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The way my wife talked about him, I thought Dennis would be a huge, brawny hulk of a guy—one of those gym bunnies with more muscles than brains.  Sandra dated him in college, and I guess I always figured she went for jocks back then.  When Dennis showed up wearing an ill-fitted tweed jacket and dusty brown corduroys, I realized her taste in men hadn’t changed much.

“I’m so glad you could come,” Sandra said, throwing her arms around her ex-boyfriend.  “It’s good to see you!”

“It’s good to see you too,” Dennis replied, through a mouthful of my wife’s frizzy hair.

I stuck out my hand and said, “Howdy. I’m Randall, the husband.”

Howdy?  Where the hell did that come from?  I’d never said howdy in my life.

“Well, howdy to you too, Randall.”  Dennis caught my hand even before my wife let him out of her grasp.  “You’ve got a lovely home.  I’m jealous.  I live in a one-room bachelor pad.”

“Yes, but in the heart of the city,” Sandra said, consolingly.  “Out here in the sticks you can have more for less. Isn’t that right, Randall?”

“Sure,” I grumbled.  Now she was trying to make him feel good about living in a cramped studio apartment? What a joke!

When she excused herself to check on the roast, Dennis and I stood in the foyer, staring at our feet.

“Can I take your jacket?” I asked, to show that I was a good guy.

“Oh. Yes. Sure. Why not?”  He struggled from the thing like it was tied to the very fibre of his being, and when he’d found his way out, I noticed the huge sweat stains on the armpits of his shirt.  He noticed, too, and said, “Goodness.  Goodness me.  Oh dear.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I said, starting to feel like the big man on campus.  “It’ll dry.”

“I have a spare shirt in my car,” he said.  “This happens quite a lot, unfortunately.”

“Well, change, don’t change—whatever makes you comfortable.”

He stood in the doorway for a long moment before saying, “I think I’ll change.”

When Sandra came back from the kitchen, she looked around, puzzled.  “What did you do with Dennis?”

“He was sweating,” I said.  “He went to the car.”

“Okay...”

“To change his shirt.”

“Oh.”  Moving to the window, Sandra looked out into the driveway.  “Oh, wow.  That’s a shirt and a half.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, sidling up next to her.  “O-kay!  I see what you mean.”

We maintained straight faces as Dennis returned to the door, wearing the kind of shirt you usually see on country singers.  It was yellow with a leather fringe all around, and pink roses embroidered across the chest.

“That’s quite some shirt,” my wife said to her ex.

He nodded so deeply it was almost a bow.  “Thank you.  It was a gift from a friend.”

“From a special friend?” I asked, getting into Sandra’s game.

“Actually, yes.”

That’s all he said as my wife led us to the dining room.  Everything was laid out.  I’d set the table earlier in the day, and she’d prepared quite a spread.  “This looks delicious,” I told her.  “We should have company more often.”

“Yes.”  She looked to Dennis with a fierce glint in her eye.  “We should.”

Dinner was a breeze.  I thought it would be painful, but Dennis was such a geek that I no longer felt intimidated by him.  And if he wasn’t a threat, well then, Sandra could put him to use.

When she brought out the store-bought cake, Dennis marvelled.  “Ooh, did you make that yourself?”

Sandra laughed.  “No. Randall picked this up.  You’ve got him to thank.”

“Well, it looks delicious,” Dennis said.  “Though I probably shouldn’t.  It’ll go straight to my hips.”

“I’ll go straight to your hips,” Sandra growled, barely audibly.

“What’s that?” Dennis asked.

She smiled sweetly.  “Hmm?  Nothing.  I’ll cut you a small piece.”

I’d eaten so much I hardly had room for cake, but I packed it in because I just couldn’t resist.  Sandra was the same way.  There were things she couldn’t resist, and she didn’t even try.  She just took what she wanted—sweet, spicy, or bitter.

As Dennis’s teacup clinked against the saucer, Sandra shot me a glance, as if to ask if was on board.  Did she even need to?  How could I not be?

“You know,” I said, “I’ve eaten far too much.  I think I’ll have a lie-down.”

Dennis stood up from the table when I did.  “I’ve overstayed my welcome, haven’t I?  Thank you for dinner.  I’ll be on my way.”

His cowgirl shirt was soaked through at the pits, and I just shook my head.  “No, stay!  Please!  You’ve come all the way out to the sticks.  Sandra will entertain you.  She’s good at that sort of thing.”

Sandra nodded.  “I am. I’m very good.”

“Okay, well... if you insist.”  He sat and Sandra offered him another piece of cake as I headed up the stairs.  “Nice meeting you, Randall.  Thanks for dinner, if I don’t see you before I go.”

“Oh, you won’t see me,” I said as I climbed the stairs.  “But I’ll see you...”

In the bedroom, I turned on the audio system and turned off the lights.  True, I had eaten too much, but I was afraid that if I let myself get horizontal I’d sleep through the show.  And I could always count on my wife to put on a good show.

