting to be smacked just for thinking it.
The fact is, I didn’t know what I thought might happen or even how he’d react. To be honest, the whole idea was new to me the moment I said it. But weird as it sounded even to me, I couldn’t stop myself from following through.
“Not going to be mad at you, just want to see if you can do it. You’re legendary, man!”
“I don’t know, bro, sounds pretty sketchy.”
I pulled out my wallet and showed him a picture of Thea.
“Fuck me,” he said. He took it from my fingers and held it closer to his face. “That’s seriously your wife?”
“She’s a video game art designer, too,” I added for good measure.  After that, he was easier to persuade. The idea was, for $200, Thea had to fully kiss him for “significant” time on the mouth either on the dance floor, at the tables, or even in the bathrooms — we shook hands on the honor system. Real gamblers know cheating kills the thrill.
I felt the bet was safe. In my mind, Thea would be flattered and excited by this stud’s constant attention on her all night and it might even give her some confidence. But of course she would never end up giving him anything like a kiss. Not the Thea I knew and loved, anyway.
I hatched a plan on the spot to skip the poker game and perch myself in the loft above the floor in the club watching her from the dark. What I wanted to see — what I figured all that I would see — would be Thea getting shy and nervous, and maybe at most, returning his flirting a little bit, and really just have a good time.
She could dance well, so I figured I’d watch her dance with Cecil, see her tug and twirl her hair, smile and be all demur and make eyes at him, and call it a night. She’d have the thrill of a secret fantasy and the confidence-boosting lift of a night of fun flirting with the hottest guy in the room. It was a favor to her, I thought, to start getting her out of her shell.
Boy did I miscalculate. By the time we headed home from that infamous weekend in the mountains, my wife wasn’t just opened up, she was an entirely different woman. And if truth be told, I was never the same after that weekend, either. We had a very different relationship after that.
But back then, looking down over the railing to the middle of the dance floor and watching, as both their bodies pressed tightly together, both grinning like goblins, my wife Thea and that stud Cecil getting way closer than I had in mind, I began to have doubts not just about winning the bet, but about whether I touched off something I shouldn’t have had any business touching.
When, in the strobing light and throbbing bass they began full-on kissing for easily over one minute, I knew I already lost, obviously, but I also had a sickening suspicion that much more had been put on the table than I realized. When they also started feeling each other up, his hands astonishingly allowed by her to travel over her tight short dress up over her breasts, even, and squeeze her gently there between their bodies that barely concealed his moves, and her hands equally trespassing down over his ass, squeezing him there and even sliding down between their hips, pressing and reaching, I was mesmerized. It was like I had opened a long-sealed bottle I didn’t even know existed. Only one thought coursed through my brain like vapor infecting me, and it wasn’t a thought I had predicted I’d feel if things went, as they had, sideways: I had to see more.
But Thea was with her friends and nothing more was going to happen in that environment. At home in bed, she told me how much fun she had, how much she danced, the funny things that happened, and everything else about her big night out. Except for how there was a guy she danced with half the night, and necked with, and felt up, and got felt up by. None of that was mentioned at all.
When I secretly met up with Cecil the next morning to pay him his due reward, I didn’t release my grip from the cash when he grabbed for it. Instead, I smirked at him and said, “Double or nothing?”
He held the other end of the cash but stopped pulling. We met eyes, both of us angled to each other squinting with skepticism. “What’s the play?” he asked full of suspicion.
“You get her to invite you up to our chalet today. You do that, I’ll give you $400 — let’s say you have to be up there for at least an hour, no just in and out.” 
“How’s that going to work?”
“I’m going to be out all afternoon, won’t be back till 5.” I agreed to do an acting class for seniors up here. “Thea is going to be alone the whole time.” I barely thought about it, but the plan formed as I spoke it. “Her and I will have lunch in the pub. You make yourself obvious to her at the bar. I’ll leave early, leaving her alone at our table. You come over to say hi and work your magic. If you get her to bring you back to our chalet, you win. Easy-peasy.”
“And what happens once I end up in your chalet?”
“Hey, I’m not an asshole, man, I got my reasons for doing this. I’m not going to come at you for anything that happens. Full permission. Scout’s honor. I’m pretty sure you won’t get up there, but just in case you do, make sure you’re out of there by 5, so we don’t have to run into each other.”
“This is crazy man.”
