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His wife for the weekend



My friend Dusty needed my wife Ashli to pretend to be his wife for a weekend. Who knew the mild-mannered grade 3 teacher hid such a strong talent for acting?





“

 
Maybe I can help,” she said as we drove west to Bloomington, to the Hilton where the wedding was.







“

 
It doesn

 
’

 
t matter. I can handle it,” Dusty stared long out his backseat side window, far across the spring-blooming fields.





I eased my heels into the floor of the car and pushed my frame up enough to catch his profile down through my rear view mirror. Ashli and I turned to each other as I settled back down and we both puffed our cheeks out, exhaling at the prospect of the big wedding reception before us. It was going to be the first time since his ugly divorce that Dusty would be in the same building as his ex, or even the same city. If we made it that for.





Ashli was a grade 3 teacher and thus an expert in building up confidence in worried little souls. When I reached for her over the console and squeezed her hand in mine, she pursed her lips and squinted her eyes at the flat, straight road laid out to the vanishing point ahead. She thought what I thought: maybe we pushed him too far, too fast. Maybe he wasn

 
’

 
t as ready as we thought.







She pulled down her sun visor ostensibly to block the sun and caught Dusty in the make-up mirror.

 
“

 
Tell me what your biggest fear about the weekend is, Dusty,” she asked him with her well-practiced disarming smile.







“

 
I

 
’

 
m alone,” he said to his window.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
ve been let go at work.” He inhaled and nodded to himself.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m bankrupt and homeless on the 31st.”





None of it was news to us. I was only ever a peripheral friend to the groom, but we pretended to really want to go for Dusty’s sake, to help him get there and get past another of his stumbling blocks.





“

 
Buddy,” I exhaled sharply.

 
“

 
Learning her was the best decision of your life, you know that!” I pressed my heels down harder into the floor and raised my body right out of my car seat to make sure he knew I was looking right at him.





Ashli squeezed my hand again and gave me a quick single shake of her head “No” with pursed lips.





“

 
So what if you fake it for the weekend?” she fixed him with her dark almond eyes in her own mirror again.







“

 
Fake what?”







“

 
You said three things,” she stated with a sharp nod.

 
“

 
Alone, broke, and homeless. Correct?” She wouldn

 
’

 
t let him thrash off the barb-hook of her piercing eyes.







“

 
You make it sound like a spreadsheet,” he sagged in his shoulders.







“

 
Stay with me,” she said. I was surprised at her business-like tone. She only met the guy that morning when he joined us at the airport we touched down at. My old friend Dusty — a happily married and successful journalist with a beautiful house one moment, divorced, laid off with a sudden business closure, and assets seized when the banking documents came to light through the divorce, the next moment. Me and Ashli thought it would be cathartic to all go to the wedding together especially with his ex sure to make herself prominent as a bride in all proceedings, as usual. She skated from it all, but Dusty, honest and principled to a fault, crumbled under the weight.







“

 
These are issues that can

 
’

 
t get fixed in a weekend, finding someone special, getting a career back up and going, getting your shit together again,” she said.

 
“

 
But it

 
’

 
s not like you don

 
’

 
t know how, right? I mean, you were married, you did have a brilliant career, you had your world down pat, right?”







“

 
Thanks for reminding me,” he snorted and chuckled.







“

 
So, fake it. Just for the weekend. I mean, why not? Be someone else — allow yourself to pretend everything you would like your life to be.”





He tilted his head skeptically at her through the mirror and I looked over at her and frowned suspiciously as well.





She grinned at me and twisted in her seat to look at him directly behind her seat.

 
“

 
Clothes make the man, right?” she said. “So therefore my lovely and kind husband Keith here is going to give me his credit card and I

 
’

 
m going to take you out shopping when we get to Cinci.”





I gasped but Ashli blindly put her finger to my lips.





“

 
You will look like you have your shit together when I’m done dressing you, believe me,” she nodded.

 
“

 
Second: you have a job as a teacher — high school English. I mean, you were a journalist, right? It

 
’

 
s likely.”







He shrugged.

 
“

 
Might even be a good idea,” he said.







“

 
I

 
’

 
m a teacher, right? So I can give you some typical lingo and things a teacher would know and think so you can carry it off. We can practice in the room when we get there.” We were due to arrive at the hotel late evening, keep to ourselves the first night, then get with the wedding festivities starting with a big breakfast in the morning.







“

 
That

 
’

 
s two,” she held up two fingers. She couldn

 
’

 
t turn the teacher thing off.







“

 
Third,” she said, half turning her face to me with her eyes sharply to their corners staying on his.

 
“

 
A girlfriend. Not a wife, because that would be too shocking, too sudden, it would look desperate. But a girlfriend, right?”







“

 
What?” I screwed up my face.

 
“

 
Who?”







She fixed me with an exhausted gaze.

 
“

 
Nobody knows me there. They know you

 
’

 
re married, but I

 
’

 
ve never been here before. I don

 
’

 
t even have photos online — teacher, right?” She squeezed my hand again and turned over her shoulder to Dusty.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
ll be your girlfriend this weekend,” she said to him with the same single sharp nod she fixed his other problems with.

 
“

 
Fake it,” she repeated.

 
“

 
Have money, be gainfully-employed, and have the hottest, cutest girlfriend in the whole hotel,” she chuckled and scrunched up her shoulders with her eyes crunching at me.







She patted my hand.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
ll do some shopping too, in Cinci.” She found Dusty in the mirror again.

 
“

 
I’m going to go all out and dress the part, and you and me together, Dusty, we

 
’

 
re going to blow everyone

 
’

 
s socks off, okay?”





He stared at her dumbfounded but he also half grinned.





“

 
And I guarantee,” she went on, “on the way home after this weekend, you

 
’

 
re going to be convinced yourself that you have money, you have a great job, and you have a partner. It works every time.”







“

 
But none of that is true,” he protested.







“

 
Doesn

 
’

 
t matter,” she shook her head.

 
“

 
The brain is dumb, it doesn

 
’

 
t know anything. It sits inside a sealed bone container silent and dark. All it does,” she said with the certainty of the kind of person who really does read all the books,

 
“

 
is pick up on clues in its environment and tries to piece together what must be true. So it sees you in the mirror looking sharp — and don

 
’

 
t worry, I

 
’

 
m going to make you look hot! — and it hears you talking like you

 
’

 
re a teacher — and don

 
’

 
t worry, ask Keith here, I know how to sound like a teacher!” she laughed at herself and tapped my shoulder.

 
“

 
And then it

 
’

 
s going to look in the chair next to you and see a woman gazing back at you and coming in to kiss you because she

 
’

 
s your hot girlfriend, and don

 
’

 
t worry about that either, I

 
’

 
m going to go all out for this,” she tapped me again.

 
“

 
And don

 
’

 
t you worry either,” she nodded at me. “It

 
’

 
s just a weekend. It

 
’

 
s just acting, no matter what you see, you got that?”







I shook my head and shrugged.

 
“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know, I guess so.”







“

 
We’re doing all of this for your best old friend,” she nodded.







“

 
Okay,” I said.







She turned around to him again.

 
“

 
Your brain is going to be convinced you dress hot, you must have some money and style, so you must have a great job so you must have a nice home, and you even have a hot wife, or nearly so. And this way, you

 
’

 
re going to ride back home knowing everything you need to do to make it all come true. Because that

 
’

 
s what brains do.”







“

 
This sounds nuts,” he finally said back to her.







“

 
I half agree with him,” I said to Ashli.







“

 
Give me this weekend with Dusty,” she said.

 
“

 
Dusty, give me this weekend with you,” she lifted her face to the mirror.

 
“

 
We

 
’

 
re out of town, nobody knows me, we

 
’

 
re at a hotel all weekend. Let me do this, and then on the way home, tell me if it was crazy or not.” She turned to me.

 
“

 
There are no consequences. The worst that can happen is, we all have fun pretending to be someone we

 
’

 
re not, and we laugh all the way home at how silly we all got.” She leaned her face toward me.

 
“

 
Trust me,” she said just for me to hear.

 
“

 
Let this happen.”







I puffed air out my bloated cheeks all over again. I pressed myself up into the mirror.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m down with it if you are, buddy. You in?”







He stared out his side window a long few moments. Finally he reached over between the two front seats with his fist.

 
“

 
Fine, I

 
’

 
m in,” he said. I reached over my shoulder and fist bumped him and Ashli did to, once she figured out which fist to reach over her left shoulder with.







She squealed and lifted her legs from the car seat and wriggled her feet. She clapped and shrieked.

 
“

 
This is going to be so much fun!” she cried out.

 
“

 
Let me find a good place to stop in Cinci,” she called out and pulled her phone tight up to her face and set her fingers scrolling.







We entered the wide halls of the sprawling suburban Cinci mall.

 
“

 
Get lost,” Ashli abruptly said to me, and she tittered, lifted herself on her toes, and laid her forearms into my chest. She kissed my nose.

 
“

 
But seriously. I can

 
’

 
t make your friend,” she said, before twisting to him over her shoulder and raising her voice for his benefit,

 
“

 
the hottest man at the wedding,” she turned back to me

 
“

 
with you looking over my shoulder.” She kissed me longer on the lips and said only for me to hear,

 
“

 
I need some space and privacy to really get into this act, okay?”







“

 
Fine!” I stepped back and held my hands up in surrender.







“

 
It

 
’

 
s for your friend, right? We need to fix him this weekend!” she widened her eyes at me to make sure I was with the program.







“

 
You do whatever you need to do,” I bowed with exaggeration. I pointed at Dusty standing behind her like a kid waiting for his teacher

 
’

 
s instructions.

 
“

 
Dusty,” I nodded at him.

 
“

 
I give you my wife.” I turned and strolled away through the mall in search of the tech stores.







Three hours later, we were finally back on the road.

 
“

 
Lemme see,” I said.







“

 
Nuh-uh!” Ashli tilted her head back and stuck her tongue out through her wide grin.

 
“

 
Not till tomorrow morning!” She pulled from one of the bags at her feet the black lacy corner of something small and dainty, giving me a peek before laughing and shoving it back down inside with the rest of the mysterious articles.







“

 
What is that?” I shook my head.







“

 
I not only have to look the part,” she said to me with a downcast face.

 
“

 
But I have to feel the part, too,” she said breathily closer to my ear.

 
“

 
Don

 
’

 
t you know anything about acting?”







She half turned over her shoulder to Dusty.

 
“

 
Fun, right Dusty?”







“

 
Not going to lie,” he said to the back of my head.

 
“

 
It was especially fun . . .

 
“







“ . . . ah!” my wife cut him off.

 
“

 
The secrets start here and now. He doesn

 
’

 
t have to know everything that we do. We’re going into character starting now!”







“

 
Know what?” I frowned.







“

 
Nothing,” she said with a guilty grin, catching the tip of her tongue between her teeth.







She got up in the morning long before the alarm woke me. I found her in the bathroom just finishing her lipstick closely in the mirror. I halted in my steps at the door. She was in her bra and panties — the new bra and panties, black, lace, lots of thin satin straps.

 
“

 
Holy fuck,” I muttered. Ashli was a practical dresser as befitting her job amidst a sea of wild children running with paint and scissors half the time. When not a work, she would most likely be in athletic type clothes and underwear. Fitness was a hobby.







What she was dressed in that morning was like nothing I

 
’

 
d ever seen before. She pushed up from the counter, turned on her toes, and held her hands cupped in each other in front of her abdomen.

 
“

 
What do you think?” she asked me, tilting her head to the side. She held her serious face for at least two full beats before she ducked at her waist, covered her nose and mouth with her cupped hands, and squealed. She ran on the spot and pushed me out the door.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m too nervous with you seeing me like this!” she screamed.





I stepped back still dealing with the vision of my wife transformed.





She put her mouth to the crack in the bathroom door that she opened.

 
“

 
Do you think Dusty will like it?” she asked.







I didn

 
’

 
t know what Dusty had to do with her underwear, but as for her face, I was equally stunned. Ashli was a good-looking woman. But for work as well as the usual around-the-house weekend, she typically wore no make-up. For going out, she put on the minimum. She didn

 
’

 
t have to wear make-up, she looked great naturally. But with the job she did on her face that morning in the hotel room bathroom, she created a masterpiece I couldn

 
’

 
t do anything but stare at silently.







She just tittered and shut the door on me.

 
“

 
See if my boyfriend is up yet,” she called through the closed door.

 
“

 
When we walk out the hotel room door,” she said,

 
“

 
I belong to him. You got that mister?”







I leaned my back against the door.

 
“

 
You sure this is the way to go with this?”







“

 
Go get Dusty up for me,” she replied ignoring my reservations.

 
“

 
He has a new girlfriend he has to meet.”







I chose to go knock on his door rather than text him. He was up. I was nearly as stunned standing in his door as I was standing in my wife

 
’

 
s bathroom door. I

 
’

 
m no fashion connoisseur, but Dusty was a man transformed. We said goodnight the previous evening to a small, curled over, shapeless bag of sorry and slightly odorous meat. In the morning, I stepped into the room of a tall, open man who could be, it almost made me shiver, one of the top-ten Hollywood types, the way he carried himself, and he knew it, too.







“

 
What the fuck, Dusty,” I muttered.







“

 
Fucking rights, man!” he said, stopping to check himself in the mirror again.

 
“

 
Your wife — she

 
’

 
s got the eye, I tell you what. I was doubtful in the change room, but . . . “ he stopped and shook his head at himself in the mirror.

 
“

 
She might have something in all that ‘just fake it’ mumbo-jumbo. I

 
’

 
m feeling it!” He slapped me hard and high on my back and made me stumble forward, it was so unexpected. I watched his back as he headed for his door a man utterly changed.

 
“

 
Let

 
’

 
s go find my new girlfriend!” he shouted over his shoulder.







I held back and he twisted around already out the door and headed to Ashli

 
’

 
s and my door.

 
“

 
You coming?”





I stared at him the way I had stared a moment earlier at my transformed wife. But there was no way out. There was nothing I could do to stop the train.





Ashli stepped out next door and Dusty spun around to face her down the hallway. I came out behind him and watched the two of them stand 12 feet apart looking at each other, Ashli in high white peeping-toe platforms and a tight, black wrap dress that dipped low down her chest from the thinnest of straps over her high, round and bare shoulders, and Dusty, in an open button-up shirt, a sports jacket and pants, and too-cool-for-school pointy black shoes. They both held their hands cupped together in front of their bodies as both their gazes dropped slowly down and crawled back up over the other

 
’

 
s bodies.







Ashli nodded.

 
“

 
I think you

 
’

 
ll do,” she said with a tiny grin.







“

 
Holy fuck,” he muttered, just like I did when I first laid eyes on this new woman earlier that morning.







I walked toward my wife, but she didn

 
’

 
t even glance at me. She brushed me away with her arm up and walked toward Dusty, who came to her to meet her half way. My wife lifted one foot behind herself high enough to nearly touch her ass with her high-heel, and leaned into his chest and brought her lips to his lips.







“

 
Did you miss me last night?” she said to him privately so that I was nearly already excluded.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m sorry you had to wait for me,” she said, and she twisted him around, took his hand in hers, and walked hip to hip with him down the carpeted hall to the elevators. She turned over her shoulder.

 
“

 
You coming or what?” she said to me.





I squinted and gaped and finally followed them onto the doors they held open for me. On the elevator, she pressed Dusty against the side wall and pushed her hips against his.





“

 
Ashli!” I chuckled and shook my head with a snort.







She turned to me still pressing her body hard against Dusty’s.

 
“

 
If you can

 
’

 
t get into it and stay in character, you can

 
’

 
t come,” she said.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m not your wife this weekend,” she nodded once at me.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s going to get hard for you,” she said.

 
“

 
Let this be a quick practice for you to get used to it.” She turned back to Dusty and ran her fingers into the hair on the back of his head and pulled the back of his neck down. He ran his hands around her waist and even down over her ass. I snorted and shook my head with a sideways grin. But I stopped grinning when she pushed her lips into his and they necked the rest of the way down the elevator, even when the doors opened to other guests crossing the lobby, people gathering for the big breakfast.







“

 
It

 
’

 
s on,” she said to me with a glare. She pulled Dusty behind her and walked off the elevator leaving me behind. The doors nearly closed on me before I shoved my hand between them and came out myself a moment later. She was already introducing herself around with a glamorous smile and deep, head-thrown-back laugh. It was immediately obvious: my wife was the sexiest woman around, hands-down. Only, she wasn

 
’

 
t my wife anymore.







I sat across from Dusty and Ashli in the middle of a long set of tables pushed end to end. I dropped my napkin to check on a suspicion, and I was right. Under the table, Ashli

 
’

 
s hand draped around Dusty

 
’

 
s thigh, high up. She had done her nails in a glossy grey. When she laughed out loud, her fingers, long and delicate, gripped around his leg tighter. She tapped and squeezed him there to get his attention, even if it was just to smile at him.







Her legs were crossed. As though knowing I was lingering longer under the table for a few seconds, she pulled Dusty

 
’

 
s hand from his lap over to her lap and tapped the back of it to assure him, yes, here is good. It was on her bare leg below the hem of her dress that she

 
’

 
d worked up her thighs. She even uncrossed and recrossed her legs slowly enough to ensure I got a good look up her thighs to those black panties.







I straightened back up. She ignored me, talking instead to the woman beside her, the couple to my right, the other couple to my left, and anyone else but me. She twirled her fingers in the loose strands of her hair that fell down her face, she toyed with her long sliver icicle earrings, and she draped both her hands over Dusty

 
’

 
s shoulder and pushed her mouth up close to his ear to whisper through a grin something private to him. They were the hit of the morning. Everyone loved how they looked together. People were impressed with Dusty. I guess my wife made it: mission accomplished.







We were on our own for an hour or so before we were expected to gather again for the actual ceremony outside on the broad pool deck that was all done up in balloons and ribbons. Other couples joined us in the elevator back up, so Ashli and Dusty had to ignore me, beyond acknowledging me as the third one in. They kissed, they murmured privately together, and they shared a joke with their smiling mouths an inch apart. I was amazed at how in love she made them look, the way they wouldn

 
’

 
t let go of each other, the way they touched and kissed and laughed and murmured. You

 
’

 
d think they were the marrying couple and this was their wedding night.







In our room, Ashli immediately threw her stuff together and packed her suitcase.

 
“

 
I hope no one catches me,” she said with intrigue and excitement in her eyes.







“

 
Catch you what?”







“

 
Sneaking over to my boyfriend

 
’

 
s room, of course!” she smiled widely.







“

 
You don

 
’

 
t have to do that,” I recoiled my chin and tried to reach out to clasp her around her waist.







But she scooted away from me and glared over her shoulder at our door.

 
“

 
Don

 
’

 
t let my boyfriend catch you doing that!” she glared at me.







“

 
Ashli!” I called her again.







“

 
What did you think? People are going to see me in the hallway — I can

 
’

 
t be going in and out of the man

 
’

 
s room whose wife couldn

 
’

 
t make it!” she said, before she pinched her tongue between her teeth and grinned wickedly at me.







“

 
But . . . “ I started, before she slipped out the door and disappeared. “ . . . that

 
’

 
s a small room next door,” I said to the back of the door. “With one bed.”







I heard her squeal and shriek through the wall next door. I heard them talk and laugh — they must have been going over how the breakfast went. There was a lot of laughing, but what invaded my mind more, was when there was no sound at all. I knew they were still in there, but what could they be doing that wasn

 
’

 
t making any sound?







As though she read my mind, my phone buzzed — it was Ashli texting me.

 
“

 
We

 
’

 
re going over some teacher talk. He has to practice!” she wrote.

 
“

 
Why don

 
’

 
t you go for a walk? We can meet at the wedding if you like.”





I stared at my phone. She was right — a walk is what I needed. I was going crazy sitting alone in the room knowing she was next door with Dusty, even though, that was Dusty, my long-time best friend, and Ashli, my eminently sensible and thoroughly trustworthy wife. But then, he was a transformed man, and she was just as much a transformed woman. I hardly recognized either of them. I batted my head and stormed out the door to explore the hotel grounds.





Out back I counted up and over to find our balcony. It was obvious — I

 
’

 
d left the curtains open and hung my suit from the curtain rod in front of the window. But why were the curtains next door closed?





The wedding came and went. The reception was fantastic, or brutal, depending on whose point of view you took. Ashli and Dusty danced and kissed and hung off each other like a couple in the first throes of romantic love. I spent most of it at the table. They came back to catch their breath and get some water.





“

 
You should dance with people,” Ashli shouted at me with a wide grin. “Your wife isn’t here, she won’t know a thing!”







“

 
Not feeling it, I guess,” I shrugged.







Ashli kissed Dusty

 
’

 
s cheek and told him she would be right back. Dusty went to get him and I a new drink. My phone buzzed — she was texting me from the bathroom.

 
“

 
First part seems done,” she wrote.

 
“

 
He looks good, doesn

 
’

 
t he?”







“

 
He does,” I wrote back.







“

 
I think he

 
’

 
s feeling like he

 
’

 
s on his feet again. And he

 
’

 
s definitely feeling like he

 
’

 
s got a purpose and a career.”







“

 
Agreed.”







“

 
His ex was checking him and I out on the dance floor. She is dying! I can tell.”







“

 
No doubt,” I texted back.







“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know if he

 
’

 
s feeling the third part, like he really has a girlfriend yet.”







“

 
What do you mean?”







“

 
He has to feel it to be it. He

 
’

 
s feeling like he

 
’

 
s got a job and he

 
’

 
s feeling like he

 
’

 
s got his shit together, but he isn

 
’

 
t feeling like he has a girlfriend yet, not for real.”







“

 
Well it certainly looks to everybody else like he does,” I sneered at my phone.







“

 
But this is more than just about showing off to his ex,” she wrote. “This weekend is about your friend feeling like he

 
’

 
s back in the game.”







“

 
Meaning?”







“

 
He needs to feel it in all three parts. He needs to feel the complete girlfriend experience.”







“

 
I don

 
’

 
t follow.”







“

 
There

 
’

 
s an after-party following the reception,” she wrote.

 
“

 
Top floor. We

 
’

 
re going to go. You can come too, but it might be hard for you.”







“

 
?”





My phone rang and I ducked down and covered my mouth. It was Ashli.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m going to just go with it,” she said.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m going to actually be his girlfriend, not just pretend, you know? I have to really take on the role. He is so close, Keith. I think I can make him believe I

 
’

 
m really his girlfriend. I can fix him,” she said.

 
“

 
Tonight.”







“

 
But what does that mean? What are you going to do?”







“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know, that’s just it — I can

 
’

 
t know, can I? If I was really his girlfriend, I wouldn

 
’

 
t plan to do this or that, I would just be in the moment, getting carried away with him, not thinking. It’s how I want him to get with me.”







“

 
But Ashli,” I shook my head and snorted.







“

 
I can feel it, Keith,” she said.

