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Playing the hotwife role

My friend Cam hit the lights and aimed the gooseneck lamp down onto the bed. I pushed my rolling office chair further away from my wife Allie standing at the edge of the bed to about the distance an audience sits from the stage in a live community theatre space, or to where Allie held her “stop” hand up and nodded, and settled my phone camera on my knee.
Allie was in her long, lush and white bathrobe, Cam in his typical flannel plaid shirt and jeans. He watched her lean her head back on her stretching neck, rotate it around, and raise and lower her shoulders, inhaling and exhaling with her eyes closed, shaking her arms out, and so he imitated her, which made her laugh without looking.
“Cut it out,” she grinned.
“Just getting into character,” he said in a mock-hushed voice.
“If you’re not going to take this seriously . . . “ she rolled her head down and around to fix him with a glare where he stood on the other side of the bed.
“Sorry,” he shrugged. “Just never acted on stage before.”
“Well, me neither, and I will be for real  in two weeks.” She kept her face on his over her shoulder as she pulled out the tail of her belt and freed the knot. The front of her robe fell open and she turned to me, dropped her shoulders behind her, and let the robe slide down her arms and off her back. Underneath, she was wearing a low-plunging lacy black babydoll with black platform pumps.
“Is he going to behave?” she asked me, tilting her head sideways with pursed lips. I wasn’t sure the shoes were supposed to be part of the costume.
“Cam,” I said to him behind her over the bed. “We can always get someone else to help her rehearse.” I knew he was into my wife. I knew the chance to practice her scenes with her, especially the “fade to black” bed scene, was a godsend to him.
“Got it,” he ducked his face and nodded at the floor. “Little nervous with the camera on.”
“Well that makes all of us, okay?” Allie said surprisingly softly over her shoulder to him. “I need to know I can trust you, Cam.”
“Not saying things won’t happen when I have to lay underneath you like it says on page three, but . . . “ he looked from her to me. “ . . . I mean, it’s kind of hard, you know?”
“Already?” Allie screwed her face up and we all laughed with snorts.
“Fuck off you guys,” he said.
“Ok,” I said, “in your places.”
“You’ve got the video on?” Allie asked again.
“I’ve got the video on.”
“Lighting is good?”
“Lighting is good,” I nodded.
“Music!” she suddenly threw her hands up. “Should be some music,” she said, and she stepped in small high-heeled steps around to the other side of the bed to find her phone and get a list playing. When she passed behind Cam, she wrapped her hand around his waist and dragged her nails over his back.
“Just relax,” she said softly to him. “It’s me getting horizontal with another man with my spouse staring through a camera at us, not you.”
“Yeah well,” he watched her ass as she went around the foot of the bed, “it’s me who’s getting it on with another man’s wife, and he’s watching too.”
“I think you’d be able to take him,” she grinned at him over her shoulder as she climbed onto the bed awkwardly on her knees with her shoes still on.
He fit the part of the man — just like the character in the play, he was a builder, a real he-man who uses his hands. Hell, he even chopped wood as a pastime. The only thing I ever chopped was a bunch of arugula. Still, it was beguiling how much I also resembled the other character in the play — the emasculated and effeminate husband whose wife is cheating on him, though I wasn’t so effeminate as him, I was just a history professor. But still, I’m not a fighter.
Allie swung her legs down and raised her feet on her toes and plunged her hands down between her thighs. She twisted her body away from me and turned her face hard back to the phone I stood up on my knee. I clicked a still-shot of her giving me that defiant look and went back to video mode.
“And . . . . “ she said.
“ . . . action,” I said.
My wife exhaled and dropped her face forward so her hair cascaded down the front of her chest. “I don’t feel nothin’ about it, Buck, since you asked,” she said in a pretty solid high-pitched and breathy Kentucky accent. She hung her head down for three full beats. She held it this time — before, she’d lose it and start jiggling with suppressed tittering at the name.
Cam stepped up to the edge of the other side of the bed and brought his clutch of papers close to his face. In flat stuccato choppiness, he said, “Is it going to stay that way,” he said, not raising his tone at the end. He repeated his line suddenly, this time remembering to make a question of it.
“Why don’t you come here . . . ” she said, laying back on the bed and turning herself over to prop her head up on the pillows. She pushed the bottom of her babydoll down between her thighs and raised her knees. “ . . . and help a girl decide.” She draped her arm over her forehead and watched him as he moved like his knees were tied to wooden boards around to face her from the foot of the bed. “Can’t tell what to feel if nothin’s happening to feel anything about, you know what I mean?”
“He’s my best friend, Tawny,” Cam said, skipping the comma and dropping his intonation on her name like an electronic voice that lacks all nuance and context. It sounded like he was saying Tawny was his best friend, and that she was a he. I pursed my lips and grimaced but Allie was better — she stayed focused on what she had to get right. Cam wasn’t the actor and he wasn’t the one going on stage.
“And he’s my husband, Frank,” she said to him through her spread-open knees. “But I just gotta know. I have to know how it feels! I need to know what that other life was going to be!”
Cam put the sheets of paper down on the bed and focused his concentration on undoing his shirt, including the cuff buttons that frustrated him. Allie glanced at me and pursed her lips to squelch a grin. He shook his shirt down and off his back and arms and scooped up the rolled papers again. He searched and found his place. “You mean the life back on the farm. The life back at home. The life you turned your back on. When you walked out on town . . . of town,” he corrected himself.
Allie pushed herself up and rolled over so she was on her hands and knees. She “slinked,” as the stage directions called for, to the foot of the bed and pulled herself up his naked torso. I thought she “toyed with the ridges of his upper body” a little too long, but I wasn’t the director, I was merely recording the scene so she could study herself and work on it. Still, Cam looked like what the author of the play had in mind for a Frank — guy was ripped. We always were an odd friendship through high school. He played on the football team, I read obscure foreign novels in translation.
“That wasn’t my choice, and you know that already,” she said to him tracing the creases in his chest, running her finger down through the grooves in his six-pack. “Not entirely, anyway,” she said almost to herself before falling forward against him to kiss his shoulder, then his chest, and further down, too, to flick her tongue on his nipple.
I glanced over to the chair beside me and to my copy of the script. I surreptitiously flipped the first sheet over to scan to where they were. There was no direction to do that to the male character. But what do I know, I said to myself again. I’m not the one into plays and acting.
“Fuck, Allie,” Cam said, looking down at her as she spread her hands over his stomach and tucked the tips of her fingers of one hand just under the waist of his jeans.
“Whose this Allie you keep mentioning, Frank?” my wife said, punching his name. “Don’t you think,” she said, twisting around to me, “that he needs his jeans off for this? I know it doesn’t say that, but a girl like Tawny isn’t going to let a man like Frank climb onto her bed wearing his jeans and boots.”
I looked up from the camera and shrugged. “I guess,” I shook my head. She’d already twisted the waist of his jeans and popped the button out. “Where were we?” she said to the ceiling.
“Not entirely, anyway,” I repeated her last line to her.
“Oh yeah,” she said. She pushed her hands inside his opened pants and slid her palms down over his hips and raised her face to his with her chin on his bare chest. “Just like marrying my husband was not entirely my choice either, as you know so well,” she said to him.
Cam brought the sheets of script directly in front of his face as he peeled his shoes off with his toes below the bed and let my wife push his jeans down so they crumpled around his ankles where he stepped out of them. For a big, strong man, he looked as vulnerable as an 18-year-old conscript getting examined for fitness for the army.
“We all have a choice, Tawny,” he mumbled hiding his face.
Allie reached up and pulled his wrist down so his face re-emerged from behind the sheets. “Are you telling me you’re choosing not to climb up on this bed with me right here and right now?”
“This is where you pull me in again only to break my heart all over, isn’t it? See Tawny,” Cam said, starting to feel the character come out of him, “I’ve been to this rodeo before. I know how it ends.”
“But can’t we just pretend one last time?” Allie exhaled as she collapsed against his body, pressing her cheek into his chest, pulling his waist into her breasts. “One last . . . “ she paused and twisted around to face me. “I feel she would grab him here. I know that’s not in the stage directions either, and of course not, not going to do that on stage. But to really feel like her,” she looked up and back at Cam again, “and to help Cam really get into the mind-set of Buck, right? Wouldn’t she grab him here? I mean, she’s talking about one last roll in the hay, right? The fade to black . . . ”
I looked up from the back of the phone on my knee. “Grab him like how?”
“Like here,” my wife said, reaching between Cam’s legs and closing her hand around his obviously hard cock and balls. She feigned surprised, even though he had been tenting his boxers the whole time. “Oh my!” she tittered. “Maybe you’re already feeling enough like Buck.”
Cam looked at me over top of Allie’s head. “If Buck is supposed to be undecided and if he’s supposed to be sort of lead astray by the evil-doing Allie . . . “
I cut him off. “ . . . Tawny, you mean.”
“ . . . Tawny,” he chuckled and looked down at Allie, petting her hair over the side of her head and her cheek. She kissed his palm very briefly with a hidden grin.
“If he’s supposed to be lead astray by the evil Tawny, she sort of needs to have him in a vulnerable position.”
“Do you feel vulnerable right now?” my wife looked up at him from where her chin rested on his chest. Her hand snaked inside his shorts so that she was clutching him around his bare cock. She chuckled deeply in a “Heh-heh-heh” kind of way.
“I’m definitely feeling more Buckish right now,” he said to her, also in a heh-heh way.
She turned back to me even while her hand moved up and down inside his shorts. “The video — just us three, right? It’s not going anywhere else?”
“Of course not,” I said, balancing it on my knee, talking to her through the lens.
“Because, by the sound of the script, we know they used to do it, right?”
I looked up at her directly. “Okay?” I said.
“They have knowledge of each other — there’s a backstory, some pre-conditions surrounding this scene,” she said.
She pursed her lips at me and lowered her face. “I mean, they’d been together, they’d seen each other before. She wouldn’t take his jeans off but not his shorts, right?” She pushed his shorts down even as she asked me. Cam’s cock sprang up and bumped her neck.
“Do you think it’s necessary?” I said.
She sat back on her calves facing me but she wrapped her hand around his cock where it pointed at her ear and she stroked it like someone doing dishes at the sink with a long stare out the kitchen window.
“Given what comes later in the scene . . . ” she shrugged. “ . . . I mean, they had a relationship, however rocky, right?” She turned up to Cam’s face. He stood with his hands on his hips, the script curled in his fist and his eyes closed with his face up to the ceiling like a man trying to hang on. “You seem very uncomfortable, everything ok?” Allie teased him with half a grin spreading over her face.
“Well, my friend’s hot wife is stroking my cock while my friend is staring at her, but other than that,” he groaned. “Everything is alright,” he winced.
“Just imagine if the scene called for a little more,” she raised her shoulders and tittered. She turned toward me. “Would you be able to handle it?” she asked me through the lens.
I swallowed hard. We had gone too far off script already, I felt. “Handle what?” I replied to her also through the lens. It felt like I was one of those off-camera interviewers, speaking for an imagined audience and not for myself, as though I wasn’t in the room with my wife and friend on the bed.
“There’s a lot I might be doing if I start acting for real, start getting parts. Like in films too,” she said. She continued to stroke Cam’s cock where it almost touched her cheek.
“I think we’re getting a little carried away here,” I said, clearing my throat.
“I just think he’d relax a bit and get more into the character if I just . . . “ she said, and she turned her face toward his cock and opened her mouth to lay out her tongue. She pressed it flat to the underside of his cock and scrunched her shoulders down and snickered.
She turned back to me with her face down, her grin wide, and her hair fallen over her face hiding her flaring eyes. “Just to make him feel more like he’s really Buck,” she said in a tiny voice. “I mean, it is just Cam, right?”
I squinted but remind silent — my mind raced to so many things to say, they all jammed themselves in the doorway of my throat.
“Do you feel more like Buck when I . . . “ my wife said up to his face before she circled her lips in a tiny “O” and pushed them over the head of his cock. She pulled off and tittered again, and turned toward me. “Do you want to keep the video going?” she said in a tiny, high-pitched voice. She faced me as she poked his cock into her mouth again nearly sideways to that it pressed out her cheek.
She pulled off him again and peeled one shoulder strap and then the other down so her babydoll floated loosely around her waist, allowing her breasts to hang from her chest, bare. “I just think it helps him with his portrayal of the character,” she said softly with her eyes lifted up to his, even as she pressed her lips over the head of his cock again, and took him further inside so her mouth filled and her throat bulged.
“Fucking Christ,” Cam moaned. “What are you doing, Allie?” he squeezed out of his grimacing mouth.
She pulled off his cock with a sucking and popping sound and looked up, pressing his cock against her cheek and neck. “I keep telling you, it’s Tawny. Who the fuck is this Allie chick you keep mixing me up with?” She didn’t wait for his reply before corkscrewing her face down over his cock with a yearning kind of moan.
“Okay, then, what the fuck do you think you’re doing, Tawny?” he winced down at her.
“That’s the first time you used my name like you really know me,” she said up to him. “I think it’s working,” she moaned breathily and pushed her mouth back over his cock so far her lips touched his pelvis.
I looked up from the back of my phone and watched dumbfounded as my wife pushed her mouth forward and back over Cam’s cock. She looked over her shoulder at me and pulled her mouth off his cock with saliva stringing between her lips and the head. Her eyes were glassy and dilated. “You should be watching through the camera, Mr. Director,” she said. She licked his cock and rubbed it around her face. “You’re not supposed to be involved.”
Cam shrugged his shoulders at me and wore his best “What the fuck am I supposed to do?” expression, which I thought was pretty fake, given how all he had to do was step back and pull his cock out of my wife’s mouth.
I didn’t say anything though. I was paralyzed. It didn’t feel like it was Allie anymore, it felt like she was Tawny, the bad-ass chick in the southern Kentucky hollow who comes back to town having inherited the mining complex. And Cam didn’t feel like Cam either — he started to look like Frank, the sad-sack former boyfriend who is actually the father of the kid she pinned on the son of the dead mine owner. It’s a complex story.
“I’m only doing,” she said up to him again, having slipped back into that convincing Kentucky song-voice, “what any proper southern belle would do, provided it’s behind,” she pushed her mouth far down his cock and pulled off again with a pop, “closed doors.” She rolled back and lifted her hips on her heels and shoulders and before I could say or do anything, Allie had worked her scallop-edged black lace panties down her legs and over her high heel shoes. She dangled the rolled up tiny patch of fabric for the camera before dropping them on the floor over the side of the bed.
“Question is,” she fixed Cam with a steely gaze. “What are you going to do?” She pushed her spikes into the bed and guided her body up to rest her head and shoulders against the pillows and headboard.
Cam looked at me, but all I saw was Frank. I didn’t pull my eyes from the back of the phone. I knew he was pleading, as Cam, for my interjection, as Harrison, but as Frank appealing to the film director? I wasn’t even there. I didn’t know what was going on any more than he did.
“Whatcha looking over there for, Frank,” Allie said in the sweetest, softest Kentucky belle voice possible. She beckoned him with her curving finger. “Prize is over here, because I guess you won,” she said. It wasn’t in the script, but it was in character. Once Tawny got her name on the ownership of the mine, she engineered a divorce from the son. The play was all about how men overlook and underestimate the business prowess of a hot looking woman with an outback name like Tawny. She didn’t do anything any one of them wouldn’t do if given a chance, it’s just nobody expects it of someone from the hollows called Tawny.
She played her hand between her legs and Cam drew his gaze from me over to my wife who spread her pulled-up knees further with a chuckle and a pull at her bottom lip with her hanging finger. His cock hadn’t retracted a bit and as he walked like a stalking panther up the bed toward my wife, his dong hung and swung like a weapon.
Allie, as Tawny, curled her hips side to side and squealed with anticipation. “Are you impressed at what I done?” she said, now beckoning him with all her fingers stretching out and curling in at the end of both her outstretched arms.
Cam came between her knees, maneuvered his hands over her body to plant them on either side of her head, and looked down with his cock dangling above her bare and spread pussy. “What exactly you done?” he said down to her.
