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I knew my wife Bonny would get off on meeting Casper, the name my friend from back at art college insists on using now to avoid being overheard or garnering unwanted attention at restaurants or airports or hotels. He and I are both actors the way a Toyota and a Lambo are both cars. And my wife has a big movie crush on him.
“I got a big surprise for you Bae,” I said when she came through the door hunched at the shoulders, kicking the door shut behind her wearing her her black miniskirt, black stockings, black platform heels, and black waist jacket. She was chief concierge at the ski resort hotel.
“No more surprises, please!” she dragged her shoulder blades along the condo hall wall skipping and stumbling as she tried to wrench her shoes off with a grimace and a defeated gasp.
I came to help her and took a knee. She gripped her crimson-painted fingernails in my hair and hung on with her knee lifted and her foot delicately lowered to my thigh. Her long legs still made me suck air through closed teeth, especially when she was in one of her miniskirts. I know it was my wife of nearly two years, but I still had heartbeat skips when I caught a glimpse of her panties.
“I hope you have something planned for dinner,” she exhaled. “Because all I want to do is lay on the couch with you all night watching shows.”
I eased one shoe off and tapped her thigh for the other leg.
“Oh my god you have no idea how incredibly good that feels.” She scrunched her fingers roughly into my scalp.
“Take a shower,” I said, “I did the laundry so your thick bathrobe is ready, and then go have a nap. We’ll see if you’re up for dinner out after that.”
“Oh, Bae, not tonight, I can’t.”
“The Blue Sky?”
She sighed. “I’m going to regret it, but yeah, no, too tired tonight.”
“Okay,” I said, standing up and setting her shoes on the shoe stand. “I guess I’ll just call Casper and cancel on him.”
She draped her hand around my shoulder and walked hip to hip with me to the bathroom “Who’s Casper, Bae?”
I leaned my face into her hair and I whispered the famous actors stage name. She knew about how some actors travel around on fake names and was used to me telling her the secrets.
She stopped and slapped my chest at this one. “Get out, you liar!”
“I swear to god,” I said. She knew I used to go to art school with the guy and that I worked with him in his thin years before he became one of the biggest draws on the planet.
“He’s in town for meetings with producers. He called me up. We thought a dinner out would be great. I told him my wife might like to meet him.”
“You are fucking with me Mr. Brent Johnson!” she glared at me, “And I already told you, I am not a lady to be fucked with today,” she said, but she also kept her skeptical sideways eyes on me, judging my expression and lingering on my words. She wasn’t sure.
“I fuck you not,” I scout’s honored her with my fingers up and I shrugged at her.
“Tonight? In town? The Blue Sky?
I nodded. “Table in the back, already reserved — high booth, because, well, he needs that everywhere he goes.”
She jumped at me and gripped my shirt like she was going to tear it off, and she planted such a hard kiss on my lips, I thought I was going to be sucked out of my own mouth inside out. “What time you wonderful freak!?” she yelled, skipping through to the bedroom ripping her clothes off.
“You have loads of time. 7:30. You can shower and nap and whatever.”
“Nap!? Are you fucking serious!?” she screamed naked from the bathroom door she was sliding past. I heard the shower go on and she squealed more in there, “Oh my fucking God!” I stood outside the bedroom shaking my head with a grin at what a great husband I am for her, hand-delivering a fantasy right into her lap. “I love you!” she screamed from inside the shower.
“So don’t call him and cancel?” I shouted at her through the door, teasing her.
"You can cancel yourself if you want!” she teased back. "I wouldn't mind that actually . . . " She was such a joker. 
But it got me thinking. Bonny never had those wild years of college away from home. She never took risks, she never let herself go, she never tried tings that might be a bit wrong. She envied me, she always said, and then she’d shrug and say it was too late now. But I always got the feeling from her that she wished maybe for another shot at that crazier part of life I had so many stories from, if only for a visit, if only for a taste. “Too old now,” she’d grin. But she wasn’t. Maybe a little wrong would be just about right for her.
I had another reason to form such nasty thoughts as were taking shape in my mind over a whisky staring out the condo kitchen window at the jagged white snow caps. Casper and me fucked around a lot — I mean, actors, art school, modeling shoots, late nights on the set, theatre backstages — there was nothing but young ladies wall to wall and plenty of opportunity. We didn’t stop fully when Bonny and I started dating, either. Obviously I know I should have, but when Casper and I got together, it was like a lot of things didn’t matter, at least for the duration of a night out together. I hate to admit that I even had a little fun with him after we got married that she doesn’t know about.