 
“

 
Sometimes, like at breakfast, I was forgetting completely that I was actually with you. For a few moments I felt like I was really with him. And he looked at me the same way, just for a bit, you know? I want to let go. I want to forget. I want to go all the way and not know who I am and just be this other woman, be in this other life. With him.”







“

 
Ashli,” I said again, but I was stuck for words.







“

 
We

 
’

 
re out of town, we

 
’

 
re at a hotel, nobody knows me,” she pleaded.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s just a weekend. It

 
’

 
s just your friend.” We both held our phones silently breathing together.

 
“

 
I know this was about getting your friend to feel, to pretend, to learn that he was a different man. But . . . “ she paused. “ . . . but I

 
’

 
m feeling it too. I

 
’

 
m feeling like a different woman in a different life. And baby?”







“

 
Yes?”







She whispered the next sentence but her voice broke with excitement.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m loving it.”







“

 
This is crazy,” I said.







“

 
Let me explore this other woman inside me?” she said in a quiet, breathy voice.

 
“

 
Let what happens, happen?” she said after a pause.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
ll be your wife again when we get back home. I promise. But honey?”







I didn

 
’

 
t answer her for a long time. Finally, she won out and I replied.

 
“

 
What?”







“

 
Just let me be this other woman for this weekend. Okay? Your friend needs it. He needs me to be his wife. His girlfriend, at least.”







“

 
Well how far is this gong to go?”







“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know,” she said, sounding like she was almost going to cry.

 
“

 
I just feel like this other woman is crawling up inside me, and when she takes over, I don

 
’

 
t know . . . “ she trailed off.

 
“

 
I forget who I am. I become her.”







“

 
This is crazy,” I said.







“

 
You saw how I dressed this morning. You saw how I looked when I got ready for Dusty.”







“

 
You looked totally different.”







“

 
Right? And I felt totally different. Not better, not worse, just . . .

 
“







“

 
Just like a different woman.”







“

 
Like a different woman. Exactly. You understand! It’s like a holiday, you know? Just because you go to a resort for holidays doesn

 
’

 
t mean you don

 
’

 
t like home — you can like going home too. You can like being a teacher and a wife in suburban Pittsburgh, and you can also like being a girlfriend and a writer for a weekend in Bloomington.”







“

 
You

 
’

 
re a writer now? What?”







She laughed.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s what Dusty suddenly introduced me as to people, isn

 
’

 
t he crazy?” she tittered more.

 
“

 
He said he was a writer, so he could teach me what to say and how to act, just like I was showing him how to be like me and be a teacher in his room earlier.”







“

 
Is that what you were doing?”







“

 
Got to go,” she said.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m becoming her,” she paused.

 
“

 
I need to stop thinking, okay?”





I breathed and jutted my jaw.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m not going to direct myself or stop myself from now until we go home. I don

 
’

 
t know what will happen, okay? You just have to trust me — Sunday, I

 
’

 
ll be yours again.”





I said nothing.





“

 
But until then, I am . . . “ she stopped herself a moment. “ . . . his.”







“

 
Ashli . . .

 
“







“

 
Okay?” she said.

 
“

 
Just let me do this. Whatever it is. You have to let me do it.”







I inhaled and let my breath back out long and slowly. Finally, I said,

 
“

 
Okay. Go for it.”







“

 
I love you,” she whispered.





There were about 50 people at the start of the after-party all crammed into the hospitality suite in the penthouse of the hotel. Ashli, usually one to leave parties first, stayed to the end of this one. Also usually preferring to have quiet conversations with just a few people in quiet rooms off the main party, tonight she was the centre of the show. She was loud, she was brash, and she looked liked she had never had such hilarious fun. She also danced — hiking her dress high up around her waist and swishing it around to flash her black panties to the bulging eyes of all the men and half the ladies.



There were smaller corners set off from the main room and I found her and Dusty hidden in a far corner away from everyone in the dark. He was on the middle of a big leather couch, and Ashli was sitting sideways in his lap with her arms around his neck and her dress up around her hips. They were talking, but they were also kissing when they ducked their tittering heads below the high back of the couch.





“

 
Hey, there you are,” I chuckled when I found them. I sat in the big chair opposite.







Ashli looked up from Dusty

 
’

 
s neck where she

 
’

 
d buried her face. She swung her head around to find me behind her with her swimming eyes. She curled in her lips as though shared saliva was spilled on them. Her eyes were glassy and seemed belaboured to lift from my mouth all the way up to my eyes where they slid around uncertainly.







“

 
Time probably, what you think?” I snorted.







Ashli only twisted her head back to Dusty

 
’

 
s neck and nibbled on his ear. She whispered something to him and buried her face again, hanging heavily from his shoulders.





He shrugged at me before Ashli blindly reached around herself and pulled his hand around her back to make him hug her body to him.





“

 
She says it

 
’

 
s time to go up, too,” he said.







Ashli chuckled without lifting her face from his neck and kicked her legs.

 
“

 
No I didn

 
’

 
t,” she moaned through a grin.







He rolled his eyes at me and shrugged again.

 
“

 
She says she

 
’

 
ll see you in the morning.”







Ashli pulled her body tighter against Dusty. I stared at the back of her head for at least 30 seconds. A couple came over.

 
“

 
Ashli and Dusty!” the guy cried out.

 
“

 
Where you been? Fuck!” he shouted and he slapped Dusty on the shoulder.







“

 
Ok, welp,” I said, standing up and straightening my pants. Ashli looked over her shoulder at me with her dark glassy eyes and blinked them as though in slow-motion. I walked out the suite, punched the elevator button, and got on. At our floor, I stared out the open, quiet, and expectant elevator doors, but couldn’t pull my back off the back wall of the elevator. When the doors reluctantly closed again, I remained in the motionless box. And then I hit the button for the lobby.







“

 
Lost the card for my second room,” I shrugged at the concierge.







“

 
No problem,” she cooed efficiently. A moment later, she swiped it and handed it to me.

 
“

 
Should open 902,” she smiled.





I first went to our room, 903, and got out of my uncomfortable clothes and into my hang-around clothes. I turned the sound and buzz off on my phone. I needed to empty my head and just relax, maybe watch a show, just calm down. And then I peered out our door.





The coast was clear — of course it would be, it was 3 in the morning. I don’t know what I went to look for or what I’d find, but I swiped the card over Dusty

 
’

 
s room and the little green light blinked and the lock disengaged. I inhaled and let it out like a leaking tank of gas in the back of a warehouse and stepped inside. I leaned against the back of the door and looked around. It only had one big bed that was already dishevelled, on both sides. Her suitcase was opened. I stepped forward and glanced into the bathroom. Her makeup and toiletries were spread out amongst his. I studied the look of it like it was some ancient hieroglyphics. 







I heard the door buzz and disengage behind me. I didn

 
’

 
t have a plan, just like nobody else did. But it was too late to scamper back to our room. They

 
’

 
d use the bathroom so the closet facing the side of the bed was my only choice. I ducked inside glad that neither of them appeared to be hotel room closet users. I pulled the two panel doors shut in front of me when the hotel room door hissed open.







“

 
Shh, shh!” my wife was holding her finger to her lips and tittering as she fell through the door holding Dusty

 
’

 
s arm against her body. When the door closed behind them, she turned her body against his and stepped him back against the wall opposite the bathroom.

 
“

 
We must be very quiet,” she groaned to him and kissed his mouth lazily and sloppily. She pointed at the wall and mouthed the words,

 
“

 
He

 
’

 
s just over there!” and she bent over laughing.







“

 
You go there,” she said to him and she pointed at the bed.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
ll be just a moment,” she said, leaning her body on the frame of the bathroom door and peeking around the edge to him before waving at him with a finger and slipping inside.





Dusty peeled off his shoes and flopped down on the bed, settling pillows up behind him, and settling other pillows up for where he expected my wife to lie down beside him. He found the remote and put some music on. And then he picked up his phone.



I pulled mine out of my pocket and looked. Sure enough, it stirred to life with a notification: a text from Dusty.





“

 
She came to my room tonight,” he wrote.







I thought about not answering at all, just to see what he would do. But I couldn

 
’

 
t stop myself.

 
“

 
She told me she was going to do that.”







“

 
And you

 
’

 
re good with it?”







I peeked out at him and pushed the phone into my forehead. Then I wrote,

 
“

 
Does she make you feel like you have a girlfriend?”







This time it was his turn to push the phone into his forehead. Finally he answered me.

 
“

 
Tbh, there were times tonight where I forgot she wasn

 
’

 
t.”







I had to be honest, too. Seeing Dusty in the morning blew me away. Spending the day with him, I saw the transformation was total and real. At first he looked uncomfortable in the new and totally different style of clothes, but when he warmed up, his shoulders, his head, everything grew taller and straighter in him. Watching him during the breakfast talking about teaching kids, he was awkward at first, but he warmed up to that, too. Then seeing him kissing, dancing, and going everywhere with Ashli with his hand around her waist or shoulder, he was stiff at first at it, but when he warmed up to that too, he didn

 
’

 
t look like a guy pretending anymore. He looked like a guy with his shit together, as Ashli would say.







And Ashli — stunning, sultry, and suddenly vivacious Ashli. The transformation in her that overtook her during the course of the day was even greater. I barely recognized her, and not just in her looks. Her laughter, her playing around, her flirting not just with

 
“

 
her boyfriend” but playfully with all the men, was fascinating. I felt what husbands of professional actresses must feel.







I sagged against the side of the closet and made a noise that made Dusty look up a moment before deciding it was nothing. I could hear my wife

 
’

 
s voice on the phone from the bathroom stall earlier that night.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s just a weekend. It

 
’

 
s just Dusty. It

 
’

 
s like a holiday. It doesn

 
’

 
t mean you don

 
’

 
t like home. When we go home, I

 
’

 
ll be yours again.”







It

 
’

 
s true that I had a wonderful and loving wife. And it was true, we were out of town, we were at a hotel, and it was just a weekend. We take holidays to new cities all the time. We try new things too, her and I, pretending we

 
’

 
re going to be chefs for a few months of classes, then kayakers for a few weekends in the summer. Trying new things was our thing. And she had been talking about acting lately, about us trying that too.







Seeing her at the after-party, I couldn

 
’

 
t help but notice that she was completely another woman. And she was having so much fun at it too.







She came out of the bathroom and I shut my eyes and jutted my jaw and clamped my teeth. How can a husband allow this? I asked the dark ceiling of my little box. And the answer came right back down.

 
“

 
Because you love her, you trust her, and she wants to play at being this other woman. She promised to come back when it was time to go.” I heard her crossing the floor and snickering.

 
“

 
Let her have her fun,” my mind said.

 
“

 
Let her go on holiday for the weekend.”





I pushed off the wall and peered through the crack in the door. My wife was twisting high on her toes with her arms pulled tightly behind her, her fingers entwining together nervously in the small of her back. She had taken her dress off and stood by the side of the bed in only her black panties and bra. She looked down at her own body before she pushed stands of hair from her face and looked up at Dusty on the bed.





“

 
Do you like?” she bit her lip and looked sideways.







“

 
Fuck me,” he muttered.





She burst out laughing, flew onto the bed, and wrapped her arms around his neck, landing her body over his.





I finally texted him back.

 
“

 
Go for it,” I wrote him.







“

 
Dude seriously?” he wrote back peering over my wife

 
’

 
s shoulder where he typed on his phone behind her back. She squirmed on him kissing him all over his neck and chest and spreading her knees up around his hips.







“

 
This weekend, she

 
’

 
s your girlfriend.” I wrote.

 
“

 
In every way,” I added. I mean, if I

 
’

 
m going to agree to this, he may as well get his money

 
’

 
s worth.





He dropped the phone from his hand and it bounced and slid away on the carpet. My wife had pushed up his shirt and had dragged her tongue and lips down to the waist of his paints. She had begun to feed his belt out of its loop. I gasped and put my phone away and braced my hands into the side walls of the closet to hold myself still, and I put my eye to the gap between the doors and watched.





She opened his pants and kissed his abdomen. She laughed and squirmed further down straddling his legs and tugging his pants with her until she fell off the end of the bed with a shriek. She

 
“

 
shh

 
’

 
d” Dusty again even though it was her making all the noise. She laughed and tossed his pants aside and crawled back up on the bed between his legs. She did the same thing with his underpants. He took off his shirt, but when he reached for her body, she pushed him with a pointed finger in his chest and made him lay back into the pillows.

 
“

 
My treat,” she said to him kneeling high over his lap and dangling her arms and her hands to just brush the skin of his thigh with her nails.







She ducked her head down between her high-poking shoulders and she wrapped her thin, long delicate fingers around his cock.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s what a boyfriend expects, isn

 
’

 
t it?” she said staring at him with searing eyes before dropping her face the rest of the way and opening her pink-flossed lips around the head of his cock.





Dusty stretched under her and gasped when he looked down between his legs.



My wife pushed her mouth and hand down over the length of his cock and pulled back up and off. She sucked breath through her clenched teeth and shivered throughout her body. She bent her arms backward and unclasped her bra, letting the cups fall forward into her waiting hands before sliding her bra away from her body and arching her back at him.





She swivelled on her hips and caressed her bare breasts, pinching her nipples before crunching her fist into the front of her panties and jerking her hips back.

 
“

 
Fuck,” she gasped in a whisper before falling back down on his cock like a starved man on a steak. She moaned so loud with his cock in her mouth, I didn

 
’

 
t have to be in the same room to hear her.







When Dusty reached for her again, she crawled up his body and pushed her breasts in his mouth, one then the other. She ducked down and kissed his mouth and murmured something in his ear I didn

 
’

 
t hear, and snickered.







He wound up and slapped her ass as she twisted around over him and she laughed and gave him a fully aroused moan before settling her knees on both sides of his head. She arched her back deeply and licked the length of his cock in front of her face, but when Dusty touched his tongue to the cleft of per pussy lips, she snapped her head back like she

 
’

 
d been electrocuted, before she plunged her mouth all the way down his cock so far I could see her throat bulge.





If I thought the cry she emitted earlier was risky with volume, the cries and whimpers and high-pitched weeps were absent any concern at all for what her husband or anyone else might hear through the walls or ceiling or floor. Dusty hooked his fingers in the waist of her panties and she shot up with her hips and kicked her legs to fling them off. She dropped down over his cock again and consumed him as though angry at it, and he pressed her ass and smothered himself in my her soaking-wet pussy.



Still I watched.



She suddenly twisted around and dragged her body up over his. She kneeled high over his lap and reached behind her back. With her nails, she scratched at his cock, and her fingers closed around it. She bit her lips and grunted as though trying to resist the inevitable. But she sighed heavily out her nose, she dropped her face down beside his, pulling her hair away, and she reached between their bodies and between her legs and with the palm of her hand, she pressed his cock against the glistening cleft of her pussy.



He wrapped his hands around her back and slapped her ass again, harder, and she cooed loudly against his ear and grinned. She pushed his cock against her lips and raised her hips until the head of his cock popped inside. She let go, she wrapped her arms around the back of his neck, and she slid her pussy down over the complete length of his cock until her legs came to his hips.



When she pulled up, I could see his cock shining from the wetness she smeared all over him. She sank back down harder this time, and pulled back up. She moaned so loud even I looked around. Then she grabbed the top of the headboard with white knuckles, and began to pound her body into his without pause or slowing, snapping her hips and curling her back, moaning in high loud pitches and gritting her teeth. He slapped her ass and grabbed her waist and tits and when she cried out to the ceiling and shivered through her body, I knew. A moment later, I saw his cum gush from her pussy and run down his cock and balls and all over the bed. Still she fucked him, until, exhausted, she rolled off and they laughed and kissed and caught their breath.



They went to the bathroom together and I took the chance to fly out of the room and back to my room.



About two hours later and just as the first light was turning the sky purple, I was woken up with alarm — I heard screaming. It was behind the wall. I also heard the tell-tale pound of a bed against the wall. I listened with my ear to it and heard my wife moaning and crying again. For a sad-sack, my friend Dusty sure knew how to take care of a woman. They were at it again around 7:30 when I was getting some jogging gear on to work it out of my system.





They were finally ready to meet for breakfast around 9:30. My wife went to the bathroom but texted me.

 
“

 
Not until we

 
’

 
re on the plane, ok?”







I didn

 
’

 
t answer. She knew what I was thinking. She came back and said to me,

 
“

 
That was a good breakfast, we

 
’

 
re just going to go freshen up and pack. See you at the car at 11:00?”





I checked my watch. It was 10:15. I nodded. I went up a little after they left to pack myself. One more time, through the walls, I heard her laughter and squeals, I heard her shrieks, and then I heard nothing. A few minutes later I heard quiet moans. Then louder whimpers. And finally, full on cries and, one more time, the pound of the bed against the wall punctuated with full-out screams. That, I thought, was a woman getting fucked but good.



I waited in the car in the driveway and they finally came out around 11:30. Other people were all over the place and my wife pointed and climbed into the back seat with Dusty. As I drove out the driveway she kissed him, murmured into his neck, and draped her hands over his thigh.



The freeway was only a couple of blocks away and we were quickly merged in the fast lane.





Finally, she broke the awkward ice.

 
“

 
Were we loud last night?” She asked it with defiance in point-blank mode. Dusty was slumped in the seat behind me and Ashli, in a short, pleated skirt, had her legs draped over his thigh leaning back against her door.







“

 
Sorry about that,” Dusty said.







“

 
You don

 
’

 
t have to apologize to him,” Ashli said.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s him who should be apologizing to us.”





I frowned and squinted in the mirror where I met eyes with my wife. She was waiting for my glare.





“

 
He was watching us from inside the closet the whole time,” she said to him not taking her eyes off mine.







“

 
What the fuck?” Dusty sat up.





I said nothing but I kept staring at her eyes right back.





“

 
He liked it,” she said, her gaze steely on mine. She turned to him.

 
“

 
Don

 
’

 
t believe it?” she asked him. And then she laid over the seats and draped her body over his.





I said nothing. Because it was true. I drove down the highway while my wife and friend fucked in the back seat, both facing the back of the empty passenger seat where I could see them, my wife riding him reverse cowgirl with her hands pressed hard into the ceiling and her short skirt flouncing up and down around his lap.



For a guy who started the weekend a sad sorry sight, when we got to the airport to drop the car and get our flight, and to say goodbye, he looked like a world of difference.





True to her word, if a little delayed, when we got on the plane and Dusty went on his way home, my wife kissed me, she petted me, and she cooed to me.

 
“

 
Are you okay?”







“

 
Yeah, I guess,” I said. I didn’t know if I was.







“

 
I know that was a lot for you,” she kissed me again.

 
“

 
But it means a lot to me.”







“

 
Like you said,” I shook my head.

 
“

 
It was a holiday, right?”







She folded her fingers around mine and smiled up at me.

 
“

 
Maybe we can have another holiday a little later on?”







I looked over and down at her. She looked through fallen strands of her hair back up at me.

 
“

 
Just for a weekend?” She folded her bottom lip between her teeth.

 
“

 
With my boyfriend?” She nearly whispered.







“

 
Lets discuss when we get home,” I said.







But she took it as assent, pulled my arm around her shoulder and snuggled up tight against me. She turned her face up to mine and kissed my lips.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re a good husband,” she said.

 
“

 
I love you,” she murmured, before closing her eyes and dropping her head on my shoulder.

 
“

 
So tired, need some sleep.”







I squinted at the seat back in front of me.

 
“

 
Not much sleep last night, huh,” I said.







She squirmed against me, smiled, and bit my arm.

 
“

 
No!” she whined, before hiding her grin in my shoulder.








A cuckold on weekends only


I knew my wife Jennifer liked my friend Vince. She always came sloping out of her home office when he came over and she always found reasons to be in the kitchen, on the balcony, in the living room, wherever, as he and I played games on the big screen.

Though she is far from a physical person and prefers small get togethers to big parties and spa music to loud tunes, she never fails to step close enough to him for him to snatch at her waist, pull her arm, slap her ass, or muss her hair the way he always did. She pretended to hate it, but she always got in the way of it anyway.



“

 
Stop!” she shrieked when he grabbed her waist and pulled her backwards on her stumbling bare feet, after she decided she had to water the plants near his side of our couch then and there.





“

 
Derrick!” she cried out my name as he rolled her over his lap and made her land on her side, sprawled over the couch between us. He laughed and she scowled at him. But there was a grin in it. She pushed her foot into his rib, but she left it there, even as she crunched her toes into his flesh.



She was wearing a rolled-sleeve long-tail white shirt and pink torn denim cut-offs. She kicked her legs in the air and drove her elbows down into her ribs and contorted her spine till she was bent backwards, writhing like an electrocution was under way. His hand was still under her back, and he was, as usual, tickling her to the point of incapacitation. She laughed and squealed so much she was nearly silent.



I only smirked and snorted. It wasn

 
’

 
t the first time.





“

 
Why do you let him do that to your own wife?” she said to me once after he

 
’

 
d gone home one evening. But she said it in a strange, low, and groaning kind of voice. She was grinning.





“

 
Why do you let him do it to you?” I threw it right back at her, and I leaned back into the edge of the counter where we ate the toast she

 
’

 
d made for a late snack. I smirked.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t!” she blushed and she dipped her head down and tried to hide her grin behind her hand and hair.





“

 
Well you don

 
’

 
t push him off, exactly,” I chuckled.





“

 
You

 
’

 
re teasing me, it

 
’

 
s not fair!” she said, and she turned away from me.

 
“

 
Isn

 
’

 
t it the husband

 
’

 
s job to keep other men off his wife?” she said.





“

 
Just, normally,” I said, serious for a moment, because I really was curious about it.

 
“

 
A guy tickling you like that, grabbing you like that, he

 
’

 
d be lucky to walk away with his hand still attached to his arm.”



She turned back to me and narrowed her eyes at me and pursed her lips — she knew I was right. Vince got away with things with her that defied explanation.



“

 
It feels different with him,” she said in a small, shy voice.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s all.”





“

 
Different how?” I was really wanted to  pursue the line of thought.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know!” she chuckled and turned away again.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s safe with him?” she said glancing over her shoulder at me.

 
“

 
Maybe?”





“

 
Because he

 
’

 
s my friend?”





“

 
Maybe?” she said.





“

 
But what is it that

 
’

 
s safer?” I said.

 
“

 
I mean, I get it, he

 
’

 
s my friend, you know him pretty well by now, there

 
’

 
s no chance he

 
’

 
s going to try anything with me in the picture.”





“

 
Yeah,” she said thoughtfully with a squint.

 
“

 
I guess that

 
’

 
s partly it, for sure. I mean, you

 
’

 
re there, right? So, anything that goes on, or how I feel, it

 
’

 
s okay,” she said.

 
“

 
Right?”





“

 
Well what are you feeling exactly when he

 
’

 
s like that with you?” I smirked and bit my toast.





“

 
Nothing!” she shrieked again and dipped her face in her hands. But she peeked out at me through her fingers.





“

 
He

 
’

 
s a very different kind of guy from me,” I said.

 
“

 
We

 
’

 
re very different, him and I,” I went on, trying to help her get started on talking to me about it.