He was right, it was crazy, but even though Thea surprised me with the enthusiasm she showed for making out with Cecil on the dance floor the previous night, I still didn’t have serious reason to worry about what would happen up in the chalet even if she did bring him up in my absence. She was most likely to get him playing video games with her if I knew my Thea.
Me, I’d be crammed in the closet that gave a view through the crack to the couch. If, on the odd chance she brought him up, I wanted to see her flirt. I wanted her to get some time with hot men and not fall apart with shyness. I wanted to see her break through her shell.
I have to be honest, though. Ever since spying on her necking on the dance floor, the thought of Thea, quiet, conservative, and innocent Thea, inviting a man up to our chalet knowing, or at least thinking, that I would not be around all afternoon, kind of turned me on. The weekend was all about busting her out of old patterns of never taking risks, so if she invited him up, even just to play video games alone with him, it would be a remarkable evolution for her. That would be a great weekend, a mission accomplished.
It would be especially so if she did it in secret from me. But that was just my own idle fantasy. She was highly unlikely to invite him up at all, and if she wanted to, it was impossible to imagine she would do it without telling me all about it, full stop. I turned my phone to silence and snickered that she’d probably write me a thousand times about going up with this guy. Although, in the back of mind grinded a little sand in the ointment. She didn’t tell me anything about the guy at the club.
As for Cecil’s concerns about what would happen up there, I could afford to be completely dismissive. “Nothing,” was the total, 100% certain answer. I was amused at how the confident, swaggering actor-stud worried something might. He didn’t know Thea, I guess.
As things turned out, it was me who didn’t know Thea, and it cost me $400 to learn all about her. But it wasn’t just her I learned about — I discovered a different me as well. In retrospect, I guess it was worth the $400.
When everyone was in place, I got up from our tiny table and walked directly in front of Cecil where he sat on a stool at a bar in the middle of the pub. I knew Thea would be watching me and thus would notice him. Just as I passed him, he gave a smile and nod of recognition to her behind my back. Bingo. I glanced around quickly and caught Thea hiding a grin and a little finger wave she had returned to him. The hook was sunk.
I came back and with alarm told her I got the time mixed up and was running late for the class. She still had food and drink to finish, so had to stay. She was less disappointed than she’d normally be, I noted. I went out and hung around on the sidewalk as though window browsing a few moments next door. When I leaned back and peeked through the window, sure enough, Cecil was just sitting down in my still-warm chair, bringing his drink with him. Thea blushed and smiled, but she gestured for him to sit. She smiled downwardly and pulled strands of hair over her face. But her foot twisted and curled below the table.
I made my way back to the chalet and piled into the closet, bringing my phone with me to pass the time. Cecil was to text me when the jig was up and he realized he would not be able to get invited up. That would supposedly give me time to get out of there before Thea made it back. I gave it about 45 minutes at the outside before my phone vibrated.
Imagine my surprise then, when only about 10 minutes after I set myself up seemingly uselessly in the closet, I heard the key rattle in the front door. I was pretty sure she wouldn’t have invited him up, so my first reaction was to be pissed at Cecil for not alerting me and now trapping me in my own place.
But I misjudged. The first thing I heard was her lilting, nervous laughter, and then his voice, followed by the sound of our door closing behind them both. And then the deadbolt being thrown. And then the inside door lock being turned as well — the one that could not be opened from the outside. There had been zero texts from her.
She showed him to the couch and offered to get beers from the fridge. She put on a show but turned the volume off. She opened her computer and put on some music instead. I wondered when she was going to get out her game controllers. But she came back with two cans of beer and plopped down on the opposite end of the couch from him with no hint of playing games.
“Nice place don’t you think?” she said, gazing up and around the two-story tall ceiling.
“It’s great,” he said, draping his arm on the back of the couch and turning to lean toward her. Fucker wastes no time, I thought.
In my mind, I fantasized all the different ways he would smooth-talk her and coax her and cajole her into a kiss, and all the ways she would blush and turn away and delay things and try to put him off.
But that wasn’t at all how it went down. As soon as he smiled wryly at her, she turned her face to his and closed her eyes and parted her lips. They were necking full on within a minute of walking in the door. I was fascinated and appalled at the same time.
It turned out my reaction was premature.
They’d put their coats and shoes at the door and he was dressed in a snappy collar shirt and expensive jeans. She was dressed in a tight pink high-collar top with a black zipper that slashed at a bold angle across her body, and faded torn jeans.
