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“Baby, I’ll be
back in an hour, two tops,” I yelled to Amanda, my wife of eight
days. Wow - ‘wife’. It still blew my mind that I had a wife. She
was the greatest one on the planet.

“Hold up,
Brad,” she hollered from the top floor of our three-storey
townhome. Seconds later, she flew down the steep stairs before
leaping into my open arms, nuzzling my neck with her luscious
mouth. “Don’t be long,” she mumbled against my Adam’s apple.

My hands
wandered down to her ass, squeezing her perfect butt cheeks. I felt
myself getting hard as she pressed her boobs against my chest. “Do
you have to go?” Amanda asked.

“I don’t want
to but if I don’t get the rest of my stuff out of my apartment
tonight, Giles is going to charge me an exorbitant late fee.”

“Your old
landlord is such an asshole.”

“Yup.” With
great difficulty, I extricated myself from Amanda grasp. The only
thing stopping me from screwing her against the entryway wall was
the thought of giving Giles even more of my money. Amanda gave me a
lingering kiss that had my head spinning. “I’ll hurry back,” I said
as I stepped into the cold Philadelphia fall air. “I won’t be
long.” Those words would come back to haunt me.

 


#####

 


As I drove to
my old bachelor pad, I pondered the past year. I’d met Amanda 13
months ago at a lounge where she was tending bar while attending
grad school. I’d gone there with a group of my work buddies to
celebrate a successful day of stock trading. The first time I
locked eyes with Amanda, I fell hard. By the time I left the lounge
that night, I was convinced I would spend the rest of my life with
her. Getting Amanda to see that reality took a little longer.

The lounge
became my second home as I tried to win her over with my charm and
wit. It took two months to get her to agree to go on a date with me
but after the night she did, Amanda saw the wisdom of being with a
cheese head like me. We were inseparable after that.

I stalled for
six excruciating months before asking her to marry me. She made me
the happiest man on the planet when she said yes. We had a
destination wedding in the Dominican Republic last week with only
our closest friends and family there to support us. Before we’d
headed to the islands, we’d signed a lease on the brownstone we
were now busy moving into.

The roads were
starting to ice up as I pulled into my old apartment’s parking lot.
I found a spot as close to the door as I could and spent almost two
hours hauling 27 loads out to a pickup I’d borrowed from a buddy at
work.

When my
apartment was finally empty, I tossed my keys into Giles’s after
hours slot, said a parting good-bye to the place I’d lived for six
years, climbed into the borrowed Chevy, and headed back to Amanda
and our awesome life together.

 


#####

 


As it was
almost ten p.m. by the time I was back at our brownstone, parking
was nearly impossible to find. I ended up two blocks away in a not
entirely legal spot. The truck had a topper so I locked the
tailgate, planning to unload the boxes and furniture the next
morning. I had more important things to do anyway - namely my wife.
There I went with that word again - my wife! If she was waiting for
me by the door, we wouldn’t make it to the top floor where our
bedroom was. That was fine with me! I was itching to break in our
island in the kitchen. It was topped with quartz and Amanda would
look fantastic sprawled out over it, her hair spread out around
her. Her legs would be spread, too…

My mind was so
absorbed in thoughts of what I was about to do to Amanda that I
didn’t see the car that was barrelling down the street hit a patch
of ice. By the time the reflection of the vehicle’s headlights on
my pants registered in my mind and I looked up to see the cause of
it, it was too late to react. The only thing that sunk in was the
horrified expression on the driver’s face, a person I immediately
labelled as ‘Pat’ as I couldn’t tell if it was a man or a
woman.

When Pat’s car
connected with me, I went flying through the cold air, the
weightlessness surprisingly peaceful. I didn’t feel the landing yet
logic told me that I should have. I picked myself off the asphalt,
ready to give Pat a talking to. “What the fu…,” I started to say
but the sight of my doppelganger laying on the ground brought my
sentence to an abrupt halt. I bent down to shake my look-alike’s
arm but my hand passed through his limb. What the hell!
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