“

 
Very different,” she grinned sideways and widened her eyes.

 
“

 
He pushes me in different ways,” she said.

 
“

 
You push me too, but he pushes me. . . . I don

 
’

 
t know, it

 
’

 
s just different.”





“

 
Literally,” I snorted.

 
“

 
He pushes you around. Physically. Doesn

 
’

 
t he.”





“

 
He

 
’

 
s rude!” she shouted, but she couldn

 
’

 
t get the grin off her face.

 
“

 
But I guess that

 
’

 
s part of it, too,” she agreed, coming to lean against the counter beside me close enough to rub against me.

 
“

 
He

 
’

 
s very physical. He pushes me into . . . “ she paused as though at a loss for words.

 
“

 
. . . into being someone else, sort of.” She looked up at me and searched my eyes to see if she was being clear.





“

 
You want to be someone else now?”





“

 
No!” she squealed.

 
“

 
Not be someone else,” she paused.

 
“

 
But just sort of visit being someone else, if that makes sense.” She turned to me and gripped my sides and pulled my hips forward to bounce them into hers.

 
“

 
Like an actor!” she said with a wide smile and flaring eyes.

 
“

 
For those couple of hours, you can be anyone you want, but then you go back to who you are, right? There

 
’

 
s something fun about that, isn

 
’

 
t there?”



Her excitement made me realize just how much fun there could be in it. I never realized that temporarily being someone else — acting, as she called it — could be such fun. But I could feel the excitement coming off her like steam. She loved the idea of it and her excitement flooded into me, as well.



“

 
So when you

 
’

 
re prancing all around whenever Vince is over, you kind of want him to grab you, don

 
’

 
t you.”





She gasped and smiled deeply and covered her mouth. And she blushed again.

 
“

 
I am not prancing around!” she squealed and she slapped my stomach.





“

 
But you want him to grab you and tickle you.”





She snorted and pulled her hair over her face.

 
“

 
A little maybe,” she said in a tiny voice.





“

 
Because when he does that, it makes you feel like you

 
’

 
re being someone else,” I said.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s like an alternate reality,” she nodded firmly, happy to find the right words.

 
“

 
I can reimagine myself. I can play around with being a different person. And it

 
’

 
s all okay because it

 
’

 
s just Vince, it

 
’

 
s just here in the condo, and it

 
’

 
s only while he

 
’

 
s over and you

 
’

 
re here to protect me if I go too far.”





“

 
Maybe that

 
’

 
s why I don

 
’

 
t stop him either,” I said.

 
“

 
To answer your question earlier,” I grinned.

 
“

 
I can see you having a lot of fun with it. I didn

 
’

 
t know the fun you were having was because it made you feel like a different person, though.”





She hugged me and leaned back with her hands behind my back to look up in my face.

 
“

 
Don

 
’

 
t you like pretending to be someone else once in a while?” she said with eyes aglow and her mouth pulling wide.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t,” I said,

 
“

 
but I like watching you be someone else,” I grinned.





“

 
I can stop it if you want me to,” she said.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t mind it, really, I think I get off a little on watching you like that, you get so silly and laughing and . . .

 
“





“ . . . and different,” she bit her lip.

 
“

 
But I mean it,” she said.

 
“

 
You should stop it whenever it goes too far.”





“

 
How far is too far?” I grinned sideways at her.





She grinned sideways right back at me.

 
“

 
Maybe that

 
’

 
s for you to decide!” she said.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s why it feels so safe to me — I can do whatever I want, because I know that if I come too close to the line, you

 
’

 
re there to stop me.”





“

 
How far do you want to take things?” I pulled my chin in and grinned with suspicion.





“

 
That

 
’

 
s just it,” she shook her grinning face at me.

 
“

 
If I

 
’

 
m being someone else, even temporarily, then it

 
’

 
s not me and I don

 
’

 
t know who she is. I don

 
’

 
t know where she thinks the line is. I

 
’

 
m not her, am I!” she said and she squealed and spun all the way around.

 
“

 
You have to take control — she doesn

 
’

 
t have any lines!” She was giddy with the idea.





“

 
So you want to let yourself go and do whatever comes to mind, or whatever comes to Vince

 
’

 
s mind, and you won

 
’

 
t stop anything from happening? I

 
’

 
m the only one who can stop things?”





“

 
Like you

 
’

 
re the director!” she said with a wide grin.





“

 
He

 
’

 
s coming over later today,” I said.

 
“

 
You know that, right?”





“

 
And when he does . . . ” she said, turning and walking out of the kitchen high on the balls of her toes. She paused, held the doorframe and looked over her shoulder with seduction all over her face.

 
“

 
. . . you

 
’

 
ll see a different woman.” Then she squealed and shrieked skipping down the hallway and into the bedroom.





It was intriguing to wonder how far was too far for Jennifer. But I knew Vince, and I knew he

 
’

 
d stop things long before she or I would. Or at least, that was the idea before I phoned him.





“

 
Hey, when you come over,” I said,

 
“

 
Jennifer is practicing acting,” I lied to him.

 
“

 
She might seem a little different — but it

 
’

 
s important you just go along, it

 
’

 
s sort of an acting method,” I said to him.

 
“

 
She doesn

 
’

 
t know I called you.”





“

 
Different how?” he said.





I knew he liked her

 
“

 
that way” too, but he was enough of a decent friend to not make any serious moves on her. He just played with her and roughhoused with her and manhandled her . . . and tickled her and teased her.





“

 
Well she

 
’

 
s always different when you come over,” I said.





“

 
She is, isn

 
’

 
t she — she never seems her usual quiet and conservative self.”





“

 
No,” I agreed with him.

 
“

 
And she wants to explore further, she wants to get into another character more fully. It won

 
’

 
t work with me, I

 
’

 
m too associated with who she really is. She just needs you to be you, and just don

 
’

 
t stop being you., that

 
’

 
s all.”





“

 
What you mean, don

 
’

 
t stop?”





“

 
Well, if things go a little further, let them go. It

 
’

 
s okay. I

 
’

 
m there. I

 
’

 
m the director, sort of.”





He hesitated a few moments.

 
“

 
How much is a little further?”





I laughed.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s just it! We don

 
’

 
t know. She doesn

 
’

 
t know, I don

 
’

 
t know. It

 
’

 
s part of how she explores these different characters — she doesn

 
’

 
t know what they

 
’

 
ll do or not do until she

 
’

 
s inside them. Or they

 
’

 
re inside her. I don

 
’

 
t know, just play along.”





He paused a few more beats.

 
“

 
But seriously, you know how I feel about her. How far is too far?”





I laughed even harder.

 
“

 
Vince, buddy, it

 
’

 
s me, it

 
’

 
s going to be okay. If I don

 
’

 
t tell you or her to stop, then don

 
’

 
t stop. It

 
’

 
s okay up until you hear me say it

 
’

 
s not okay.”





“

 
I just don

 
’

 
t know where the line is,” he said.





“

 
There is no line!” I snorted.

 
“

 
We find it in the moment, if at all.”





“

 
There has to be a line,” he insisted.





“

 
I want Jennifer to experience fully inhabiting another self, I want her to reinvent herself, to enter another world of possibility. I need your help, buddy.”





“

 
An alternate reality,” he said tentatively.





“

 
Exactly!” I shouted, I was so glad he was getting it.





“

 
Like an avatar in a game,” he tried.





“

 
That

 
’

 
s exactly it!” I laughed.

 
“

 
For the two hours of the game, and for the purposes of the game, she will be in an alternate reality — we

 
’

 
ll all be in an alternate reality!”





“

 
Well like you mean, a reality where she isn

 
’

 
t your wife?”





I nodded slowly and thought about it.

 
“

 
Okay, yeah,” I said.

 
“

 
That would work, too.” 





“

 
An alternate reality where she isn

 
’

 
t your girlfriend or tied to you in any way?”





I snorted.

 
“

 
Okay,” I said.

 
“

 
Something like that, yeah.”





“

 
A reality where she lives there alone, and you

 
’

 
re not even there?” he tried.





“

 
Well, I

 
’

 
m going to be there,” I said.





“

 
Yeah, but,” he chuckled.

 
“

 
There like a camera when they

 
’

 
re making a movie — there but not there, not for the characters.”





I saw his point.

 
“

 
Kind of hard to ignore though — I

 
’

 
m not going anywhere. She needs me to say when to stop.”





“

 
She isn

 
’

 
t going to stop me from anything? Just you are?” he shouted with incredulity.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m there like a director.”





“

 
So she

 
’

 
s going to look to you for the okay?”





“

 
Exactly,” I said.

 
“

 
If I don

 
’

 
t say anything . . .

 
“



He completed my sentence for me. “ . . . then her and I keep the scene rolling.”



“

 
You keep it rolling. You do whatever you

 
’

 
d do.”





“

 
Whatever I

 
’

 
d do if I was up in her condo and she was single.”





“

 
That

 
’

 
s what she wants — she wants to be a different with you, just for the afternoon.”





“

 
Did she say that?”





“

 
She said you make her feel like a different person already, whenever you come over. Her and I, she wanted to play with that different person thing a bit more. I like it. I mean, why not, right?”





“

 
A lot of reasons why not,” he said.

 
“

 
But you

 
’

 
re the boss.”





“

 
It

 
’

 
s for her. She wants to explore herself.”





“

 
Hey, I already told you many times, Jennifer is super fucking hot. Quiet and shy to a fault, maybe, but she kind of opens up around me, doesn

 
’

 
t she.”





“

 
She does,” I said.

 
“

 
She said she likes it.”





“

 
She said that?”





“

 
Uh-huh,” I grinned.

 
“

 
She likes you.”



I said nothing when she shouted my name from her back on the middle cushion because that is what she wanted: me essentially not there.

She laid where Vince had thrown her down between us, and she widened her eyes at me because she knew — I was agreeing to her plan, I was showing her, it was on. I was going to let her be this other person.



She pushed herself up and picked up her plant spritzing bottle from the floor where she dropped it. Only this time, on her hands and knees, she reached with her whole body over Vince

 
’

 
s lap where he sat against the arm of the couch, and she carried on spraying the leaves of the little plant on the side table.





He looked at me and I only pursed my lips in a wide grin and half turned my face away. Don

 
’

 
t look at me, I was saying to him. Shit just got real.





He looked at her body stretched out over his, her arched back, her protruding ass, and he snorted a puff of air out his nose and smirked.

 
“

 
You just had to do that now, didn

 
’

 
t you,” he said.





“

 
Oh,” she said with as innocent a voice as she could put on.

 
“

 
Am I bothering you?”



He grinned and then he clamped his hands around her waist and drove his fingers into her skin through her top and she squealed and squirmed and grasped at his fingers with her hand.



“

 
Hands to self!” she play-scolded him.

 
“

 
Or you

 
’

 
re going to find yourself in big trouble, you!” she said.





“

 
Oh yeah?” he grinned.

 
“

 
What kind of trouble can you give me?”



She put the spray bottle down on the table like she was being the model of annoyed patience, but then she quickly drove her hands down his sides and tickled him on his sides and shrieked and laughed.

They tickled each other until their bodies contorted and squirmed together upside down to each other, legs kicking and backs twisting, their bodies tangled up over the couch. I surreptitiously slipped out of the couch and lowered myself into the chair opposite.

They laughed and screamed and fell on the floor together and tried to catch their breath. When Vince pulled himself up, weak and exhausted, back onto the couch, Jennifer pulled herself up too with her hands on his knees for balancing, and then suddenly she threw herself into his lap and tried to trap his hands at his sides with her knees pressed into the back of them.

She squealed again and pulled his t-shirt up to give herself access to his bare sides. She laughed harder and pulled his shirt up further over his head to hide his face and she dove down and blew to make her lips bubble on his chest.

It was fascinating to watch her like this. And it was also infectious: I laughed with her, I got excited off of her excitement. It was like a kid cut loose from rules.

He pulled her shirt from the bottom and she squealed and struggled to push his hands off and spun around to glance at me. But I was giving her nothing, and she knew it.



“

 
No you may not!” she screamed at him and she laughed and rolled over onto her side and fell over the length of the couch. He followed her over sideways and kept trying to undo the bottom buttons of her shirt. She lifted her knees and pushed her feet into his chest and he struggled out of his t-shirt that was constricting his arms and he wrestled against her kicking legs.



She laughed so hard her chest lifted up and her head rolled on its top so she faced backward. He got another of her buttons undone and she shrieked and tried to cover her body where it was exposed already but he got another button undone, too. She fought, but not very well.



“

 
Oh my god!” she screamed and she tried to roll over to cover herself, but he straddled her stomach and pinned her wrists down at the sides of her face.





They both huffed and puffed and smiled and squirmed against each other.

 
“

 
What do you think you

 
’

 
re doing?” she said in a mock-angry voice and she tittered. He moved her wrists up over her head and she squirmed in her whole body under him but it was no use, she was pinned hand and foot under him.



He transferred his hold on one of her wrists into his hand holding her other wrist and she cried out and tried to bump him up and off her by snapping her hips and thrusting upward but he only laughed like he was on a ride, and she laughed too.



“

 
You better not,” she said, looking down at her chest with her chin to her neck, examining herself to check how many buttons were left down the front of her shirt.



He looked down too and with his free hand, he popped one of the last two out, and moved to the last one.



“

 
I swear to god, Vince,” she said up to him.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re going to be in so much trouble!” she cried out the last word but she also laughed and caught her breath, she was breathing so hard.



He freed the last button and spread her shirt open beneath him.



“

 
Happy now?” she said to him as though she were hurt. She stopped fighting him — she was trying to shame him.





She always knows when he

 
’

 
s coming over and she always puts on makeup for him.

 
“

 
Just touching up,” she

 
’

 
d say to me with annoyance when I called her on it. But she grinned too. This time, she got a little more ready, I noticed. Normally she

 
’

 
d be wearing a cotton athletic halter under her shirt for just hanging around home. But she had got changed without me noticing. She was wearing a white lace full-cup bra with scallop edges — the kind of thing you might wear if you anticipated getting it on with someone, like a husband. Or a boyfriend.





“

 
Just one kiss,” he said in a creepy old-man voice, and he grinned and lowered his face to hers.





She squealed and kicked and bumped her hips up into his and twisted her head side to side.

 
“

 
Ew, gross!” she cried out and she laughed. But when he captured her mouth with his, though she kept moaning inside the kiss and kept squirming throughout her body under his, she returned the kiss with increasing enthusiasm.





When he pulled up from her mouth she grinned and shot a glance sideways over the room to me in the chair facing them. She looked back up at Vince still holding her down.

 
“

 
I dare you try that again!” she said.



He smiled and she breathed hard, her chest rising and falling under him. When he came down to her this time, she pulled her hands free surprisingly easily from his relaxed grip around her wrists and wrapped them around the back of his neck as her knees squeezed out from under his legs. She pressed them up the sides of his body as she raised them. They continued kissing and her hands roamed around his bare back, and her ankles crossed over each other and her heels drove down into his lower back.



They were making out on the couch together and I couldn

 
’

 
t stop grinning like a kid on Christmas.



When he rolled off of her, she was the one who kept their bodies pressed together and their mouths locked in a kiss, until he was on his back and she crouched over his body, kissing him, rubbing her hands up and down over his chest and stomach and sides, and kissing more than just his mouth.

To see my wife like that, becoming someone else before my eyes, my excitement was nearly uncontainable. I could feel what it must have been like for her, feeling released, feeling like she was acting, like she was inhabiting a person that she was fundamentally not. Making out on the couch with a man, with her top off, his top off, kissing him all over and touching him even more, it was not her in ways that went beyond mere personality traits.

She sat back on his lap and snorted down at him and used her fingernails to lightly scratch his sides and his stomach, but not enough to tickle him, just to stimulate him.



“

 
I think your jeans look stupid,” she said. She snickered because it was such a childish thing to say.

 
“

 
Why am I already down to my shorts and bra, and you

 
’

 
re still essentially as dressed as you are when you

 
’

 
re working around the house? Hm?” she said down to him with a challenging expression on her face. She defiantly pulled loose the button in the waist of his jeans.





“

 
No, don

 
’

 
t,” he said as though he were resisting her, but he also folded his arms under his head and grinned up at her.



She snorted and shook her head at him and pulled down his fly. She squirmed to get herself off the couch and she tugged at the bottoms of the legs of his jeans and laughed until she fell backward taking his jeans with her. She laughed so hard she was unable to do more than get back up on her hands and knees.



“

 
You did that on purpose!” she cried out. When she stood up, he snatched at her bare waist and yanked her. She shrieked again but she only wobbled on her feet and covered her mouth with her hands when, from behind, he pulled the button out in the waist of her shorts.





“

 
Stop it,” she said, but it was only in a teasing groan. She grabbed the waist of her shorts as though to hold them up, but when he tugged them down, she only shrieked as though overcome, and she folded her arms over her chest and collapsed her shoulders in, as though she were a woman in distress. But she also pulled her knees together and squirmed in her hips in such a way that her shorts fell half way down her thighs.



She turned around to face him and put her hands on his shoulders. She wriggled her hips side to side and grinned down at him as he had raised his face up to her, and grinned too. Her shorts fell down to her ankles and she snorted a puff of air out her nose and stepped out of them.



She pushed herself up between his legs and combed her fingers through his hair, pushing it back as though now was the time to style him. He rolled his face back and slipped his hands around her waist and hugged her back. His chin was on her ribs directly below the underside of her bra.

 
“

 
So now what are you planning to do? You finally got the girl out of her shorts, didn

 
’

 
t you . . . like you weren

 
’

 
t trying to do that ever since you knew me.”



She ran his hands around her sides still looking up at her face turned down to his, and he pushed his hands over the cups of her bra. She instinctively pushed her hips forward and rubbed her flat stomach side to side against his chest.

He sat on the edge of the couch and she pushed his forward with her straight fingers until he fell on the cushion and the back of the couch, and she bent her knees and knelt on the edge of the couch. They kissed. He continued to slump down below her, even as she wriggled on her knees straddling his body. When he was nearly flat in front of her, she walked on her knees further, and she looked down her kneeling body to his face where he looked up at her from nearly below her abdomen.

She was wearing matching panties: white, lacy, edged with tiny scallops around the legs and waist.



“

 
Its what guys do, isn

 
’

 
t it,” she said in a low, guttural voice.

 
“

 
Just shove their thing in the girls mouth,” she said.



He tried to answer her, but she gripped her fist in his hair and yanked hard.



“

 
Is this how they like to do it?” she said to him and she pulled his head by his hair and spread her knees on the couch further out the sides of his shoulders, and she curled and uncurled her spine to move her hips and her panties shakily over his face.





“

 
Depends,” he said.





She snorted and pushed her hips down so that the front of her white panties brushed against his mouth.

 
“

 
How would you like it if I just shoved my thing in your mouth?” she said.





Jennifer once tried to suck me off, but didn

 
’

 
t like it. She much preferred hand-jobs, when it wasn

 
’

 
t straight up making love. She never let me lick her out — it was too disgusting. She did, however, ask me a lot of questions about both things. I didn

 
’

 
t mind too much that she didn

 
’

 
t like either. She really got into giving me hot, seductive hand-jobs . . . .  And, oddly but not unheard of, she could climax from her breasts being rubbed and kissed and sucked. So there was that. . . .





Seeing her push her pelvis against Vince

 
’

 
s mouth, even if she had her panties on, was a revelation. Even hearing her talk about

 
“

 
shoving your thing in her mouth” was stunning.



He pulled his head up and kissed the front of her panties, but she recoiled in her hips and pushed his head down and away.



“

 
No,” she whispered.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s wrong.” It was familiar words to my ears.



Her body shook with a shiver that coursed through it. He pushed up against her fingers that tried to hold his head down, and he shot his tongue out and licked up the front of the fabric of her panties, and she rolled her head back, she gasped, and she shook again.



“

 
Stop it, it

 
’

 
s disgusting,” she said in a light, barely audible moan. I wanted to say to Vince,

 
“

 
See?”



He kept pushing with his neck straining and he planted his whole mouth over the front of her panties.



“

 
Don

 
’

 
t!” she screamed in a whisper, but she also used her fingers to fidget at the side of her panties and she pulled them aside for him.





He didn

 
’

 
t hesitate to thrust his fingers under the waist of her panties and he tugged them down to her mid-thigh. She struggled to get off the couch and turned sideways and pulled at the edge of the cushion and cried out loud and shrieked, but she wasn

 
’

 
t laughing this time. He pulled her by her shoulders and she fell over him and he twisted sideways with her, until she was on her hands and knees sideways on the couch with her pelvis over his face where he laid out along the length of the couch under her.





“

 
You

 
’

 
re not supposed to,” she said, but her voice was weak and her hips involuntarily thrusted up and down over his face.



He tugged her panties further down her thighs and she pushed herself up into a jackknife shape and wriggled her knees one after the other until her panties slipped down the rest of her legs, and she lifted one foot out of them at a time before coming back down over his face with her bared hips.



“

 
I don

 
’

 
t want you to,” she said to him, but she also looked down her body upside down and slipped her hand over her stomach, down over her abdomen, and she ran her fingers over the swollen lips of her pussy.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s gross,” she whispered.





He gripped his hands around her toned and bare thighs and looked up at her.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s the opposite of gross,” he said to her.





“

 
But look,” she said, and she ran her middle finger down through the cleft of her lips.

 
“

 
You made me so wet,” she said, hardly able to talk her voice was catching and her breath was so short. She pulled her finger from her pussy to show him how it glistened.





“

 
I love that,” he smiled at her.





She grinned to herself and blushed and tried to sit back on his lap, but he kept her over his face with a firm grip around her thighs.

 
“

 
Let me lick you just once,” he said.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s gross though,” she said.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m a mess already.” She did, however, lift one hand to pull her hair over her shoulder and give herself a better unobstructed view of her body down there, and his face directly under her.





“

 
Just once,” he said and he pulled on her hips.





She grinned at him.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re not going to stop at just once though, I know what you

 
’

 
re doing,” she said. Her hips quivered and she lowered herself a little closer to him.





“

 
Just let me taste you,” he said.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s wrong,” she said, but her hips curled out and her bared pussy nearly touched his bottom lip.





“

 
Just one . . . “ he said, but she cut him off.





“

 
Hurry, then!” she said, and she lost the strength in her hips and rolled her head back as she dropped her pussy down over his mouth.



The long, guttural groan she emitted to the ceiling was as though the gates of hell had been swung open. Her hips quivered and she drove her pelvis down hard against his face. She swept her pussy lips up and down over his mouth roughly and sloppily. Her hips shook with tension.

But Vince gripped them tighter in his hands over his head and he controlled her, he held her still, and he sealed his mouth up onto her lips and I could see from his cheeks that his tongue got busy on her inside the kiss he gave her.



“

 
Oh fucking Jesus,” Jennifer cried out and her hand slapped the back of the couch and her fingers twisted hard in the fabric. She reached like a blind person for the arm of the couch above Vince

 
’

 
s head and she found it and hung on as though for life. Her hips began to buck forward and back like a woman fucking a man, only it was his face she grinded herself on. She cried in pronounced whispers over and over,

 
“

 
Fuck!” and she began to whimper like someone tortured.