She shivered and inhaled sharply through her tight lips, but she only cradled his elbows in her palms when his hands went to her shoulders. She was inviting the contact, she was not giving him any resistance at all. When he stroked his hand across and down her body trailing the zipper tag in his fingers, she jutted her chest and squealed with delight. Her mouth dropped into a deep smile and her tongue tip darted out to brush the bottom of her top lip. She was showing herself off to him!
Had Thea been taking acting lessons? Because none of that was the woman I knew as my wife. She would never undress in the living room anywhere, and certainly not in the middle of the day, and especially not with any curtains open. It hardly requires adding that doubly-especially would it not happen with anyone but me. But her eyes widened like a cat when the nip comes out and her back arched toward him the same way. I had prepared myself for my wife kissing the stud again, like on the dance floor at the club. I had not prepared myself for any clothes coming off.
She was wearing a pale-blue satin full-cup bra that played beautifully off her languid waves of sandy blonde hair that fell in layers over her shoulders and cascaded down her now bare chest. I was squirming with distress a few feet away in the cramped dark closet, but the only discomfort my wife showed in being stripped topless with a stranger in our chalet was how she bit her lip, looked down at herself, then back up at his eyes through her strands of hair fallen over her face.
She played the lost little girl. She tilted her head sideways like she didn’t know what was happening or had anything to do with it. It was a mark of submission, I well knew, being an acting teacher. She was offering herself to him. I clawed the inside of the closet door. How could she, I wanted to scream, but even in my own mind, that voice was drowned out by another voice that hammered at me: How could I have set this up? I paid a hot guy to try to seduce my wife. What was I thinking?
I craned my neck and crammed my one beady eye through the crack in the closet door. My breathing was hard and my chest hurt. She shifted herself where she sat on her folded leg and pulled herself closer to him on the couch before setting about as though attending to duty, undoing his shirt buttons with a nonchalance that fascinated me. She had shaken her top down her arms behind her but did not seem in the least shy or nervous about being topless in front of him in the bright winter daylight streaming through the massive windows.
She was not even engaging in distracting small talk. In fact, she reached for her phone on the side table, stretching back in front of him, showing her whole tight, toned and delicious nude torso off to him, to find her phone and crank the music up louder than would allow them to talk. She seemed to marvel at his body like an object of art when she undid all his shirt buttons and pulled back the panels to press her palms into his chest and stomach. Did I buy my wife a toy?
I had the weirdest sensation. I began to feel like an intruder in our own chalet the way Thea and Cecil started to get into it on the couch. They got down with each other the way familiar boyfriends and girlfriends do, with none of the nervousness, the awkwardness, the small talk or the furtiveness. It was as though having danced together the previous night, all preliminaries were already done with, as though they might have even arranged the date themselves. If I wasn’t otherwise aware, I’d be suspicious they already were lovers behind my back. Thea acted like she had planned for it. She certainly didn’t require any of the coaxing I had imagined would fill the afternoon, if he even came up at all.
Thea amazed me. I had her down as a passive recipient of attention. She’d be pushed and she’d demure. She’d deflect him but maybe be privately flattered. She would never tell me, but she would be secretly pleased with herself, and maybe a little more confident everywhere in life, at meetings at work, interviews going forward, that sort of thing.
I was utterly confused about who that woman was I watched on the couch. She laughed, threw her hair back over her shoulder and pushed up on to her feet in front of Cecil. She stretched out both her arms and fluttered her fingers at him, beckoning him to lean forward. She gripped his hands and leaned back to pull him up to stand in front of, and against, her.
Together they removed each other’s clothing. Gob strung from my lip I was so dumbfounded by her. She undid his pants reaching down between them and slinked her lithe, snaking body down the front of his bare chest and stomach, moving seductively on her hips in time to the music all the way down till she was nearly squatting in front of him. She pulled his leg up to get his pants off his foot. She came back up with a self-satisfied smirk and licked at his lips and kissed him deeply again, her hands driving around the back of his neck and her fingers locking together there.
It was his turn next and she even helped him undo the tight button of her jeans. She wiggled and laughed when he tugged hard to get them off her butt. She was wearing pale blue satin panties and looked incredible. He fell back easily when she pushed him lightly and as he slowly sank down onto the couch, she kept her lips pressed to his and her body against up against his body. She ended up straddling his lap and leaning down between her raised shoulders to kiss him more. I could hear beneath the music light little moans.