I think Allie was as shocked as I was at how complete the transformation was in Cam. He picked up the southern Kentucky accent pretty fast, too. 
“I come back for you, is one thing,” she said, pulling her body up with her hands wrapping around his big shoulders. She kissed him on the mouth and moaned inside the kiss. She also danced in her hips and pushed them up under him. “Din I always say I would?”
“No you never said you would, all you said was good bye,” Cam replied. But he didn’t stop her from kissing him. In fact, his face followed her face down onto the pillow.
Allie reached between their bodies and wrapped her hand around his cock. “Well I was gonna tell you the plan, but I wanted to surprise you instead,” she cooed up to him. The head of his cock was getting awfully close to the lips of her pussy. I didn’t know how far this improv interpretation was going to go before Allie would turn to the camera and shout “cut!”
“Well you got your wish, I am duly surprised,” Cam said.
Allie giggled, but I was having trouble keeping it straight in my mind: was that my wife and my friend, or was it a conniving Kentucky beauty and her boyfriend from back at the hollow? Evidently, I wasn’t the only one losing track of the fact they were only supposed to be acting. Allie dragged her knees up his sides and pulled her feet, still with her spike heels on, up over his ass, and she locked her ankles behind his back.
“Well now, where were we when we were so rudely interrupted but four years ago?” she said before he dropped his mouth down to hers and they engaged in a passionate, full, and lengthy kiss. At first Allie let him kiss her, but something came over her and she curled her hands into fists and pulled at the hair on the back of his head. She seemed to receive his kiss at first, but when he pulled up from her, she pursed his mouth with hers and pulled him back down on her. Though her hips wriggled back and forth below his, when he pulled up as though it was the end of the scene, the fade to black, her hips seemed to pursue him down below too, and she dug her heels into his back and lifted herself up to him.
“It was an accident, I swear to god,” she said after, wrapped in her robe sitting on the edge of the bed.
Cam lifted his hands palm forward in surrender. “I promise you,” he shook his head, “we did not mean to do that.”
I hung my head between my sunken shoulders. “The one thing,” I said to the floor, “that I can’t understand though, it wasn’t just a touch, it wasn’t just a slip in, slip out kind of thing. You guys both kept at it for a bit.”
Allie reached over the space separating her from where I had wheeled up to the edge of the bed and she clutched my knee. “It was hard to stop, though,” she lowered her face and twisted it to see up into mine from below. “I think I forgot that I wasn’t Tawny,” she snorted but squelched it. “If that makes any sense.”
I turned my face with a twisted contortion up to Cam. “And I suppose you forgot you weren’t Frank.”
“Your wife . . . ” he nudged his shoulder into hers. “ . . . is pretty convincing.”
She grinned and bit her lip back at him. “You’re not such a bad actor yourself,” she said to him. “Pretty convincing as Frank — maybe more than the actor they picked to play him.”
He stroked her hair from her face and tucked it behind her ear — and she let him. She even turned half to him and place both her hands on his thigh. It was bare where my robe that he was wearing had fallen open. “Wish it was you, to be honest,” she said up into his eyes. She leaned her head into his neck and looked over at me, her hands still on his thigh, squeezing and releasing. “He really became Frank to my Tawny, I mean, nothing would have happened, but — Tawny was . . . “ she pressed her lips tight together and shrugged with her eyes drifting down to the floor between us. “ . . . Tawny was turned on, what can I say?”
“You can say sorry for fucking Cam on our bed, for starters,” I said.
She leaned harder into him and sank down so she came to press her head into his further arm that he wrapped around her from behind. “Got carried away,” she said. She also staunched a snigger and readjusted her back. She looked up over the top of her head to Cam looking down through her hair at her. “Watch it,” she said privately to him, and she pushed her arm behind her back. “Down boy!” she giggled before turning back to me, her arm still behind her back between their bodies. It was moving slightly.
“Probably shouldn’t have taken all your clothes off,” I suggested.
“Probably,” she shrugged. “But now what we do about your friend?”
“What’s the problem with Cam?”
She looked up at him from below again and arched out her back. “Oh I don’t know,” she said to me but facing up at him from under his face. “Could be a little issue with not finishing . . . “ She laughed.
Cam shook his head and wrapped his arms around her body tighter, even crossing his hands over her stomach, and then moving them up over her breasts, still inside her robe — but it was falling open. “Doesn’t help with you doing that,” he said, and he leaned down and kissed her forehead.
She looked back at me. Her arm still remained behind her back. Her robe fell open and Cam, staring right at me, slid his hand inside to cup her breast in his palm beneath the white lush fabric. “Babe,” she said to me, “what’s done is done, right?”
“What are you saying?” I remained sunken in my chair with my head twisted up watching my wife become naked again, and watching my friend rub her body.
“Is it so bad?” she said in nearly a whisper. She twisted around and hung her arms from the back of his neck where she entwined her fingers. Her robe opened completely so that I had a full view of Cam’s big calloused hands rubbing her breasts, her stomach, and down between her legs.
“I don’t think we’re acting anymore, are we,” I said with a squint.
“I’m feeling very Tawny-ish,” she said turning her face to Cam’s. She kissed his cheek and squirmed on his lap. I could see his cock poking up between her legs where her robe fell from her lap. “And you are definitely feeling Buck-ish,” she tittered. She reached down between her legs and wrapped her hand around his cock.
“Buddy,” he said to me around my wife who twisted and writhed in his body, chasing his mouth with hers and moaning and groaning with increasing antsyness in his lap. “You have to stop her, I can’t stop her. I mean, fuck man, it’s happening.”
“What are you going to do, Allie?”
She kissed Cam and let one arm and then the other fall behind her so her robe cascaded down her body and floated to the floor. “Now he’s doing it too. Who the fuck . . .” she said so close to Cam their lips brushed as she spoke, “ . . . is this Allie chick and what is she doing in my bedroom?” She laughed and pulled her body the rest of the way around to face Cam sitting in his lap with her knees spread around his waist. She kissed him furiously.
“Allie,” I said, but she ignored me. She reached between her legs and pulled his cock up between their stomachs. “Tawny,” I tried. At once, Allie spun around to face me. But her eyes, her mouth, her whole face and naked body, except for her silky black babydoll bunched around her waist, was a different woman. I shivered when we met eyes, so much did she seem Tawny.
She flicked her head and cleared hair from her face. “Whatchu want, muthafucka!” she said.
The effect stunned me and I gulped. She turned back to Cam. “You gonna just sit there like a broken-down pickup on the side of the road, or are you gonna let your Tawny ride you, Franklin Junior?”
“Looks like the good times are gonna roll again, Tawny baby!” he said.
I was just as stunned at him as I had been earlier by Allie, if not more so. Allie was the one practicing and studying acting. Cam was just along for the ride because Allie said I didn’t look like a Frank or felt like a Frank and that kissing me and rolling around in bed with me — clothes on, by the way — wouldn’t be a challenge for her working with other actors, since I was her husband and doing that wouldn’t be weird at all. That was why we called up Cam. “He’s a Frank!” she nodded with sure and wide eyes.
“A Frank in appearance,” I agreed. “But he’s going to suck at acting.”
“Doesn’t matter,” Allie said. “I just need to get the feeling right. I’m sure he’ll do,” she said, tapping my phone to prompt me to call him and see.
But now? I had to shake my head to remind myself this wasn’t fictional Frank from the play. The effect was stirring. It paralyzed me. He pushed her over and dropped his huge frame onto his back and propped his head and shoulders up into the pillows and headboard.
My wife squealed and rolled over him, pinning his wrists down under her spread hands, and capturing his legs under hers. “Missed you Franky-boy,” she said, dipping her head down below her shoulders to kiss him. She curled her hips in and dragged her pussy lips up the length of his flag-pole cock between them. She turned her head to me. “Why don’t you run the video, director. Might get the whole scene in one take.”
She giggled and moved her body up so that the head of his cock touched the cleft of her pussy lips. Her mouth dropped open and her eyes went glassy again. Cam attempted to free his hands but Allie tittered and pressed herself down on his wrists harder. He struggled with his legs but she laughed and squealed and arched her back to press her thighs down harder over hips, and her feet down harder over his thighs. He pushed his hips up lifting her on top of him. She smiled against his mouth and said, “Oh no you’re not, no getting away this time,” she said, and she pressed her hips down against his harder.
I swallowed and brought the phone up closer to my face like it was some kind of shield between me and what was happening in front of me on the bed. But I could see through the camera, his cock’s head was running up and down through the cleft between her pussy lips, and my wife was breathing hard and closing her eyes.
She couldn’t stop it, Cam couldn’t stop it, and I couldn’t stop it. She wriggled her hips just once and captured the head of his cock inside her lips, and without hesitation, she sank her body down and lifted her face to the headboard and groaned long and deep. Her thighs crashed into his hips and she pulled up until his head barely reemerged from inside her, glistening with her wetness, before she plunged herself back down harder.
I pushed my feet into the floor and drove my chair back from the bed. My mouth fell open and my eyes dried out. I moved the camera down from my face but left the video recording. My wife had begun to fuck Cam fully and completely, and Cam wrapped his hands around her butt and shoved her up and down on his cock with commanding authority. It was like they didn’t know anymore I was there watching, or didn’t care.
When the play opened, my wife got great reviews. “As Tawny,” the writer said, “it was hard to remind oneself it was an actor inside, so thoroughly did Allie inhabit the role.”
Sunday afternoon after a few performances — two on opening Friday night, two on Saturday and a Sunday matinee — Allie phoned me. “Whew,” she said. “Performance on Tuesday, then not again til Friday,” she said. “Bigger audience today that even last night.”
“Congratulations again,” I had to tell her.
“Yeah,” she said. “You think maybe it’s okay if I, you know, I sort of got for a refresher, sort of to keep it fresh?”
“What?”
“Sort of to keep in the character, you know, sort of keep working on being Tawny, if I . . . “
“If you what?”
“If I were to practice being Tawny again,” she said in a quieter, more hushed voice.
“Like on stage,” I squinted.
“On stage,” she said, “at home,” she added. “But maybe not at home, you know? I don’t think you enjoyed it so much.”
“Home but not at home?” I screwed my face up at the phone.
“Maybe go to Cam’s?” she finally said.
I remained quiet.
“Just to keep practicing being Tawny, you know? So I don’t lose it, the feeling.”
“You mean now?”
There was a long pause. “Tonight, I was sort of thinking.”
It was my turn to pause. “You want us to go over to Cam’s for the evening this time?”
“You don’t have to come,” she replied quickly. “I know you’re busy with marking and planning. Maybe overnight?”
“Overnight? I don’t think Cam’s going to want that,” I chuckled.
“He says it’s fine — he says he really liked rehearsing, he says he likes acting — might get into it, isn’t that great?”
“You want to spend overnight with Cam?”
“Sort of be Tawny all night, like, and he gets to be Frank all night, that way — it’ll be a great character study session.”
She was right, I found it uncomfortable the last time. But that didn’t mean I didn’t find some fascination in watching. “You can, I guess,” I said, knowing full well what she was actually asking me permission to do. I was no idiot — I knew Frank was attractive and built, and I saw how they “got along” the previous weekend. “With one condition.”
“What’s that honey?” she asked with trepidation in her voice.
And so I said it: “You open his laptop, you face it to his bed, and you leave the camera on — and he gives me his IP address.”
I heard the muffle of a hand over a phone. She came back on. “He says fine.”
“He’s there with you now?”
“He picked me up at the theatre,” she said almost too quietly to hear. “Just for lunch, though.”
“But you’re at his place already?”
“Uh-huh,” she said. “He wanted to help me with some lines . . . “




Hot Wife Shift

“Do it,” I shrugged. “Come on, nobody here but us.”
My wife Carlie grinned on her end of the couch. She rolled her eyes and puffed a wisp of breath out her nose. My old nemesis Brent, on the other end of the couch, pulled his leg crossed up over his thigh and gripped his ankle with both hands.
He tilted his head down and away and fixed me with his eyes through the tops of his sockets. “Gene,” he intoned. “Seriously, dude.”
We had Carlie’s ceiling-covering strings of pin-point lights on and some show on the big screen.
“I won’t say or do anything,” I said. “It’s fine.”
Carlie twisted her face far to the side and away from both of us. She shut her eyes to the window that glowed like so many more strings of twinkling pin-point lights hung from all the tall columns of high-rises that surrounded us in our old and squat 3rd floor walk-up. She inhaled deeply through her nose like a teacher in the midst of a maelstrom of eight-year-olds and shot her gaze hard to their corners to pick mine up where I reclined deeply in the chair opposite the couch with my arms laid flat over the arms, my hands limply dangling over the rounded fronts.
“You’re such an asshole, you know that?” she murmured. She grinned but wiped it off with her finger.
“Wouldn’t you like to though?” I raised one shoulder.
She twisted further around enough to pick up Brent in the corners of her eyes where he flitted with the bottoms of his pants.
“Don’t look at me, everybody knows how I feel,” he said.
“Not really,” I pulled one side of my mouth up. “Do you want to? Like for real?”
“Behind your back?” he shot back. But he immediately lifted his hand up palm forward. “Sorry,” he said with eyes shut. Her turned to Carlie. “Sorry about that.”
She reached over the cushion that separated them and clutched his hand under hers where it flopped limply. “It’s okay, you’re allowed to have feelings.”
“But I said I was over it,” he castigated himself before her. He turned to me. “It’s over, I’m over it,” he nodded once firmly.
“And yet clearly it’s not,” I said. “Brent . . . ” I started and I rolled my head back up to the galaxy overhead searching for the correct words. “ . . . I slept with your girlfriend behind your back. I lied to you, I cheated on you, I betrayed you — all of it, I did it all to you. And then I even married her,” I tilted my head gesturing to Carlie. “I’m really glad — I’m freakin’ overjoyed — that you and I are looking like we’re friends again. It was enormously shitty to you, what I did.”
Carlie rubbed the back of his hand with her thumb and tilted her face down and pulled her pursed lips sideways. “It was really shitty of us,” she curled her eyebrows and sank her face down between her rising shoulders. “And I’m glad, too, that you’re here.”
Brent and I tried so hard to go separate ways but something there is in the universe kept compelling us back together. We both, for example, started driving Uber’s full time. When his broke down, I was the only one on his friend’s list that responded to him — offering him my car when I wasn’t using it until he got his back on the road. It was our first exchange since that night. He reluctantly accepted, and when a few days turned into a few weeks, he offered to pay me a rental rate. When the month ran out, he offered to cover half the lease the following month.
I didn’t mind the offset and he seemed only to use the car when I wasn’t wanting it. When a repair bill came up, we cinched the deal: we’d share all the costs and see both our net profits go up. After I drove to his place one day so he could drive me to mine and take over the car for his shift, I can’t remember who said it, but the idea of taking the room in Carlie’s and my apartment after the student moved out — it’s a huge multiroom place that just lends itself to sharing — was an obvious no-brainer.
There was only the matter of the ugly history between the three of us . . .
We’d left it in the to-do file for some time later. He’d been living in our apartment for about three weeks, hanging out with us, watching shows, sharing meals. Now we sat late at night in the room we turned into our show-watching room and the awkwardness had both entirely subsided in one sense, and mounted day-by-day in another. We’d become completely relaxed around each other. But in the milieu of the rapprochement, the barriers that remained rose up all the more stark.
We shared the work car and it’s bills, we shared the apartment (me and Carlie had our own bedrooms because of my always-shifting schedule), we shared the groceries and the meals, and we shared our time watching shows. But when it was time for bed, me and Carlie went one way, and Brent went the other. We shared everything, but the one thing we didn’t share was what originally got shared illicitly between us and lead to the whole ugly situation.
It was an accident, the time Carlie and I got it on, a mistake. But after that, there was no denying that we were somehow more deeply connected.
“It’s just weird,” I said. “Go and kiss each other and get it out of the way, then we can move on.”