I didn

 
’

 
t stop her. I knew that things had gotten away from both of them, that nothing going on anymore was in any way planned or anticipated. Feelings were overwhelmed and bodies took over. I understood that. I knew, because I was so wired up to my wife

 
’

 
s feelings, I felt everything she felt: the loss of self control, the amazement at what was inside, the ability to pursue the urges to their end.





My wife climaxed on Vince

 
’

 
s mouth like that, warping her body, stopping her breathing, twisting and grimacing and stretching her fingers and curling her toes — it was intense. And then she collapsed on him, her naked body all over his, and she tittered and kissed him and cuddled up into him.





She also laughed and pushed her body down the length of the couch. She lowered the side of her face on his hip and looked up through the tops of her eyes at him and squealed. She was excited, she wasn

 
’

 
t wasted. Her climax had only inspired her onward.





She wrapped her hand around his cock and I knew my friend was in for a treat — she gave the best handjobs! But she only pulled his cock over her face and shot her tongue out to lap at the side of it. She laughed again and threw herself up onto her knees and elbows and she laughed again, she cooed at him and teased him with the tip of her tongue around the ridge under the head of his cock, and when I half sat up with alarm, she didn

 
’

 
t even look at me before she opened her mouth and sank her pink lips down over the head of his cock.



She came back up and laughed and licked him and murmured something to him about being so hard, and then she got serious and she buried the length of his cock in her mouth, forcing her face down over his groin.



I fell back and gasped. My wife came up and dropped down on him with an enthusiasm I

 
’

 
d never witnessed. She moaned with his cock deep her in mouth and she came off, licked it and rubbed it around her face, and shook and squealed she was so happy and proud to be sucking him off.





“

 
You better not cum!” she said with her eyes glaring at him, and she sank her mouth down on him again and kept it deep in her. I could tell she was swirling her tongue around his cock inside her mouth.





Vince grimiced and gasped and tapped her shoulder and my wife pulled up and laughed and flicked her tongue at the underside of his cock and teased him.

 
“

 
You almost came, didn

 
’

 
t you!” she shouted at him and she laughed. She also got up and walked over his body on her knees and reached down behind her back and between her legs. I sank in my chair and stopped breathing myself. She seized his cock in her hand and drew the head of his erection back and forth through the cleft of her swollen pussy lips.





“

 
You can cum in me if you want to,” she said to him with a wide grin.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s okay,” she said.





Vince said nothing. He didn

 
’

 
t even look at me. But nor did my wife. They truly acted like I was a camera. My wife tittered and sank her hips down to cover the head of his cock with her sopping, pink pussy lips. She fell forward and planted both her palms in his chest and she lifted and dropped her hips over his pelvis, and I watched from only a few feet away as his cock disappeared between the lips of her pussy, and re-emerged glistening from her wetness, and plunge back into her.





She rode him like that, noisily, roughly, and crudely. Gone was the woman I knew, who liked cuddling and foreplay, a lot of talking and kissing, lights out, under the sheets, silent but for caught breath, and missionary. My wife was now naked with middle-of-the-day sun splashed over her back and chest, riding Vince on the couch and crying and laughing at the same time, pounding her body against his with a ferocity I

 
’

 
d never seen.





She also climaxed on him like that — a first, at least with that much power to it. She cried out loud, damn the neighbours — a first. When Vince rolled her over, she wasn

 
’

 
t being demure or shy anymore. She shot her legs straight up to the ceiling and yanked his body down on hers. When he missed her pussy with his cock, she laughed hysterically and snatched at his cock with her hands and pulled him inside her. When he penetrated my wife

 
’

 
s body, her back arched like a stabbing victim.



When he pulled out of her after nearly cumming, she draped herself over the arm of the couch and stuck her ass high up behind herself and wiggled it enticingly. He knelt behind her and plunged his cock so hard and deep into her, she yelped, but she also reached behind herself and dug her nails into the back of his thighs and tore at him to pull him into her harder yet.



Her climax rocked the condo. And lucky me: I even got to see Vince

 
’

 
s cum gush from my wife

 
’

 
s pussy and drip in globs down the insides of her thighs.



She finally pulled away and pulled him behind her down the hall, giggling, to the bathroom.



She came back first. I wasn

 
’

 
t surprised Vince took his time — he was either too scared or he was giving us time to talk it through. My wife was in her bathrobe.

 
“

 
So embarrassing,” she said, covering her face with one hand and sitting down in my lap.

 
“

 
I guess things got a little carried away.”





“

 
A little?” I said.





She buried her grin in my neck and hung her arms around my back.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m sorry,” she said.

 
“

 
I didn

 
’

 
t expect that to happen.” She kissed me on the neck.

 
“

 
Are you mad?”





I had to think about that. Until she asked me, I

 
’

 
d forgotten a man was supposed to be mad at something like that involving his wife.





“

 
Not mad, no,” I said,

 
“

 
but surprised.”





She sank her face harder into my neck.

 
“

 
Me too,” she murmured.





“

 
So I guess you had fun being this other person,” I said.





“

 
A lot!” she snorted and grinned.





I don

 
’

 
t know why I said it, it just slipped out. I said,

 
“

 
I suppose you

 
’

 
d love to keep it going all night.” It was a throw-away comment.





But Jennifer gasped and raised her eyebrows and kissed me hard on the lips.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
d be okay with that?” She didn

 
’

 
t wait for an answer. She jumped up off of me and sprinted down the hallway squealing.





She came back leading Vince by the hand and they sat together on the couch.

 
“

 
A show?” she said to him and she shot a glance at me. We ordered in dinner. When it got darker, we left the lights off. Soon, my wife was making out with Vince on the couch again. At first it was private giggles and nuzzles and little kisses. Then it became roaming hands. And then clothes began coming off again.





My wife and friend ignored me even though it had been hours now. She lead him to our bedroom squealing and giggling, and shut the door. I could hear even without going down the hallway my wife

 
’

 
s voice, squealing, laughing, and then moaning, and then, after a while, crying and whimpering. I heard the bed pound the wall.





I let it happen. I allowed them to keep the act going all night long. He even slept overnight, sharing my bed with my wife. She was getting the single life for the whole weekend. And I didn

 
’

 
t mind — I loved it, even though I had jerked myself off red and raw.



In the morning, it was still on. She was dressed in a shirt and panties and made him pancakes with strawberries and blueberries and tittered as she sat on his lap and fed him. They went back to bed and fucked again. It must have been her fifth or sixth climax that filled the condo with that piercing cry of utter pleasure.

Finally he said he had to go, and she kissed him long at the doorway. We sat at the table by ourselves and she pursed her lips and grinned up at me.



“

 
That was interesting,” she said.





“

 
Interesting might not be the word for what that was,” I said.





She blushed and turned her face away.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re embarrassing me again,” she murmured.





“

 
So I guess you found an alternate reality somewhere in there — you certainly seemed to reinvent yourself,” I said.





“

 
Can

 
’

 
t live like that,” she shook her head and bulged her eyes.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s not me,” she said.





“

 
No more than a visit,” I nodded, again making a fateful comment without thinking first.





She raised her sparkling eyes at me.

 
“

 
She can come visit again do you mean?” She wrapped her hand tightly around my wrist and her thumb rubbed my skin hard.





“

 
Strictly weekends,” I said, and immediately shut my eyes. I was making mistakes with everything I said.





My wife squealed and jumped up and threw her arms around my neck.

 
“

 
So much fun!” she shrieked.





She shopped during the week for new things. Saturday, she told me the plan.

 
“

 
So, my boyfriend should be here at around six. He wants to take me out for dinner.”





“

 
What?” I said, screwing up my face.

 
“

 
A date with Vince?”





She grimaced but she nodded.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s Vance, now,” she said.





“

 
And you?” I grinned at her.





She touched her chest.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m Danica,” she said.





“

 
What

 
’

 
s going on?”





She threw her arms around my neck.

 
“

 
Just for the weekends right?” she said, kissing me.

 
“

 
My imaginary play-life!”





“

 
You and . . .

 
“





“

 
. . . Vance, my boyfriend!” she said with a smile and she spun around on her toes and laughed and sprinted away.

 
“

 
I have to get ready!” she shouted.

 
“

 
Will you still be here when we come back?” she called.





I hadn

 
’

 
t planned on going out.

 
“

 
Should I be?”





She came back to me already stripped to her bra and panties. They were new. Black. Lots of straps. Very, very sexy. She dropped her arms around my shoulders and pushed her hips forward into mine.

 
“

 
Only if you like to watch your little wife,” she said, before bending forward to whisper in my ear,

 
“

 
get her brains fucked out!” She laughed and spun away.

 
“

 
Vince doesn

 
’

 
t mind,” she called as she went to the bathroom.

 
“

 
But he says no watching this time, okay?” she said with her head twisted around and her face disappearing behind the closing door.

 
“

 
It makes us feel self-conscious,” she said, and she shut the door.





The kicker was, my wife discovered she loved giving me head, and fo0und out she loved even more me going down on her. Especially at the same time. That, and she began to climax with me in all sorts of ways. So there

 
’

 
s that . . . .





Her phone buzzed. She looked wildly hot.

 
“

 
My dates here!” she rushed out full of excitement.





“

 
I

 
’

 
ll be in my office down the hall,” I said to her.





“

 
We

 
’

 
ll be back around eight, I think,” she said, giving me another tiny kiss on the cheek.





“

 
Don

 
’

 
t rush on my account.” I said.





She kissed me at the door.

 
“

 
Thank you for this!” she said.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s good for me, don

 
’

 
t you think?” she tilted her her head sideways at me.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s good.” I nodded.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s good.”



Her phone buzzed again and she was gone. I went in my office, but I left my door cracked open an inch or two.




My wife blossomed — with my friend




My climbing friend Jordan came out from Dancia

 
’

 
s and my shower with nothing but a white towel tied around his waist. He snuck up on her while she was in the kitchen making a coffee. She thought it was just me, and when she casually turned around to hand me my cup, he seized her in his strong hands around her ribs and he threw her small body up along his body to the ceiling.



She was wearing nothing but a white rolled-sleeve shirt and panties. She thought she could sneak out to get a cup to take with her back to the bedroom to get dressed and ready for dinner out.

She shrieked and kicked her legs and wrapped them around his waist and threw her arms around his neck to hang on. When he set her down, he let her body slide down the front of his body so that her shirt pushed up high enough to reveal the undersides of her breasts.

She cleared her throat, spun around, and widened her eyes and bulged them out at me, before she scurried past me with a tight-lipped grin down the hallway to slam shut the bedroom door.



Whenever Jordan and I got back from a climb, we stopped at Danica

 
’

 
s and my condo to store the camping and climbing stuff, grab a shower for the first time in days, and head out for a real meal, with Danica.





Danica is shy and demure. She

 
’

 
s so soft-spoken and nervous around people, she makes herself invisible. Jordan, by contrast, is a big, brash, loud and physical guy. He always teases and play-flirts with her, winking at me the whole time, of course. Normally Danica absolutely hates that kind of attention. But somehow Jordan gets away with it with her. She blushes and looks down and grins and curls her shoulders around her chest, or just runs away to the bedroom, but she doesn

 
’

 
t ask me to stop bringing him over.





“

 
He

 
’

 
s okay, I don

 
’

 
t mind him, really,” she said.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s just the way he is, right?” she said in a tiny, coy voice.





“

 
I thought you hated guys like that, though,” I kidded her.





“

 
I do!” she grinned and blushed and turned away from me.





“

 
So what

 
’

 
s different with Jordan? He

 
’

 
s the most loud and jocular guy I know.”





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know,” she said in her usual quiet and ambivalent voice, and she shrugged and turned away, peeling her finger from the counter with her other fingers.

 
“

 
He

 
’

 
s your friend, I guess?” she looked up at me through her fallen hair with those large, innocent eyes.

 
“

 
You trust him, I guess?” she nearly whispered before she slipped down the hallway and away from me.



The three of us walked a few blocks to a favourite pub with great burgers. Jordan slipped into the booth seat beside my wife before I was able to sit beside her, so I took the other side. He made a point of nearly crushing her against the wall, taking up most of his side of the table, and pretending not to notice her nearly behind him.

It was weird. She just smiled to herself, even with the back of his upper arm against her chest and nearly her face, too.



She tapped his shoulder and murmured up to him that she needed to get out for the bathroom. He leaned back, but he didn

 
’

 
t slide out.

 
“

 
Squeeze by,” he said to her as though it was a challenge.





“

 
Just get out, you big gallump!” she tittered. She even turned sideways on her ass, lifted her knees up to her chest, and pushed her feet into his ribs and hip. He just kept talking to me without moving his eyes from my eyes as though nothing was going on, before he reached down and tickled her feet under her sandals.



Danica rolled and kicked and shrieked so loud we were all stunned and glancing around the place and Jordan stopped tickling her, but her continued to hold both her ankles in his hands.



“

 
What?” she said, now lying on her back on the bench with her head crammed up against the wall behind her and her hair strewn all over her face.

 
“

 
Are you going to let me out or what?” She was huffing and puffing and her face was red. She was wearing a white pleated skirt with her white rolled-sleeve shirt, and it had fallen up her thighs and around her waist so that her panties might even have been visible to him if he looked over at her.





There was a femininity that seemed to burst out of her whenever he came over, like a dainty desert flower that only blooms in a rare rain, but when it blooms, it

 
’

 
s brilliant.



He let her ankles go so that her legs dropped into his lap but he only pressed himself back and gestured to her that she could pass in front of him whenever she wanted. She rolled her eyes and shook her head and pushed herself up and bent at her waist over the table and gripped the edge in both her hands to pull herself along as  the back of her legs pushed against his knees.

He wrapped his strong hands around her slim waist as though to help her squeeze by in front of him. With her ass sticking up toward his face, she raised her eyes to mine over the table and with a half-grin, she rolled them again and sighed as though he was the most annoying man possible. When she got out, she glanced over her shoulder at Jordan and shook her head at him, but still with a grin. She glanced at me with a more serious expression, as though checking to see if I noticed anything.

I wanted to tell her that I noticed everything, but I worried that that would clam her up again. Inside, I was somehow tittilated by the sight of my wife transforming like that just because a man like Jordan was around.



Once she was gone inside the bathrooms, I leaned over the table.

 
“

 
She

 
’

 
s very different with you,” I said to Jordan.

 
“

 
I just wonder if you

 
’

 
ve noticed that too.”





“

 
I

 
’

 
m sorry,” he chuckled.

 
“

 
I just love teasing her, she

 
’

 
s so . . .

 
“



“ . . . teasable?” I suggested.



He rolled his head back and laughed.

 
“

 
I guess so,  yeah,” he said.

 
“

 
I shouldn

 
’

 
t do that to her though, I know it makes her uncomfortable.”





“

 
That

 
’

 
s just it, though,” I said to him squinting my eyes at the mystery of it.

 
“

 
Normally it would make her uncomfortable — normally she

 
’

 
d complain to me about a guy like you, she

 
’

 
d hate what you do,” I said at him.

 
“

 
But she lets you get away with it every time. If I didn

 
’

 
t know better, I

 
’

 
d even say she kind of likes it, the way you treat her.”





He roared and laughed and shook his head at the impossibility of it.

 
“

 
She

 
’

 
s blushing, she

 
’

 
s pushing me back, she

 
’

 
s kicking me!” he said.

 
“

 
Pretty sure she

 
’

 
s sick of me.”





I snorted and dropped my head sideways.

 
“

 
Maybe you don

 
’

 
t really know what she

 
’

 
s like normally with most other people,” I said to him.

 
“

 
People don

 
’

 
t notice her. She hardly talks. Seriously — I hear it all after we get home, but she is really shy around people, especially guys, and doubly so for big loud guys like you.”





“

 
Hey thanks for that, buddy,” he chuckled.





“

 
No I mean it,” I said.

 
“

 
There

 
’

 
s something you bring out of her. She enjoys you.”





“

 
She

 
’

 
s just being polite to her husband

 
’

 
s friend,” he shook his head at me.

 
“

 
And I promise, I

 
’

 
ll cut it out. But it

 
’

 
s going to be hard because she

 
’

 
s just so much damn fun to tease!” he laughed more.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t want you to cut it out,” I said after a pause.

 
“

 
I like seeing her like that — she needs to be more relaxed around people. Maybe you bring out of her, I don

 
’

 
t know . . . maybe you make her feel more assertive and confident. Anyway, I think it

 
’

 
s good for her.”





“

 
You want me to keep teasing her like that?” he said, narrowing his eyes.





“

 
What

 
’

 
s it hurt? I know you. I know her,” I shrugged.

 
“

 
So keep doing it. Go further, actually. Why not? It

 
’

 
s something new for her. I swear to god, I can see it changing her in so many little ways.”





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t think I

 
’

 
m comfortable with this,” he snorted and grinned.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m her husband, Jordan. And I

 
’

 
m telling you, I

 
’

 
m asking you, keep doing that shit to her like that. Take it further. I want to see how far it goes. She needs to be pushed,” I said.

 
“

 
She needs to get pushed out of her comfort zone a bit.”





“

 
I didn

 
’

 
t know she was only in her panties when I grabbed her in the kitchen, I

 
’

 
m sorry about that,” he said.





I waved him off.

 
“

 
Seriously, I don

 
’

 
t care. I want her to explore things like that. I want her to find out — I want her to see that she

 
’

 
s not going to explode or die or anything. She isn

 
’

 
t going to get it from me, she

 
’

 
s way too comfortable with me. I can

 
’

 
t take her to new places.”





“

 
Well, like . . . ” he looked sideways at me, checking the back of the pub for her return. “ . . . how far is too far, what are you talking here?”





I sat back and threw my arms up behind me over the top of the back of my seat and thought about it.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m curious as hell to see how far she lets you take her. I

 
’

 
m already amazed at what she lets you do to her body, and she doesn

 
’

 
t complain to me about it ever. Why don

 
’

 
t we do an experiment?”





“

 
I am really not liking this, dude,” he said and he shook his head away and looked away from me.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s just you, we obviously trust each other — we hold each other

 
’

 
s lines all the way up the side of fucking mountains,” I said.

 
“

 
I want my wife to find out more about herself. She

 
’

 
s just too enclosed and I

 
’

 
m not helping her. So tease her, play with her. I

 
’

 
ll be there. But don

 
’

 
t draw a line. I won

 
’

 
t draw any line either.” I grinned as the plan took form in my mind.

 
“

 
I need to know about this hidden part of her. I need to see where her line is,” I grinned.





“

 
What

 
’

 
s the deal?” he ducked his head low and glanced to the bathroom doors. Danica had come out and was heading back.





“

 
We

 
’

 
ll just hang out, don

 
’

 
t go home tonight — we

 
’

 
ll tell her you

 
’

 
re going to stay over so we can do breakfast together tomorrow.”





He glanced at her and so did I, and she blushed from across the room and gave him a tiny wave of her fingers. He looked back at me.

 
“

 
What is this, man?” he said.





“

 
The deal is, you don

 
’

 
t draw a line, and I don

 
’

 
t draw a line. She is the one who draws the line. I won

 
’

 
t stop things and you don

 
’

 
t stop things. Only she stops them — that

 
’

 
s the deal. You just do you, the way you do with her. Deal?”





He stuck his hand out but he was reluctant to shake mine.

 
“

 
Only she stops it?”





“

 
She knows how, she does it every time, she just goes to the bedroom. So until she goes to the bedroom, I

 
’

 
m not going to stop anything.”





“

 
What if . . . “ he began, but Danica came back. This time she didn

 
’

 
t ask him to get out of her way, she just started bending over and squeezing in front of him again.





“

 
I said

 
‘

 
anything

 
’

 
, I cut him off.”





“

 
But . . . “ he said, and I cut him off again and seized his hand in mine. Danica pushed her hips into his arm where it was extended over the table to shake my hand on the deal.





“

 
Excuse me!” she said with her eyes wide.



He pulled his arm back keeping his eyes dead set on mine. Danica tittered when she squeezed by against his legs facing me and she plopped down in the seat squeezing herself between the wall and Jordan.



“

 
That

 
’

 
s suspicious,” she said looking up through her hair.

 
“

 
What are you two scheming about now?” she grinned.





Jordan looked down over his shoulder at her and he reached his arm across his body and quickly darted his fingers into her ribs and tickled her. She bent over and squealed and seized his wrist in her hand and he stopped. But she didn

 
’

 
t let his wrist go.





“

 
Wouldn

 
’

 
t you just love to know,” he said to her.





“

 
Boys are gross,” she said, and she lifted her bright eyes to me and snorted a puff of air out her nose and grinned and kicked me under the table.





On the way back walking after dark, Jordan snatched at Danica

 
’

 
s hand.





She yanked it away, but didn

 
’

 
t get free.

 
“

 
Let me go, you pig!” she tittered.





“

 
Just keeping you safe,” he said, and he looked over the top of her head to me.

 
“

 
Right bro?”



I only grinned and shrugged.



“

 
Oh, right, like you

 
’

 
re perfectly fine with your friend holding my hand now?” she said up to me, shaking her head. But her smirk was unmistakable however much she tried to constrain it. She also stopped struggling to pull her hand free from his.





“

 
Show time?” my wife said when we got home, marching through the kitchen between Jordan and me to the living room with her laptop under her arm. She didn

 
’

 
t wait for a reply before she set it up with the big screen in front of the couch.

 
“

 
Come on you guys!” she shouted to us from the middle of the couch she plopped herself down. We were both staring at her in stunned silence before we swung our faces back to each other.





She was acting differently. For starters, she

 
’

 
d normally claim a side of the couch tight up against the far arm, not the middle. We sipped our opened cans of beer and I patted his back and followed him out to the living room. We sat down, one to each side of Danica.





“

 
Turn the lights down?” she said to me. I did.





She was leaning forward with her elbows on her knees.

 
“

 
Sit back, relax,” Jordan said to her, and he reached and pulled her shoulder.





“

 
Don

 
’

 
t!” she said to him in a groan, and she pushed his hand off her, but when he tried to twist it around, she wrapped her hand around his wrist and glared over her shoulder at him.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m warning you!” she said through a tight grin.





“

 
I love that top on you,” he said.



She glanced down at herself and lifted her eyes back to the screen saying nothing, but a tiny grin spread on her lips.



“

 
Turn to me, let me see it again,” he said, leaning back into the corner of the arm of the couch.



Danica looked over her other shoulder at me and widened her eyes and dropped her mouth open as though in shock.



“

 
Just show him,” I shrugged.





She narrowed her eyes at me and scowled like I was making her angry.

 
“

 
Tell him

 
‘

 
No

 
’

 
,” she said under her breath.





“

 
What

 
’

 
s the problem?” I said back to her also under my breath. I knew Jordan could hear us anyway.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m your wife, for one,” she said, glaring at me.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s okay with me,” I nodded at her.