If Bonny had a little fun outside the bounds of marriage, it might help her take a little more risk in life in general, the way I know she wants to, and the way I know she missed. She’s too afraid of being seen or caught or interpreted some way — I think it was her parents who did this to her. I was in no position to be hurt or betrayed if she cheated on me in the way that I cheated — purely fun, nothing serious, only physical. I did as much as that more than once. If she got tempted to try it and then got away with it, and was able, like me, to have a personal and delicious secret to keep, it might convince her that taking a chance, getting caught, being seen to be something, was not the risk she thought it was. And it would make actually feel better, I thought, by evening the score a bit.
She’d never do anything on her own no matter what kind of opportunity I gave her. But what if, I couldn’t help thinking with whisky pouring through my grinning lips, it was someone she would be hard pressed to resist? Someone I could be sure who knew what he was doing? And someone I knew well enough to know that he would be sure to never make it out to be something more than fun? And would get lost besides, the very next day?
“Casper,” I said to him on the cold balcony, keeping an eye on the closed patio door and on the bedroom door inside.
“Really looking forward to meeting your girl, buddy,” he said.
“Your meetings go good today?”
“Can never tell. Don’t want to read too much into faces. It’s a lot of money.” He paused. “We’re still on for tonight?”
“Absolutely,” I said. He heard me hesitate.
“Buddy I can read you a mile away. Something is on your mind.”
He could read me, too. We could always read each other. “Just wondering what you have on your sched the next few days.”
“Why do you ask?”
“You got time for a break, maybe stick around for a bit?”
“Well as a matter of fact, I do. I don’t have anything coming up.”
“Well, look,” I said, “you’re in one of the best ski resort villages in the world, right? And my wife is concierge at the top hotel. There’d be no problem getting a good room on super short notice.”
“That is tempting,” I could hear him nodding and grinning. “It does feel like a bit of a party town.”
“Oh it is,” I assured him. “But I have to ask you something.”
“Why did I know there was something else?
“Seriously, bro. We still keeping track of who owes the other the favor?”
“Well if we are, I think last time you did me a big one, that night I got myself arrested, so . . . “
“Oh that’s right!” I laughed. “Okay, so now it’s you owing me I guess, that about right?”
“Well I know you’re not in jail, so what do you need?”
I began to describe my wife to him, nothing about her looks, but about how she never got to cut loose in life, how she doesn’t take risks to the point her career is kind of stalled, how she cuts herself short cause she’s afraid of being caught or being seen as a certain kind of person.
“What exactly are you getting at, buddy?”
I hesitated again and he knew, if it takes thinking to say it, it’s going to be something big.
“Buddy, you’re making me sit down here and brace myself before you spring this on me whatever it is.”
I hemmed and hawed and didn’t quite know how to put it, but I was also on borrowed time. My wife could be coming out of the bedroom any second and it would be hard to talk to him after that and it might become too late. On the other hand, I reasoned in my mind, this was Casper. There wasn’t anything you could tell him that would make him break face. Whatever I had for him, it was less than what he’s done any day of the week. I pursed my lips, I crunched my eyes, and I grimaced with clamped teeth. The bedroom door opened and I could see behind it my wife smiling as she stopped to put her robe on over her freshly washed body.
I spoke low with my hand cupping over the phone in the cold on the balcony. “I want you to fuck my wife.”
There was a long pause before he replied. “Uh, I’m trying to figure out what you actually said, because I think your phone broke up. It sounded like . . . “
I cut him off. “I want you to fuck my wife,” I repeated. “You heard it right.”
After another long pause, he spoke up. “You got to be kidding me, you got to be pulling my leg, man.”
“I mean it. She fucking adores you. And you won’t be around after, so it’s like, it’s perfect. I want her to have the experience of cheating on me.”
“Whoa, dude, that is serious shit not to be messed around with.”
“I’ve thought it out, I am aware of the risks. I want her to think she is cheating on me and I want her to think she can get away with it. I need her to stop being so scared of doing things she really wants to do and start taking steps toward things that she wants.”
“I’m not entirely comfortable with this idea, I have to say right off the top.”
“She would never cheat on me with anyone else. There is only one chance she would, and that’s with you.”
“Fuck man, this is so fucked. You got to be messing with me.”
“That’s the favor I am calling in.”
“You seriously want me to fuck your wife.”
“I’m going to get her to book a room for you in her hotel, and I’m somewhat sure she’ll go up there with you if you do your usual dumb-ass shit that you do on women that make them all want to fuck you.”
“You seriously, seriously want me to fuck your wife,” he just repeated.