Carlie looked at me with her eyes bulging out of their sockets. “That’s what got you and me into trouble in the first place — thinking it was going to be just one kiss and we’d be able to move on.”
“Yeah,” Brent pointed hard at me. “You don’t know where things are going to go. People don’t just move on.”
“See?” I pointed right back at him. “I knew there was still something there.”
“Well of course there is,” Carlie shook her head at me. “I didn’t want to break up with him,” she said, still holding his hand, still rubbing the back of it with her thumb.
“Just kiss him.” I turned to Brent. “Just kiss her. Kiss each other. Let’s experiment.”
“I really don’t think it’s a good idea,” Carlie warned me implicitly with her eyes.
“I am pretty sure it’s a very bad idea,” Brent nodded.
“And yet, you want to, I know you do,” I said to Brent, “and you want to, I know you do, too,” I turned to Carlie. “We did it the wrong way,” I nodded, turning back to Brent, “when her and I kissed behind your back. Now I’m saying, kiss, the two of you, but in front of me. Let’s just see what happens.”
“You’re always foisting your weird experiments on people,” Carlie said. But she tightened her grip over Brent’s hand all the same.
“He is, isn’t he,” Brent nodded with his eyes fixing on mine. “And then he just sits back to watch the galaxies go spinning off into chaos.” But he spread his fingers, rolled his hand, and entwined it palm up with Carlie’s.
“Was I wrong about experimenting with sharing the car?” Neither of them said anything. “Was I wrong about experimenting with Brent taking the empty room?” Still they both stayed still and quiet. “Carlie,” I said to my wife. “You live to seek out emotional responses, you love feeling things, and monitoring what they feel like, and then trying to write them out.” She was becoming increasingly successful writing stories for self-publishing online. Living in the heart of the city was predicated on the energy of the people all around her. She was a student of human relationships and all of their weird eccentricities.
She inhaled and pursed her lips as she turned to Brent with her hair obscuring her gaze.
“No,” Brent shook his head but he grinned with skepticism nonetheless. “This is wrong.”
“It isn’t wrong if I’m right here asking you to do it,” I said.
He finally rotated his head in slow motion over to Carlie and she puffed a breath out her nose and looked down with a coy grin on half her mouth.
“The science guy says we’re supposed to kiss or sumpin’” he said to her with his best deep and dim-witted voice.
Carlie poked her shoulders up and chuckled. She never stopped liking him, I knew that. “Well if it makes him stop staring at us and stops him from pestering us, then why don’t you just come over here and get it over and done with.”
They looked at each other and they both swallowed hard at the same time, which made all three of us smirk and chuckle. Finally, Brent pushed himself up to skim his body over the the cushions of the deep, plush couch, and plopped himself down beside Carlie.
“Not like we’ve never done this before, right?”
“Right,” Carlie said in a light voice, and she suddenly fluttered her eyelids closed and projected her face toward his. Their lips met for half a second as lightly as two chimes touching in the breeze washing a porch.
They came apart but not all the way, and they both turned their faces sideways to me as though seeking either assurance or release from further obligation. But I grinned back and chuckled myself. “I’m not satisfied,” I nodded. “A real kiss — the kind you used to have.”
“You’re opening up old wounds, friend,” Brent said, emphasizing “friend” with a hard “d”.
“Be that as it may,” I lowered my face to him. “I want to see a real kiss.”
Carlie knew I wasn’t going to let them off easily, and she pushed her fingers under the hair on the back of Brent’s head and shifted herself closer to him on the cushions. She wrapped her long cool fingers around the back of his neck, drew him close to her, and twisted her face a few degrees opposed to his, and sank her full, soft lips onto his.
This time, a significant duration of time passed. Their mouths were not closed, either. And though he seemed to fight against himself, Brent’s hands rose, hovered above Carlie’s shoulders, before gently settling down over them as lightly as snow falling in night, and they continued down over her shoulder blades, down the concave curve of her back, and into the curves of her waist. Carlie’s other hand joined her first hand and she held Brent’s face by both sides of his jaw the better to keep him still and close.
Finally the kiss broke and they both inhaled to catch their breath and rolled their faces one more time to me, simultaneously and with their foreheads remaining in contact.
“Enough?” Carlie said as her chest heaved and sank with her laboured breath.
“Again!” I ordered like the captain of a ship in the midst of a battle.
She looked at Brent close up and bulged her eyes as though the taskmaster was demanding, but they were not allowed to counter. This time Carlie pushed her face into Brent’s and, not being supported with his hands busy around her body, he fell backward, pulling her with him, until, in slow motion, he ended up with his head propped on the far arm of the couch, his knees up and his feet on the cushions, with my wife lying on him barely holding herself up over him on her elbows and stomach.
She snickered and raised her feet to kick them in the air over her ass. She rested her hands over his chest and under her chin and said to him, “He probably loves this.”
“Who knows what he’s thinking, I gave up on that a long time ago,” he replied.
She darted forward and caught his mouth with a tiny kiss, then she came down for another longer kiss, and finally, as Brent’s hands travelled up her back and down again further than before and finally over her ass, they engaged again not in a kiss, but in necking.
Whole minutes passed before my wife laid her head sideways on his shoulder and looked at me casually and toyed with her fingers in Brent’s chest. “Are you liking this you perv?”
She squealed briefly. She was dressed in a long, bulky, at-home sweater, and faded blue-jeans. Brent was in a black vintage touring-band t-shirt and jeans. It looked like old times all over again.
“I am, as a matter of fact,” I said. “Why don’t you take your sweater off,” I added.
“Because I don’t have a t-shirt on underneath?” she glared at me with flaring eyes.
“I know,” I said.
“And because I am lying on a couch on top of your friend?” she went on.
“I know,” I grinned at her. “But what can it hurt?”
“You’re out of your mind,” Brent said.
“Do you want her to keep her sweater on instead?” I casually asked her.
“You know the answer to that,” he replied.
“I know,” I agreed. “And I know that Carlie is having fun with this. And I’m the only possible person in the universe who could be opposed in any way, and I am right here telling you that I want you to do it.”
“Why are you doing this?” Carlie said, still laying on him, still drawing little circles with her fingernails in his chest.
“It’s actually kind of exciting. I’ll just come out and say it. It’s exciting to watch you get all like this.”
Carlie squealed and turned her face toward the back cushions of the couch. “Stop it!” she squealed. “Like what?”
“You’re turned on, I can tell.”
“I am not!” she shouted into the fabric of the couch.
“It’s okay, I like it. I’m excited watching you get like this.”
She turned her face back to me. “Why do you like it?” She rested her face on his chest again and rocked a little in her body between his pulled-up legs.
“Not going to ask myself why, just going to feel it and let it fill me,” I said. I was nearly directly quoting her pat response to the question “Why?” when I questioned her reasons for doing the odd things she does, and she knew it. She hid her face again, but this time in Brent’s neck.
He jerked and I knew it was because she had bitten him. “I’m not comfortable with this,” he turned his face to me.
“Fuck off, you are so,” I stated back at him.
“Okay, ‘not comfortable’ is maybe the wrong term. I’m comfortable with it, but I think it’s weird.”
“If you didn’t like going along with my weird suggestions we’d have long ago gone our separate ways. You like me because of my weird ideas, and I like you because you’re always down and game to try shit. Let’s just put that out there: we’re really good friends, and we always have been and always will be. This thing came up between us. It sucked, but I’m fucking delighted that we’re working together again.”
He turned to Carlie who had lifted her face and rested her chin on her fist planted on his clavicle. “I really do love that guy. My life would be monotone without him — it was monotone without him.”
“I only propose half my crazy ideas because you’re there to try them, dude,” I said. “Not to sound too whatever about it, but you’re my muse, man.”
Carlie nodded on her chin close to his face. “It’s true,” she said softly to him. She stretched up and kissed his mouth long and deeply. “He was miserable without you around to hold his beer.”
Brent’s body started jiggling, and watching him fight off his giggles made me start chuckling too, and soon all three of us were pealing with shrieks of full-on laughing.
“Off with your top!” I cried.
Carlie sat up on Brent’s lap and crossed her arms over her body and in one move, pulled her long, loose sweater up over her head at the same time saying, “Fuck you, asshole!” to me.
She threw her sweater at my face and turned to me as though awaiting her next command.
I did not disappoint. “Take his t-shirt off.”
“As you wish,” she said, and she began tugging and struggling at his top until he obligingly pushed himself up and let her tear it off his body.
“Jeans off,” I said, “both of you.”
“Gene!” Carlie froze and she glared at me with eyes popping out.
“I said, ‘Jeans off.’”
“I heard you!”
“Now,” I ordered.
“He’s lost his mind,” she said to Brent as she pushed up and off him.
“I just can’t,” he replied.
“You too,” I ordered him.
“Gene,” he repeated Carlie’s reticence.
I pointed hard at him. “Them’s the rules,” I stated. It was my go-to line whenever he hesitated on the precipice of some act or other I’d come up with.
“Fucking alright then,” he said, and he lifted his ass and undid his jeans.
“Like you don’t want to,” I shook my head in mock disdain.
“Underwear too,” I said. None of this was planned, none of it was thought out beforehand. I was as lost to the moment as a lover in bed, only I wasn’t the lover, I was a spectator. The combination of being removed and outside the scene, and yet controlling it, brought into my mind an elation not unlike the floating sensation that comes from being short of oxygen. Carlie thought I meant her too, and she dutifully bent her knees and drew down her panties. I didn’t mean for her to strip completely, but I didn’t stop her either. She turned to me with eyes drooping in self-pity as though I had also insisted on her bra. She let the straps slacken and eased the cups away from her chest. She tossed both panties and bra at me with defiance on her face.
“Satisfied?” she hissed facing me naked. Of course neither of them were truly shy about being naked in front of each other.
“Back where you were,” I ordered her.
She rolled her eyes and shook her head like my commands were beyond fair, but she climbed back over Brent nonetheless, who resumed his position as well, laying on his back down the length of the couch. She gently laid her completely nude body over his completely nude body and kissed him before laying her head sideways on his chest again, carefully spreading her hair out. She toyed with her finger in his chest, this time on his skin. She kissed his chest too, not taking her eyes off my eyes.
“You must do what you would do if I wasn’t here and we weren’t married,” I said.
“But you are there,” Brent lifted his eyes sharply to mine from underneath my wife.
“And we are married,” Carlie pointed out.
“And yet, you will do it,” I said.
“Do what, exactly?” Carlie asked.
“No more directions from me. Improv time. Now I just watch.”
“That’s creepy dude,” Brent said from under my wife’s spread of hair. His hands spread gently over her back and cupped her ass cheeks in his palms where he squeezed her.
“If you want to stop, stop,” I said.
My wife lifted her chin on her fist again and put her mouth right up to his. “Do you want to stop?” she asked him in nearly a whisper.
They stared at each other closely for several seconds before she turned to me and tittered. “I don’t think we want to stop,” she shook and covered her mouth from laughing.
“What are we supposed to do?” Brent asked.
“I’m not saying anything more,” I shot back.
My wife kissed his bottom lip and shrugged.
“This is fucked, you know that?” he said.
“So fucked,” she whispered back, and she pushed her hand down between their bodies.
“Ouch!” he whispered as his body jerked.
She tittered and pushed up to nip his ear with her lips. “Sorry,” she whispered with a deep grin. I could see where her knees had pushed up and fell down over his hips, spreading her legs over his lap. Her hand poked out from beneath her abdomen and between her legs, and it wrapped carefully around Brent’s cock. It was fully erect. She stroked him and tickled him with the tips of her nails.
His hands roamed freely around her back and waist. They began to kiss again, but now more as lovers, not as two people doing what a third person has ordered them to do. She giggled and stretched up again to nibble his ear and whisper something unheard in his ear.
I could hear him murmur back and a little private conversation ensued between them under the level for me to hear. But she kissed him on the mouth, she smirked down at him as she pushed herself up on her straightened arms, and she made a trail over his chin and neck and chest with the tip of her tongue and her soft lips.
She squirmed and shimmied down off his lap and between his legs and crouched on her knees and elbows tight up in a little ball. She wrapped her hand around his cock and looked past it up over his stomach and chest to his face where his eyes pushed down to watch her. It was a check-in. She was asking if he was still okay with it. He didn’t protest anymore.
My wife inhaled and poked her shoulders up. Her hair fell down and spread over his stomach and she pulled his cock, stiff and wide, up to standing. She shut her eyes lightly and she puckered her mouth into the tiny “o” of a kiss she might make to seal and envelope with lipstick. She pressed the “o” to the tip of his quivering cock and a tiny high-pitched chirp escaped the back of her throat.
She seemed to hesitate with Brent’s cock poised on her lips, her hand tightly wrapped around his shaft. Her chest filled and her back arched down. She turned her face sideways and drew her soft lips down the side of the head of his cock and brought her eyes up to mine. She made me watch as she dragged her glistening tongue down the length of his shaft. She kissed the base of his cock and dragged her lips against it back up, pressing it tighter to her mouth with her hand against it.
I inhaled and let out a long, tight-lipped breath. I asked for it, I told myself. But as a hunter of new experiences, this one was surely far off the known charts. My wife pushed her free hand up over Brent’s stomach and reached for his chest. With her other hand, she stroked his cock, bringing it straight to the vertical in front of her face. She seemed to be doing to Brent with her eyes what she had just done to me: make him watch. She opened her mouth slightly, pressed her lips down on the tip of his cock, and let the head push them apart. Her lips spread and sank down over the ridge, closed around the shaft, and sank further down until there was no cock left to see.
Brent gasped and stretched back and his chest heaved heavily with a deep groan. My wife pulled up on him and almost came off, but plunged back down, this time with a louder cry escaping from her throat, a muffled, needful cry. In a moment she began to plunge down and pull up on him with an energy and enthusiasm that startled me. She fell into a rhythm that I realized must have been some muscle memory left in her from before.
She reached for his hand and pulled him by the wrist to plant his fingers on the back of her head. To make her point, she pushed down his hand hard, pushing her own head down on his cock hard. She moaned out loud and cried with his cock muffling her sounds.
Brent required little further encouragement. He pushed both hands into her mess of hair and grasped her head in his palms. He proceeded to jack himself off with her face, forcefully shoving her head down as he pushed his hips up. My wife grasped the cushion fabric in her hands and her knuckles turned white. She held on for life as Brent fucked her face.
I gasped myself, but I remained silent. I insisted to myself to keep my hands firmly gripped on the arms of my chair. I breathed hard, hard enough to warn myself over symptoms of hyperventilation. My wife’s curtain of hair graced over Brent’s stomach like northern lights swirling around the top of the world.
Brent slapped her ass hard enough to startle me as though I’d slipped into some kind of induced coma. But it didn’t startle my wife. I didn’t know she liked that — he must have slapped her before. I didn’t know either that it was a signal. She pulled up from him with strings of gob and pre-cum stretching between her lips and his cock. She didn’t acknowledge me any further. She hung over his body with a desperation I was unfamiliar with. Though I revelled in the power of command over her, this was Brent’s command doing the talking this time, through his repeated and hefty slaps on her ass.
My wife was a self-respecting, independent, and forthright woman. But with Brent’s slaps, she acquiesced like a subservient and unquestioning sex slave. I leaned forward trying to find my voice: I’d had enough. The experiment was done. I got what I wanted. But my throat constricted and my voice rasped like a dry desert gust. I only coughed. I didn’t even mean for her to get naked.
My wife panted like a run-out leopard and pawed her way back over Brent’s body. His hands roamed around her waist and down her ass and over the backs of her thighs. He brought them back up the insides of her thighs and he cupped her pussy. I could see it from behind in the twinkle of all those overhead point lights and in the glow flowing through the window from all the apartments towering around us.
I tried to push myself out of the chair to tap her shoulder, to pull her off him, but my legs were as though in a dream when the room is collapsing and you can’t get yourself out.
My wife knelt over Brent’s torso and stretched her fine body around and backward, shoving her breasts up over his face. He grabbed them roughly and she cried at the ceiling. She reached behind her ass and wrapped her trembling hand around his cock and pulled it like she needed it. It had about it all the look of something a long time coming.