She shook her head at me and sighed audibly and twisted around to face Jordan. She clutched at the bottom of the shirt and pulled it out from her body and stretched it tight down from her neck so that it shone, it was so flat.



“

 
Stand up, let me really see it,” he said.





“

 
I know what you

 
’

 
re doing,” she said, dropping her face forward.

 
“

 
Ken?” she said to me but still facing Jordan.





“

 
Danica?” I replied.





“

 
Your friend is being inappropriate again.” She kept staring at him and but she also kept pulling her shirt down in front of herself.





“

 
How so?”





She huffed and rolled her eyes like it was the most unbelievable thing that I should ask that.

 
“

 
He wants me to stand up in front of him.”





“

 
That

 
’

 
s okay,” I said, and I shrugged again. I stared at the screen the whole time.





“

 
For just one second!” she said to Jordan, and she pushed up from the couch and stood in front of him in the small space between the front of the couch and the table.





“

 
Just turn around for me?”





She huffed again and sank her shoulders down. But she turned on her toes, slowly too. I caught her eyes and she glared at me.

 
“

 
I can

 
’

 
t believe you

 
’

 
re letting him do this,” she said.





“

 
Up to you,” I shrugged again.





“

 
It shimmers on you,” Jordan said.

 
“

 
What

 
’

 
s the material?”





She stopped turning and faced him.

 
“

 
How should I know?”





“

 
Let me feel it.”





“

 
I hardly think so,” she said, but she didn

 
’

 
t sit down.





“

 
Just a touch,” he said. He made to move to reach.





Danica looked over her shoulder at me up the other end of the couch.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re just going to let your friend touch your wife

 
’

 
s top?”





“

 
Danica, it

 
’

 
s fine, it

 
’

 
s just Jordan,” I nodded.



She inhaled a deep impatient breath, but it caught and quaked when she let it out. She lifted a knee and knelt onto the edge of the couch between his spread legs and she leaned forward and caught herself from falling forward by grabbing the back of the couch beside his head. She planted her other hand on the arm of the couch on the other side of his body, and leaned over him.



Her shirt billowed out from her body and hung with it

 
’

 
s tails on his lap. He rubbed it between his finger and thumb like he was examining a drug or a sample of gold.





She sighed.

 
“

 
Take your time, by all means,” she said, but she said it in a small, private voice to him.





“

 
Let me see the label,” he said.





She stared at him and narrowed her eyes and pursed her lips.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s just a shirt,” she said.



He patted the couch cushion between his legs and she glanced over her shoulder at me. I kept my eyes on the screen like the show was far more interesting, but I was able to watch her through the corners of my eyes. She twisted around and for a moment caught her balance with her hand against his shoulder and she slipped and fell down between his legs heavily in her efforts to avoid touching him anywhere.



“

 
Can

 
’

 
t reach,” he said. He didn

 
’

 
t make a move — he just remained buried deep in the corner of the couch like he was helpless.



Danica put her hands on his knees that rose up to either side of her hips and she eased herself back over the cushion toward him. She looked over at me through the darkness — the show turned to a nighttime scene and the room got very dark — and bent her head forward and leaned her shoulders back until Jordan was able to twist the collar of her shirt over as though to read it.



“

 
You getting a good look back there?” she said with her chin down into her chest. I saw her fingers slightly twist and pull at the fabric of his jeans over his knees.





“

 
Hang on,” he said,

 
“

 
can

 
’

 
t quite see it,” and said, and he reached around to the front of her neck, and before she could react, he undid the top button of her shirt.





She yelped and shot up and spun around to glare at him.

 
“

 
I don

 
’

 
t think so!” she yelled at him, but her voice also had a chuckle in it.





“

 
Well I don

 
’

 
t want to tear it, and it

 
’

 
s too tight around your neck for me to turn it out,” he said.





“

 
As if!” she said, but she also took her hands away from her neck and grasped his knees again, and leaned back for him.





“

 
You

 
’

 
re tight,” he said, and with her shirt now looser over her shoulders, he wrapped his hands around her neck and pressed his thumbs into the sides of her spinal column.





Her eyes immediately closed and her head dropped back.

 
“

 
Ah, that

 
’

 
s good,” she half laughed,

 
“

 
but you better stop.”





He didn

 
’

 
t listen to her, though, and he squeezed his hands over her shoulders. We often rubbed each other

 
’

 
s back as part of the climbing partner thing — shoulders usually get pretty sore and stiff from climbing. He was good at it.





Her fingers curled up and her nails drew tight circles into the denim over his knees and she dropped her head further down and leaned her back further toward him.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re not just reading the label anymore are you,” she said with a groan.





“

 
Open up, you

 
’

 
re full of knots back here,” he said, ignoring her.





Danica was a researcher and spent her working hours sitting at a computer. She was always sore in the neck.

 
“

 
I know, right?” she said and she chuckled. To my utter astonishment, not that I looked or showed any indication that I saw, but she undid one and then another button down the front of her shirt. She checked with her eyes darting up to me over the other end of the couch, but I was too absorbed by the show to see, wasn

 
’

 
t I.



Jordan lightly and slowly edged  her shirt over her shoulders so that it pulled at the fourth button down the front and stretched across her body from arm to arm. He rubbed her shoulders and I could hear her breath catch and a tiny, very brief, inhaled gasp. She hung her head further down so her face was entirely obscured by her hair.



“

 
That okay?” he said to her in a private voice and she only tittered back to him and breathed a light

 
“

 
yeah!” His hands moved down her arms and then under them so that he was pushing into the sides of her ribs, and then down further, over her obliques.



She glanced up through her fallen hair at me and I saw, as much as I could see looking through the sides of my vision, her tongue lash out a moment and lick the bottom of her top lip. It was like she was experiencing difficulties. He slid his hands around the front of her stomach and she inhaled sharply and twisted her fingers harder in the fabric of his jeans. Her hands slid further up over his thighs.



“

 
This still okay?” he said in a quiet voice as his fingers moved to her buttons and worked to pop the next one out.





“

 
Yeah,” she smiled and breathed out, and she chuckled and inhaled short, sharp breaths through her clenched teeth. I could tell she was struggling so hard to not make any sounds, and was failing badly at it.



I looked over when she raised her eyes and stared without expression at  me. Jordan moved his fingers down to the next button, and the one after that, too — the last one. Danica bit her lip and shivered once.

I nodded at her, I drank my can of beer, I uncrossed and recrossed my legs, and I sank back into my corner of the couch and rolled my face back to the screen.



“

 
This will help,” Jordan said, and he delicately lifted her shirt by the collar in his fingers and thumbs and peeled it back off her shoulders.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s okay?” she said in a tiny voice to me. But she didn

 
’

 
t wait for my answer before she dropped her shoulders back, straightened her arms behind her, and allowed Jordan to drag her shirt sleeves inside-out down her arms, and off her body entirely.





“

 
It feels good?” I said to her without looking over. I knew that she was sitting between Jordan

 
’

 
s legs leaning back against his chest with only her bra on. It was uncharted territory for everybody.





“

 
Yeah, kinda, I guess,” she chuckled to me, but her voice quaked with nerves.





“

 
Just relax, then” I shrugged.

 
“

 
Enjoy it.” I smiled at her. I sipped my beer and studiously ignored what she was going through.



She sucked a sharp inhalation of breath through her tight teeth. His hands had pulled around the sides of her stomach and he urged her to slide back on the cushion further between his legs. He rubbed her all over her back and she puffed air out her nose and ducked her head down further.



“

 
Just going to . . . “ he said in a low, quiet tone, and he unclasped her bra.

 
“

 
You can hold it up if you like,” he said to her in a low moan.





Her head shot up and her eyes bugged out and she chuckled nervously. She clamped her hand to the front of her chest and pressed the cups of her bra, now slackened around her ribs, tight to her breasts. She spun around to face him, pressing her hands into the tops of his thighs.

 
“

 
Must you!?” she glared at him.





“

 
Just so I can rub you down good,” he smiled back at her.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t think so!” she said.



He shrugged and he moved his hands up and down over her fully exposed back. He was using a lotion — it was handy in a bag he had on the floor beside him. My wife puffed a breath out her nose and slowly twisted back forward. She switched hands holding her bra to her chest, but she also moaned with the pleasure of an expert back rub, and switched hands again before, without drawing attention, she took her bra away from her chest, folded it in half, and leaned forward to toss it gently onto the table.



She covered her breasts with her arm and hand. But when he pressed a knot, she leaned her head back, she smiled, she went

 
“

 
Ahhhh!” and she pushed her hands hard down in his thighs, rubbing his legs down to his knees and up far behind her to the apex of his thighs, where she scrunched her fingers in his pants and pulled at them.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s really very good,” she moaned.





I shot my eyes sideways but kept my face perfectly still and forward to the screen so she didn

 
’

 
t know I was looking at her and didn

 
’

 
t become aware of me looking and suddenly become self conscious of her nude upper body. She had arched her back deeply and leaned her head all the way back and over his big shoulders. He worked his thumbs into her lower spine, and her belly and now bare, uncovered chest, jutted out in the dim flickering light of the show on the screen. 





“

 
You should stop,” she murmured up to the bottom of his jaw, but he moved his strong hands around her waist and down further, over her hips, and he pushed them out over her thighs, pressing her flesh down, and in the process, causing her legs to spread open.





“

 
Is this okay?” he said close to her ear and she rolled her face and inhaled sharply, reaching up to grip his ear in her hand.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know,” she whispered back to him, but she shifted her shins to curl them around his where they hung over the front of the couch between her legs. When he closed his legs, her body rode up over his thighs and her legs parted when he lifted his knees and caught his toes on the edge of the table in front of the couch.



My wife reached over and behind her head with both hands and clenched her fingers tightly into the hair on the back of his head. He ran his hands hard, but lubricated, up the insides of her thighs, pressing her wider apart. He delicately lifted the hem of her skirt and pulled it up around her waist. She squirmed and moaned in his lap and hid her face up into the side of his neck, stretching her body fully back and entwining her ankles around his shins like a writhing snake. It was just dim enough for her to imagine I could not see, or to believe I was not turning my head or straining my eyes to look.

He slid his hand up her hip and popped out the big buttons at the side of her skirt so that it opened, and he carefully tugged it out from under her ass and draped it over the arm of the couch behind him. She squirmed against him on her back with her nearly nude body flat out over his. She seemed to believe that the further back she thrusted her head, the deeper into the far side of his neck she pushed her face, the less I — or even herself — would notice what she was letting Jordan do to her body. When he lightly scratched the nails of both his hands up her bare sides to the sides of her bare breasts, she dropped her mouth wide open and involuntarily exhaled an audible gasp.

He dragged the backs of his hands over the tops of her breasts and she curled and writhed. He tickled her tummy and she twisted and contorted all over him. He slipped his fingers under the waist band of her panties at the sides of her hips, and she cried a tiny, high-pitched cry that sounded like a cat a block away.



“

 
Please!” she gasped in a guttural and deep whisper into his ear, but she also nipped it and kissed it and licked it, straining her body even further back. I glanced at Jordan and he looked back at me. We couldn

 
’

 
t tell what she was asking with that plaintive

 
“

 
Please!” But she did — nearly imperceptibly — lift her hips from his thighs when he tugged again at the waist of her panties.



He pushed them an inch down one hip and reached over her twisting and writhing body to push them an inch down her other hip. He worked them in that fashion until they stretched between her spread thighs just above her knees. Her breath was short and sharp and her body was stretched tight and long on him. She flopped and kicked like a fish in the bottom of a boat.

She suddenly shot up and squeezed her legs around the outsides of his thighs and planted her palms down into his knees where they emerged from under her. She pushed her belly and chest out and slowly turned her face to me.



“

 
Is this what you were talking to Jordan about in the restaurant?” she said. She dropped her feet to the floor and stood up to turn around and nudge her legs between his knees facing him.

 
“

 
Is this what you wanted to watch?” she said to me, and she leaned over him, she caught herself with one hand on the back of the couch, and with her eyes on mine in the dark flickering room, she tugged and pulled at the bottom of his t-shirt.



I sipped my drink watching her and said nothing, as Jordan and I had agreed. Jordan eventually assisted her, pulling his t-shirt up and over his head, tossing it onto the floor behind the arm of the couch.



But she didn

 
’

 
t stop there. She rolled her head at me with her chin up defiantly, and she reached down to his waist under her and, looking at me the whole way, she undid his button, pulled down his fly, and started to pull his pants out from under him. As she did so, she kicked one knee and then the other and made her own panties fall down around her ankles. She stepped out of them as she backed up and pulled Jordan

 
’

 
s pants off him too.





“

 
Is it?” she said to me and she licked her lips and dropped her mouth open. She pushed her hands into his bare thighs and let her completely naked body come down onto her knees between his legs. She kept staring at me even as she slipped her fingers inside the waist of his shorts and she pulled them down over his ass. When he didn

 
’

 
t lift his hips to help her, she grinned up half her face and slapped his stomach. He lifted his hips and she drew her face down seriously again and pulled his shorts down his thighs, over his knees, and down his shins, and off his feet. He was now as naked as she was.





“

 
Tell me,” she groaned at me as she pushed her hands into the tops of his thighs the way he had been rubbing her, and she arched her back deeply enough to push her bare breasts into his stomach as she bent over his lap.





She swivelled her face down into his groin and, finger-by-finger, she wrapped her hand around his cock. He was of course fully erect.

 
“

 
Is this what you wanted to watch?” she said to me with her face turned and wavering like she was challenging me.





She inhaled, she dropped open her mouth, and she turned back to his pelvis, shut her eyes lightly, and circled her lips to press a kiss onto the tip of the head of his cock.

 
“

 
Is this okay?” she said to me sideways, imitating Jordan

 
’

 
s questions to her, and pressing his erection to the side of her face before she raised her shoulders high, dropped her head down low between them, and sank her pink glossy lips all the way down over the shaft of his cock until her nose touched his pelvis.





I slowly lifted my face to Jordan

 
’

 
s face. My wife

 
’

 
s head bobbed in his lap and the sounds of sloshing tongues and lips and vacuum pops filled the room — as did high-pitched and muffled moans from deep in my wife

 
’

 
s throat.





Jordan extended his arm out in a

 
“

 
What the fuck!?” gesture, but I had nothing for him but a return gesture of both my arms right back at him.





I had a vague sense that a man in my place should be angry and betrayed. But I couldn

 
’

 
t shake the feeling that she wasn

 
’

 
t cheating. She was doing it right in front of me, she was doing it with my friend, and she did check in with me every step of the way, until things got carried away, anyway. I didn

 
’

 
t mean exactly this sort of thing happening, I had zero expectation that my wife had anything like it inside her. But I did assure him that he should, as I would, let my wife take things, or let things go, as far as she wanted to.





If I didn

 
’

 
t like where that ended up going, I had only myself to blame. But the truth was, I liked it.





She looked severely hot doing it. I don

 
’

 
t know what it was, but seeing my previously conservative, quiet, and obsequious wife getting completely naked and making herself vulnerable and exposed in the middle of our living room like that, hearing those involuntary sounds of her passion escaping her throat, seeing her lose utter control of herself caught up in whatever Jordan released in her, it was having an effect on me I was not prepared for.





Witnessing one

 
’

 
s spouse become so overwhelmed with lust like that, from the distance of across the room or down the couch, was something I was completely caught off guard by. Seeing your wife having sex with another man is not the shock and horror I was told it could be, at least not with the surrounding situation that lead to me watching it. It was stirringly hot, and I wasn

 
’

 
t ready for that.





“

 
You good?” Jordan mouthed the words to me over the noisily sucking and corkscrewing head of my wife bobbing hungrily in his lap.





I looked down at her lips pushing down and pulling up with her fist trailing over his cock amazed and frankly impressed. I

 
’

 
d never seen my wife suck cock like that, not my cock anyway. I could only do one thing: I gave Jordan the ol

 
’

 
thumbs up and drank back my beer, leaned into the arm of the couch, and settled in to watch the show.





Danica pulled her mouth up from his cock and kissed it and licked it and then turned to face me as she squeezed it and ran her mouth sideways down the side of his cock and back up.

 
“

 
Aren

 
’

 
t you going to stop me?” she said to me. She pushed his cock into her cheek and chin and dragged her wet lips down the side again, before laying her tongue out flat over her bottom lip and sloppily licking up the underside of his cock.

 
“

 
Or do you like watching your wife do this to your friend?”





I said nothing because I couldn

 
’

 
t say anything. I had an inkling, in the way she secretly enjoyed Jordan

 
’

 
s teasing and touching, in the way she was never opposed to him coming over, in how she sometimes even changed clothes — underclothes even — before he came over, that there was a different Danica deep down inside her.





And I wanted it to come out. She

 
’

 
s too nervous, she

 
’

 
s too soft spoken. I know — I heard her frustrations when we got home from some party, and I heard it when she got home from work, too. So many things to say! So little courage to open her mouth and say them. I had a sense that the girl deep inside her whom Jordan somehow awakened by being so far to the other side of the kind of man she likes, like me, for example, that that girl could be connected to a whole different personality — one that was outspoken, confident, and assertive. It

 
’

 
s why I encouraged Jordan to play with her and take things further.





So I had no one to blame when

 
“

 
taking things further” wasn

 
’

 
t a case of talking louder, laughing louder, making jokes herself, which she can really do well, or speaking her mind more, but this — on her knees, completely naked, sucking his cock and looking over at me defiantly.



She pushed herself up from the floor and spread her knees over his thighs to kneel on the couch cushion facing him, and she pushed her stomach out, she clasped her hands around his cheeks, and she dropped her face down below her shoulders. She took his mouth with her mouth. His cock, shiny with her saliva all over it, stood rigidly up between them and poked her stomach, her ribs, and even between her breasts. She curled her hips out and jutted her pelvis up his lap to push her pussy into the underside of his cock.



I say

 
“

 
took his mouth with hers” because it was more than just a kiss. And she didn

 
’

 
t grind on him, either. It was much more than that: She pushed her hips forward, and dragged the cleft of her pussy lips up and down the underside ridge of his cock and she shivered throughout her body. I knew what was going to happen and I couldn

 
’

 
t do anything about — she wasn

 
’

 
t going to

 
“

 
have sex with” Jordan, or even

 
“

 
make love to him.” My wife, quiet, conservative and nearly invisible Danica, was going to fuck my friend, and she was going to be noisy about it, too.





Of course I was drained at the thought of what I knew was coming. But I was also pumped in a way that was foreign to me. And I just knew how to encourage her to cross the Rubicon and truly let everything out. I pushed my pants down to my knees and took my cock in my fist and I pumped myself watching my wife writhe and squirm on Jordan

 
’

 
s lap, and push and drag her pussy, so wet with her glisten, up and down and over the head of his cock.





Danica started to giggle and she cradled Jordan

 
’

 
s face in her hands and rested her cheek against his chin and looked over at me.

 
“

 
What are you doing?” she said with a wide grin, even as she caught her shivering breath and chirped a tiny moan as she pushed the lips of her pussy up and down on his cock, pressing it between their abdomens.





She dropped her mouth wide open and shut her eyes and dropped her head back. She massaged her breast in her hand and caught the head of his cock with the crease of her pussy lips. She smiled and dropped her face back to me.

 
“

 
Are you jerking off watching your wife about to fuck your friend?” she said through a wide smile.





She arched her back further and rubbed both her hands over both her breasts and smiled with her eyes closed and facing Jordan again.

 
“

 
My husband is going to jerk off while he watches me fuck you,” she groaned to him and she snorted a puff of air out her nose.





She lowered her hips and sank herself down on his erection and cried out loud to the ceiling. When she lifted herself back up, she curled her body forward, threw her arms around the back of his neck, and rolled her forehead down into his forehead. She began to hump her groin against his groin. I could hear the slush sound of hard, wet sex. She groaned at him and began to pant and cry. She tore her hands into the back of his neck and snapped her hips into his. She covered his mouth with a sloppy, sweating kiss, and she panted in high pitches and called him

 
“

 
baby” and asked him,

 
“

 
do you like fucking your friend

 
’

 
s pretty wife?”



She pushed her hands into his chest and leveraged herself off his lap and turned and stepped on her toes past me, dragging Jordan up from the couch behind her on her outstretched arm. She tittered like a sprite and ignored me as she pulled him after her to our bedroom.



I got up and followed, but when I got to our bedroom door, my wife squealed

 
“

 
No!” with a wide, shy grin through the gap, and shut it tight against me. I kept jerking myself with one hand leaning into the door frame over my head, listening to my wife

 
’

 
s cries, her squeals, and her laughters and murmurs, and the inevitable bumping of the bed against the wall, hard and fast.





They finally came out, both of them sheepish and wrapped in sheets. We sat at the kitchen counter and nobody made eye contact with each other until I finally spoke.

 
“

 
Yes,” I said to the surface of the counter between us.





Danica waited minutes before she finally said,

 
“

 
Yes, what?”





“

 
Yes, that is what we talked about at the bar, him and me,” I jutted my chin at Jordan who nervously looked up from where he rested his chin on his forearm.





“

 
Not exactly,” he said with his eyes popping out.





“

 
What did you say exactly,” my wife said to him, and she brought her hand up his back and rubbed him there. Of all the things that happened that night, it was the most intimate act of them all.





Between Jordan and me, Danica got the full picture: she understood how I felt about her holding back around people, how I thought she seemed enlivened by Jordan, and how I thought it might bring out a more assertive side to her if I let him

 
“

 
play” with her.





“

 
But I had no idea that would happen!” I shook my head as though still horrified.





“

 
But when it did, you didn

 
’

 
t seem to mind too much,” she snickered and covered her mouth.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m sorry,” she said through her hand.

 
“

 
That was rude.”





“

 
Dude,” Jordan said softly to me.

 
“

 
You jacked off watching your wife fuck a guy . . .

 
“





“

 
Fuck off, Jordan,” I said, and he laughed and I started laughing and soon all three of us were laughing so hard, we weren

 
’

 
t even making any sounds, all bent over under the top of the counter.





We finally decided to call it a night.

 
“

 
Where am I, on this couch?” Jordan said.





My wife snatched up his hand in hers.

 
“

 
Maybe you get the bed tonight,” she said to him, but looking at me.

 
“

 
I think I need a little more therapy,” she grinned and tugged him behind her down the hallway. Their sheets had slipped off and they went in through the door both naked.



I made a bed on the couch. I was awakened two or three times, and at two in the morning, I snuck down the hallway, I was driven so crazy by the sounds of my wife being penetrated so thoroughly. I quietly opened the bedroom door and watched as my wife rode my friend, as he pummelled her under him into the mattress, and as she offered her ass up to him and he took her from behind kneeling on our bed.



We never made specific arrangements. But it happened always after Jordan and I got back from a climb. He

 
’

 
d come over, we

 
’

 
d go out for dinner together, and he

 
’

 
d take my wife. Pretty soon,

 
“

 
Going climbing” became a metaphor for

 
“

 
Danica and Jordan having a date.” Neither of them ever pressed me to let them at each other at any other times. It was neat and tidy and under control and contained in a time and place.