“Here’s what I thought,” I said, waving at Bonny as she twirled and danced to music she put on, smiling and waving back at me with such huge excitement filling her face and eyes. She was giving me time on the balcony but I knew it wouldn’t be for long. “We get talking about acting school over dinner and then show her some things we used to do for practice, and what we do is pretend it’s a scene in which a guy is seducing a reluctant woman in a restaurant. We involve her.”
“How very Shakespearean of you. And the husband is right there?”
“I’m there, and we can tell her the challenge, remember how we used to set up nearly impossible challenges for ourselves? The challenge is, how would a scene play out where a guy seduces a wife right in front of her husband?”
“That’s not bad,” he could hear him nodding.
“And what’s going to happen to Bonny is . . . “
He cut me off. “. . . is the same thing that happened to all the ladies we did shit like that for. They can’t tell the difference  between acting and real, and they get swept up in it.”
“The magic of the movies.”
“That’s how we knew we were getting good at acting — when they forgot it was a scene.”
“So that will get her mind cooking up ways she can get with you.”
“You really want her to cheat with me?”
“Dude,” I said to him, turning to face out and down from the balcony. I spoke quieter in my cupped hand. “It would help with my own guilt, you hear what I’m saying?”
“Oh,” he laughed so loud I instinctively worried she could hear. “That’s what this is all about. You want her to cheat on you right back so you don’t have to feel so bad for what you did behind her back.”
“That’s definitely a part of it,” I said. “That’s why I want this.”
“Okay,” he said. “I can hear that. I can work with that.”
“You’ll do it?”
There was a long pause. “Fuck me,” he barked. “Yeah I’ll do it — that’s the rule of the favor isn’t it? No refusals.”
“You can refuse this one.”
“I’ll do it. But I have one request.”
“Which is?”
“You’re going to watch.”
“Why the fuck am I going to watch?”
“Because, dick-wad, I’ve done a wife before and the guy was bent out of shape by it because his imagination went fucking crazy. So this time, you’re going to watch and that way, you won’t be going crazy imagining it.”
“Is that even allowed?”
He laughed hard. “Buddy, you wouldn’t believe how many of these guys out there pay for it so they can watch.”
“But the idea is that she’s cheating on me.”
“I’m not saying you’re sitting in a chair at the side of the bed taking fucking notes. You’re going to be in the closet or hiding somewhere, I don’t know, we’ll have to see what kind of room she gives me.”
“How will I get in there?”
I could hear his eyes rolling. “This is really actually new to you isn’t it, this kind of fucked up shit.”
“Just tell me what to do.”
“Okay,” he said. “At dinner, we’ll do our thing. Then before we’re done, you’ll have some reason you absolutely must go. Think up something now. I will already have given you my door card. You go up, you find a place to hide, and you wait. Put your phone on silent and turn off the buzzer for fuck sakes. I’ll text you with the progress. Maybe I’ll take her out to the club, we’ll see. But before you go, you make sure she knows you aren’t going to be back till well into the morning hours.”
“I have no problem doing that, I get calls for night shoots all the time, doubles work, whatever. I could make it all night if needed.”
“Make it many hours and also make it uncertain, and then you and I will text and make it up as we go.”
“Thanks, Casper.”
“Don’t thank me until you’re done searing the image of your beautiful wife riding me to an orgasm into your mind. She is beautiful I presume?”
“You’ll see,” I said. I realized it was the last chance to change my mind on it. It was like nothing to him. But that was my wife I was setting up with him, hoping he’d fuck her. Hoping she would fuck him back, too.
“You sure about this buddy?” he gave me one last out.
I hesitated, but I said it: “Let’s do this thing.”
“Let’s do this thing,” he nodded — I could tell even over the phone.
My wife got ready for the dinner with Casper like she was getting ready for a date. I admired her in the bathroom doing her make up and she stopped and grinned sheepishly with the eye shadow in her hand and sagged on her hips to say, “What?”
“Just watching you make yourself sexy as fuck for my friend,” I said, teasingly.
“Stop it,” she nearly whispered. “I just like to look nice.” She had on scallop lace hip panties and matching white bra that rode low and pushed her breasts up. “What do you think,” she asked lightly, bringing her face close to mine and turning it up slightly to he light with her eyes lightly fluttering closed.
“I don’t know, bend down a little bit.” She did. “Just checking in the light, can you go further down?”
She huffed and flared her eyes. “How far?”
“Little further.”
She grabbed my thighs to steady herself and slipped onto her knees. “How’s this?” she said. She looked up and I cradled her California blonde hair in my hands and jutted my hips out gently till my pants touched her chin. “About perfect I’d have to say.”