What ruse would Sandra employ to get Dennis upstairs?  Brag about her collection of perfume bottles until he gave in and agreed to have a look?  Or maybe she’d take the direct approach and simply instruct him to follow her into the spare bedroom.  A guy like Dennis wouldn’t put up much of a fight.

I watched through the two-way glass, praying they’d hurry.  On with the show!  I was itching to see what she’d do to him.

As for the two-way mirror, it was well-worth the investment. Not cheap, oh no, but they made good use of it.  In the guest room, it looked like any old mirror.  From where I sat, it was a window onto my wife’s ecstatic love life.  She got up to no good without me, and there was nothing I loved more than to sit back and take it all in.

Footsteps on the stairs, and Sandra’s voice:  “They’re up here, in the guest room.  Come have a look.  I have forty-seven in total.  Been collecting since... wow, since you gave me that stinky eau de toilet back in college.”

“Was it stinky?” Dennis asked as he entered the guest room.  “I’m sorry.  I thought it was quite nice. That’s why I bought it for you.”

“Well, makes no difference now, but I guess I do have you to thank for starting me off on collecting.”

He avoided going anywhere near the bed as Sandra showed him her trinkets.  Poor Dennis!  The guy seemed uncomfortable as hell, like he was pretending not to be in a bedroom.  I couldn’t help wondering how long it had been since he’d gotten laid. A while, I was willing to bet.

“Here it is.”  She picked him up and showed him the funny little drugstore perfume bottle in the shape of a cat.  “You remember buying this for me?”

“Like it was yesterday,” he said, with stars in his eyes.  “Say, Sandra, what happened to your husband?”

“Oh, he’ll be sound asleep by now,” she said.  “It really is a shame.  He’ll eat until he can’t move and then collapse in bed, dead to the world.  I can put on a little satin negligee and dance around for him, and nothing.  Puts quite a pinch on our love life.”

“I see.”  Dennis chuckled, and tried to dart around her.  “Well, maybe we should head back downstairs.”

“Have you ever been in a relationship like that?” Sandra asked, closing the door with her foot.  “Where you try and try, and you get no response?”

Dennis stared at the closed door, the only exit.  “Oh, I’ve been in a few like that.”

“Isn’t it just the pits?”  Sandra sat on the guest bed, looking pretty darn dejected.

Gazing between the door and the dame, Dennis finally made a decision and sat down beside Sandra, putting a supportive arm around her.  Man alive, did that guy know how to sweat!

“Randall seems like a stand-up guy,” he said.

“Don’t I wish he would stand up a little more for me!”  With a teasing chuckle, she spritzed Dennis with perfume.  “What about you, Dennis?  When we were together, you’d get hard the moment you looked at me.”

Just that word on my wife’s lips brought a tingle to my pants region.  Hard.  I bet every man she walked by got hard for her, back then.  I bet most still do.

Clearing his throat, Dennis said, “Well, yes, but that’s all in the past.”

“It doesn’t have to be,” Sandra said, in a hoarse whisper.

“What do you... what do you...”  Dennis scrambled up the bed, away from my wife.  “What do you mean, Sandra?”

She sat close to him and sent an arm around his shoulder.  “Don’t you remember the fun we had together?”

He scrambled to get away.  “I do.  I do. But...”

“But nothing.”  Straddling the little man, Sandra said, “There are certain things my husband will not do, Dennis.  But you will.  Won’t you?”

“Maybe you could talk to him.”  He scrambled beneath her like a drowning rat.  “Maybe a few therapy sessions.  I could get you a name in the city.  Just talk... just talk...”

“No more talk.”  Pinning him on the bed, my wife planted a forceful kiss on Dennis’s mouth.  When she let him up for air, he looked like he’d melted into the mattress.  That’s when she hopped off the bed and opened the closet.  “Don’t you want what’s best for me, Dennis?”

“I do,” he panted, still flat on his back.  “Of course I do.”

“Wouldn’t you do just about anything for me?”

“I would!  I would!  Of course I would.”

“Well, then...”  Pulling a dress that was absolutely bouncing with crinolines out of the closet, she said, “I want you to put this on.”

Dennis sat straight up.  “That... but that... but that’s a ladies’ dress.”

“You’re right. It is.”  When he made no response, Sandra ran her fingers through the fringe on his effeminate top.  “I thought it might look nice on you.  I thought it might look even nicer than this frilly little shirt that’s all covered in flowers.”

“Well, I suppose... I mean, if you want me to.  I suppose I could do it just for you.”

She batted her lashes.  “Oh, would you?  Would you really?”

He shrugged and said, “Sure.  For you?  Anything.”

“Good,” she said.  “Now undress for me.  Quick, quick.  Take it all off.”

He did, in a snap.  I watched through the two-way mirror as my wife assessed her ex-boyfriend’s naked body.  There wasn’t much to him, except where it counts.  His arms and legs were scrawny and his stomach curved more out than in, but the dick on that guy made me drool because I knew, before the night was over, it would be lodged somewhere inside my wife.  And I’d be right here, watching it happen.

“Wait.  Before you put the dress on, I should probably give you some panties
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