And I never did feel badly about it. I got off watching my wife in such deep throes of passion, those times they let me watch, that is. Otherwise I had to listen to it.



And true to the original plan, she became pretty quickly a much more confident and assertive woman — and she became a force at work. She

 
’

 
ll tell you herself that she got the promotion over all the other people vying for it, and the solid pay raise, too all because I set her up with Jordan and encouraged her to

 
“

 
do the nasty” with him in front of me.





“

 
That was the hottest thing ever in my life,” she said,

 
“

 
you watching me like that, knowing you wanted me to do it with him.”







The Other Woman Hidden Deep Inside My Wife




“

 
You just seem . . . “ the guy from the gym, Jon, said, pausing, grinning, tapping his finger against his mouth. “ . . . different,” he nodded, having found the right word.





My wife and Jon were facing each other over our kitchen counter.

 
“

 
Different, how, exactly?” my wife said, pushing herself down flatter into the counter with her arms stretching out over the surface toward him. She grinned up at him through escaped strands of her dark coffee-brown hair still pulled back in a ponytail. She normally hated talking about herself.



She had earlier been in her white hoody and black tights. But the hoody now was opened and hanging around her waist.



She had texted him on the pretence of some new yoga stretch he said he could show her in the gym some day. But it was 9 at night.

 
“

 
Husband not home, fyi,” she added, with my encouragement.





“

 
This is crazy!” she had said to me in a hushed voice as though someone would overhear her. She checked her phone to make sure it wasn

 
’

 
t on.





“

 
I think crazy is the idea,” I smiled at her.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re supposed to feel like a different person, doing different things from what you normally would. Of course it

 
’

 
s going to feel crazy.”





I was hiding up in the dark loft in our bedroom, spying down on the happy, laughing couple flirting in the kitchen. My wife knew I was up there, but he didn

 
’

 
t.





“

 
What if he starts getting carried away?” she had said.





“

 
Text me if he crosses your line, and I

 
’

 
ll pretend I

 
’

 
m coming home earlier than expected,” I said.





“

 
What if things get too carried away for you, though?” she said, more meekly. Her eyes grew big and round.





“

 
Same thing, then,” I said, after a bit of thought.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
ll text you that I

 
’

 
m coming home — that

 
’

 
ll be me saying he

 
’

 
s crossing a line.”





“

 
What if I

 
’

 
m the one crossing a line for you?” she said even softer.





We held each other

 
’

 
s gaze for several beats as I thought it through.

 
“

 
We

 
’

 
re supposed to see if you can feel different with a different person. I won

 
’

 
t draw a line you

 
’

 
re not supposed to cross — that

 
’

 
s for you to find, when you

 
’

 
re feeling like this different person.”





She bulged her eyes and inflated her cheeks and exhaled harshly.

 
“

 
I say we call it off,” she concluded.



I needed to prod her and push her, kicking and biting, to go through with our little innocent experiment. The guy from the gym, Jon, was as different from me as anyone could be. He was loud, brash, rude, and way too physical.



“

 
I don

 
’

 
t even know if I like that about him,” Clara said, and she shook her head and widened her eyes as though she was an utter mystery even to herself.





“

 
Maybe you don

 
’

 
t,” I shrugged and grinned.

 
“

 
But that different person you might become might feel differently.”





I

 
’

 
d pretend to be at work, she would pretend that she

 
’

 
s

 
“

 
bored” and take him up on his standing offer to show her some yoga moves, and when he came up from his place below, she

 
’

 
d explore — under my hidden supervision — the different person she said he makes her feel like.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know, just different,” she squinted when I asked her what it meant.

 
“

 
He pushes me around, even, which I

 
’

 
m sure you

 
’

 
d get upset if you were there. He

 
’

 
s just all hands,” she shook her head and grimaced as though disgusted.





“

 
Just hands?” I said.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s the way he treats me, the way he talks to me — like no one else. I don

 
’

 
t know men like him, I

 
’

 
ve never known guys like that. He

 
’

 
s loud, he

 
’

 
s brash, he

 
’

 
s even rude, I think. But he doesn

 
’

 
t make me mad like you

 
’

 
d think it would. It just makes me want to sort of give it back to him! Isn

 
’

 
t that crazy?” She shrugged and chuckled.





“

 
Do you like this other person that he makes you feel like?”





She squinted and tilted her head to the side.

 
“‘

 
Like

 
’

 
is too strong a word, but I

 
’

 
m certainly curious about her. You know what it is?” she said, pinching the fabric of my t-shirt in her fingers and thumbs and hanging her hands from it.

 
“

 
It feels like a break from all the things I normally have to keep my mind on.”





“

 
So bring him up,” I said.





“

 
No!” she shrieked.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s enough just to be curious and imagine. We leave it there, a fantasy in the mind.”





It

 
’

 
s the first time she

 
’

 
d refer to him as a

 
“

 
fantasy,” I noted.

 
“

 
But what

 
’

 
s the harm?” I said.



She was nervous for three days as the night of our plan approached. She tried every slippery trick to get out of it. I had to type the message to him myself on her phone, just to make her send it.



“

 
What

 
’

 
s he going to think?” she winced at me.





“

 
That you

 
’

 
re home alone, you

 
’

 
re bored, and you

 
’

 
re interested in the stretches he was talking about.”





“

 
At 9 at night?” she exhaled sharply.

 
“

 
Yeah, right!”





“

 
He

 
’

 
s going to think you like him?” I said.





“

 
How can you be okay with that?” she said, tilting her head sideways at me.





“

 
Clara,” I smiled at her.

 
“

 
Sex isn

 
’

 
t the only thing our relationship is about. What about supporting each other through growth and change, what about being there for each other to explore ourselves?”





“

 
What if he tries something?” she said squeamishly.





“

 
What did you do when you were single and a guy tried something?”





“

 
I never dated men like him!” she cried back at me.





“

 
What, guys who try things?”





“

 
Try things, yes,” she said thoughtfully looking to the side.

 
“

 
Guys who expect things,” she said, pulling her eyes to their corners back to mine.

 
“

 
Guys who make girls do things they shouldn

 
’

 
t,” she nearly whispered.





“

 
So text me at that point,” I said.

 
“

 
And I

 
’

 
ll text you, too, if it gets to that point.”





“

 
What

 
’

 
s that point, though!?” she said with fright in her voice.





“

 
That different person you want to try being, she gets to say. We don

 
’

 
t know, yet, do we,” I said.





“

 
He always tries to goose me down in the gym, outside the change rooms,” she said to me with disdain.





“

 
How do you mean?”





“

 
He does this,” she said, and she laughed when she scrambled her fingers into my sides.





“

 
He tickles you?” I grinned.





“

 
And pinches me,” she frowned and squinted.





“

 
Where?”





“

 
You know where!” she said, and she crossed her arms over her chest.





“

 
And you don

 
’

 
t like it?” I said.





She dropped her arms and curved her shoulders over.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s just it!” she said.

 
“

 
I know I

 
’

 
m supposed to slap him away, tell him off, get rid of him! But I don

 
’

 
t, do I!?” she said with exasperation.





“

 
That

 
’

 
s the other person he makes you feel like, isn

 
’

 
t it.”





“

 
That

 
’

 
s it!” she nodded at me rapidly.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s what I don

 
’

 
t understand!” she said in loud but hushed voice.

 
“

 
It just makes me laugh.”



We kissed at the bottom of the stairs up to the loft over the living room and dining area and kitchen.



“

 
Don

 
’

 
t stop watching!” she said.

 
“

 
You have to be in charge!”





“

 
Just relax,” I said to her.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s going to be fine.”





“

 
I

 
’

 
m worried!” she said.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
ve never been alone with a man since you and I got together.”





“

 
You

 
’

 
re not alone — I

 
’

 
m right up there,” I said, gesturing with my head up to the loft.





“

 
Are you sure this is going to be okay?” she said.





“

 
It

 
’

 
ll be fine,” I kissed her forehead to assure her.





“

 
What am I supposed to do when he comes in?” she said.





“

 
Just be that different person,” I shrugged.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know what that different person would do!” she cried and stomped her foot.





“

 
That

 
’

 
s just it!” I smiled at her.

 
“

 
This is how you find out who that different person is!”





“

 
I just want a quiet night at home with you like usual,” she said.





“

 
Should we text him back and tell him not to come up?” I said.



She pursed her lips and met my eyes with hers. They were big and round.



“

 
No,” she finally sighed.

 
“

 
But don

 
’

 
t be surprised if I

 
’

 
m texting you to

 
‘

 
come home

 
’

 
in like five minutes.”





“

 
Just relax, enjoy it like a holiday, like you

 
’

 
re on a trip to a different country.”





“

 
He

 
’

 
s going to try to tickle me,” she said.

 
“

 
And he knows how,” she added with a tiny secret grin.

 
“

 
He

 
’

 
s very sneaky.”





“

 
I think you like it,” I nudged her.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t!” she protested, but she also grinned wider.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s just an experiment,” I held her by the shoulders.

 
“

 
Just let it play out, relax, and let yourself be whoever you want to be, and when it crosses the line, it

 
’

 
s over, right?” I said.





“

 
You make it sound so easy,” she snorted.





I kissed her forehead.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s a vacation from yourself, so forget me, forget yourself, forget everything. Just let yourself do whatever you end up doing,” I nodded at her.





“

 
What if I start getting carried away?” she said.





“

 
No more questions,” I said, and I snorted and turned to go up the stairs.

 
“

 
Be brave!”





She held my hand and wouldn

 
’

 
t let it go until I tugged it from her clutching fist.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m afraid!” she said, but she grinned too.





“

 
Give it ten minutes at least,” I said.

 
“

 
Then text me.”





“

 
Okay,” she said.

 
“

 
Ten minutes! Max!” she nodded.



There was a rapping at our door.



“

 
Oh shit!” she grimaced with terror on her face, glancing down the hallway.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s him!” she winced and groaned through clenched teeth.





“

 
Go!” I said.

 
“

 
Be that different person!” I waved her away and laughed.



She stood at the base of the stairs and bit her lip and curved her eyebrows down and whined. She glanced back and forth at me and the front door.



“

 
Go!” I groaned under my breath at her and waved my hand, sweeping her away from the stairs.





“

 
Just remember, this was all your fault!” she seethed at me, but she grinned also when she turned and crept on her toes toward the front door.

 
“

 
Who is it?” I heard her voice high and chipper, and then I heard the bolt get thrown.





I heard her squeal and laugh.

 
“

 
No!” she shrieked.

 
“

 
Oh my god!” she screamed. I smirked and frowned at the same time and got down behind the loft

 
’

 
s half-wall to hide.





All the way down the hallway and past the kitchen counter, my wife laughed hilariously, she shrieked and she squealed.

 
“

 
Get off of me!” she cried out and she tittered.





“

 
Get back here you cutey!” I heard his voice.





They came into view as they came past the end of the kitchen counter. I

 
’

 
d met Jon once or twice before. He was a big man, 6 foot 3 or 4, lean, hard, and ripped. He was dressed classically in white t-shirt and blue jeans.





He was walking with his legs spread outside my wife

 
’

 
s legs from behind, his arms around her stomach, and bent over her where she was nearly doubled over stumbling like a drunk. Her hands tried to peel his arms off her stomach, her ass pressed back into his groin, and her hair fell down around her face.





“

 
You

 
’

 
re going to be in so much trouble!” she cried out to him but she didn

 
’

 
t manage to keep her serious face on for long, before she squealed and arched her back hard and screamed. He pulled her hoody up to expose her bare back and he scrambled his fingers up and down her sides, tickling her.



She collapsed onto her knees in a haze of laughing and gasping and twisting and contorting, until she was on her back like a flipped beetle, pulling her knees up to her chest and digging her fingernails into his wrists.



He laughed too — just not as hard; more of a controlled chuckling. He wrapped his hands around her wrists and pulled her up from between his spread legs so fast and effortlessly, she hung from his arms in front of him, her legs dangling, her feet kicking, her curling toes searching for traction in the air. She screamed and laughed and cried out at him,

 
“

 
Put me down!”





He did, on the edge of the kitchen counter. She instantly spread her knees when he pushed his hips between them, and he leaned at an angle with his thighs pressed into the edge of the counter between her legs. My wife

 
’

 
s ankles snaked around the back of his knees and her feet hooked around his shins.





“

 
Huh,” I said out loud to myself. I lifted my face a little higher over the top edge of the wall. It was not quite what I expected — not so soon, anyway.





His hands instantly went to the tab of her hoody

 
’

 
s zipper, pulled all the way up to her neck.





“

 
No!” my wife smirked at him, but she didn

 
’

 
t pull his hands away. She only set them on his waist.

 
“

 
I said no!” she smiled at him and she rolled her head back to look down her eyes at him with a defiant grin spreading over her lips. It was like she was taunting him, daring him to pull it down.



And he did. He tugged the zipper a few inches down, slowly, teasingly, smirking right back at her as he did so.



“

 
I am warning you Jon!” she seethed at him. She was breathing hard and her chest and shoulders heaved. She slowly, carefully, untucked his t-shirt from his jeans and pulled it up, as though surreptitiously, revealing his lower stomach to her fingers.



He suddenly yanked her hoody zipper down to her belly button, and she shrieked, she clamped her legs tightly around the back of his legs, and she scrambled her fingernails all over the bare skin of his obliques and abs.



He twisted and contorted, but his cries were, like his laughter, controlled. She wasn

 
’

 
t really

 
“

 
getting” him. He pushed his body forward, he projected his head on his neck, and before my wife saw him coming in — she was laughing too hard, she was shrieking with pride for having gotten him back — he sank his mouth directly over hers.



I could hear her cries and squeals die in muffled moans inside the long kiss, until her hands no longer tickled his sides, but spread over his bare skin, moved around to his back, and drifted lower. She even poked a finger or two under the waist of his jeans and pulled his body tighter against hers.



He slowly, gently, eased her hoody off her shoulders. She didn

 
’

 
t resist him, she only grinned inside the kiss, sank her shoulders back, and let him pull it down behind her so the sleeves transformed inside-out, and she pulled her arms free of them. It sank around her waist, still zipped a couple of inches in the front, but otherwise baring her entire upper body to him.



She was wearing, unbeknownst to me, a black, strappy, high-end lingerie bra. It was not what someone would choose who was planning a yoga session with a guide, but then, neither would blue jeans and a t-shirt be the choice of such a teacher, either.



I exhaled and pressed my fingers into my hip to work my phone up out of my pocket. I

 
’

 
d seen more than enough, and we were still well short of my wife

 
’

 
s own five minute limit, let alone my ten minute suggestion. Compared to her normal self, she was already well past out of control.



But I paused. I promised her I would let her draw the line for herself. And there was no question about it: she was definitely a different person, instantly. I pushed the phone back down into my pocket. There was time, I thought. What could be the harm in letting it play out a little further? There was no doubt she was enjoying things.

He dragged his hands around the front of her body and Clara arched her back to press her bare stomach into them. She finally broke their long kiss with a groaning, deep chuckle. She pulled her legs up and rotated herself on her ass on the counter and slipped off the other side to stand and face him.  He pulled himself up on a stool to face her.



“

 
You okay?” he squinted at her.





With her hoody still hanging around her waist and somehow able to ignore the fact she was only in her bra with a man in our kitchen, she said with a lightness to her voice,

 
“

 
Why do you ask?”





That

 
’

 
s when he said it:

 
“

 
You just seem . . . “ he paused, before adding, “ . . . different.”





To which she replied:

 
“

 
Different how, exactly?” And she bent low to the counter coy and shy, and reached her arms straight out over the counter toward him. Her fingers stretched and clutched. She chuckled and tangled her fingers in the fabric of his t-shirt and pulled on him.





He laughed with her and put his arms up like he

 
’

 
d been busted by the cops. My wife tittered and straightened up to pull his t-shirt up and over his body and his arms, and she let it drop like it didn

 
’

 
t matter anymore.





“

 
You seem more assertive,” he said.



She stepped around the end of the counter nd he spun on the stool to track her, to continue to face her. She walked her widened legs around his knees and sat down on his thighs. She pushed his hair off his forehead and drove her fingers through it, styling it. She dropped both arms down between their bodies and tilted her head to the side.



“

 
Don

 
’

 
t like me doing to you what you try to do to me every Tuesday?” she said staring at his mouth. Her elbows poked out to the sides and she pulled the button from the waist of his jeans with a snarky look on her face.





I leaned forward and strained my neck to push my ears to hear better.

 
“

 
Different” was hardly the word to describe my wife.





“

 
I like it,” he smiled, and he slipped his hands down her bare back, over the remainder of her hoody hanging limply there, and down over the ass of her tights. He pulled them back up, but only to slip his under them.





She didn

 
’

 
t notice or didn

 
’

 
t feel the need to stop him or draw attention to what he was doing to her. She unzipped the fly of his pants and pushed herself back from his knees and backed up, letting her palms ride down the back of his thighs, under his knees, and over the back of his calves, until, supporting his legs sticking straight out to her, she caught the hem of his jeans

 
’

 
legs, and she pinched them in her fingers and thumbs.





“

 
Don

 
’

 
t like me getting you back, making you feel the way you make me feel everytime you do that to me?” she said, stepping back and pulling. He chuckled and used the seat of his stool and the edge of the counter to lift the weight of his hips enough for his jeans to slide down over his ass, and down the rest of his legs, and off his feet.





“

 
I like it just fine,” he grinned, slowly settling his feet back on the floor in front of his stool. She turned away from him and dragged his pants a few more feet, before she nonchalantly letting them fall on the floor behind her.



I pulled my head over the top of the half-wall and stared down below me with bulging eyes. I had no idea who that woman was below me. She looked like my wife, but she might as well have been from another planet.



She continued at a leisurely pace toward the sectional couch arrayed around the periphery of our living room area, but she tugged her tights down her legs as she walked, until, stretched between her knees, she stopped, lifted one foot at a time, and pulled them inside out and off her legs. She looked over her shoulder again at him as she lifted her tights high up and let them drop on the floor behind her. She was in panties that matched her bra: black, lots of straps, lingerie-style, and expensive looking. I didn

 
’

 
t recognize them.





He sat and watched her with beady eyes — I think he might have been as bewildered by her as I was. She got to the big windows that looked out into the dark city around us. We liked that about our place — we could go without curtains most of the time, there were no other buildings quite high enough or close enough to see in. But still — we wouldn

 
’

 
t go leaning against them like that in only our underwear. Not the woman I knew as my wife, anyway.



She bent over as though interested in what there was to see down there, poking her shoulders up high and dropping her head low between them, her hair falling around her shoulders and chest. She looked over her shoulder at Jon and laughed, spun around, and scooted on her toes over to the sectional, suddenly overcome with a debilitating wave of shyness.



“

 
Get over here!” she shouted at him and she laughed and squealed.



He shook his head and sauntered over to her in only his underwear.

She fell back deep and low into the couch and lifted her legs to wrap her feet around the back of his waist to pull him in, to trap him between her legs, and she laughed. She reached to clamp her hands around his biceps and she arched her back and tilted her head back into the soft cushions behind her head. She exhaled and fluttered her eyelids and dropped her mouth open.

He knelt into the forward edge of the couch and leaned his hands into the back cushion over her head and dropped his head down between his huge shoulders. They kissed like that, and they murmured and chuckled, and kissed some more.

My biggest worry hurrying up the stairs to the loft as Clara dashed to the front door was that she would never be able to forget I was up there watching — that she would never be able to be whoever that other person is inside her, knowing I was right up there watching.

Seeing her make-out with Jon directly below me, rubbing her hands all over his bare back, driving her heels into his ass, pulling him closer down to her, sliding her fingers under the waist of his shorts — it shivered me to realize, she was completely unaware I was up there watching, or totally uncaring. I guess she had become that other person.



“

 
You sure?” I heard his soft, genuinely-questioning voice.





She had been tugging at his shorts, pulling them down his hips.

 
“

 
Why so modest all of a sudden?” I could hear her say with a titter.

 
“

 
Because it

 
’

 
s my and my husband

 
’

 
s place you

 
’

 
re going to fuck me in?” she smiled at him widely.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s all you ever want to do, anyway — just fuck me!” she said with mock indignity.





I frowned and narrowed my eyes. I grinned too, because, of course, right? That was just the other person talking — wasn

 
’

 
t it?



He grinned half his face down at her and shook his head as she pulled his shorts down so they stretched between his thighs, and he pushed himself back to stand in front of her. He put his hands on his hips to face her. She lowered her heels to the edge of the couch with her knees pulled up higher than her face, and she reached with outstretched arms between her thighs and grasped needfully, begging, with her hands and fingers stetching toward his erection, curling and yearning.

He let his shorts fall down his legs and then he hoola-hooped his hips to make his cock spin around like a let-loose garden hose, and my wife shrieked with delight and laughed hysterically.

She leapt up onto her hands and knees and leaned out over the edge of the couch, laughing while she tried to chase his cock with her face.



“

 
No!” she squealed and laughed. She reached with her hand for it, but he slapped her hand away and laughed.

 
“

 
Give it!” she cried out at him and she dropped her mouth wide open and played her tongue out long and flat, trying to catch it with her lips. Saliva drooled from her open mouth and she chuckled languidly.





He looked down at my wife laughing and cooing beneath him. He took his cock in his and and, jutted his hips forward, he slapped my wife

 
’

 
s cheek with his heavy cock.





She squealed and whined with mock surprise and he slapped her forehead with it.

 
“

 
Give it!” she whined again and panted up at him with desperation in her eyes.



He cupped his hand under her chin and wrapped his other hand around the back of her neck. He gently, but relentlessly, pushed the head of his cock against her lips. She pushed herself forward over the edge of the couch and he sank his cock deep into her mouth, and held her like that, by the neck and chin.



I watched from directly overhead as the man fucked my wife

 
’

 
s mouth. Her moans of pure pleasure reached my ears above. Drool ran out my mouth just as much as ran out of my wife

 
’

 
s mouth, but for very different reasons.



My wife pulled her face away and laughed up at him as she rolled herself onto her back so her head landed half way up the back cushion and she beckoned him closer with her arms out and her fingers twisting.

He shuffled on his knees over the couch and she opened her mouth and closed her eyes and laid her arms out at her sides, her hands resting on their backs, her fingers curled up and relaxed. With her eyes closed, her back arched and her chest heaved. She grinned and tittered, and struggled to regain control of her mouth, to leave it sagging open for him, inviting him, playing rag-doll for him.



He knelt over her body and stared down at her. She opened one eye and said,

 
“

 
Why so shy now?” but as soon as she said it, he rammed his cock through her lips and pushed her head deep into the back of the couch with his hips hitting her face.



She yelled with a muffled voice and squirmed her head side to side like he was choking her, his cock was shoved so far down her throat. She finally wrenched her palms into his hips and shoved him back far enough she could twist her head sideways and extract his cock from her mouth.



“

 
You fucking bastard!” she squealed, but he slapped her cheek. She laughed and he slapped her again.