She tsk’d and slapped my pelvis and pulled herself up. “I was being serious,” she said, and she pushed me out of her way with disgust.
“I’m sorry, Bae, you look extraordinarily hot. You know that.”
“I don’t know it,” she said with desperation going into her closet. “This is a big night for me.”
“It’s just Casper,” I shrugged.
She leaned out her closet door completely changed again. Her eyes were wide  and her grin was deep. “Oh my god, I can’t believe it! Just us with him?”
I couldn’t wait to leave her absolutely alone with him later. “Yep,” I grinned my own devilish grin.
She stepped out of the closet a while later looking hotter than I’d ever known her. She had on stiletto heel suede black boots that reached up past her knees. Above that she wore a black miniskirt almost entirely hidden by a big, bulky turtleneck sweater that cinched to a band around her hips. Over that she wore an open aviator jacket without her arms in the sleeves. The sweater covered her hands leaving only her nude-sand matte painted fingernails visible. She just stood there in front of me waiting for me to say she looked good, not knowing that I was choked up she looked too good. I again hesitated in my mind and inside, I screamed, “What the fuck am I about to do!?”
“That looks pretty good,” I nodded at her.
“Just pretty good,” she spun around with dejection.
But I darted up and took her arm in my hand. “Bae, I’m just trying to control myself. You look unbelievable.”
She blushed. “Do you really think so?”
I didn’t know how to tell her that her looks were clouding my mind, especially given what I was delivering her into. “I can’t describe it, you’re so incredible.”
“I love you,” she barely said, and she carefully leaned the art that was her face sideways against my chest.
“I love that you’re stepping up tonight,” I said.
“What do you mean?” she replied, still with her face on my chest and her arms gently around my back.
“You’re doing what you want to do. You want to get all dressed up for a famous actor and I love that.”
She stepped back from me. “I am not! I’m just dressing up for you!”
“It’s fine, Bae,” I smiled at her. “I love that you want to take chances going out dressed like that.”
“But you’re going to be with me, so I’m not taking chances.”
“I think you should take risks.”
“I know you keep saying that, and I know you’re right.”
“I want you to do things that are only for you.”
“You know I have trouble doing that.”
“If you don’t take chances, how will you ever know that it’s safe?”
“I know, I know,” she bit her lip.
“You have to try things just when they seem like you really shouldn’t. Just take a chance once, and see how it goes.”
“I should, shouldn’t I.”
“You should, I want you to. If a chance comes up, I want you to promise me that you’ll do it, that you’ll do the opposite of what you’d always do.”
“What do you mean?”
“Just, tonight, for example. Let’s start tonight. If some opportunity comes up, do what you would not do this time.”
“But it might be wrong.”
“Do you know how many people do the thing they want to do even if it’s wrong, and they don’t get caught, and everyone is fine.”
“I know. Everybody, but me.”
“It’s always been everyone but you, but starting tonight, promise me.”
“I never did anything wrong in my life.”
“Promise me.”
“Okay, I promise,” she stepped back. She inhaled sharply and grinned from her crooked mouth. “I won’t get caught?”
“You won’t get caught.”
“What if it’s something really bad?”
“All the better — you need the practice.”
“What if it’s something you won’t like?”
“You do what you want to do and don’t even worry about me or what I think. Bae, I have to level with you, I do things sometimes without thinking of you. I tell you I’m working but I’m playing poker all night, or I tell you I’m in traffic, but I’m actually chatting with a girl that you’d get jealous about.”
She inhaled sharply and widened her eyes and squeezed her fingers together on my sides pinching me. “You don’t!”
“Bae,” I shook my head. “Before we got together, I did lots of things I haven’t even hinted at.”
“I know you did!” she seethed.
I didn’t mention that in some ways I kept doing a few things even after we got together, even after we were married.
“You have to become more about doing what Bonny wants and less about what other people want you to do or think of you or judge you to be.”
“You’re a good husband,” she leaned her face into my chest again. “You should be careful though.”
“Why’s that,” I rocked her in my arms draped around her back.
“I might do things you never thought I would.”
“Like what?”
She raised her face up to mine and kissed my lower lip. “If I told you,” she kissed me again with a big grin, “then I wouldn’t be getting away with it, now would I.”
“Now you’re sounding like me.”
“Maybe I should have a few secrets I keep from you the way you have secrets from me.” She squealed and grinned broadly at the idea of it.
“And if I don’t know about it . . . “
She finished my sentence. “. . . oh, I’ll make sure you won’t.”