Cecil pulled her bra down and sank his mouth over her small bare breast. She leaned her head back and gasped at the ceiling. When he reached behind her to unclasp her bra, she also lifted half off him and tugged at his underwear. He lifted his hips and she pushed the waist down and used her feet and toes to push what remained of his clothes off his legs.
To gaze upon the near nude body of my wife in the streaming winter shafts of blue-sky sunlight renewed my spine-tingling admiration of her body. To watch her back writhe and twist and her hair swish and tumble, made me sigh in awe of her. But then to realize she was moving her body, smooth, tight and lean, over the naked frame of a known stud spread out below her, made me shudder with disgust — but disgust at myself, not her or him. I took things further down the road of perdition with myself: I undid my pants and took out my cock. I had to. It was already raging painfully hard.
I could see from my angle through the crack in the doors that she was moving in his lap like little waves of a lake lapping at the shore, bringing the front of her panties up against what had become his own raging hard-on sticking up between his legs. She alternated between smiling deeply and grimacing and groaning. No words were spoken, nor could they be with the music so loud in there. I saw her hands become fidgety and her lips waver between smiling at him and losing control from the feelings that were overcoming her. She gingerly and with trembling hand wrapped her fingers around his cock, then began to tug at it almost instinctively where it arched up between them. It was like she couldn’t help rolling it against her delicious, taut stomach. She sighed in short, rapid bursts. Little tremors coursed down her back.
Finally, virtually the first words all afternoon were spoken between them. “You can do anything you want to me but you must not fuck me, alright?” She said it full of short, halting breaths. She pulled on his cock and rubbed her palm around it the head of it. His hands ran down her back and she twisted and torqued under his touch, and she moaned and giggled too.
His fingers slipped below the waist of her panties and she lifted her hips without hesitation and pulled up one leg at a time to allow him to take those off too. She bit his chin and repeated herself to him, “You just can’t fuck me, okay?” He didn’t say anything.
I was losing my shit and squeezing my cock to keep from ejaculating. I wasn’t sure I’d even ever heard Thea refer to it as “fucking” like that. What had she become? What did I turn her into?
She pressed his cock against herself down there, flesh to flesh, with her hips thrusting forward so his long, thick shaft touched her pussy lips.  She shivered and bit her lip. “I told you. You better not go inside me.” He still didn’t reply. She raised herself on her knees and lowered herself back down slowly, pressing the head of his cock a little harder against her lips down there, mashing his shaft against herself, moving up and down in time with the loud beating music. “Nuh-uh,” she said to him playfully, and she shook her head “No” at him, but smiled crookedly, evilly. She giggled. She was teasing him, but it was her who was breathing in short, sharp, audible gasps.
I was dying. I was nearly unable to hold myself upright on my violently shaking legs.
She raised herself higher and gripped his cock directly upright below herself. She rocked on a heel and lowered her hips till her pussy lips, glistening wet, nearly touched the arching head of his cock. “You better not,” she sing-songed to him playfully. She brought her large, gaping smile to his mouth and kissed him ferociously.
Cecil took control of her by the shoulders and pushed her down as he came up over her so that she flopped sideways on the couch beneath him. She yelped but she allowed herself to be manhandled. He moved down between her legs, pushing her ankles so her knees came up. She squealed and cried, anticipating what he was planning on doing to her. When he touched his mouth to her lips below, she flung her head back and arched her back hard. Her marvelous breasts stuck up into the air and her arms fell out sideways in a pose of utter submission to him. She writhed as he kissed and licked her. It was an incredible sight. I’d never seen such sexual pleasure expressed in a body.
I considered stepping out of the closet at that point. Things were headed to a place that couldn’t be undone. I could just send Cecil out, maybe even pay him his $400 right in front of Thea. I considered straight up telling her it was a test and that she failed.
But there was a terrible and unexpected issue that kept me paralyzed in the closet, unable to stop what was clearly going to happen. Much as I was appalled to discover that I was a husband whose wife cheated on him, I was also — disgusting as it is to say — furiously turned on watching her succumb to Cecil. I tried to feel angry and I tried to feel jealous. But instead, only the feeling of “lucky” kept coming up. So long as I didn’t bust her, my crazy, spinning mind calculated, maybe I’d even get to see the rest of this on the couch, and even more events in the future. How can a guy think that way?
My wife’s lithe body squirmed on the couch and she thrashed and grabbed at the fabric with her tightly twisting fingers. Her legs raised up and kicked and she pulled her head up to watch him go at her between her legs. I’d had myself some intense sex back in college. But what Thea was going through right in front of me was epic. She was having fun.