 
“

 
Fuck you!” she cried up to him, but he seized her jaw in his hand and she dropped her mouth open for him wider. He shoved his cock even harder into her mouth, and the back of her head pressed deep into the cushions behind her. I stood up and leaned over the half-wall directly over them. I got my phone out again.



But her moans cried louder, and her hands reached around the backs of his thighs. Her nails dug into his flesh deeply.

I put my phone away.



He pulled out of her and she coughed and wiped her mouth and smiled and wagged her tongue at him.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s all you get this time,” she said.



He just laughed. He dropped his hands down her body and hooked his fingers under the waist of her panties. She yelped and squealed and twisted and squirmed, yanking her panties back up. They wrestled on the couch and laughed and tickled each other. She ended up on her back sideways along the couch arching deeply and writhing under him where he held her body down straddling her shins.



He got her panties down her hips so they stretched between her thighs.

 
“

 
Careful!” she screamed at him and she frowned and lightly slapped his hand where he continued to work her panties down  over her knees.





“

 
Their not even yours,” he said to her, and she snickered. He shuffled backward and pulled her panties off her feet and tossed them over the table onto the floor.



She laid beneath him flopped loosely with her knees up, and she let the soles of her feet come to rest flat against his chest. He shuffled on his knees under her up-lifted thighs and rested on his calves. I could see down between her thighs that he was holding his cock in his hand and touching it, drawing it, making little circles with it, on the exposed lips of her pussy.

She seemed to ignore what he was doing to her. She reached with her hands down her sides to draw with her painted nails little circles on his thighs where they pressed against the sides of her hips.



I hadn

 
’

 
t earlier noticed that she painted her nails.





“

 
I thought I told you that

 
’

 
s all you get this time,” she said to him in a casual voice.





“

 
That

 
’

 
s not how this works,” he said to her, and he pushed the large mushroom head of his cock slightly deeper into the cleft of her pussy lips. I could see them from above. They glistened, as did the skin all around her pussy, even up to her abdomen and down the insides of her thighs.





“

 
You think you can just come into my and my husband

 
’

 
s condo anytime you like and do it to me up here?" she said. He pushed a little bit more into her and she shivered and gasped under him.





“

 
I do think that,” he said to her. He pulled the head of his cock back from her pussy and she inhaled a short, sharp breath through her clenched teeth and dug her nails deeper into his thighs.





“

 
Don

 
’

 
t!” she grinned and whined.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re just teasing me now,” she said in a low, groaning voice.





“

 
Maybe I changed my mind — maybe you

 
’

 
re right, maybe I shouldn

 
’

 
t just assume,” he said.





She pushed her legs up and twisted her ankles together behind his neck.

 
“

 
Stop it!” she snorted and she dropped her face to the side and grinned with shyness.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re embarrassing me.”





He let the head of his cock touch her pussy lips again and she contorted beneath him and arched in her back sharply.

 
“

 
Fuck, baby,” she groaned up to him.

 
“

 
Do it!” she cried.





“

 
What do you want?” he said.





“

 
You know what I want!” she groaned, and she reefed her body up with her legs pulling on his neck to bring her hips up against him. She chased his cock with her pussy and laughed and whined with desperation.

 
“

 
Why do you treat me like this?” she chuckled with exasperation.

 
“

 
Give it to me!” she scowled angrily at him.





“

 
What?” he protested innocently.

 
“

 
This is it, the yoga stretch I was going to teach you about,” he said. She laughed with a burst of all-out hilarity, nearly rolling sideways and off the couch. That

 
’

 
s when he wrapped his arms around her legs and yanked her body up against his. He jutted his hips and buried his cock hard into her sopping pussy, hard enough her body jerked from the impact.





Her laughing turned to crying and her fingers dropped from his thighs and clutched at the edges of the cushions where her knuckles turned white. He pounded himself into her upside down with her feet dangling by his ears so hard the slapping sounds filled the place and I dropped down behind the wall and chewed on my middle finger

 
’

 
s knuckle so hard I drew blood.



I remained hidden when my wife climaxed ten feet below me, being fucked like that, harder than the porn I even allow myself to watch. She laughed and fought to catch her breath when he stopped pounding her and I dared to lift my eyes up and over the edge of the wall.



“

 
Lay down,” my wife said to him.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m have to show you something now,” she tittered.





He grinned and laid on the couch lengthwise on his back. I ducked but again peered over the edge. My wife

 
’

 
s head hid me from him. She had walked on her knees up over his body and straddled his hips. She leaned over him and pushed her palms into his shoulders.



His cock, still erect, rose up behind her ass. She lifted her hips and tittered. This time there was no chasing him — she pushed her pussy lips down over the head of his cock and further down, so her lips folded around his shaft, until he disappeared completely inside her.



She began to rock slowly and lightly on him, barely coming up his cock with her pussy at all.

 
“

 
Can you feel that?” she said down to him in an intimate voice. His hands rose up to her chest and he massaged her breasts still inside her bra, before he dropped his hands around her ribs and waist.





“

 
Uh huh,” he smiled up at her.

 
“

 
Better,” he said, and he smiled and nodded at her.





“

 
I practiced like you taught me,” she replied in a little voice, and she gathered her hair, twisted her head sideways, and gently laid her cheek on his chest. She continued to move slightly in her hips with his cock deep inside her. But I could see muscles in her inner thighs and buttocks and back and stomach clenching and releasing.





“

 
Fuck that

 
’

 
s good,” he moaned.



She tittered and kissed his chest with her sideways mouth and closed her eyes, as did he. I stood up and gripped the top edge of the wall and stared down at them. Practiced? I thought. Taught her?

His arms wrapped around her body and his hands sunk tightly into her ass.



“

 
Nuh-uh,” she cooed softly to him with a grin, and her body stopped moving altogether on him.





“

 
Fuck!” he groaned deeply but she chuckled.





“

 
Be a good boy,” she said teasingly and she very slightly began to move on him again. She lifted her head from his chest and sank her mouth over his mouth and made out with him passionately, barely fucking him like that. 



When his back arched and his toes curled, she pushed herself up from his body with her back deeply arched too, and she sank her hips down hard on his hips and stopped moving, holding him down.



“

 
What did I tell you?” she said in a high, sing-song voice, and she tsk

 
’

 
d-tsk

 
’

 
d him and bit her lip.





“

 
Jesus, that

 
’

 
s good,” he exhaled sharply.



She heaved her shoulders and chuckled with pride, and began moving on him again.



“

 
I think I taught you too well,” he groaned in a guttural, strained voice. His eyes were clenched and his teeth clamped together.





My wife only tittered but she inhaled sharply and involuntarily when she started to rock more on him.

 
“

 
Are you going to be a good boy this time?” she said, but it was more breath than voice. She pulled her hair back from her face and arched deeply, pushing her face up to the ceiling. Her hips began to shake and she pushed herself more forcefully up and down over his hips.





“

 
You

 
’

 
re going to make me cum if you keep doing that,” he moaned, deep in stress.





“

 
Me too!” she cried out in a high-pitched, desperate voice. No sooner had she said it than she cried out loud like a person jumping from a cliff. Her whole body shook violently on him, and I saw his body under her strain in a plank formation before streams of his cum gushed out her pussy around his balls and down all over the couch.





They laughed and kissed and rolled around and my wife eventually got up and ran to the bathroom and came back wiping herself between her legs.

 
“

 
So, um, yeah,” she said,

 
“

 
thank you for the new stretch,” she said, trying to keep a straight face, before she laughed deeply and slapped playfully at him.



She picked up her panties and pulled them on and found his pants. He had already pulled up his shorts and my wife helped him with his jeans, laughing and playing until she made him sit back so she could do up his fly and button his jeans together for him.

Suddenly, like that, she shot her face up to the loft, saw me staring down, and shivered throughout her body. She dropped her face in her hand and quickly dashed around to find her tights and hoody and get dressed again. She laughed as she pushed Jon in his spine down the hallway and made him go without tying his shoes.

She came back and slowly peered around the corner to find me half way down the stairs from the loft. We met on the third step and sat down together.



She rested her elbows on her knees and hung her head far down between her shoulders.

 
“

 
I swear to god, Ollie,” she said to the step below her feet.

 
“

 
I forgot you were there altogether.”





“

 
I guess we got to see that other person you talked about,” I said.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m so sorry,” she said, still not raising her face.



I patted her back. There was so much I could have said, so many questions I could have asked. But if she was so free to explore the other person within her, I thought, why was I so constrained to keep mine hidden?



“

 
It was so fucking hot,” I said to her.





She slowly, doubtfully, twisted her head without raising her face. Our eyes met through strands of her fallen hair.

 
“

 
What?” she said.





I shut my eyes and licked my lips and took a breath and puffed out my cheeks.

 
“

 
It was fucking hot to watch that,” I said.





She narrowed her eyes at me.

 
“

 
You liked it?” she said in a tiny voice.



I opened my fist. In it was a sock that had been lying handily near me at the wall above. It was gooey with my cum — and lots of it.



“

 
Oh my god, honey,” she said with wide eyes and an innocent voice.

 
“

 
What happened?”



I just sagged and snorted.



“

 
What is that?” she said with the same innocence.





“

 
You know what it is,” I said to her.





She raised her face up close to mine and bit her lip.

 
“

 
Did I make you do that?” she said.





“

 
I guess we all have hidden people inside us,” I shrugged.





She tittered but she covered her mouth with her hand.

 
“

 
Sorry,” she whispered.

 
“

 
But that

 
’

 
s pretty hot,” she said. She threw her arms around my neck and I wrapped my arms around her waist and we hugged on the third step up to the loft.





She kissed and nibbled my ear.

 
“

 
Nothing saying we can

 
’

 
t do that again . . .  for each other,” she whispered, and she gasped a tiny breath.





“

 
Nothing at all,” I had to agree with her.

 
“

 
Nothing at all.”







Alternate timeline hotwife


My wife Sandy raised her flashing eyes up from her sideways face and, through fallen strands of her hair glinting in the sun, she grinned at me. She licked her broad flat tongue all the way around the base of her ice cream scoop where the thick, white run dripped over the crusty edge of her cone and ran down from finger to finger, and she tittered at me.



“

 
What?” she snorted. She held my eyes with hers and opened her lips in an

 
“

 
Oh!” shape and pushed them down over the bulbous top of her scoop and sucked her cheeks in. She came off her ice cream with the rigid tip of her pointed tongue flicking at the tip. A drip emerged from the corner of her lips and ran down her chin. She stared at me, ignoring the drip a moment, before wrapping her tongue around her mouth to catch it before bending over at her waist laughing devilishly.





She slapped Cole

 
’

 
s thigh before leaning sideways and bending down over his lap, resting her forearm down the length of his thigh with her elbow sunk into his hip and her wrist dangling over his knee. She gathered her butterscotch brown hair in a cord and pulled it around one shoulder and used her tongue again to clean up the drips that proliferated around the entire circumference of her cone.





“

 
For fuck sakes, Glen,” Cole said to me.

 
“

 
People are going to start to wonder whose wife this is.” He pushed his hands into the metal tubes of his chair

 
’

 
s arms and pushed his back upright and dropped his chin like he was evading a flame erupting in his lap.





My wife sniggered to herself and continued licking all around her cone.

 
“

 
You say that like it

 
’

 
s a bad thing,” she said to him, not turning or lifting her gaze from the cone she focused on.





“

 
Awfully friendly for two people who just met,” I said, facing them from where I rocked back in my metal tube chair on the sidewalk facing them. We were about half-way from Santa Fe where we all lived, and Colorado Springs, where Cole and I were returning for our 10-year school reunion. We stopped for gas and got distracted by the brick streets, the historic downtown, and the old-fashioned creamery and sat outside against the old brick wall in the row of black tables and chairs having a treat.





My wife continued to lean over Glen

 
’

 
s leg and twisted up and around under his retracted chin.

 
“

 
It feels like we know each other, though, doesn

 
’

 
t it,” she said up to him even as she licked more drips and sucked her mouth down over the round top of her scoop again, staring at him as she did so.





He shrugged at me.

 
“

 
Your wife is the dream wife, got to say,” he said to me over the top of her head.

 
“

 
Knows her sports, can take a joke, fun on road trips,” he said.

 
“

 
Sexy as fuck,” he muttered under his breath.





She pulled her knees up to her chest and dug her heels into the edge of her chair and she wrapped one arm around her calves and threw her other arm, the one with her ice cream, around the back of Cole

 
’

 
s shoulders. She pushed her cheek against his cheek and fixed her fiery eyes on mine as she blindly brought her half-sucked ice cream to his mouth.

 
“

 
Take a picture,” she said to me.

 
“

 
Scenes from the alternate universe.”





I smirked and gripped the arms of my chair and rocked further on the back legs.

 
“

 
What alternate universe?” I said.





My wife turned to Cole and watched as he sucked at the ice cream she held for him over his opposite shoulder. She pulled it away and stretched in her neck to bring her lips up to his, and she kissed him. She turned to me and licked her ice cream right where he had been sucking on it.

 
“

 
The one where you

 
’

 
re the single one and it

 
’

 
s me and Cole who met at that conference and ended up getting  married and came to pick you up to go to this stupid reunion.”





I chuckled and looked up and down the red cobbled street behind my back.

 
“

 
Nobody would know the difference, would they, Cole?” I snickered at him.

 
“

 
Not like either of us stayed in touch with anybody.”





“

 
Sure,” he jutted his bottom lip and nodded. He wrapped his arm around my wife

 
’

 
s back and his fingers emerged around her ribs and close under the mound of her breasts. She was wearing relaxed, faded jeans, a loose, grey crop-cut hoody, and white, laceless tennis shoes.

 
“

 
I can totally see me and your wife here getting on l9ike that,” he said.





She fed him more of her ice cream with her face close to his, watching his mouth where he lopped off half of the remaining scoop. She only tittered.

 
“

 
Did you ever get married?” she said to him as she rotated her cone against his lips for him to catch drips. 





“

 
Do you see a fourth person with us here?” he said.





“

 
You could have gotten divorced,” she said, carefully bringing the edge of the cone to his teeth to bite it off. Her own mouth mimicked the action.





“

 
If I ever got with a girl like you, I

 
’

 
d have put a ring on it right away, and I wouldn

 
’

 
t be divorced either,” he said, snapping away a sizeable chunk of her cone.





“

 
Cole has had bad luck in love,” I sighed. I grinned crookedly at him.

 
“

 
He has a taste for the crazy, and while crazy is fun, they don

 
’

 
t make for long-term relationships.” I snickered at him.

 
“

 
Do they Cole?” I shouted through a grin.





“

 
No they don

 
’

 
t, Glen!” Cole shouted back at me. He drew his hand up my wife

 
’

 
s side, over her shoulder, and into her hair that he scratched and petted.

 
“

 
But I can

 
’

 
t help myself,” he murmured to my wife.

 
“

 
I like the crazy ones.”





She grinned and twisted her hand so that he could lick a drip of white cream that ran over her finger.

 
“

 
You only like crazy girls?” she murmured back to him with a half-grin.





“

 
He can

 
’

 
t leave them alone,” I said.

 
“

 
Voted most likely to still be single at the 10-year reunion, matter of fact, right Cole?”





“

 
People always teased me, including that joker over there,” he said to my wife as he pressed his hand along the back of her head and scratched his nails into the back of her neck.

 
“

 
They made fun of me,” he said to her.

 
“

 
Relentlessly.” He played sad well.





“

 
Aw, poopsy,” she said. She pushed the remainder of her cone into his mouth, stuffing him and laughing.

 
“

 
Did they hurt you?” She cupped her hand around his cheek.





“

 
They thought it was funny that I would never settle down with a nice girl,” he said, and he kissed the palm of her hand.

 
“

 
They don

 
’

 
t know the anguish of it.”





“

 
Don

 
’

 
t fall for his shit,” I snickered at my wife.

 
“

 
Ol

 
’

 
Cole here did alright with the ladies. Just never knew what he wanted, is all, right Cole? Dog with a bone in his mouth looking down in the water and seeing the other dog there with another bone.”





“

 
Why do you like crazy girls?” she said, ignoring me. She stretched up with her neck and kissed the bottom of his chin.





“

 
Come on, we should go. Couple more hours to go,” I said.





“

 
Why, Cole?” she said as she drew her fingertips along his jaw and dripped them down his neck, down his chest, and onto his stomach where she scrunched them.





He looked down into her eyes and brought his other hand over her ribs to clasp his fingers together under the rise of her breasts.

 
“

 
They fun,” he said, and he snorted.





“

 
I can be fun,” she said, holding his gaze with hers.

 
“

 
But I

 
’

 
m not crazy.”





“

 
We should get there while there

 
’

 
s still time to go for a swim in the sun,” I said. The hotel the reunion people booked out had a pool, hot tub, a restaurant, and a bar, and I wanted to take full advantage of the weekend.





“

 
I think you a little bit crazy,” he said to her. She snorted and pushed her hand further down his body so that her pinky ran over the top of his jeans.





She turned to me with her head resting on his shoulder.

 
“

 
Am I a little bit crazy?” she asked me.





“

 
For me, yes,” I said, rolling my phone over and making a show of checking the time.

 
“

 
For Cole, not really.”





“

 
Would people be surprised if Cole and I walked into the big dinner hand in hand?” she asked.





We kept our eyes on each other

 
’

 
s even as she let her hand drift further down, and her pinky to crawl out over the front of his jeans.

 
“

 
I think the room would come to a silent halt like Clint Eastwood walking through the swinging saloon doors with his poncho thrown back over both shoulders,” I said.





She tittered and gasped with her mouth dropping open with a wide, mischievous smile.

 
“

 
We should!” she tapped her hand on the front of Cole

 
’

 
s pants. She turned around and gasped again up at Cole.

 
“

 
I should be Cole

 
’

 
s wife for the weekend!” she said. She turned back to me and tapped his crotch more.

 
“

 
Let me be Cole

 
’

 
s wife just for this weekend! It

 
’

 
ll be fun! Blow everybody away!”





“

 
No, Sandy,” I shook my head at her and pushed up to drag my chair over to the table I took it from and pushed it in.

 
“

 
You can

 
’

 
t be Cole

 
’

 
s wife this weekend.” I went to our car parked at the curb and leaned over the roof facing her and Cole, neither of whom moved.

 
“

 
Can we get going here?”





“

 
Why can

 
’

 
t I?” she said.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re not afraid, are you?” Cole clenched his eyes and grinned and jiggled with a silent chuckle.

 
“

 
Just to make everybody do a double take — Cole got a pretty wife afterall!”





“

 
It would blow everybody away,” he said.

 
“

 
Me walking in with Sandy on my arm.”





“

 
And what am I, then,” I said.

 
“

 
Sad, single Glen?”





“

 
Nobody going to worry about you,” he said.

 
“

 
Nobody ever had any worries about you.” He was right — I pretty much skated through life.

 
“

 
And they were right. Even with Sandy, I mean, look what you ended up marrying. The perfect wife, just like you had the perfect home, the perfect parents, the perfect grades, the perfect career.”





“

 
Not quite,” I said looking up the street to the freeway signs just visible past the last of the historic buildings. But he was pretty much right, I had to admit.





“

 
Change roles this one time,” Sandy said, still leaning against Cole

 
’

 
s chest.

 
“

 
Everybody gets to be somebody else for the weekend — I mean, what are reunions for, anyway? Let

 
’

 
s play!” she said.

 
“

 
I can be just a little bit crazy, Cole said so.” She stuck her tongue out at me and clenched her fist into his crotch before flipping forward at her waist and laughing hard. She pushed her hair up over her forehead and straightened up in her chair. But she left her hand clenched over his crotch.

 
“

 
Is it too hard for you to take?” she tilted her head sideways at me.





“

 
I can take it,” I chuckled. I refused to look down at her hand where she clenched and released her fist on the front of his jeans.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t believe you,” she said, moving her hand up and down more obviously, rubbing the front of his jeans in wide arcs.





“

 
Okay,” Cole said, pushing himself back in his chair again.

 
“

 
Fun

 
’

 
s fun, lets pile back in the car, kids.”





“

 
I should ride in the back with Cole,” she said as he stood up and pushed his chain in. Sandy stood up with him and hung both her hands over his shoulder pressing herself against the side of his body.

 
“

 
This is a test,” she raised her eyebrows at me.

 
“

 
To see if you can take it,” she said.





“

 
Whatever,” I said and pulled my door open and dropped in.

 
“

 
Let

 
’

 
s just get going though.” I didn

 
’

 
t think she was serious, but she climbed into the back seat with Cole. We met gazes through the rear view mirror and I chuckled and shook my head and turned the motor over.





Sandy grinned but she shook her head back at me with mock-defiance.

 
“

 
Come on, husband Cole,” she said,

 
“

 
don

 
’

 
t forget to buckle up.” I pulled out and cruised the main street and put on some music. When I glanced over my shoulder making the lane change to get onto the busy ramp to the freeway, I caught the sight of my wife

 
’

 
s and Cole

 
’

 
s hands pressed together, their fingers entwined, on the seat between them. At the last red light, my wife undid her seat belt and slid over to the middle of the back seat, tight up against Cole. We met eyes again through the rear view mirror and she held mine longer than I could hold hers.





“

 
Can you turn the music up louder?” she said.





I turned the music up louder than talking would allow. When we hit freeway speed and merged in, I glanced again. My wife was twisted around and necking with Cole where he sat behind the empty passenger seat beside me. I drove on. Of course I could take it — I was not and never had been one of those insecure men. I wasn

 
’

 
t about to make of myself an insecure husband.





She startled me when she flew up between the seats and hugged me from the side. She kissed my ear and murmured,

 
“

 
Are you sure you

 
’

 
re okay with this?” She poked the hard tip of her tongue all around my ear. Her scent of cedar and musk filled me.





“

 
Well just how far are you going with this crazy idea?” I said to her privately. Cole couldn

 
’

 
t hear us. I glanced in the mirror and saw him gazing disinterestedly out the side window.





She kissed my cheek.

 
“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know,” she whispered close against my ear.

 
“

 
But it

 
’

 
s kind of fun, pretending to be his wife instead of yours at your silly reunion, isn

 
’

 
t it?” She checked the traffic around us and dropped her hand down my torso and scrunched her fist in my crotch the same way she had been teasing me at the creamery squeezing Cole.





“

 
I think you

 
’

 
re just getting off on pretending to be someone else, on pretending you

 
’

 
re in this alternate universe.”





She hung her chin on my shoulder and massaged my crotch staring out the front with her cheek on my cheek.

 
“

 
Don

 
’

 
t you ever wonder where different chance events would have taken you?”





“

 
I know you do,” I said.

 
“

 
I don

 
’

 
t read much fiction, though, do I.”





“

 
No,” she said.

 
“

 
Might be good for you, a little push outside your comfort zone.”





“

 
What are you suggesting?”





She sank her face into my neck and played with her fingers in the hair on the back of my head and chuckled to herself.

 
“

 
Nothing,” she whispered.





“

 
Tell me, what are you thinking?”





“

 
No,” she shook her head but her grin widened.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s silly.”