I slipped forward out of my chair and poured onto the floor like a melted candle, spreading out in every direction below the oblivious couple on the couch. From nearly directly below, I watched my wife raise her hips, stretch further around to grip and aim his cock, and to draw the gleaming tip of the head through the groove of her glistening wet pussy lips.
I rolled up again onto the leading edge of the couch and tried to reach with limp arms but I was paralyzed. My wife’s grip trembled on his cock and her hips vibrated with violent coursing storms passing through her body.
She cried again. Brent grunted and thrusted his hips up, and I saw before I could shut my eyes the head of his cock push through her folding, lubricated lips, and enter her. I pulled myself up with my fingers grasping the fabric of the couch, only to lay my face sideways on the cushion and watch from three inches away as my wife lowered her pussy lips that grasped around my friend’s shaft all the way until their bodies mashed together with a slap.
I fell back down on my back and spun like a shot bottle under the spinning lights of the ceiling as my wife crashed down and flew up on my friend’s body, fucking him deeply, fully, and for all she was worth.
I shut my eyes but then I remembered: I ordered this experience. I wanted to know what it would feel like. So I forced myself to prop my eyelids open. I watched my wife fuck my friend until they both strained and squealed with orgasms together. I know because I saw my wife’s pussy foam the way she does when she cums, and a moment later, I saw Brent’s load gush from inside her and spread over both their groins.
————
I parked the car below and came up tired and sore from a long day driving. I came into the apartment and not seeing Brent with breakfast in the kitchen or in his room on his computer, I checked the living room — he wasn’t playing a game either. But I heard Carlie’s tell-tale gasp and squeal.
I shoved her bedroom door open and dropped the key ring from height onto her dresser and exited. I made eggs and toast for both of us, me for home, him for the road. He came out of my wife’s room doing up his shirt. He must have been getting ready to go before they decided to forgo breakfast and get down together.
He sat down as I finished up and shoved the eggs and toast in his mouth. I went down the hall undoing my shirt and dropping down my pants. I went into Carlie’s room and shut the door, but not all the way. It gets stuffy with too much activity. I climbed into bed and disturbed her light slumber. The bed was messed up and warm like the seat of a recently used toilet. Her splayed sideways body was hot to the touch.
I touched her hips that were turned to the window and she immediately fell spread out toward me. I climbed over her spent body and shoved my already hard dick into her already sopping wet and sloppy-loose pussy. I mounted her and pummelled her and she spread her arms out wide, jutted her chest up sharply, and tilted her head back toward her head board. She cried out to the ceiling with her sweet, deep sonorous music.
“Later,” I heard Brent shout from the hall and I heard the front door close and lock. To his load of cum in my wife’s pussy, I added my own before, exhausted, I trudged next door to my own room and the welcome sleep that awaited me.
We usually had time together all three of us after Brent’s shift and before I got into the saddle. “This one . . . ” Carlie said, turning the screen of her laptop to me over the kitchen table. “ . . . has no problem booking three adults into the same suite.” I looked up and down and filched through the pictures. Not a bad for a Mexican Riviera resort.
“What do you think?” I said to Brent, and I turned the laptop to him.
“By the sound of the reviews . . . ” he said after scrolling around the site a while, “ . . . they sound fairly liberal there.”
“Right?” Carlie said, turning it back to herself. “I can book it,” she raised her eyebrows at me and then cast her gaze over to Brent. I finally stuck my fist out and he met my fist with his own before Carlie bumped us both. She tittered and grinned and pulled out her credit card. 




Holiday for a Hotwife

Normally, my wife Lin wears eminently sensible round-toe black MaryJanes, a straight black dress to the knee, her hair tied up in a bun, and little or no makeup. Normally, she’s in charge of a massive channel of incoming donor money and outgoing funding decisions and is under huge pressure every day. 
“I don’t need a holiday,” she laid her arms straight out over the counter toward me and laid her head face-down into the black slate. “I need a total release.”
We were considering our options for an upcoming break. I closed the lid of my computer where I had several tabs showing the different choices and put it away. I reached my arms out parallel to hers and massaged her biceps. I lowered my chin to the slate in front of her deflated frame. I kissed the top of her head and she raised it onto her chin close to mine.
“What kind of release?” I squinted at her. I wanted badly to give her what she needed. She worked so hard at her foundation, a dream job that turned overnight into a high-intensity career when the state political ground suddenly shifted. “Anything you want, I am ready to make it happen for you.”
Our eyes met and she stared through the back of mine as though peering into the mysteries of her own mind. Finally, in a trance-like state, she said, “A release from making any decisions. A release from making choices.”
She heaved her shoulders and chuckled at how counter-intuitive it sounded.
“And you’ve always been about total control,” I nodded at her and smirked.
“It’s a careful what you wish for thing, I guess,” she puffed air out her nose. “I still need to be in total control, but for just a week, for just a night,” she flared her dark eyes at me, “it would be such a relief to make no decisions whatsoever.”
“A holiday from responsibility for your actions.”
“Exactly!” she smiled with a deep sigh.
“But it can’t just be avoiding the choice from a menu at a dinner out,” I sat back and crossed my arms over my chest to think for her.
“It’s got to be something important and meaningful,” she agreed with me. “Something I wouldn’t do, but have to do, because I am not in charge! Of deciding that!” she yelled the last words and sank her face into the surface of the counter again.
“Something you don’t even get to plan.”
“Yes! No planning by me!” She looked up and nodded furiously.
“Something you don’t even know beforehand.”
“Because if I know, I’m going to automatically start to plan.”
“But something important enough that you are really going to want to plan it, to control it, to order it. But you’re not allowed.”
“I would kill for that.” She reached over and squeezed my hands in her little hands hard enough to hurt my fingers. “I would die for that. That is what I want from you.”
“You don’t know what it is yet.”
“That’s what makes it so perfect.”
“I can plan a night, and you don’t get to say anything about it. You don’t get to think about it. You don’t get to plan it. You don’t even get to know what it is.”
“Yes! Yes!” she smiled widely at me.
“And it’s got to be something that you would never, ever do if it was up to you in any way.”
“Yes!” she yelled and she squeezed her hand into a tiny fist.
“Something you might not even want to do . . .“ I kept pushing it.
“Oooh,” she held her mouth in a cute tiny “O” shape. “Now you’re really getting warm. Something I would be very, very uncomfortable doing, right?” She grinned with her eyes glinting at the thought.
“But still something good, something fun, or at least, what most people think is fun or good, right?”
“Of course, something really good. But not something I would ever do.” She looked at me through the corners of her eyes. “I trust you,” she finally nodded. “Completely. I put my fate in your hands!” she cried out with a wide grin. “Make me do something I would never do!” she yelled.
“Even if it’s something far, far out of character for you?”
She tilted her head to the side and squinted as though to think it through. “Well it won’t be someplace dangerous or something unsafe, right?”
“No, no,” I laughed. “Of course not. But you know,” I turned my face half away. “You are pretty conservative in how you dress and what you do and how you think.”
“I have to be, it’s all heavy-hitters’ donor’s money we handle.”
“So maybe something that breaks you from that deep-down core conservatism in you.”
She bit her lip and grimaced as she thought about what it could be. I didn’t know yet, either, but I was getting ideas. “But only for one day,” she said with an assurance-seeking nod. “Right?”
“Only one night,” I nodded back.
“What’s it going to be?” she asked quietly with a glint in her eyes.
“You won’t know until the night comes.”
“Oh poo!” she grinned. “And I have to do what you say?”
“You can’t do anything I don’t say, and you must do everything I tell you to do. You have to go into this knowing only one thing about it: you have no choice. You have no way out. There is no way to say ’No’ to me.”
“Will you look after me though?”
“This is your trust-fall,” I said cryptically to her. “You must let go of all control and decision-making and responsibility. Nothing will be on you.”
“When?” was all she had left to ask. The excitement in her was palpable.
“Let me put this together, and I’ll give you a night. I have to think.”
“I already feel stoked. Just anticipating a night of no responsibility, of no decisions. It’s making me . . . “ she trailed off.
“ . . . making you what?”
She puffed air out her nose and twisted her face down and sideways with a wide, shy grin. Into her arm, she said, “You know!”
—————
The night came. “I can’t fit into that,” she stood staring at the short, lacy emerald green dress.
“It’s your size. It’s supposed to be very tight.”
She looked at it like it was some exotic, mysterious object she had no words for.
“Try it on,” I said, and I gestured to it where it lay on the bed. In front of the bed on the floor was a pair of green suede peep-toe high-platform pumps.
“You’re not serious,” she said looking at them and then up at me with her fists curled around each other and pressed into the bottom of her chin.
She’d gone through with the first stage of the day. She got her hair done at an expensive salon — long waves of shimmering black locks cascaded from her shoulders like a wedding day. And then I took her to the top makeup parlour in Cambridge. She came out looking like someone ready for their photo-shoot. I even got her nails done.
“I honestly thought it was enough, all the appointments you made for me,” she pursed her lips. “It’s been a wonderful day!”
“It hasn’t even started yet,” I said back to her and I pointed at the dress again.
“Where are you taking me?”
“You don’t get to ask questions.”
“But I don’t wear dresses like that. Where am I going dressed like that?”
“No questions,” I repeated.
“You’re cruel!” she pretended to scowl at me. She struggled to get into the dress, it’s tight design and hidden clasps were so unusual for her.
“Shoes,” I said.
“Come on, I know it’s just a date night at home!” she smiled sweetly.
“It’s a date, alright,” I said cryptically. “But not at home,” I added, “and not with me.”
She paused with one foot half way into the tall shoe. For the first time since we conceived the idea, she recoiled with fright and widened her eyes with alarm. “What does that even mean?”
“We’re on the clock. The holiday has begun. It’s on, Lin,” I said to her. “No questions, no refusals, no decisions, no responsibilities, and no knowledge.”
She sat on the bench at the end of the bed and worked the shoes on her small feet. She turned sideways to face me with her arm over the top of the bench. “Are you trying to turn me into a slut,” she said with a suddenly serious expression.
I held up my phone and snapped a picture of her. She might have been doubtful and she might have been far out of her conservative comfort zone already, but when I held the camera up to my face, I noticed she turned her head up and tilted it back, and she pulled up her leg to show both shoes. She might have felt I was dressing her up like a slut, but she posed for the shot. She also stared back at the lens and drew her hand over her thigh, asking me with her eyes to take another picture.
“Car,” I ordered. She thought about it for a moment but then, without a word of comment or complaint, she got up, wobbled a bit on her new, tall-heeled shoes, and walked past me out the bedroom, dragging her dark-lined and silent eyes over mine and wafting me with her cinnamon scent.
She went straight into the garage and I found her in the front seat staring straight ahead at the wall with her arms crossed over her chest.
I leaned in through my driver’s door. “Back seat,” I told her. “I’m your Uber driver. You don’t know me from this moment on.”
She flared her eyes but she dutifully got out and climbed into the back as I ordered her to. We drove downtown. “I’m dropping you off in front of a restaurant. You’ll go inside and tell them your reservation is for Mr. Stewart.”
She stared out the side window with her arms still crossed over her chest.
“A Mr. Mike Stewart,” I said watching her in the rear view mirror.
I saw the crack of a grin on her face. She said to the window, “We both know that name.”
“We do indeed,” I nodded.
She long-blinked her eyes and opened them directly on mine through the mirror. “Why would you make our reservation in my ex-boyfriend’s name?”
“That’s not a question, is it?” I asked her in a warning tone of voice. She shook her head lightly and turned it back to the window. But I caught the slightest and briefest flaring of her almond shaped eyes.
“You will keep your phone on and within sight at all times,” I said to her. “I’ll be texting you instructions.”
“So you’re not coming in with me?” she said out the window. But she caught herself and rolled her eyes. “I know, I know, no questions.”
“When I tell you to, you will text me back as though you’re ordering the Uber, and I’ll pick up out front.”
“Who am I . . . “ she started again before she shut her eyes and inhaled long and deeply. “Got it,” she assured me. “No questions.”
“Two more things,” I said to her. She turned her gaze to me through the mirror more relaxed now, more consigned to her fate. “When I drop you off, wait a bit until you see me go in. Do not look at me or show any signs of knowing me. I’m going to be taking a seat at the bar.”
“And?” she replied with consternation.
“Do not act surprised when you are brought to your table. Act like you planned it.”
“I don’t understand,” she said.
“You do,” I assured her. She shook her head with frustration and narrowed her eyes at me. But then she inhaled and heaved her shoulders and let it out slowly. She nodded at me and when we came off the highway, she checked her nails and leaned her foot over to see her shoes again. She pulled out a little mirror and checked her lips and combed her hair with her fingers lightly. She would never normally check her appearance so meticulously. I pursed my lips to conceal my grin.
I pulled up a stool at the bar and ordered one drink for cover and a tall soda water with lemon to nurse the night away. My wife came in a few moments later and I was close enough to the maitre d to hear her say, with a catch in her throat, the name of the reservation. I let her pass behind me and turned, again wafted delicately by her scent so enticingly.
She was halfway across the floor of the dining room when she stopped, covered her mouth with her fingers, and inhaled sharply through a sudden smile. Then she remembered what I ordered her to do, to show no surprise, and she regained her composure and began walking again.
It was, of course, her old boyfriend himself waiting for her, a man who was under the impression she finally responded to his repeated messaging and, moreover, suggested getting together  with him over dinner. Of course he was down with it.
I made her dress in a black ankle-length wrap coat. The hostess stood behind her ready to take it from her shoulders. Lin stood there in front of Mike at the tiny, romantic table, knowing what she was wearing beneath. I could see from the bar her shoulders heave and her lips purse staring at him where he smiled so widely up at her. Finally, she shut her eyes, she took hold of the ends of the coat waist-belt, and she inhaled deeply. She pulled the knot out and sank her shoulders back. Her black coat fell open and drifted back down her arms into the waiting hands of the hostess. She stepped into the chair the hostess held out for her in that far-too short slinky and tight green satin dress, and sat down for her date looking hotter than the surface of the sun.
I admired Lin for going through with it. I honestly expected her to turn away from the dress, and certainly the shoes, all the way back at our condo. When I told her the name of the reservation, I thought for sure she would bail, call the whole thing off, and plead with me that she made a mistake agreeing to it. When she stopped and stared halfway across the dining room and realized it really was her old flame Mike sitting there, I was sure she would turn, fix me with a glare, and direct me back to the car.
But just like when she posed for my picture of her in our bedroom, and just like when she checked her nails and shoes in the car, I could see, when she started walking again, not away from the table, but toward it, further into the maelstrom of emotions she must have been feeling, that there was a very tiny part of her deep inside that was feeling it. The lack of control, the loss of choice, the termination of responsibility: she was inhaling it like a new incense, and she was not recoiling, she was leaning further into it. She was finding the experience of not being in charge of even herself a not-completely unpleasant sensation.
And I was finding the experience of playing her voice-of-conscience not an unpleasant experience, either. She was sitting carefully and conducted herself stiffly at the table with Mike. The acrid smell of power filled my nostrils and the intoxicating drug of control filled my veins. The dinner was the end of my plan — spend time on herself getting her hair and makeup done professionally, go out wearing sexy clothes and shoes, have a surprise dinner date with her ex. All that was left was for me to tell her to pretend to pick up her phone and order her Uber. I could see her glancing at it. The dinner was done and they’d come to that time. I could see her shoulders relax. She made it, she was thinking.
I picked up my phone and opened the text app and I bounced the corner of it against my forehead looking over my shoulder at her. She glanced again at her phone knowing I was watching and knowing that the date was at an end. She wanted the command to order the Uber and get up and go.
“Flirt with him,” I wrote, and I hesitated before sending it, but then I did anyway. She snatched her phone right away and held it close to her face. I saw the smile of relief turn to the straight-face of anguish. I wrote her another message while she still stared at her phone. “Lean over and tell him in a whisper that your husband is out of town,” I wrote.