I quickly changed the plan and stopped her at the door on our way out. What if I couldn’t convince her to stay? I needed to make sure before we left I could get her alone with him. I knew Casper would fly with it — he was a master of improv.
“Okay, so, you know how I said you’re going to be okay?”
She turned to me in the hallway outside our door, alarmed.
“You saw me on the phone on the balcony, right?” She frowned and shrugged.
“That was a late call, a job I was trying to get out of. But I wasn’t able to. I didn’t want to mess up the plan for tonight, so I didn’t tell you, but I’m going to drive you to the Blue Sky and drop you off. Casper will already be inside.”
“What?”
“You have to go, you can’t back out now.”
“Alone?”
“Yep,” I grinned. “You’re going to be fine. I’m going to drop you at the door.”
“I can’t!”
“You will. This is the first night of the new you, remember?”
“Oh my god!” she silently screamed as I urged her down the hallway.
“You’ll be fine. But this job, it’s going to be at least until 2 in the morning, maybe later, I’ll text you when I know.”
“Bae, you can’t leave me alone with Casper all night!”
“Well we can’t leave him there alone either!”
“You knew all along!” she spun around and accused me with incredibly cute squinting eyes.
“There’s another thing,” I said.
“What now?”
“We’re stopping at your hotel. He needs a room — book him in,” I said, and I sent her a text with his credit card number. “There’s a room for him, right?”
“For him? Of course there is, a celebrity like that? We always have a room.”
“Get him a room, but use my name,” I said. “He’s never able to book under his own name. Then I’ll take you to the restaurant, you have a good time with the guy, and don’t worry, just do what other people always do, whatever comes to mind, that’s you want to do.”
“Oh my god. Are you sure?” She got on the elevator.
“I mean it. I want you to do whatever and I don’t even want to know about it.”
“I don’t even have to tell you?” She looked up at me through big doe eyes.
“I won’t let you tell me. You get to have a secret now too.”
“What time is your job till did you say?”
“Same one as that other one, 2 AM minimum, maybe later depending on how it goes.”
“Are you sure?” she asked in such a quiet and obsequious voice, I really did rethink the whole plan in that second.
But it was too late to back out now. “You’re not allowed to tell me anything about your night from the time you get out of the car, till the time I see you again in the morning.”
She stared out the side window of the car a long time before replying. “No consequences?”
“No blame, no fault, no consequences.”
“I get to try something I would never do?”
“Anything?”
“Anything?” she checked with a grin, exaggerating her voice.
But I turned to her and made sure she knew I meant business. I said, straight  and firmly, “Anything.”
She stared back at me a few moments and her eyes squinted slightly like she was making her final judgement.
“Okay,” she smiled nervously. “The new Bonny is coming out tonight. You better be ready for her!”
I grinned broadly across at her. “One rule.”
“Here it is,” she rolled her head over. “What is it.”
“Have fun.”
She snickered. “I just might. But you’ll never know!”
We both grinned at each other out the sides of our eyes, each for slightly different reasons. We did the business at the hotel and she came back to the car with the keys.
“Two of them?” I asked.
“Oh god, he doesn’t have company, does he?”
I snickered myself. He probably does, but I wasn’t going to say. “No, but he loses keys all the time, he needs two.” That was the back up plan if they didn’t let me have one at the desk. The room was in my name, but you never know.
She ran back in, came back out, and I took her to the restaurant. After one last nervous grin leaning through the open door at me, and one last encouragement from me, she turned and strode with I thought magnificent and a little surprising confidence - without looking back, as well. I stayed long enough to see through the windows when she noticed him, and when he waved her over, and when he stood up to kiss her cheek as she sat at his table, and I marveled. It looked like a hot date. I had texted him earlier to say I was cutting out earlier than planned. I wanted her whole night to be just about him.
It entranced me so much, the way she was so instantly focused on him, smiling at him, laughing at everything he said, that I decided to slip my car in between others cars across the street where I could watch her in the window, carrying on without me.
Casper got up to go to the bathroom and while he was away, I got two texts, one from him, and one from Bonny.
He wrote, “Dude, wtf. Your wife is a total hotty, you never told me.”
My wife wrote, “I really like him — he’s a lot more real than I thought he would be!”
To him I wrote, “Don’t let me down, brother.”
To her, I wrote, “Message not delivered, recipient did not receive.”
She wrote back, “lol. Okay, I get it. I’m all alone tonight, no you. Are you sure I am supposed to do whatever I want to do?”