I wasn’t sure if she ever had such free, unrestrained, sexual fun like that before, and I was sure, she’d never got that way with me. Was it because she was safe in a marriage that could she could let herself have fun? Was it because behaviors and feelings were prescribed within the sanction of a marriage, but in the lawlessness of infidelity, nothing was defined, and so new feelings, new behaviors, were there for the pickings? I knew actors grew when they were allowed to improvise off-script. That’s where they found new emotions and new ways to project them, be it a twisted wrist or a half-scrunched nose. Only in the illicit realm of cheating in a marriage, had Thea discovered the sexually expressive woman inside her.
She closed her legs around his head and groaned tightly from deep in her chest. I didn’t know what I was watching until she stopped breathing and moving altogether for several seconds. It was a monumental orgasm she was experiencing, and that I was witnessing so intimately with her from inside the closet. It felt like I was having it with her. She fisted her hands and pounded the cushions, violently flinging her head in a silent yell side to side before exploding in a total exhalation, rising with a deep stomach crunch to clasp his head hard between her legs and hands. “Oh my god!” she cried out with utter exhaustion, before laughing loosely like a drunk.
She flopped her body all over his and ended up pushing him onto his back and lowering her body over him again until she laughed like a devil up at him before sinking her pink lips down around the head of his cock. She took him deeply. But she didn’t last long before she pulled off and crawled back up over his lap. She pressed her hands at the end of her locked arms into the couch arm behind his resting head and leaned down to kiss his lips, her long, luscious hair spreading around their faces.
She rocked her hips above his cock and played at his lips with her teeth. She lowered her hips and I could see the head of his cock brush the engorged and virtually dripping lips of her pussy. Again she warned him, but more breathily and perhaps even to herself more than to him. “You better not,” she moaned. “Not allowed,” she whimpered.
Her hips wavered and lowered. The lips of her pussy touched the head of his cock and spread around the top. “I told you you can’t fuck me,” she simpered at him, but she also lowered her hips more and her pussy now engulfed the entire head of his cock. She pulled back up and off him and waved her ass up in the air, kissing him sloppily. “No, no, no,” she teased him.
Then suddenly she curled her spine, ground down on her knees, gripped his shoulders, and sank her pussy hard and deep in one fell swoop down to the base of his cock where her wet pussy lips mashed hard into his pelvis.
“Oops,” she breathed against his face. “Guess I failed,” she said, pulling back up and plunging back down on him. I nearly fell out of the closet. She began to rapidly vibrate on him, fucking him so fast he shot his head back and clenched his eyes trying to hold on. She began to scream and cry and beat her body against his so hard his grunting was jolted and the couch cushions flopped in unison.
I only realized she was having another orgasm after she was already lost in it. She’d never orgasmed from intercourse with me. With Cecil, she was sloppy, loud, and fully animalistic. She sounded surprised when she climaxed. Still Cecil held back. She fell off him as though without bones and he rolled her over and pulled her up by her hips in front of where he kneeled. He entered her from behind and she let him like she was a rag doll with no strength.
It was like nothing I’d ever had with her, like nothing I’d ever seen in porn or otherwise. When I saw her face, sweating and matted with her hair, turn to look back at him over her arm, her whole body slamming back against his just as hard as he slammed himself into her, and saw her smile sweetly at him even as her head was jostled hard, reveling in her ability to share her body with him, I shot my wad against the back of the closet door and staggered my knees against them, opening them slightly before I fell back against the back wall.
I had to lay in there collapsed on the boots and shoes disgusted with myself and covered in cum on my hand and leg, as Cecil finished himself off into the pussy of my wife, and as they cuddled and nuzzled afterward.
She pushed up finally and pulled him by the hand to the ensuite bathroom and I cocked my ear and heard the shower come on. There was laughter and squealing and silence and groans from inside. I slumped against the wall and slowly banged the back of my head. When the water turned off, I slipped out the front door and made my sorry way down to the bar.
I dragged myself back at 5 unsure what I’d find or what to do or say. When I came in, I found the chalet empty. There was a folded note on the coffee table. All it said was, “Enjoy the show?”
I sank down onto the couch, the very place she was fucking Cecil so madly just an hour before, and I hung my face in my hands horrified. Did she know I was watching the whole time? Shame filled me.
My phone buzzed. It was her. “I made Cecil tell me everything, so don’t blame him,” she texted.