She causally looked at her phone and this time showed nothing on her face. Her legs were crossed under the table and her hanging leg bounded like an agitated cat’s tail. Her arms were crossed over her chest and she was drawing the tip of her tongue around the corner of her mouth wondering deeply about what to do. She stared at Mike across the table and he glanced left and right nervously, not knowing what troubled her pretty little mind. He didn’t know what her husband was telling her to do.
She glanced over her shoulder and caught sight of me as though to assure herself I was really there, and I was really telling her to say that to him. I stared blankly at her to let her know that, yes, I really said to do that.
She took another few moments as though gathering her resolve, and then she did it. She smiled to herself. It was an internal line she was crossing, another one, and I knew it. She grinned at Mike, uncrossed her arms and dropped her leg from the other one below the table, and leaned over, fixing him with her eyes hrough their tops. She curled her finger and beckoned him to give her his ear.
She whispered into it with her head turned sideways far enough that she could see me out the corners of her eyes as she did as she was told.
I typed in her next command and hesitated not knowing what I was doing, but feeling the rush of excitement fill me. Was I really going to do it? Just when I said to myself, “He’s 50-50,” I pressed send. It was already too late to go back. She picked up her phone and read it and then did the first part she was told to do — she texted me back, pretending to order her Uber. And then she did the second part, but with slightly less hesitation than that first whisper I wanted her to place in his eager ear.
She beckoned him again with curled finger. What I told her to say to him was, “Do you want to come up to my place for dessert?”
I inhaled like someone sucking oxygen from a tank and peeled out of there to go bring my car around. When I pulled up out front, the lovely couple, my wife in her sexy and tight green dress with her slut shoes — she left her black coat open — and her ex boyfriend. I had already set the next text and sent it when I stopped in front of the restaurant. “Tease him and kiss him in the back — kiss your ex,” I had written.
What seized me to send her these commands? What came over me to wish my wife to do these things with another man? My only thought was that this must be what it’s like to be a young single woman, that making decision like this must be what some of the excitement is all about. Will I or won’t I? Maybe I’ll just see . . . Maybe it was like the weird thrill some guys get putting on women’s clothing. I felt like a woman, making a woman’s choices, thinking through my options, like a woman on a date. And now, like a woman bringing the man home to my place, I was excited.
I wrote her again — I was making things up as I went along. The intoxication was making my fingers tremble and my legs bounce. “Pretend you can’t find your key at the front door, search your purse, take about two whole minutes,” I wrote. “Give me time to get upstairs and hide.”
She got the message. I saw her look at her phone with no change of expression on her face. Mike was none the wiser. He was turned sideways in the backseat and kissing her exposed neck. She slipped her phone back in her purse and twisted her face back to his. With her eyes glancing at the rear view mirror and into my watchful, bulging eyes, she touched his jaw and pressed her slightly opened lips to his.
She didn’t just kiss him as I told her. She full-on made out with him. When I heard a tiny high-pitched moan escape her throat, I couldn’t tell if she put that on for me, or if it was, I swallowed, real. His hand moved up her exposed thigh and I had trouble keeping my eyes open for the rush that filled my blood.
“Eyes on the road, buddy,” Mike said from directly behind me.
“You mind putting some music on?” my wife added. I gulped. Did she know I heard her moan inside the kiss? Was she wanting music to hide further such sounds?
I studied the window and straightened up in my seat. I played my usual tracks and turned it up just loud enough. My wife slinked down in the seat and laughed, and Mike slinked down with her. They kissed and moaned and laughed and teased all the way to our condo. When I threw the car into park and glanced over my shoulder, my wife was nearly on her back on the back seat with her head alone bent against the back of the seat. Her legs were spread wide enough her dress had risen up nearly to her hips. Mike’s hand was firmly gripped around the top of the inside of her thigh. She didn’t know we were already home.
“Thank you,” she chirped happily as she tumbled out of the back seat. I watched even though I had little time to park and race up inside ahead of them. But I was unable to peel my gaze away. My wife carried her coat over her arm. And she hugged her body in that slinky dress hard against Mike’s body. His hand was on her stomach or lower. She laughed with him, she stopped him to kiss him in the middle of the walk up to the building, and she squealed with excitement.
I drove underground and repeatedly pressed the button of the elevator all the way up. I thought it was time to tell her: one drink on the couch, then send him home. But that is not what my fingers typed. “One drink on the couch,” I wrote, “then take the dress off.”
She didn’t respond. I darted around the condo looking for my hiding place. I swallowed my heart and slapped my face to get control of myself. When I heard her keys in our front door, I dove into the kitchen pantry, barely big enough to squeeze stiffly into, and shut the door on myself nearly but not quite all the way.
Lin was a different woman. She was laughing, she was doubling over, and she was touching him all over, patting his stomach, pinching his ass with a whoop, and touching the lips of his mouth. She sat him down on the couch and came to the kitchen. She caught sight of me peering from the dark depths of the pantry but she didn’t startle. She didn’t react at all. She instead wore a defiant expression on her face. An expression that challenged me, an expression that said to me, “Anything you throw at me, I can beat.”
When she turned and made her way back to Mike on the couch, I pondered what I had opened up. And I wondered whether I was making decisions now that I would come to regret. Without the weight of taking responsibility for her decisions, without the weight of even making decisions, she seemed transformed before my eyes. Or was she? I told her to flirt with him and to laugh with him. She was only being dutiful to me, perhaps, to the nth degree.
“Wait to take off your dress,” I suddenly ordered her, “until I tell you.”
They chatted and kissed and laughed and made out on the couch, and she got up to get refills, having finished the one drink. She caught my eye in the pantry crack and crooked one eyebrow at me. I shivered. My wife was doing exactly what I told her to do, and nothing more nor less, and exactly when I told her to. The weight of decisions and responsibility fell heavily around my shoulders like some waterlogged ship rope. She really was completely mine to do with as I pleased.
One final test, I thought, to prove it to myself: “Put the drinks down and then stand in front of him and take your dress off.”
My wife glanced at her phone, stepped lightly back to the couch, placed the drinks down on the table, and then stepped carefully around Mike’s legs, spreading her knees around his. She stared at him like it was another of those  moments, before lifting her luxury of dark shimmering hair off her neck, crooking her elbows up and behind her back, and drawing down the tiny zipper that ran from the back of her neck to the flare of her ass. She grinned crookedly at him and shivered her shoulders until her tight dress lost its tension and fell from her chest. She tugged as though it was harder than it was to extract her arms from the overlong sleeves that spread lace on the backs of her hands. When her dress crumpled around her tiny waist, she wriggled her hips, she kicked off her shoes, and she pushed the dress over her ass so that it fell like a green cloud around her ankles.
She turned around on her waist to look at the phone on the table and then she raised her eyes to the crack in the pantry door. Standing in those new green lace hipster panties and matching demi-cup bra with her legs spread around Mike’s, she was turning to me for next directions.
Mike whistled and slinked down in the couch the way he had been riding in the back of my car on the way to his ex’s home after his surprise out-of-the-blue date with my wife. His hands reached and felt up her thighs to the waist of her panties and over her hips. My wife continued to stand there like a robot without a command code, awaiting me. She truly was making no decisions for herself.
I licked my lips and pressed my forearm into my forehead. My foot tapped and my leg shook. I bit hard on my lower lip and clenched my eyes. The only thing in my mind was a loop, screaming, “What the fuck do I do now? What the fuck do I do now?”
I looked again. She kept staring, she kept lingering. She allowed the man to feel her stomach, to run his hands over her ribs, and to brush the backs of his hands over her perfect, small breasts inside her bra. She stood still and stared.
I could hardly breathe. I could hardly stand. I looked into the face of my phone and saw my own reflection trapped in it’s black void. When I touched the screen, it snapped to life. My thumb trembled and my throat constricted. But I typed her next command and sent it. I lowered the phone and raised my eye to the gap in the  pantry door.
Lin looked at her phone that stirred to life, twisted around without moving away from Mike, and picked it up to study the message. She must have read it three times before she tossed her phone face down on the couch beside his leg. But then she slowly bent her knees, pushed them into the front of the couch cashion, and leaned forward until she came to kneel on the couch with her knees spread around his hips, and she sat on his lap.
She started to grin and untuck his shirt, yanking it up roughly and rudely with chuckles and chirps. She studied her work as she leaned down to undo his buttons. She pulled it back from his neck and worked the sleeves off his arms one at a time. And then she bit her bottom lip, looked down in front of her own hips, and began to tug his belt from it’s loop.
She laughed and teased and kissed him before pushing herself back up onto her feet and she pulled the waist of his pants until, shrieking with hilarity, they came down his legs turning inside out as they came off. Her phone flashed and she looked at it again.
“Why you keep looking at your phone?” Mike said.
“A woman’s business is hers alone,” she scolded him and he never asked again.
“Clothes off all the way,” I had written. I peered through the crack to see. But rather than leaning over Mike to peel his underwear off, she reached high up behind her own back and immediately unclasped her bra.
I shook in my spine and looked at my phone. Oh fuck, I thought, I didn’t say “His clothes off all the way,” and she must have thought I meant her’s too.
I frantically typed out my correction. She shook her arms and the green satin ribbons over her shoulders went slack and the cups of her bra fell forward. She clasped them to her chest with her hand but only for a moment before tittering and pulling it away.
I slipped with my grip on my phone and accidentally closed the app. I frantically relaunched it. My wife tucked her thumbs into the waist of her green satin hipster panties and she shut her knees, bent them together, and bent at her waist to draw them down her long gorgeous thighs.
My eyes blurred and I blinked hard to get my vision back. I couldn’t find our text thread. I looked again and my wife was laughing and sticking her tongue out at her ex. She bent over and tugged at the waist of his underwear. He lifted his legs between her legs and she laughed falling backward pulling them down his legs and off his feet. She tossed them carelessly over her shoulder.
I dropped my phone and bumped my head into the door reaching down to grab it. I fumbled with it and pulled myself back inside the pantry. My wife had returned to Mike’s lap, sliding up on him now completely naked but for her pearl necklace and her belly chain. She arched her back and jutted her small chest and he massaged her breasts before leaning forward to suck on them. I could see her hands dive down in front of her stomach, and stroke his hard cock.
I started to write, “Fuck no, put your underwear back on!” but I wrote “Fuck,” and accidentally hit the return button. The interrupted message swooshed away. I steadied myself and held my phone tight with both hands. I typed with my fingertips, frantic but concentrating on going slow to avoid dropping it or sending a truncated message again.
When I looked up, I could see my wife teasing her ex’s cock and his balls behind her ass that she twisted around to find behind and below her. Her long painted nails that we had just got done specially for this evening dragged up the soft flesh of his hard cock. Her small round ass lifted over his hips and I could see her thighs spread. His hands wrapped around them like someone handling stove pipes.
My eyes watered and my hands fell weak. I squeezed my phone but wavered on my legs and fell against the back wall of the closet. The single-word message “Fuck” glared back at me, mocking me. I tried to breathe and I tried to steady my nerves. But I only slid down against the wall when my legs completely collapsed and I could no longer see the living room behind the counter of our kitchen.
But I could still hear. And what I heard was no longer my wife murmuring with Mike, laughing and teasing and tittering with him. I heard nothing at all for a few moments, and then I heard a sharp, inhaled gasp, followed by a wincing, long and higher-pitched cry.
I swam on the floor of the pantry and pushed my head out the door. I heard the same gasp, higher this time, and the same cry, louder. I heard the sound of a hand slapping an ass and I heard my wife squeal and shriek, and then I again heard her inhaled gasp, her exhaled cry, and this time, the slap of bare flesh against bare flesh.
I crawled on the floor like a salamander and peered around the edge of the counter. I could see Lin rising and falling on Mike’s lap with her head thrown back, her eyes clamped shut in ecstasy, and her mouth dropped open in an expression of total pleasure.
Of course, I thought. It wasn’t the furtive moves of strangers. They knew each other from before. She rode him deep and hard. It must have been good, too. She didn’t fake orgasms. She seldom experienced an orgasm from fucking — I’d usually lick her for that. But on Mike, she bounced on him roughly and sloppily and her gasping and crying never did subside, but only rose higher and higher the whole time until she stopped breathing, her fingers tightened around his neck and shoulders hard enough her knuckles went white, and she exhaled finally like someone thrusted off a very high cliff.
They rolled around together laughing and kissing. I laid on my back on the kitchen floor behind the counter and I wrote, “Get rid of him.”
She took her time, but soon enough, she was kissing him at the front door and squeezing him and chuckling with him before closing it on him finally.
————-
A week later, she came to me. “So much better at work this week. Like I’m in a flow, you know?” she twisted her face up at me.
The whole incident remained largely unaddressed. We seemed to tacitly agree to chalk it up to a one-off experiment with mixed results. I made a joke. “Maybe that ‘holiday’ was really just what you needed,” I said, using finger quotes and snicker.
But she didn’t join me in laughing. “Maybe I need to have another ‘holiday,’” she said back to me, also using finger quotes.
I squinted at her trying to discern her humour. She was a master of the dead-pan straight face. “Another ‘holiday’? To a different ‘place’?” I chuckled.
“I don’t know,” she twisted on her feet and leaned down over the counter on her arms with her hands gripping the coffee mug. “I kind of was thinking of returning to the same ‘place’ as last time.” She curled her lips in and widened her eyes at me before sipping her coffee.
“I already booked us to Mexico,” I pointed at my laptop.
She came around the edge of the counter and hugged my arm to her body. “I was thinking,” she said, fixing me with her serious expression. “I mean, since you know him now, and you’re okay with it,” she looked sideways down at the floor, “I mean,” she stammered. “What if you go on the holiday first, and I sort of take a ‘holiday’ holiday here, for a night, and then, come down a day later to join you?”
I inhaled and puffed my cheeks out. “As I told you, I didn’t handle it very well, last weekend.”
“Oh, I know, honey,” she said in a squeezed voice and she kissed my cheek. “That’s why I’m suggesting you don’t watch over me this time.”
“I don’t even know if there’s a flight the next day.”
“I already booked it,” she said. “They had no problem moving my ticket to the next day.”
“You already called?”
“Uh huh, and Mike is free too,” she smiled at me as though it was so wonderful how everything worked out. She turned and pulled at my finger in her fingers. She turned on her waist and looked over her shoulder at me. “There’s just one thing,” she said.
I could only stare from the kitchen stool dumbfounded.
“You have to come with me and help me find another nice dress for me to wear for him, and shoes too. I want you to decide everything for me again.”
I followed her to her office. Before she sat in her chair to show me the ideas she found online for dresses and shoes, she turned to me and threw her arms around my neck. “Where do you want me to fuck him this time?” she said. “The couch again?” she said with her lips against my lips pouting and sad. “Or in your bed?” she moaned as though nearly orgasmic at the thought.
She pulled my head and bit my ear. “Not that I’m making your decisions for you,” she giggled in a whisper, “but the correct answer is in your bed.” She squeezed my balls through my pants and groaned against my neck. “I think you created a different woman in me, do you know that?” she turned away and patted the chair beside hers that she sat in, having already planned it all out. “I did some research,” she said. “Apparently, I’m your ‘hotwife’ now.” She grinned with barely concealed excitement.
“What’s that mean?” I asked, drained of all resistance.
“It means,” she nodded at me, “you give me to another man to fuck,” she smiled widely and kissed my bottom lip. “Isn’t that fun?” she scrunched her head down between her shoulders. She turned to her screen. “Now come on, help me get ready for my bull,” she said. “You’re a cuckold, by the way,” she said with disinterest as she brought up the first tab showing me my choices in dressing her. 




A Hot Wife Haunting

I laid my head back on my folded arms and stared up at all the stars. My wife Thea and my bandmate Myles started teasing and tickling each other again. And then it got weird.
We’d been sitting around the fire pit in our backyard after everyone else from the jam session called it a night and drifted home. Thea loved teasing Myles about being the only one left still single, and when she walked past him to get more beers, he snatched at her exposed midriff and made her spasm and shriek so abruptly, she lost her balance, plunged her hand down into his lap, and spun around to land sprawled over him where his body slumped deeply into his Adirondack chair.