“

 
Sandy, tell me,” I said, and I twisted my face to give her a reassuring kiss on her pursed lips.





“

 
Well,” she scrunched her head down between her shoulders.

 
“

 
I always wonder about where another life goes when a chance event goes one way and not the other,” she nibbled at my ear.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s true.” Her favourite genre was alternate histories, so she wasn

 
’

 
t lying.

 
“

 
And I like Cole. He

 
’

 
s sweet,” she murmured.

 
“

 
He

 
’

 
s a little vulnerable too, but he doesn

 
’

 
t know it.”





“

 
What do you mean? Cole? Vulnerable?” I chuckled at the idea of it.





She twisted around to make sure he wasn

 
’

 
t listening.

 
“

 
Go away!” she grinned at him.

 
“

 
Don

 
’

 
t listen!” she shouted and she smiled at him. She reached behind herself and pushed his face back toward the window, but she also left her hand draped over his shoulder, and then let it fall and plant in his lap.





“

 
I think he

 
’

 
s feeling a little shy about going to the reunion without a wife just like everybody predicted.”





“

 
Cole?” I twisted sideways and squinted at my wife.

 
“

 
He doesn

 
’

 
t give a fuck about what anybody thinks! And never has, either,” I said.





She kissed me again.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s what he wants you to think, but I think he

 
’

 
s feeling a little lost.”





“

 
Cole does not care,” I nodded.

 
“

 
Take it from me.”





“

 
Do you love me?” she suddenly said.





“

 
What?” I screwed my face up.





“

 
Do you love me? Do you trust me?”





“

 
Trust you about what?”





“

 
Do you believe me whole-heartedly when I tell you, I never want to leave you? That I love you no matter what?”





“

 
You

 
’

 
re scaring me, Sandy, what

 
’

 
s going on?”





She stared out the front window with her face still against mine. She glanced over her shoulder at Cole but he was safely staring at his phone.

 
“

 
We

 
’

 
re very secure with each other, right?”





“

 
Yes,” I nodded.

 
“

 
Why are you asking that?”





“

 
So if I really were Cole

 
’

 
s wife for the weekend,” she said, kissing me,

 
“

 
that wouldn

 
’

 
t mean anything for you and me, right?”



I turned to her.



“

 
You wouldn

 
’

 
t have to worry,” she said, kissing my cheek and chuckling as she pushed my face to keep my eyes on the road.

 
“

 
Because I

 
’

 
ll be your wife again when we go home.”





“

 
You

 
’

 
re scaring me, Sandy.”





She inhaled and chewed her cheek as though searching for the right words.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s like a chance to try it,” she said, squinting at me.





“

 
Try what?”





She snorted and pursed her lips.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s not just talk,” she said.

 
“

 
I really do think a lot about alternate lives, different time-lines, different choices and different chances — different outcomes.”





“

 
You

 
’

 
re serious,” I squinted.





“

 
Not serious-serious,” she said.

 
“

 
But if you could be someone else entirely for just a weekend, with no changes in your previous life when you come back, wouldn

 
’

 
t you be curious?”





I thought about it.

 
“

 
You mean, a different life, be a different person, like a trip to an alternate world,” I tried to get into her way of thinking.





“

 
Exactly,” she said.

 
“

 
And if you were with a partner who wouldn

 
’

 
t be threatened by it in any way? Someone who loved you so much they let you take that kind of trip?” She draped her hands over my shoulders and down the front of my body.





“

 
You want to really be Cole

 
’

 
s wife for the weekend?”





“

 
I mean, why not, right? Nobody knows me. Cole is a kind of guy I might have ended up with. It

 
’

 
s out of town, it

 
’

 
s all contained in one hotel. It

 
’

 
s just a weekend, and then we go home.” She kissed my cheek again.

 
“

 
It excites me.” I could feel her breath rising and falling in her body hung around mine from behind.

 
“

 
A lot.”





“

 
How much?”





“

 
How much what?”





“

 
How much are you going to be his wife?”





She stared out the window a long time before answering.

 
“

 
If it has to be defined, I don

 
’

 
t think it

 
’

 
ll work. I think for it to work, I have to sit back and let the frame of mind sort of take over me. It can

 
’

 
t be defined or constrained before-hand,” she said staring far out the front window.

 
“

 
It just has to be. When we get there, I have to believe I am his wife — I have to believe that I

 
’

 
ve jumped timelines.”





“

 
So you aren

 
’

 
t even going to put any boundaries up,” I nodded, squinting out the front window at the same limitless horizon in front of us.





“

 
The end of the weekend,” she nodded.

 
“

 
A time boundary.” She pulled her mouth to the side.

 
“

 
And the place. A space boundary — Colorado Springs, only.”





“

 
And so what, within that time and that space, anything goes?”





She sank her face down over my shoulder.

 
“

 
Can you do it?” she murmured.

 
“

 
Can you take it?”





“

 
How important is this to you, anyway?” I asked her.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s nothing,” she kissed my jaw. She sank back into the middle of the back seat and found my eyes in the rear view mirror.

 
“

 
Forget it, okay?”





We drove another 20 minutes in silence before I spoke.

 
“

 
Cole?”





“

 
Boss,” he replied.





“

 
Get up here a sec,” I said.





“

 
What?”





“

 
Climb over the seat, we

 
’

 
ve got something to discuss,” I said.





He looked at my wife with confusion but she nodded at him and gestured for him to squeeze between the seats and get in the front. When he settled in and straightened up and looked at me, I said,

 
“

 
Do you want to be married to Sandy for the weekend?”





“

 
What the fuck?” he frowned.





“

 
Yes or no. For the weekend, for Colorado Springs, would you like Sandy to be your wife instead of my wife?”





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t get it,” he said.





“

 
My wife wants to be your wife for the weekend,” I said, still staring straight out the front window.

 
“

 
Straight up, yes or no, not going to ask again.”





“

 
Well, yes, but . . . “ he pulled his chin back, but I cut him off.



“ . . . no buts. Sandy is your wife for the reunion, you in or not?”



“

 
Not just the reunion, the whole weekend,” Sandy called from the back seat with a grin.





“

 
Whole weekend,” I reiterated.





“

 
Well, like, the whole weekend, like, in every way she

 
’

 
s my wife?”





“

 
That

 
’

 
s the deal,” I said with a nod.





“

 
Limits?”





“

 
No limits,” both Sandy and I said at the same time, and she laughed. I didn

 
’

 
t.

 
“

 
Alternate timeline type of thing. Back to the future. Experimental.”





“

 
I like the idea, but it sounds a little crazy, and that

 
’

 
s coming from me, Cole, the guy who likes crazy, remember?”





“

 
You

 
’

 
re not the only one who can do a little crazy now and then. My wife wants to explore different timelines. I trust my wife.” I turned to him.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s a trip.”





“

 
It

 
’

 
s a trip alright,” he nodded.





“

 
Is that a yes?” I asked him.





“

 
Fine, fuck, yes,” he finally said.





“

 
Good,” I said, stretching up to find Sandy in the rear view.

 
“

 
I now pronounce you husband and wife,” I said with my eyes on her eyes.





“

 
Fun!” Sandy squealed from the back seat and she clapped her hands.





“

 
Starting when?” Cole asked, eyeing my wife over his shoulder behind my seat.





“

 
Now!” she yelled and laughed.

 
“

 
Stop at the mall,” she shouted at me.

 
“

 
Need to do some shopping,” she eyed my eyes through the mirror and through strands of her hair.





After we checked in, why wife and Cole went into what would have been my and Sandy

 
’

 
s room, and I went into Cole

 
’

 
s room. I realized I packed Sandy

 
’

 
s toiletries bag in my suitcase and went to their room to make sure she had it — we didn

 
’

 
t have much time to get ready for the first evening dinner.



I knocked on the door and Cole opened it right away. He surprised my wife who was in the room getting dressed in the new things she bought at the mall. I caught a glimpse of her before she startled, screamed, laughed, and covered herself and ducked behind the bed to hide. But before she did, I saw her in black stockings with black panties and garter, and a black bra, the strap fallen off one shoulder. She was fixing a suspender to the top of her stocking.



“

 
Get out!” she screamed and laughed.





Cole took the toiletry bag from me and shrugged at me with terrified eyes.

 
“

 
Sorry, man,” he said.





I shrugged back.

 
“

 
About what?” I said.

 
“

 
She

 
’

 
s your wife.”





We held each others eyes for a couple of beats.

 
“

 
You sure about this?” he asked.





“

 
Entrar todo o nada,” I said to him. Go all in or not at all. We bumped fists. It

 
’

 
s what we said before every game, back in the day.





“

 
You the crazy one this time,” he said.

 
“

 
Muy loco.”





My wife came out of the bathroom wearing a tight and slinky black dress. She turned her back to both of us and lifted her hair off the tiny undone zipper.

 
“

 
Help me, husband?” she said with a titter.





Cole looked at me and I gestured for him to do the honours. He zipped up my wife and she raised her foot behind her and closed the door, pushing me out with it. We caught eyes a moment before she pushed it all the way shut.

 
“

 
Meet you downstairs for dinner,” she called through the diminishing crack in the door and I heard her laugh.





When I got down there first, I rearranged the designated seating so that her and Cole sat side by side, across from me, instead of her and I side by side.

 
“

 
All in, right?” I muttered to myself doubtfully.





“

 
Alone?” a woman I barely recognized from school asked me. I hesitated a moment before answering.

 
“

 
Yep,” I said.

 
“

 
Just me.” She moved on after filling my glass with wine. When Cole and Sandy came in, they were holding hands. When Sandy saw me already seated, she snuggled up closer against Cole and made sure I was looking when she stopped him in the middle of the entrance and gave him a big long kiss for everyone

 
’

 
s benefit.





When she sat down opposite me, she said,

 
“

 
How

 
’

 
s your room, Glen?” She never called me by name and it was strange to hear her do it now. But she also leaned back against Cole and I could tell that her hand found his lap under the table.





“

 
Fine,” I said,

 
“

 
how

 
’

 
s yours?”





She twisted around and kissed Cole again right in front of me.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s perfect, isn

 
’

 
t it honey?” she said, before returning her defiant gaze to my eyes.





“

 
Better than I was expecting,” Cole said.





“

 
I bet,” I turned my face away and drank back my whole glass of wine.





“

 
You know, if . . . “ he began, but I cut him off.





“

 
No, go for it, it

 
’

 
s on,” I waved him away and turned toward a person I didn

 
’

 
t recognize at all who began making some inane speech at the front of the long table about choices and forks in the roads and being different people now than in the past.





After dinner there was an open-bar social in the ballroom. Sandy did everything she could to make the whole room notice her, and notice her hands around Cole

 
’

 
s arm, his waist, his neck, and even his ass when she danced with him nearly non-stop.





I got tired first and besides, watching her laugh and play with Cole and drag him around to virtually every table in the room on some pretence to chat, was not a fabulous time for me.

 
“

 
Time?” I said to her when she came back finally to our table to suck back a whole glass of sparkling water.





“

 
You go up,” she said. She hung her arms around Cole and pressed her body tightly against his. She turned her face and pressed her cheek to his chest.

 
“

 
See you in the morning for breakfast?”





I chuckled. I knew we

 
’

 
d all said she would be his wife for real for the weekend, but I still thought it was just crazy talk, not real.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
ll leave the door unlatched,” I assured her with a nod.





She shook her head to subtly

 
“

 
No” that I realized, possibly for the first time, she really meant it: she was his for the weekend. I closed my eyes, I inhaled deeply, and I smirked and shook my head at her.

 
“

 
Okay,” I said with my hands turned up, palm-first. Cole reached out to clutch at my shoulder but I tugged it away from him and turned my head and left the room.





I had cards for both rooms and they had a double adjoining door between them. I

 
’

 
m not sure anyone noticed that before. I tried to ignore it and I tried to distract myself with TV. But the longer Cole and Sandy took to come up — and the longer I was left alone to contemplate the possibility that she really wasn

 
’

 
t just kidding and wouldn

 
’

 
t in the end come to my room and my bed, the longer my mind swirled. I got up and pressed my ear to the adjoining door. They weren

 
’

 
t back yet. I twisted the lock open and tried the door. It remained locked from the other side. I exhaled and leaned my back against the door and lifted my closed eyes to the ceiling. I struggled against the idea but I knew I was going to lose.





I crept out into the hallway and tiptoed, as if that would visually hide me from whoever appeared in the hallway, and I brushed the card over the reader and slipped into the other room. I meant to act fast — it would be embracing to be caught there. But I was stopped by the sight of the bed already messed up, on both sides. I glanced in the bathroom. Her stuff was all spread out. There was no mistaking it — she really was intending to sleep in that room and not in my room. Cole

 
’

 
s stuff was all over the counter too.





I heard the door lock buzz again and in a panic I darted for the adjoining door, unlocked it, and pressed it closed just in time. Cole and Sandy had returned to their room. I leaned against the adjoining door and tried to calm my heart-rate. With my door open, sound travelled well enough for me to hear their conversation, her laughter, and even odd sounds when they weren

 
’

 
t talking or laughing at all.





“

 
Thought I turned the lights out when we left,” Cole said. Yeah, you did, I said to myself. I glanced down under the edge of the door just as it dimmed. He turned the main room light out, but a dim glow remained.





“

 
Do you think he

 
’

 
s asleep?” my wife said. They seemed to notice the adjoining door.

 
“

 
Let me listen,” she said. I remained still but I glanced down. I could tell she was leaning her ear against the adjoining door by the shadow under the bottom edge. I was less than two inches away from her.

 
“

 
Nothing,” she said.

 
“

 
And he usually leaves the TV on to fall asleep — doors must be very sound-proof,” she said.





“

 
Oh great,” I heard Cole reply. I also heard the pop of what might have been a bottle of bubbly. My wife laughed and I heard the clink of glasses. I sank down to sit and lean my ear against the door. There was no way I was going to sleep anyway.





I heard murmuring and rustling and then I heard chuckling and maybe a squeal, maybe a moan, or maybe just the squeak of a chair being moved. I pressed my ear harder to the door. Nope, I closed my eyes, it wasn

 
’

 
t furniture, it was a moan. I knew because I heard several more in rising tone.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s okay,” I heard my wife

 
’

 
s voice.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m your wife for the weekend, he even said so.”





“

 
He did, didn

 
’

 
t he,” I heard Cole reply.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s my fantasy. I wan t to be someone else tonight. Glen knows I

 
’

 
m like this.”





“

 
You

 
’

 
ve done this before?”





“

 
No,” she laughed.

 
“

 
But he

 
’

 
s a very understanding husband. It

 
’

 
ll be okay.”





I heard more rustling and the unmistakable sound of a bed being crawled on.

 
“

 
This is truly crazy,” Cole said again.





“

 
What am I going to have to do to get your mind off it,” Sandy chuckled. I heard the tinkle of a belt and the rip of a zipper.





“

 
Fuck,” I heard Cole

 
’

 
s voice, and then I heard that moan again, only muffled. I pressed my ear harder to the door and heard a suction and popping sound, followed by my sniggering wife.





“

 
Still don

 
’

 
t want to?” I heard her say, but Cole didn

 
’

 
t reply this time. I heard more moaning, louder, and more muffled. I recognized her sounds, of course. They were the sounds she makes in bed with me.





I heard more rustling, more laughter, and more shuffling sounds. I heard my wife

 
’

 
s voice in high, rising pitches that grew more shaky the higher they rose, and then I heard her groan long and deeply, before laughing with laziness. I gaped and widened my eyes at the floor. There was no denying that that was the sound of my wife having an orgasm.





That was not the end of it, though. A few moments later, I heard her gasp, I heard her squeal in that tone that was both pain and pleasure, and then I heard the bed being pounded with the telltale frequency. Every few moments, there was shuffling, there was the smacking sound of kissing, and then the pounding frequency would start up again.





I stood up disgusted at myself for listening, but I realized that, with my wife and Cole thinking the room was sufficiently sound-proofed, they allowed themselves to make sounds without restraint, and I would hear them clearly enough lying in bed. I began to close my half of the adjoining doors when I realized, I had left theirs unlocked when I passed through. The door was hidden — neither of us even knew we had adjoining doors earlier in the day. The thought drove me crazy and I reached my hand around the knob of their door. My lights were off. My TV was off. They sounded distracted enough, they wouldn

 
’

 
t even notice. And besides, I thought, they were on the bed together. They would not likely even be facing the door where it hid behind the closet.





I squeezed the knob and twisted it. I closed my eyes and pushed it open about one millimeter and brought my eye to the crack. Nothing — all I could see was the side of the closet. I opened it further. Still nothing. But I smelled their room. It had the smell of a couple copulating — the sweat, her perfume, the pheromones. And I could hear clearly too, like water drained from the ear suddenly, Cole

 
’

 
s breath, and my wife

 
’

 
s tiny moans and caught, jagged breath.





I stepped through the door and pressed my nose against the side of the closet. But I was driven to look. I skidded my nose along the polished cherrywood and brought one eye out past the edge. From behind the bed at about it

 
’

 
s 4-o-clock position, I was able to see with my own eyes what my ears had already assured me of. My wife and Cole were fucking. Cole was on his back with his head propped up against the pillows and the headboard and his legs stretched out. My wife was riding him with her elbows locked and her hands planted in his chest. Her head hung down between her shoulders and her hair was swept up and over the top of her head to craw a curtain around their faces.





She was still wearing her black bra, both shoulder straps slack and fallen around her arms. And she was still wearing her black garter and her mid-thigh black stockings. But she wasn

 
’

 
t wearing panties. I blinked and I swallowed. Behind her and under her, I was barely able to see in the dim light, but I knew what I was looking at. That was Cole

 
’

 
s cock, and it was pumping into and out of her as she rocked on top of him. It even glistened when it was exposed under her. I pulled back and leaned my head back against the side of the closet.





There was shuffling and laughing and kissing and I remained glued to the side of the closet. I leaned around the edge again when it sounded like they were back at it. This time, my wife was turned around on him. She was bent over and clutching his ankles in her fists. Her back was arched and her ass rose and fell in front of him. He slapped her repeatedly and she squealed and laughed and caught herself short with loud moans.





She came like that, a second time. When he pulled down and out of her, she quickly spun around and consumed his cock in her mouth. I kept watching, I forced myself to, even when she clenched her eyes and her cheeks puffed, and his cum ran from her mouth and down her chin.





I went to bed. An hour later, I was awakened again — my wife was squealing, she was moaning, and then she was cumming again.





I was down at breakfast first. Cole and Sandy came in with their arms around each other

 
’

 
s waist. I had to double-take, they looked so much like a married couple. She kissed his cheek and we all leaned in close and privately over the small table.





“

 
So,” she began,

 
“

 
do you want to know what happened last night?”





I looked at her and at Cole and back to her.

 
“

 
What business is it of mine,” I said to her,

 
“

 
what a married couple do in the privacy of their own room?”





She and Cole both stared at me silently a long time before she sat back, looked around behind her, and asked me what I thought was good to order here. Nothing more was said.





The night of the celebration and speeches passed in the same way — she hung all over him, I went up first, they came later, and though I determined to ignore the sounds, I crept through the door again and I watched from around the edge of the closet. This time, they finished more rambunctiously, with my wife on her chest and knees, her ass up high and her hands clenching in the sheets. He knelt behind her and slammed his body against her with a ferocity I thought would break her.





She rode in the frontseat with me on the way home the next morning. All three of us were quiet the whole way, subdued and contemplative. A lot had happened. I surprised them both by pulling off at the same place we stopped on the way over. We even sat at the same table on the side of the creamery. It was as if the whole weekend had been imagined and we hadn

 
’

 
t yet got back in the car on the way up.





“

 
So that

 
’

 
s what it

 
’

 
s like going to a ten-year reunion still not married,” I said to finally break the ice.





Sandy bent over and chuckled. She laid her hand on my leg and squeezed my knee.

 
“

 
So that

 
’

 
s what it

 
’

 
s like to have lived that other life,” she said, twisting her head sideways and shrugging with a grin at me.





“

 
So that

 
’

 
s what it

 
’

 
s like living with a wife like Sandy,” Cole said, and I laughed out loud first, but soon all three of us were jiggling and bending over, unable to stop the giggles.





I went back to the car and Sandy leaned over the roof catching me with her gaze. Cole had already climbed in the back.

 
“

 
Hey,” she said over the roof.

 
“

 
That was crazy.”





I smirked and we both dropped down and into the car.

 
“

 
But did you get your alternate timeline thrill?” I said to her inside.





She reached to find my hand and to entwine her fingers with mine. She looked at me with glowing eyes and a mouth that crept up into a sideways grin.

 
“

 
Did you enjoy watching?” she said just softly and quickly enough, Cole didn

 
’

 
t hear.





I flared my eyes at her but she only bit her lip and winked. She turned over her shoulder, and with her eyes lingering on mine, she said to Cole behind her,

 
“

 
What are you doing next weekend?”





He caught my eyes in the mirror and I only looked away and started the car.





“

 
Nothing I can

 
’

 
t get out of,” he finally replied.





Sandy squeezed my hand and I looked over at her.

 
“

 
Can I?”





I looked at her with a squint. She pushed up and out of her seatbelt and knelt on her seat to wrap her arms around my neck and put her lips against my ear.

 
“

 
Do you want to watch again?” she asked me, unable to stop from tittering.





“

 
What

 
’

 
s going on up there?” Cole called from the back seat.





Sandy twisted around to face him.

 
“

 
Are you okay if Glen watches again?”





He shot his eyes from hers to mine through the mirror and back to hers.

 
“

 
You guys are officially crazier than me, do you know that?”





Sandy chuckled and squealed and twisted around back into her seat. She kicked he legs and turned up the music and danced on her ass beside me, ducking her head, spinning her hair, and shrieking. She lowered her visor and found Cole behind her in the vanity mirror.

 
“

 
Take me out on a date next Saturday, alright?” she cried out to him.

 
“

 
And then bring me home,” she said to him, but with her face turning to me.





“

 
Whose home?” he asked after a few beats.





My wife stared at the side of my face.

 
“

 
Whose home should he take me to?” she asked me.





I drove at least five more miles before I was able to answer.

 
“

 
Your home,” I finally said to her.

 
“

 
I think I have an out-of-town meeting that night,” I said, turning to her.





We met and held our eyes a few moments before she half turned to Cole.

 
“

 
My home,” she said to him.





“

 
Glen?” he said to me.





I found him in my rear view.

 
“

 
Pretend you don

 
’

 
t know,” I said to him.

 
“

 
Maybe you

 
’

 
re not the only one who likes a little bit of crazy.”





“

 
Fuck me,” he said, and he turned to stare out his side window. We drove the rest of the way in even deeper contemplation, and even quieter silence.





I had to admit, my wife was on to something: the alternate timelines, the taking of trips to other possible lives, the exploration of alternate selves — I mean, was anyone being hurt? I looked over at her again and squeezed her hand that still held mine over the console between us. She smiled and she lifted my hand to kiss the back of it.
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