He wrote back just then, “Won’t be an issue for me. One last chance, though. Yes or no?”
I stared at my phone a while. I had an inkling I might be setting in motion things I won’t like. But then, I had similar reservations when I went with that girl even after I was married to Bonny. If I did it, I wasn’t in a position to deny her doing it too. I wrote them back both the same one worded message: “Yes.”
He texted me a little later. “We’re going to go over to the club in a bit,” he said.
I got in before them, and found a hidden spot in the gallery seats above. I wanted my wife to enjoy herself, and if she really felt like it, to have a thrill with a celebrity she admired. What I saw coming into the club was a woman losing it. They were hand in hand, the first time I’d ever seen my wife holding someone else’s hand that wasn’t her family. I also saw something I wasn’t prepared for. She lifted herself on her toes and leaned in close enough to kiss him briefly on the lips before spinning away and heading for a visit to the washrooms. She even turned over her shoulder at the last second and grinned and waved with a single finger at him. Holy fuck that chick is hot, I thought, before I had to remind myself that that chick was my wife.
“Shit’s going down, you watching this?” Casper wrote me.
“On it,” I wrote back.
When she came out, she dragged him onto the dance floor. Luckily, no one recognized him. He usually got no more than 15 or 20 minutes before he’d have to leave because of it. They got up to 30 minutes before people started recognizing who it was. But in those 30 minutes, my wife danced tight against him, even turning around and dancing her ass against his hip. She was laughing and covering her mouth with her hands and whispering things in his ear as much as he was whispering in her ear. When people circled around the tight dancing couple, I realized he’d be splitting back to his hotel soon with my wife, and I sped out of there to make sure I got in the room ahead of them.
It wasn’t just a room she booked for him, it was a suite. A large wood peaked roof with massive beams soared over a sitting room with large luxurious brown leather couches and seats, with huge windows looking out over the mountain slopes, and to the side, a majestic bedroom with a massive stand-alone bathtub. On the patio outside was it’s own private hot-tub.
I slipped inside a big closet that faced the couch and could see directly into the bedroom area as well. I even had time to grab spare pillows and a blanket and water in case it was going to be a long night. The fact that Bonny might come up with him was not the deal-closer it would appear. As the concierge and the person who booked his room, she’d be likely to at least show him his way there. They might even enjoy a drink behind closed doors — that would be perfectly natural for settling in a friend of her husband’s. There was a line, though, and that is what I’d be most looking for — to see if she could cross it.
They came in and shut the door and I eased the closet door shut on myself. I was able to see through the double door gap.
“Nice enough for you?” my wife’s sweet voice sounded out in the gorgeous dark-wood lined room.
“Everything is perfect about this night,” Casper said.
I expected to bide my time, to wait for the moment, to stare unblinkingly through the gap for the first sign that she was succumbing to his charm. But instead, I heard no voices and saw nothing more until they came into view in front of me already kissing madly. I audibly gasped I was so shocked at the speed of it, and I covered my mouth with my hand and popped open my eyes.
Casper didn’t know where I was. He backed her up, and when her back came to the very closet doors I was cowering behind, she chuckled lightly and let him push more. He took her wrists in his hands and pinned them above her head against the doors. Even some of her loose hairs came through the gap.
I heard my wife heave and I could see but inches from my nose her spine curve and her ass move in and out from against the doors. He was grinding my wife right in front of me! She alternately laughed nervously and moaned deeply. She didn’t struggle to pull her arms down from where he pinned them above her, even when he held both wrists in one hand.
I staggered backward in the closet shocked and stressed that all she had to do, or even him, was open my door and the whole weird thing would be busted. He pushed her jacket off her shoulders and it fell behind her feet on the floor against the closet doors. With his free hand, even while they continued kissing hard and deeply, he began to work her long sweater up her hips and waist.
I was filled with horror and changed my mind. I was on the verge of crying out from deep in the empty closet, “No!” but I knew it was too late. It would be obvious to her I had set it up. She’d never forgive me, and nor would I, frankly.
She panted as he lifted her sweater and her waist twisted like she was hung and twirling in the wind from her wrists. I could even see his fingernails where he dragged them tickling up her exposed sides. He lifted the sweater higher and she cooed and murmured and lowered her arms.
I thought I was being given a breather, perhaps even a reprieve from my horrendous plan. He copped a feel under her sweater, they kissed, and now she was ready to say good night and go home.
But that’s not what happened. My good wife stepped her still tall boot legs apart widely and she wrapped her arms down across her body in a power stance like she was in a video. She pulled up and laughed when she exposed herself to him. She leaned back against the door and lifted her knee. “Boots” she simply said, and her fingers fit through and gripped the edge of the door right in front of me. I could have leaned over and kissed her pink painted fingernail.