She writhed and squealed on top of him, kicking her legs in the air and reaching under herself to try to grab his stomach or sides to somehow tickle him back. She was wearing her very short crop-top Indiana U t-shirt and torn jeans with platform sneakers with my old red-and-black Mac jacket tied with it’s sleeves around her bare waist. She was easy pickings for him. Her shirt rode up and showed the underside of her black, full-cup lace bra as she twisted and contorted all over him. I loved seeing her laugh like that again, after everything.
Finally, with Thea huffing and puffing hard and sighing with her arms falling down behind her head and her hair spread all over his neck and chest, Myles relented and hugged his arms around her body with his hands around her ribs just touching the underside of her peaking-out bra.
“I love this fucking slut of yours, Ronny,” he said to me, leaning his head back into the tall narrow slats of his chair.
I closed my eyes and slumped in my own Adirondack and clasped my hands over my stomach. I turned up my soles to roast my feet and shut my eyes. “That’s Mrs. Slut to you, my friend,” I quipped.
“I’m a hussy, I’m not a slut,” she said and she blindly reached up behind her head to slap Myles on his cheek.
“And yet you throw your half-naked body at the first available man,” he said.
“I didn’t throw myself at Ronny, I lured him,” she chuckled. “Didn’t I honey,” she said louder over top of the fire toward me. She twisted around and serpentined her ankles and feet around his calves and ground her hips down into his. She left her hand where she had slapped him and now cupped his jaw in her palm above and behind her. “I was his honey trap,” she blinked up at him.
Myles snorted and sank down further in his chair carrying my wife down with him and he shut his eyes. “Honey trap alright,” he groaned nearly privately to her, and he slid his hand over her bare taut stomach and edged his fingers under the waist of her jeans.
“Doh-on’t!” Thea emphasized with her bulging eyes. But she did nothing to reach down and stop his hand from probing further under her jeans. She kept her face turned hard sideways and tilted up under his, but her eyes darted over the quietly-hissing and flickering flames to my half-lidded eyes. “My husband is right here!” she chuckled and blew me a kiss.
“Don’t worry,” Myles droned. He slid all his fingers under her jeans. “Husbands love it when guys try to get with their wives, don’t you know anything?”
Thea rolled her eyes at me, grinned crookedly, and shook her head. She also pushed her heels into the edge of the chair and settled herself further up on top of his nearly completely reclined body under her.
“Makes them proud that they have a wife other guys wish they had in their bed,” he said close to her ear. “Isn’t that right, ol’ Ronny?” he lifted his face from hers and called over the fire toward me. I continued to keep my eyes closed but for the narrowest of slits that I could still secretly see through. I could see the crotch of my wife’s jeans bulge — his hand was completely inside her pants.
“You’re the lead guitar, I guess you’re the expert on all things,” I said.
“You’re not yourself, old man,” he said. I would have been 30, he was 28. “You got no fight left in you. Maybe you’re not getting your oatmeal,” he said. He dropped his face down to my wife’s ear and he nibbled it.
She gasped silently and twisted on him, but then she jerked in a spasm and snapped her hands to his forearm that laid over her bare stomach.
“Stop that!,” she groaned under her breath. But she didn’t pull his hand out of her pants.
“You feeding your old man his oatmeal still? He’s got no fight in him. Look, I can say anything in front of him,” he said into her ear just loud enough he meant for me to hear it. “Husbands love it when their wives get hot for other guys too. Makes them feel like they control her. Let her have a little slack on the leash, so to speak. Ain’t I talking truth, Ronny!” he suddenly shouted louder than necessary just like we were back on stage in Columbus riling the fans up.
I grinned with my hands clasped over my stomach and my eyes apparently closed. My wife’s eyes stared across the fire at me as though checking if I was seeing what he was doing to her. Her mouth silently dropped open and her eyebrows shot up as her eyelids flickered open and closed. She inhaled sharply and bent her fingers to drive her nails into the skin of his arm. Her feet, twisted around his calves, pushed down and her thighs spread a little wider. The slowly-undulating bulge of his hand inside her pants pushed further down below her abdomen.
“Stop it,” she mouthed up to him. She suddenly pushed herself off him and staggered when she straightened up on her feet. “It’s hot in front of the fire, honey,” she said to me. “You don’t mind, do you?” she said, facing me as she paused where her hands twisted against each other to work the button in the waist of her jeans out.
I opened my eyes the rest of the way to hide the fact that I’d been secretly watching her the whole time. “S’long as you got something on underneath,” I shrugged.
She rolled her eyes and snorted. “Of course I have something on,” she shook her head and grinned. She wriggled her ass with exaggeration as she struggled to get her tight jeans down off her ass. She laughed nervously, too, when she bent far enough over turning them inside out down her legs to catch sight of Myles upside down directly behind her. She tried to hold one leg of her jeans under the toes of her other leg, but tripped and fell backward with a “Whoop!” and landed back in Myles’s lap laughing and squealing with both of her feet trapped in her twisted and rolled jeans.
“Hold it, hold it,” Myles said like an engineer landing a rocket. He used his leg between her legs up in the air where she sat on the front edge of his chair between his knees, and poked her jeans with his foot to give her leverage so she could extract her feet from the legs.
When, working meticulously together, they got her pants off, she shot her fists triumphantly in the air, shouting “Yay! My Hero!” and she twisted around between his legs to cup his cheeks in her hands and kiss him fully on the mouth.
“If you’re too hot,” he said to her when they finally broke away from the too-long kiss, “pretty sure you ought to take this off too,” he said, hooking his finger in the loose bottom of her short crop top.
My wife slapped at his hand but he brought his other hand into play around her body and they began to laugh and struggle against each other, fighting over her t-shirt that got pulled up and stretched down over her breasts.
“Cut it out, you pig!” she said, and she twisted around on the edge of the chair loosely slapping his hands one at a time as though it were some version of whack-a-mole. She laughed and turned completely to face him, getting into the game. He closed his knees and she pushed herself up to sit on his lap facing him with her knees around his thighs. She laughed and pulled back her elbows, readying herself to slap the next of his hands to dart forward to try to catch the bottom of her t-shirt.
“Make him stop!” she shrieked to me but she remained facing him and tittered under her laboured, excited breathing.
“You could just step back off him,” I intoned with disinterest.
“Don’t you even care that your friend is stripping your wife right in front of you?” she snickered breathlessly.
It was a surprisingly good question. What Myles had said earlier, about husbands secretly liking other men coming onto their wives, struck a ponderous note in me, as did his comment that they really like their wives getting turned on by other men — something about controlling them, letting them out a little with slack in the leash.
Of course I cared that my wife was down to her panties and bra, plus one soon-to-be-removed crop-cut t, and straddling my friend’s lap laughing and kissing him. But there was something else too, something in her nervous energy, something in my friend’s lack of concern at my lack of response, that filled my nostrils with the acrid odour of burning metal and spilled gas that I liked all the more for its sting in my nostrils.
I chose not to answer. I knew my wife was sexually aroused. I knew she liked Myles, a lot. I knew things were getting out of hand in the darkening light of the dying flame. It was a kind of paralysis that deadened my limbs and cemented my voice.
It was eerily similar to the paralysis I felt when I was in the passenger seat of our touring van that time we hit black ice and slid completely sideways into the wall of lights and blare of horn of an oncoming tractor trailer. I was never more serene than I was in that fleeting moment, and in the way time slows down in a crisis, I noticed, as we slid facing sideways, the silvery moon-illuminated field of snow and the low torn-black line of distant trees, and how much like a famous painting it all looked, a copy of which hung prominently in my antique shop on the east end of Brazil, Indiana, back home where we lived. And when I turned back toward the side window, I saw my wife too, smiling and surrounded by white. God she was beautiful, I remember thinking. Wow, I thought, and that angel even married me.
My wife shrieked again and I glanced up from the cave of pulsing red coals in the centre of the fire. Her ankles were wrapped around his calves again behind her and she tried to control his one hand with both her hands gripped around his arm. But his other hand was free, and he clutched at her side, made her snap herself over sideways, and he grabbed her shirt and pulled it over her head so her arms became trapped behind her back when he twisted the shirt around her wrists.
“Oh my god,” she gasped loudly, and she twisted around to check if I was seeing what was going on. But I had my slitted eyes on again. With her legs twisted around his and her arms firmly trapped behind her back by his one hand, she had only the use of her shoulders, her chest, and her hips to fight his other hand off. She cried and whimpered but she also grunted and struggled against him, trying to hit him in his face with her shoulder, and laughing at her feeble results.
“I swear,” she fumed with restrained voice at him and checked over her shoulder again. I could have been sleeping for all they could tell. “Cut it out!” she scolded him in a grimaced voice. He clutched her side just below the strap of her bra and she threw herself against him and pretended to try to bite him on the neck and shoulder. When he clutched her breast she finally yanked her hands free from his obviously loose hold, and staggered backward back onto her feet again, now minus her t-shirt that he brought to his face and smelled deeply.
She tittered and glanced at me as she turned and pushed her hand through her hair to push it back from her face. “Let’s lie under the sky and count the stars!” she called toward the house as she pranced on her toes in just her bra and panties and let the screen door crack closed behind her.
“Ronny,” Myles called over to me. “You there bud? You with us here?”
I nodded and said “Mm-hm” through closed lips.
“Just checking up on you, old friend,” he said, laying his head back against the slats and looking up into the dark sky.
“You remember that time we almost died?” I asked him with my eyes closed.
“Which time?” he snorted.
“The truck, that time leaving Columbus.”
“Oh,” he nodded. “The really-really time.Yeah of course I remember. I remember the look on your face when I turned to look out your window and could see all those fucking lights coming down on us.”
“Do you think . . . “ I paused. “ . . . do you think we actually died that night?”
He took several beats to answer. Finally, he said, “What the fuck, dude? Where did you go?”
“One second,” I said, “we’re sliding sideways down the wrong side of a highway with a tractor-trailer coming right through my window, and the next second, we just seem to be sitting still, facing sideways with the engine off and everything’s quiet, and when we all looked out your window the other way, all we see is the tail lights of the truck still going on down the road away from us.” I frowned. “Like it just went right through us.”
He nodded thoughtfully. “You’re leaving out the part about how we engaged with a variety of serious consumables earlier that night.”
I remembered that part. “And then you just started the engine,” I said. “You just backed up from the edge and drove on to the next gig in the next city, nobody saying anything.”
“Scary fucking shit,” he said. “I thought for sure we were all done for.”
“We never talked about it,” I looked down at him. “We didn’t go over it. We didn’t tell anyone.” I raised my shoulders and shook my head side to side with my eyes closed. “We didn’t do anything about it.”
My wife came back out with an armful of blankets. “Didn’t do anything about what?” she called over. She stood on the grass beside the fire and flicked her wrists to spread the picnic blanket down flat.
“Just thinking about the road, darling,” Myles said to her, reaching far out of his chair to slap her ass.
“Please no,” she groaned. “We’re not going to tell all the old fucking road stories again, are we?” she whined and flicked several more blankets down over the first. She tittered with excitement when she finished setting the blankets out to her satisfaction and she pulled the top two down and slipped her body inside. “Come on!” she cried to Myles. “It’s cold, warm me up!”
“You first,” Myles said to me.
“What was the look on my face?” I asked him.
“What?” he said, getting out of his chair with the groan of an accommodating parent, and he crawled over to where my wife was holding the blankets up and open for him.
“What did my face look like when that was happening, when that thing was coming through my window?”
He laid down on his back with his arms under his head. My wife squealed and rolled over on her side against him under the blankets and she shivered. I could tell from the shapes of the lumps that she wrapped an arm over his chest and threw a leg over his hips. “Off,” she said quietly to his ear. “You warm up faster without clothes on, don’t you,” she called to me from the ground.
Myles squirmed and struggled under the blankets and my wife snickered and squealed helping him. First his t-shirt came out, and with an exposed bare arm, he threw it onto his chair. Then his jeans came out, and he threw those on the chair too, before retracting his hand back under the blankets. My wife gathered her hair in a twisted cord and settled it over one shoulder. She nestled her face tightly into his neck and shoulder and moved her body closer against his. “Better,” she murmured in his ear.
I heard the tiniest and briefest of moans escape her throat. She might have thought there were enough blankets to obscure movement beneath, but where Myles’s crotch would be, a small bulge moved, and where her shoulder would be, there was movement too. “Are you coming?” she said to me with her face pushed into his neck. I saw her kiss him.
“I can see the sky perfectly well from here,” I said.
“If you’re that sleepy,” she said with her mouth open and her lips brushing his jaw, “maybe you should go inside to bed. Let me fold you up and take you inside,” she said.
Her body jerked and she snickered and bit Myles’s ear. “You better stop it,” she moaned against him quietly enough I was not meant to hear. Where her hip rose under the blanket, I could see the lump of his hand move over it. Another of her moans escaped, this one longer and louder. She cupped his cheek in her hand and bit his ear again and whispered something to him before nestling tighter against him.
“What did it look like?” I repeated myself to Myles. “My face,” I said.
He inhaled deeply and sighed. “It looked like you had no idea anything was happening at all. You looked like someone just enjoying the scenery.” There was giggling and movement under the blanket, and the rustle of clothes. I could see my wife’s one knee move up and then her other knee. She’d brought pillows out too, and she attempted to covertly stuff something small and rolled up, under her pillow, but I caught a glimpse of it, lacy and black.
“I never saw anyone look so blissful,” he said. “So unaware.” I could see her arms working over his hips and then his legs, and then, as she squealed a little and ducked under the blanket, his feet. His hand emerged from under the side of the blankets and he tossed his underwear over top of his jeans onto the chair. He might have thought it was dark enough that I wouldn’t see.
“I was completely aware,” I said to him.
“Everyone else was screaming and freaking out,” he said to my wife.
“Shh,” she responded. “Nobody wants to re-live the road trip,” she said, pulling his face to hers and kissing him on the mouth. Her head slipped below the top edge of the blanket.
“Screaming and freaking out wasn’t going to save anyone,” I said to the stars.
“But you were ice-cold, man,” he whistled up to the stars with me. “I never saw anyone so cool in such a dire situation in my life. Full respect,” he said, looking down his body at me on the other side of the fire. He tapped his chest with his fist and pointed at me. Where his lap would be, a lump the size of a head slowly rose a few inches and slowly descended a few inches back down, over and over.
“If it was going to happen, it was going to happen,” I shrugged. I spied through my slitted eyes at the lump over his lap rising and falling faster. And I could hear more of my wife’s tiny moans from deep under the blankets.
“We all should have died that night,” he said with a sigh.
The lump snaked up over his body under the blankets until my wife’s little hands emerged out the top followed by her head. Her face laid sideways on his chest under his chin. She looked down her body at me over the fire, and by the shape of the blankets, I knew she was lying on him with her knees pulled up to his waist.
He gazed at the stars and she gazed just as lazily at me. She pulled strands of hair from her face and pushed her hand back under the blankets. By the lift of her shoulder and the shifting of her back, I could tell she was sliding her hand down between their bodies, down between their stomachs, and lower, too.
“Did it feel like it does now?” she said to me.
I opened my eyes fully. She knew I was looking at her all along. “What does?” I said.
Her shoulder moved up and down close to her ear. Her hips, held higher over him under the blankets, moved up and down, too, ever so slightly. “That feeling you had in the van?”
“You know about that?” I asked her.
“Everybody knows about it, you dummy,” she moaned softly, and she lazily turned her face back to kiss Myles on his mouth before settling her head back down on his chest to resume gazing languidly at me. Her hips came up higher under the blankets and her eyes flickered a couple of times. She opened her mouth briefly but she held her breath.
“What do you know?”
Her eyes flickered again and this time she left them closed. She exhaled sharply and caught her breath again. “That you died that night,” she said.
I chuckled. “You mean I almost died,” I corrected her.