When she came in the door, she hung her head and eyed me warily. “How did you know?” I asked her sheepishly. What else could I say? I could hardly pretend to be mad. If I didn’t like it, why didn’t I come out of the closet?
“I didn’t know, until just now. When Cecil was trying so hard to get me to kiss him on the dance floor at the club, I made a joke about my husband paying him to try to seduce me.”
“No way.” I felt drained.
“Way,” she pushed on, defiantly determined to get everything out on the table no matter how much I squirmed in agony.  “And because I accidentally guessed what you did so accurately, he was freaked out and admitted it — just like you did right now.”
She jutted her jaw and planted her hand on her hip. “I didn’t believe him though. I thought it was just another joke. So I told him to prove it by showing me the money the next day.”
“But I didn’t pay him.”
“No you didn’t. Instead, you doubled down, didn’t you.”
“He told you that?”
“He had to. I made him.”
“How did you guess I was watching?”
She twisted on her foot and pulled her mouth to the side. Her fingers twisted up with each other. “I wanted you to be,” she admitted. “But there’s something else.” Her whole demeanor changed.
“I’m so sorry that I put you in that position.”
“No, it’s not that.” She looked embarrassed now and dropped her face. “I wasn’t going to do anything with him of course, he and I were just going to sit there and drink beers and play games and split the money you paid him. He told me all he needed to do was be up here for one hour. I was only planning on playing a big joke on you, imagining you sitting in the closet the whole time while we drank all your beers and played your favorite games.”
“But that’s not what happened.”
“No it’s not. I don’t know what came over me. But the second we got into the chalet, I just felt this other thing sort of take me over.”
“But you knew I was watching.”
“I pretended you were watching, I didn’t know yet.”
“What are you saying? Nothing would have happened if you didn’t think I was in there?”
“Nothing was ever going to happen. I only even kissed him on the dance floor to bug you, to make you lose your shit after I made him tell me you bet him he couldn’t make me kiss him. I didn’t kiss him because I liked him or wanted to screw with him. I did it to play a joke on you.”
“If I wasn’t in the closet . . . “
“If I didn’t think you were in the closet? There’s no way I would have done anything! I only brought him up because we were going to have a laugh on you.”
“You looked like you were really getting into it.”
She looked down shy and embarrassed again. “I know. I guess I was. I mean, I wasn’t planning on it, I was just going to kiss him again to bug you. But then, I don’t know, I just wanted his shirt off, and then we ended up taking everything off, and I tried so hard not to do it!”
“It looked and sounded pretty intense.”
She took a long time to respond. But when she did, she reached out for my hand and squeezed my fingers. “It was,” she nearly whispered.
“I came in the closet,” I told her.
She screamed and covered her mouth. “You did!? No way! Oh my god! You’re a perv!”
“Yeah well you’re a cheater!”
“You paid me to cheat!” She flashed two hundred dollars in my face.
“Wait, I didn’t give him his payout yet.”
“He gave me two hundred before we even got to the chalet, because we already planned to hang out so he would get his $400 from you.”
“He never planned on screwing you either?”
“No! We laughed about how we were going to screw you. It wasn’t supposed to happen.”
“Just so you know,” I started after a long pause between us, “I’m not angry.”
“Well you better not be! You sent him to me!”
She was right of course. “Are you angry with me for doing what I did?”
“I wanted to be,” she said. “But I couldn’t find it in me. I mean, I should be mad right?”
“I don’t know anymore, Thea. I mean, I should be pissed at you too, but I just can’t find it in me. I mean, what you had, it looked so good.”
She bit her lip. “It was good. It was better than good.”
“Don’t rub it in!” I cried in faux pain.
She wrapped her arms around my waist. “No, don’t take it that way. He’s nothing I’d want to be with. I didn’t even want to have to talk to him.”
“I noticed that. You had the music up so loud.”
“It’s just like, say you put me on a ride at a Crofton House theme park. Yeah, I I mean, the ride is a thrill you can’t give me, I know you too well. You’re not a new roller coaster to ride. I loved the new ride, but I don’t want to live on a roller coaster.”
I chewed the inside of my cheek. She pressed against me and ran her hand up my back. “I loved watching you, you know.”
She twisted her lips and ran her eyes across the floor. “Maybe we can do it again.”
“What are you saying?”
“Maybe just that ‘Let’s go skiing this weekend’ could mean something else from now on.”
We came back up to the chalet three weeks later. By the first night, I was hanging over the railing in the loft of the club waiting to see the man she picked to dance with.
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