He turned around in the manner of a horse shoer and pulled one boot off before she laughed and brought her other knee up and fed his hands from behind with her other boot. Freed of her boots she continued to lean against the gap in the closet doors and I saw her reach to her side with both hands. I was about to collapse. She was tugging the zipper at her hip.
She stopped and said, “Don’t leave a girl all alone, now.” It was the most sultry I’ve ever heard her. It was also the kind of thing I could never have imagined her saying. There was nothing about her that was normal.
Casper wasted no time undoing his shirt and tossing it aside, nor in kicking off his shoes, or even in tearing down his pants. My wife snickered and coyly drew the zipper from her hip down, slowly. She let her skirt fall the rest of the way and continued rocking her body against the gap in the door, now only in that bra and panties I saw her dressing in earlier. Casper came up to her in only his boxers and I saw his hands wrap around my own sweet wife’s waist, and I saw him draw her away with another long kiss, in the direction of the luxurious bed.
I wanted it to stop but there was no way to do it. I wanted to not see anymore, but it was too late.
She laughed again and she pushed him down onto his back on the bed and then turned around and walked toward the closet. I panicked and hid myself behind my arms as though that would do something. She only stood in front of me and pulled on her boots again. “I’ve never worn boots to bed  my whole life,” she tittered. She came back and stood at the foot of the bed where Casper had stretched himself out comfortably, his arm bent under his head on the pillow.
She smiled at him and nearly kissed her own shoulder as she slipped her thumbs under the waist of her panties and she pursed her lips as she bent over pulling them down over her boots, and off. She tossed them playfully over her shoulder and they slid on the floor and landed against the doors of the closet inside which I had ceased to breathe.
She knelt on the foot of the bed and she pushed her hand through her hair throwing it over her back. I was prepared for the worst when she went down on her hands and knees and crawled like a hungry cat over his body. But she didn’t stop at his cock. She didn’t stop at his mouth. She kept going until she was crawling up the massive headboard behind him, until her knees were outside his shoulders. She arched her back and curled her tailbone out and pulled her hair aside to look down at him between her legs where he smiled under her abdomen.
“Is this okay?” she asked him. He only wrapped his hands around her ass and pulled her down on his face. I was able to see it all: the writhing, the shaking, and the head rolling back with the expression on her face of utter and complete bliss. It was the sounds that she made though that mesmerized me. She emitted such high, inhaled gasps, it sounded like she had ceased to breathe.
I’d licked her of course, many times. But this went decidedly differently. With me, I never finished her. She said she couldn’t come from that anyway, it wasn’t me, silly. But it took less than a few minutes for her to start bucking uncontrollably over Casper’s face. She groaned like something possessed her and she reached between her legs and clamped her long delicate fingers into his hair and yanked on him desperately. When she came, it was like a different woman. She yelled. She had always been so controlled and proper with me, so delicate. With Casper, she was the picture of abandoned. She had gone feral.
She dropped down and laughed and squealed with delight. I had never known my wife to be playful in bed that much, to be having so much fun. We had good sex, but she didn’t tease and laugh and bite and lick and say things like that. She crouched between his legs and pretended to be about to engulf his cock in her pretty mouth but then laughed when he gasped.
Finally, when she gave in and swallowed him whole, she swirled herself on him madly. It was like nothing I had known with her. I didn’t know my wife was like this in bed.
She stopped short of draining him and they talked and laughed and murmured together and then she squealed and told him she wanted to try something she read about. Of course he was all right with that. Facing me, she twirled around and straddled his hips backward. Gripping his ankles she bounded her ass up and down at him and laughed in shrieks. Just as I got the nerve to put my eye to the gap again, she lowered her hips and sank her pussy down the entire length of his cock. She came back up and I could see his shaft now shining wet with her glisten. And just like that, my wife was fucking my friend.
I sank to the floor unable to comprehend what I was seeing and further confused about how I had been the creator of the moment. She seemed to love fucking him like that, her hair reaching down her back, his hands free to roam over her body.
He pushed up though and, still inside her, she merely went further down on her elbows while he came to kneel behind her proffered ass. Her face skidded on the bed when he mounted her and he thrust himself hard against her.