She stretched her neck and pulled both her arms out from under the blankets to wrap them around Myles’s head and his pillow. “Oh baby,” she sighed hard and full of breath as she kissed him all over his face, except for his mouth. The blankets over her backside sank down and Myles’ head rolled back into the pillow and he groaned gutturally.
She struggled to turn her head down toward me again as her whole body pushed forward and back over his, and her hips lifted and fell inside the blankets. She sighed and gasped and struggled to keep her eyes open on mine. “If that’s what you like to think,” she managed to squeeze out like someone in pain.
“Fuck baby,” she moaned loudly into the front of his neck and she pushed herself up abruptly with her hands gripping the flesh of his chest. The blankets came up with her but with her movements, they only hung from her high-poking shoulders a moment before sliding down like an art auctioneer slowly revealing the masterwork for sale on the easel.
And it was undeniably beautiful, the scene thus revealed before me. A young woman, her slender back contorting under the sliver moonlight, taut and firm — young — with her shoulders rising up to her ears and her hair, luscious, cornflower blonde waves bouncing down her back. Under her, the insistent body of her lover, his hands firmly holding her by her delicate, peach-smooth ass, pushing her up and driving her down on him. Around their bodies the curled and waving petals of her blankets like they were the long style and the curved receptacle in the centre of a fragrant flower. The glow of the dying fire, the firmament of the stars like we lived inside a glass globe, the limitless depth of the sky beyond, blacker than no light at all — it was masterfully beautiful. 
I rolled my head back down, filled with that same serenity again, that serenity I tasted that night and yearned for ever since to touch again with at least the tip of my tongue. “Yes,” I murmured. “It feels exactly the same,” I said to her.
Myles kicked the blankets from his legs and rolled my wife under his larger body. She grabbed his ass with her nails digging into his flesh, and when he plunged down into her again, her back arched high up to meet his torso and she cried out like someone fallen from a cloud. I inhaled deeply through my nose as though able to breathe for the first time in years. My lungs never seemed to fill all the way up and my inhalation seemed to be high-inducing and without end. I just kept inhaling forever.
He pounded my wife into the ground and she tore at his back. When he finished himself in her he rolled over onto his back and draped his arm over his eyes.  My wife slithered in place and ran her hands around her body feeling the warmth spread through her. She reached down and pulled the messed blankets up over her body, and paused just long enough to blow me a kiss and to give me one of those smiles of hers that so tore my heart clean out of my chest every time I saw her with it.
I saw that same smile out my side window of the van that night. She was sitting there with her knees pulled up, one arm around her calves, the other over the top of her knees, her face lying sideways on the back of her hand facing me. She was smiling at me like there was nothing in the world but her and me. She was surrounded by white and she was wearing white, too. Everything was white. And the white just grew brighter and brighter and it still grows brighter even now. I feel sometimes that I could have drowned in her and it would have been fine.
“Do you think you should still keep his picture hung over the back of his chair like that?” Myles intoned from under his arm where he sprawled, spent, under her blankets. My face had been printed on t-shirts for mourning fans, my years printed underneath, start to finish, along with the quote, “3 minutes and 10 seconds.” It’s what I’d always said about songs — the perfect length. “If you can’t say it in 3 minutes and 10 seconds start to finish, you’re talking too much,” I was famous for saying about every long song.
“That’s so I know he’s still here,” she said lightly, casually examining her nails.
“Got to let it go sometime,” he said.
“No I don’t,” she replied curtly, and she flung the blanket off her and pushed herself up. She pulled the top blanket up with her and wrapped it around her naked body. She navigated around the fire that was nearly out and slid into my chair, pulling her feet up and hugging her knees under the blanket tight to her chest, leaning against me, covering me in her.
“Tell me what he said again,” she said staring into what was left of the fire.
“This serves no purpose,” Myles groaned from under his arm up into the limitless sky.
“Tell me again,” she repeated herself.
Myles inhaled deeply and let his breath out long and slow. Finally he sat up, crossed his legs, and wrapped a blanket around his shoulders. He too stared into the last of the tiny flickering flames.
I rose over the town sleeping at night. I saw under me a jackknifed tractor-trailer with the trailer on its side and its top torn open and boxes of fruit smashed and spread all over the road. It was a funny sight. About a hundred feet behind it, a white van, upright somehow, though its rectangular shape had been rolled into a ball, only, one side was missing as though cleaved off with a knife. Spread around it in a scattershot pattern widely over the road and down into the ditches of both sides were guitars and drums and cables and speakers, clothes, bags, food-to-go containers, beer cans, coffee cups, and a strange confetti of notebook paper all fluttering in the breeze amidst the surreal quiet of the night.
Three guys sat in the middle of the road, and one more guy laid down with his head in the lap of one of the guys. That was me lying down, and that was Myles’s lap that I was lying in.
“Write this down, write this down,” I said up to him, before coughing up a thick eruption of blood that drained down all over my chin and neck. That was our long-running joke, making fun of each other for how we suddenly came up with stellar lyrics we thought were immensely profound, at least until we were straight and sober again.
“Fuuu-huuck!!” Myles screamed at the top of his lungs up into the sky, but he never sees me hovering directly over him.
“Tell me,” Thea said.
“‘White album, white album,’” he recited blankly to her where she curled up in a tiny ball in the back of my chair in the middle of our backyard in the middle of the night. “‘Lennon knew the score, My angel comes to me on a cloud at night, And all around me is the purest of white.’”
She continued staring at the embers. “And nothing more?
He chewed his cheek and lowered his chin to the back of his hand, his eyes aglow with the light of the coals. “And nothing more,” he said softly.
“Am I the angel in his song?”
“Yes, Thea, you are the angel in his song,” he replied nearly to himself and with the reverence and the drone of an often-repeated ceremony.
“Come on then,” she finally said, pushing herself up. She turned, kissed her two fingers and touched them to the smiling lips of the picture on the t-shirt hung over the top of the Adirondack behind her, and she held out her hand to help Myles up and back inside the house, two hunched shapes under long-dragging blankets, one with a limp. 




My Wife, His Muse

“He’s a drag to be around, honestly,” I said to my wife Ashley, and I immediately hung my head. Pauly was my oldest friend — we started the old band in high school. He was the inspiration between the two of us, whereas I was the technical perfectionist who got the music out of his head and onto people’s playlists. But after his nasty divorce, the guy had been as dry as a pile of dead leaves. He left me dry as well with nothing to perfect.
“He’s also terrified of all women now — Pauly. Can you believe that?”
“How do you mean terrified?” She pulled dead leaves from her planter boxes around the perimeter of the glass-covered garden at the back of our small house.
“I mean its been a year, now. He hasn’t even asked a girl out on a date. He hasn’t met anyone.”
“But is he trying?”
“That’s just it, he isn’t even trying,” I said, draping my arm along the back of the swing seat gazing out into the forest that encroached around our small backyard.
“I mean does he want to date women?” she said, dusting her hands off and folding a leg under herself to join me on the swing seat.
“I want him to,” I said, looking over at her. “I need him to.”
“Because he isn’t writing any music lately?”
“Because he hasn’t written any music in a year. I’ve never seen him like this.”
“And you think the two are related?”
I swung my head down and looped it over to her to fix her with my eyes out their tops. “All he’s ever written are love notes to girls he either has, girls he once had and misses, or girls he wants to have.”
Ashly pulled her chin back like she got a whiff of something foul. “That’s not what I hear in his songs.”
I chuckled and nodded with my eyes closed. “You have to know his writing process. But believe me when I tell you, every song is to a specific girl he’s got a hard-on for or used to have a hard-on for.”
“Maybe there isn’t anyone he likes right now . . . .”
“Yeah, true, but it’s been a year. Surely, right?”
“That’s a lot of pent-up energy,” she gazed into the middle distance through the shadows of the tree trunks looming around us.
“And a lot of missed songs,” I nodded. “I mean, it’s not our day-jobs, it’s just a hobby-band, but still . . . “
“ . . . but you miss playing?”
“I miss playing music with him, I miss figuring out new songs with him, I miss learning them and interpreting them, I miss producing them, I miss the studio.” I had a half-decent studio in the basement that I sat in with nothing to do lately. “I can’t create new music, not like Pauly. He creates it, I produce it.” 
“You miss him,” she stated.
I nodded at the plants. “I miss him.” I chewed the inside of my cheek. “I wish some hot chick would just show up and grab him and do it and get his motor started again.”
“Is that what he needs, do you think?”
“It’s what I know he needs. It’s what’s always inspired him. But he’s not going to meet anyone new at work or home. And that’s all his life is at the moment, work and home.”
“What about here?” my wife said, reaching to twirl her finger in the hair at the side of my head.
“It’s not the location per se, it’s the way the guy is crippled by his fear of all women now. That ex of his — she really did a number on him.”
“Still, you could get him to come over, right?”
“Fine, yes, he’s been here lots — down in the studio with me, out here in your garden jamming with me. But how am I going to get some hot chick over here for him to meet?”
My wife wiggled her head on her neck and squelched a grin on her lips. “Maybe you don’t have to,” she said.
I squinted at her. It was my turn to pull in my chin as though I smelled something. I shook my head at her.
“Aren’t I a hot chick?” she smiled at me and puckered her lips out.
“Of course you are,” I snickered. “But you’re married.”
“Maybe that’s just the kind of girl he needs — someone who isn’t going to take him for some ride, because she can’t. She’s married. She’s safe, right?”
“But then . . . “
“ . . . so we hang out, him and me, and you get out of here. Let him bask in the attentions of a hot woman again, let him be alone with a girl for an evening. Maybe it’ll help him to relax and feel good again. I might be married,” she leaned over and kissed my cheek, “but that doesn’t mean I can’t play-flirt with him.”
“So like a date?” I was still unclear on the concept.
“He probably doesn’t want to go out anywhere. By the sounds of it, he’s not ready for something like that, not yet, anyway. But what if he came over just to hang out, but not with us, because that would be too much of you, too much of his security blanket. Just with me, I mean.”
“How would we get him to come over?”
“You can tell him what it’s for. Why don’t you tell him it was my idea — tell him I thought he could spend an evening with me, and just me, and see how it goes? Tell him you think he’s afraid of women. Tell him everything — that I’m a safe woman because I’m married, but it still might give him ideas. It might get him . . . inspired again.”
I inhaled and narrowed my eyes at the forest. “Fuck it,” I finally said. “Fine. I’m desperate. I need him to start writing again, I’m dying here. I’ll go talk to him.”
“Tell him I’m excited about it, too,” she said. She leaned over my lap and twisted around to look up at me from below. “Because maybe I am!” she tittered, and she hopped up and flew away.
___________
“Just try it,” I said to Pauly. We were sitting on his front steps having a beer after work.
“Your wife is hot, not going to lie,” he said, draining his bottle high up over his face. “But she’s your wife. Important factoid there.”
“It was her idea,” I slapped his knee. “She’s excited about it.”
“She’s excited about staying home and having me come over to visit without you there?”
“Pauly,” I said. “She wants to help. It’s obvious you’re not yourself, right? She thinks it’s a baby step — you spend an evening with her alone, I don’t know, dinner, drinks, a show — and then later, maybe you go out with her, and then eventually you go out with another girl. You got to get back up in the saddle, man!”
“It’s embarrassing, everybody trying to help poor old Pauly.”
“Buddy,” I said to him shaking my head. “What’s a friend for? I know you’re not happy. What that person whose name we will not mention did to you was a real mind-fuck. You’re an artist, man, you make yourself vulnerable. She knew that and she crushed you for the pleasure of it. I know you’re hurting, but all women are not like that, I assure you.”
I slapped his knee and squeezed him there. “Come on, have an evening with Ashley. She already knows everything, so it’s not like a date where you’re going to scare the girl off talking about how hurt you are. She wants you to talk it out, she wants you to talk about yourself. She’s my wife, so there’s never going to be a chance you get down with her. There is nothing to blow.”
He snorted and nodded, hanging his head down between his legs. “When you put it that way,” he mumbled.
“I am putting it that way. You get to completely blow a date, risk-free. It can be the worst fucking date of all time, and it doesn’t even matter, because the girl is just pretending. She’s my wife, she wasn’t ever going to do anything anyway.”
“Be a change, getting out of this fucking house for a night.”
“There you go,” I slapped him on the back. “I won’t be there. Just going to be you and her.”
“It’s fucking weird, though,” he turned his sour face down and away from me.
“That’s what I thought too, when Ashley first came up with the idea. But you know what? She’s right. You do this one night, and next time, maybe you go out, and eventually, you’re asking out other girls out on a real dates again.”
He inhaled and dropped his bottle into the box beside him and withdrew another, not even looking as he popped the cap off on the edge of the cement step. “I’ll try it,” he nodded. “But don’t expect anything.”
“No expectations all around,” I said holding up my hands palms-out. “The whole evening is just that, take it as it comes, do what you want, maybe you just watch a show and say nothing at all, and go back home. You get to be as boring as you want. Ashley is just there to be a woman you’re alone with. That’s it.”
“Friday?” he asked.
“Friday,” I nodded. “I’m getting home at about 4. I’ll pack up for an overnight camping trip up at Springer Lake, so I’ll be out of there at 6. She’ll be ready for you at 7 for dinner, she says. You know she loves to cook — about as much as you love to write songs.”
He clinked his bottle against mine and drank it back. “Thanks I guess,” he said staring off across the street to nothing.
“Maybe it works, maybe it doesn’t,” I said, draining my own bottle. But if my wife doesn’t turn a guy’s crank, that guy ain’t got no crank left, am I right?”
He chuckled and pushed up from the steps. “She’s a hotty, you know I’ve always had one eye on her.”
“That so?” I said, but I grinned so hard I couldn’t get my mouth around the neck of the bottle.
__________
I might have assured Pauly that I was going to be up at the lake, and I might have assured Ashley too that she’d be alone with him to work her feminine charms, but in truth, I had too much riding on the experiment to ever leave it to chance. She’d never be her charming self, though, if she knew I was watching, and Pauly would never get his juices flowing if he knew I was around.
“Okay, well,” I stood at the front door with a duffle over one shoulder. The truck was already loaded up. “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do,” I said.
“You know me,” she shook her head. “I have trouble taking a chance on a one dollar lottery ticket.”
“True that,” I snorted. “See you tomorrow,” I said, and I let the screen door slam behind me. I drove away, but I circled around behind the ravine and wound my way through the neighbourhood on the other side of the woods behind our house and found a quiet enough spot I could park the truck and sleep in the back undisturbed later on.
I gave it til 7:30 to make sure Pauly was there and he and Ashley had settled in before I began creeping through the woods around the house. I also needed darkness to fall enough to ensure I remained hidden in the shadows.
I came upon the back of the house at the last row of trunks before our back yard. Lights were on inside — a good sign. I  moved through the trees far enough around to the side to see the tail end of Pauly’s car in the driveway. Perfect. I crept over the twigs and leaves and got close enough to the smaller side window of the living room to see in. We never bothered closing blinds — no neighbours were close enough to see in through the thick woods all around us. It was a very private, old, and small house.
I managed to duck and creep up to the side of the house under the window. We didn’t have a dining room, just a kitchen we enlarged with a counter and stools around it, and a living room lined with bookshelves and a big screen. I already knew they weren’t eating in the garden out the back of the house, and I could tell from behind the trees at the side of the house that they weren’t having dinner at the kitchen counter either, so that left eating off their laps on the couch in the living room, maybe with a show already on.
My wife made a quiche — and she made a very good one, too, from a recipe she inherited from her grandmother who lived in a farmhouse near Toulouse, France. The real thing, in other words.
I slowly elevated my eyes on my straightening knees and stopped where I peered over the edge of the frame of the small window on the side of the living room. From there, I could see the side of the couch a little from behind. The screen was on some show. Their plates were on the ottoman, mostly eaten. Pauly was on one side of the couch, slouched, hands on thighs with his elbows relaxed and hanging out, his head relaxed back into the pillowy overstuffed antique couch. My wife Ashley was on the couch with him — her body facing him with her legs folded under her, and her arm along the top of the couch nearly behind and over top of his head. Her face was twisted to the screen they both watched.
He was in a good button-up shirt and his best jeans. My wife was in a white layered lace dress with a wide white ribbon tied in a bow at her hip. She’d done her hair curly and pulled around one side to cascade down the front of her chest as far as the ribbon around her waist. She’d also gone all out on her makeup. “It’s like a date,” she said to me, leaning over the counter in her white lace thong panties and matching balconette bra. “You like?” she asked me, pursing her lips to smooth her natural red lipstick. I could only nod, speechless. I was right when I told Pauly, if she didn’t turn a man’s crank, he didn’t have one.
I ducked when my wife suddenly spun to face Pauly beside her, tittering at the show. She buried her face in his neck as though something happened that made her bashful. She also left her hand where it slid over behind him so that her fingers could curl into the hair on the back of his head. She straightened up and seemed to ask him something with her face close to the side of his face. Whatever it was, it was funny enough to make them both laugh, and she ducked her head down so her hair fell over his chest and stomach. Pauly remained stiff, though he also seemed to be loosening up in his face. I hadn’t seen him smile that lightly in more than a year.
Ashley seized his hand at the wrist and spun around to land on the couch against him facing the screen with her knees up and her toes curled around the edge of the ottoman. She tugged his hand around her far shoulder and leaned herself sideways against him so that her head nestled into his shoulder and chest. I couldn’t hear, but I could read her lips. It was darker out and there was less chance of me being spotted outside the window. I pushed up further and got closer to the glass.
“Is that okay?” she seemed to ask him as she patted his hand down over her shoulder. She turned her face around to look up at him as she asked him. Her dark blue eyes, I already knew, was something Pauly said “killed” him. He nodded and said something to her and she strained up from beneath his face to press a light kiss on his jaw before settling back down against him and smiling to herself. She absently reached up to his hand and played with his individual fingers, stroking them as they both focused again on the show.
I could see Pauly glancing down over her head and taking in her body slouched out below him. She stretched her legs out over the ottoman and the bottom of her dress hiked up her thighs. She pretended to not notice, but I knew my wife better than that. She knew exactly what she was doing. They looked like a very comfortable couple on a date at home. Just when I was admiring how good they looked together, my wife turned her face away from me and took one of his fingers into her mouth. She closed her lips around it above the second knuckle and slowly withdrew it.
Pauly’s eyes bulged and Ashley turned to him and snickered, scrunching herself down between her shoulders. She asked him something with eyes big and innocent and her mouth serious. But she was looking at his mouth more than his eyes. She turned her face away from his again and this time sucked his finger between her lips all the way to it’s base. She pushed over it, stretching her neck up, and pulled down to the tip a few times before pulling off again and smiling at him.
I still don’t know who made the move first, but with my wife smiling devilishly up at him and Pauly looking sceptically down at her, their faces already too close, they both shut their eyes and they both stretched their necks. When their lips met, my wife reached with her other hand to his chest with the back of her fingers and Pauly at first tentatively but then confidently wrapped his free hand around her waist. And there they necked for the next several minutes.
What I thought I’d see was my wife and friend linger over their meal at the counter, enjoying each other’s company and conversation. Maybe, I thought, they might take it to the couch and watch a show. I was prepared for the image of my wife giving him a Euro-style kiss on the cheek when it was time for him to go. She might in the meantime slap his thigh, punch his shoulder, even tap her finger on his nose, all part of being flirty with him to arouse his instincts.
I was not prepared for watching my wife and friend locked in a full-on mouth-to-mouth kiss. I was even less prepared for watching my friend’s hand move around my wife’s waist and up her ribs high enough that his thumb pressed into the underside of her breast. Nor was I prepared for the back of my wife’s hand dropping down his chest, over his stomach, and landing as though randomly in his lap. Just when I frowned at the sight of it there, wondering if she knew where the back of her hand actually was, she rolled it over and scrunched it on the obvious lump between his legs. When she did that, Pauly slid his hand over her breast. They were both definitely crossing the line.
I sank down and turned to lean against the wall in a squat under the window. I exhaled like someone trying to evacuate every trace of smoke from his lungs. “That fucking Pauly,” I whispered to myself. “And that fucking Ashley!” I narrowed my eyes. It wasn’t like I could bang the window or storm through the front door, though. I was supposed to be gone all night. The breach of trust would be unforgivable on both sides. Pauly was fragile enough that getting caught feeling up my wife might be just enough to make his shell act permanent. And Ashley would feel utterly betrayed, like I roped her into doing me this favour, and then entrapped her with it. No, there was nothing I could do, not that night, anyway. I had to let happen what was going to happen, and reserve judgement, or at least keep my reaction to it in check for another day.
I turned against the wall and raised myself up again. When my eyes crested the cracked white paint of the old window sill, I could see my wife, now sitting on Pauly’s lap, facing him, her dress up around her hips, her hands around the back of his head, her shoulders high and her head dipped low. They were kissing again. Pauly’s hands slid from her shoulders, down her back, and over the bunched up skirt of her dress to clasp at her ass that was exposed to him in her white lace thongs.
If that level of touching was grossly over the line, my wife neither told him or stopped him. Instead, she seemed to squirm on him in response, she seemed to like it, and I could see her mouth pull into a wide smile even as their lips still pressed together in an all-consuming kiss. She sat back from him and held his shoulders at the ends of her outstretched arms. He held her waist similarly and they talked again. I shut my eyes and exhaled with relief. It was, no doubt, I thought, a conversation about how that was fun, how did he like it, do they think they should stop now, the obvious answer being a resounding yes, and thank you for the fun night, take care, drive safely, and the rest of it.
But that was not what they said, evidently. When Pauly’s hands moved around behind her back, my wife only leaned a bit forward to accommodate him. His fingers found the little snaps and he popped them open one at a time down the length of her long, lithe back. The front of her dress slackened and she curled her shoulders forward to allow the sleeves to fall down her arms. She grinned like a gremlin as she held one and then the other to withdraw her arms and let her dress crumple around her waist. She leaned into him and resumed their long, slow kissing, now topless but for her lace bra.
She did look good, there was no denying that. When Pauly moved his hand around her body and over her breast, I could feel it in my own body, before my reaction kicked in and I reminded myself, a man, my friend, was feeling up my wife, and she was writhing in his lap as he did so. I held the edge of the window sill and lowered my chin to it. The glass was cold to the touch of the tip of my nose and my breath fogged a part of the bottom of the window.
If the idea was to inspire my friend back into the joys and delights of the female body, Ashley was doing a good job of it. I guess I shouldn’t have been too surprised. Of course, I thought, if he passed his first baby steps, a little bit of physicality was the obvious next stage. I just thought that maybe it would have taken him longer to trust like that again, and that also it would be with a different girl, his own date, for example.
Ashley pushed with exaggerated burden into the back of the couch above his head and with obvious reluctance, she dropped her feet and came to stand between his legs outstretched over the ottoman behind her. Again I inhaled and puffed my cheeks, glad to see she was finally calling it a night. I dropped my forehead down on my arm that laid along the window sill and reflected on how lucky I was things didn’t get carried away. I obviously didn’t consider all the possibilities. I shook my head at what an idiot I was and pulled back from the window, ready to make my way through the yard and around the trees and back to my truck. I still had time, probably, to make it to the campsite and actually get a nice night and morning in by the lake.
But before I turned, I glanced through the window. Pauly hadn’t moved and my wife remained between his legs. She was wiggling in her hips in a slow, seductive side-to-side dance. It was her dress she was pulling and pushing, until it slipped over her ass and floated down around her feet on the floor. She stepped out of it and tossed it over to the other side of the couch, and with her knees locked straight, she bent over at her waist, planted her hands on his thighs, and brought her grinning face back to his. When they kissed again, she bent her knees and moved down like molasses until she came to kneel on the floor against the couch between his knees.
She came away from his face to work her fingers down the front of his shirt, popping his buttons out one after the other, and when she got to the bottom, she tugged his shirt from its tuck and finished the last two. She peeled his shirt open and he pushed up and pressed his shoulders back to assist her as she pulled it down his arms and off. She tossed it over her dress at the side of the couch and pushed her face into his chest, then his stomach, and then lower, kissing all the way.
I nearly rapped the window with my knuckle and I nearly yelled through the glass, “Hey! What the fuck!” But how would I explain my being out there, watching like some perverted freak?
My wife, in only her panties and bra, grinned at my friend who sneered in that way of his back at her. He didn’t seem like he missed a beat in all that time since he married that awful woman of his. And my wife? She didn’t seem at all reticent. She looked, in fact, positively enthusiastic. She tugged at his belt and they laughed and exchanged more words. Pauly played in her hair with his hands and my wife focused her gaze on her hands as they worked his belt open, and then his jeans.
They laughed again and my wife stood up to pull the bottoms of his jeans with her, lifting his legs up from the couch. When he lifted his hips and his jeans slipped down his legs, my wife stumbled backward and over the ottoman, doing a reverse summersault and taking Pauly’s jeans with her. She landed on the floor on her back laughing too hard to get up. Pauly’s underwear had come off with his jeans.
He didn’t seem to care about being completely naked with another man’s wife, though. He came up around the ottoman to lend his hand to my wife and help her up, but instead, she pulled harder than he was expecting, and he tumbled down over top of her, both of them laughing too hard for sound. She rolled on her side and reached between his legs when he rolled off her and laid on his back beside her.
She opened her mouth in a wide smile against his mouth as she wrapped her fingers around his cock. He was fully erect for her. She murmured more words to him and kissed his chin and then his chest. When she got onto her hands and knees, he slapped her ass, and when she lowered her mouth to his cock that she held firmly in her hand, he tugged at the tiny waist of her panties. She raised herself on her straightened legs and wriggled to help him work them down and off her feet.
I gaped and my heart stopped. I yanked the hair on the back of my head and I grimaced like a man stretched on the rack. I pushed away from the window and paced in tight, fast circles over the grass and twigs and dirt. “What the fuck, what the fuck, what they fuck . . . “ I muttered out loud. I went back to the window but kept a safer distance as though what was going on behind it was potentially explosive or radioactive.
My wife had knelt with spread knees over the face of my friend, and she had lowered her mouth to blow lightly on the head of his cock she held in her hand. Pauly ran his hands over her back and her bare ass and pulled. She lowered her hips and brought her pussy to his mouth at the same moment she kissed once and again the tip of his cock, before shutting her eyes and pressing her mouth down over the head, over the ridge, and down the shaft. When she pulled up again, he glistened with her saliva. He brought his mouth and tongue to her pussy and she shot her head back, clenched her eyes to the ceiling of our little living room, and squeezed his cock with her trembling hand. This time, I could hear: she gasped in a high-pitched and lengthy cry. She wasn’t pretending anymore and it wasn’t just flirting, either.
She fell onto him with a passion that shocked me. She went down on him with enthusiasm, with her cheeks sucking in and her lips tight around his shaft. She pumped him into her mouth. Her whole body writhed and contorted over his. And when her hips curled and lifted, I could see her puyssy lips glisten, and his face, too, wet from her.
She turned around over top of him and before I could scream, before I could bang the window, before I could do anything, so paralyzed was I by the scene unfolding before me, she spread her knees over his hips, she lowered her head down below her shoulders, and she kissed him again. His hands played with her hanging breasts, and her hand reached between their abdomens. I could see, from behind, her fingers wrap around his cock.
She lowered her hips and her pussy lips pressed down over the head of his cock and she let go. Again they talked and laughed and kissed, and my wife straightened her arms with her hands pressed into his shoulders. She rolled her head back so her long, curled hair fell down to her ass, and her body sank on his until his cock disappeared between her thighs.
She rode him like that until he pushed her back, squealing and laughing, to mount her with her ankles over his shoulders. He pounded her so hard I could hear her scream. She pushed him back and sucked him again, unable to stop grinning, before she mounted him again, backward, hooking her heels under his thighs and gripping his ankles with her hands. He played with her pussy and clitoris and anus, she was so spread for him, wagging her ass up and down and side to side in his lap. What had I done? I couldn’t breathe.
My friend fucked my wife bent over the ottoman like a dog. She dragged him to the kitchen to eat nibbles and then sat on the edge of the counter and spread her legs to let him fuck her there, before she laid back over the counter and he pummelled her so hard she had to grip the edge of the counter. They ambled back to the couch hand in hand where she sat him down and rode him softly and slowly. When he needed to, he rolled her onto her elbows and knees and he hauled her ass up in front of where he knelt behind her, and while they both faced me, he pounded her hard from behind.
I could see her whitening fingers tearing into the arm of the couch. And when she came, I could see her contorted expression facing me square on at the window, her face stretched up toward me, her mouth wide open, her eyes clenched closed, followed by that little cliff-edge pause, and then the eventual sigh, the smiles, and the giggles.
When she pulled away from him and untangled her legs from his, she rolled on her back and he eased himself off of her. She cupped her hands around her pussy and pushed up to dash off to the bathroom. I could see Pauly’s cum run through her fingers and down her thighs.
__________
“We felt we should both tell you,” she said full of remorse and shame.
We crowded around the small table in the back garden.
“I’m sorry,” Pauly said.
“Wait!” I held up my hand in a stop sign. I tugged at the wire-ring school notebook trapped under Pauly’s elbow. “What’s that?”
“Just some shit I was working out — woke up early.”
My wife looked down and away. I knew he slept over, but that also wasn’t confessed yet.
I tugged again and he relented. “Just some shit” is the usual way he referred to what often turned out to be great songs. I turned it over and studied the first sheet. I turned it and looked back. There were ten or more sheets filled with the stuff. He had written more in the last 12 hours than he did in the last 12 months.
“So,” Ashley pursed her lips and shot her eyes hard to their sides.
I studied sheet after sheet. It was like discovering gold. “Nope,” I said, “don’t want to hear about it.”
“But . . . “ she tried again, but I cut her off.
“ . . . What happened last night stays in last night.”
“But Lee,” Pauly said with horror in his eyes and fear on his face. “We . . . “
“No!” I said. What could I have said? Tell me? And then he’d be wracked with guilt on top of his fear of women, and his pen would be drier yet. And my wife — she’d be remorseful beyond saving and probably expect me to divorce her. How would my friend running from me and my wife leaving me solve anything? Besides, once they confessed, I’d be compelled to confess too, and how would her learning I’d been spying on her and him learning I’d been watching him lead to any better an outcome? She could rightfully claim to have been entrapped and the trust between us would be destroyed doubly-so. And Pauly? What would he make of me, watching but not stopping things from outside the window? We’d never be able to work together again.
“No!” I said to him again, and I said it a third time to Ashley. I couldn’t tell them that I had a secret at least as destructive to the marriage and the friendship as they harboured. “This was about making Pauly write music again,” I said, and I held up the notebook and waved it over our heads. “We have music again!” I shouted. “Come on,” I said to him and I dashed inside and down the creaking narrow steps to the basement studio. “We have work to do!”
They must have stayed in the garden a moment to talk things over because it was at least 10 minutes later before Pauly came down. Whatever they talked about, it evidently included a decision to keep quiet about what happened, which was fine by me. He slipped on the headphones and we got to work. A few hours later, Ashley came down with a great salad. I caught her flash her wide eyes at him and give him the slightest of shrugs.
The following Friday, I said to her, “You know what? Camping myself at Springer Lake — I really liked it. It was like meditation. Might go again, if that’s alright with you.”
“Oh,” she said. “Because I was wondering if maybe Pauly should come over again, you know . . . to sort of carry on with the program?”
She stared in my eyes and lowered her face a degree or two. She wore a closed lip smile and held her hands behind her back. Her hair was done again, and her makeup. She was wearing the same white dress and she twisted on her hips a little back and forth waiting for my reply.
In those few seconds we held each other’s gaze, I knew: she saw me at the window. I swallowed and clenched my jaw. “That’s good, yeah,” I said. “Good idea.” The stuff he wrote the previous weekend, the stuff we worked up in the studio? It was, I think, some of the best stuff we ever made.
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