He pulled out and they both hopped up as though they both knew what they needed: drinks. Together naked, after she pulled off the boots again, they went hand in hand to the kitchen to find what they could. He picked her up and set her on the counter while she peeled a tangerine for them. She laughed and fed him and then wrapped her legs around his waist. He entered her again like that. She laid back across the kitchen counter letting him fuck her so freely and wildly. And it was on the counter where she had her second orgasm — from intercourse, something she said was probably not possible for her, like most women. But it turned out it was.
She lead him to the leather chair and made him sit down so she could nestle her knees between his hips and the arms of the chair, and she reached around behind her back and gripped his cock and lowered herself onto him there. She bounced in his lap hard and fast, screaming and lifting her face to the high arched ceiling. She seemed to love screwing him in every spot of the suite and on every piece of furniture.
When he took her to the bed again and laid her down and climbed over her, she lifted her hips to his greedily until he put it back in and they rolled and kissed and moved slower and deeper on each other until she came again, a third time. This time, the stimulation was Casper ejaculating into her. I was unable to understand anything anymore.
After they napped, they filled the tub and, laughing and kissing, they shared the bath. I used the opportunity to come out of the closet and slip out the door. I had seen more than enough.
She texted around 2 AM. “Going home,” she said. “How’s work?”
I stared at my phone a long time before I replied. “Working till 10 AM.” Then I wrote another text. “You should spend the night.”
It took a long time for her to reply. She wrote, “Do you want to know if I do?”
“No,” I said. That was our agreement, wasn’t it?
The next day was a day off work for her. She texted me around 9. “Me and Casp were thinking of going skiing. Do you want to join us?”
I didn’t think things could get any more humiliating, so I thought, why not? “Let’s do this thing,” I wrote my wife.
We spent the whole day together. At one point mid afternoon, when a ski lift chair came, Bonny hesitated when Casper already sat down. They only carried two people. I said, “Go on,” and she jumped in and rode with him, with me coming up behind them. Either she didn’t know I was behind them or she didn’t care. She leaned over and kissed him the whole way up.
After that, they continued the day like they were the lovers and I was the odd one out. As we sat to eat something at a picnic table outside, we all stopped and looked at each other awkwardly. Finally, it was Casper who broke the silence.
“Look,” he said, “we all know, right?” Me and Bonny made eyes out our corners.
He went on. “I’m not living here, I don’t live anywhere, and I’m a committed bachelor. You two are obviously very much the marrying type, present circumstances notwithstanding.”
He turned to Bonny. “Fair disclosure: you two may have to take this up later or not, but I’m going to tell you, your husband there loves you so much he wanted you to have the kind of great old time with me that he and I used to have before you came on his radar.” He was polite to cover up for me, even as he outed me.
“He told me you never got to have fun, and that you wanted to.” He turned to me without mentioning that I was watching her the previous night. “I am no threat to you, mate. I might fuck your wife,” he grinned and she ducked her head grinning shyly too, “but I ain’t going to want to live with her.”
He turned to her. “I really like her though. And I think she likes me?”
She blushed.
“If we’re all adults, and if we’re all fine with what happened last night,” he shrugged, “is there any reason why we can’t keep having fun, and maybe even when I get back up here, do it all over again?” He was like that. He could cut through any shit and get to the business at hand.
Bonny looked at me and I looked at her and we both laughed nervously. But I think she conveyed the same thing I was showing in my face. There seemed no good reason not to, and she did enjoy him. He wasn’t going to take her away. He wasn’t even going to be around very much.
“Let’s do this thing,” I said meekly.
“Let’s do this thing,” Casper bumped my fist.
“Let’s do it,” Bonny said in such a sweet, low, nervous voice. She got it wrong but we both let it pass. She giggled and ducked her head looking first at Casper then back at me. “Do I say thank you, I guess?” she shrugged and pulled a crooked grin.
We walked back to the room together. I came in to have a drink with my old pal in the leather couches — he wanted me to see what an incredible room it was. Meanwhile, my wife had disappeared into the shower. When she came out, we both looked over. She crawled onto the bed wearing his white shirt and her white panties, and nothing else. I stared at her side as she called over to Casper.
“It’s my time with you, can you get rid of that weird friend of yours now?” She held a serious face a moment before laughing in squeals and shrieks. She popped up and ran to me and straddled me on the couch. Though she was nearly naked but for two buttons on the shirt and her panties, she didn’t mind being so exposed anymore. She had already started to change.
She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me deeply. “Thank you so much for this,” she said. “I love the surprise!”
When I left, they saw me off together holding hands at the door that I closed on them. Her eyes widened and she grinned with her lips pursed and she gave me a cute little wave goodbye. Casper’s hand tightened around her waste.
She made it home the next mid-morning after he jetted off.
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