
The leading players of this story are Man and Wife, an unnamed married couple. At the outset, 

our players can be found in their house on the outskirts of an unknown city. It is one of those 

suburbias that on the first sight, perhaps even on the second, looks as if it was imprinted into the 

ground by some divine instrument, having a conspicuously regular shape. Walking the streets, 

one can find it similar to wandering a geometrical maze, through which a mouse fights its way to 

prove intelligence. Equally to the mouse, this wanderer is lost, at the start. He might be able to 

find indications of how to get out if he would thoroughly observe his surroundings. Eventually, 

with disappointment, he realises, all that encloses him has a truly identical appearance.   

At this moment, the man might demonstrate his doubts about the depths of human fantasy. Is 

there a higher purpose in the fact that all those houses with its gardens and front gardens, 

porches and yards, hedgerows and garage doors look alike? The most straightforward answer 

would be to look for an intention, act of simple neighbourhood solidarity, which so often 

manifests itself in overall uniformity.  

In this habitus, we find our married couple. The anonymity is given by the fact that names are 

superfluous for this story. The vast extent of freedom is laid before the reader's imagination to 

put arbitrary players into the shoes of the main characters. The author dares to claim that 

recognising features of ones closest acquaintances in the story is not a difficult job. 

Perhaps a simple warning, before you start to read this tale; that is, be cautious when associating 

the actors with the most obvious names, that implies yours and your partner. You might not 

enjoy where that decision will lead you. Now let us begin with the story. 

We find ourselves on the ground floor of a two-storey house; at the back of the building, there is 

a room in which we see the Man.  It is quite dark in there, solid drapes resembling a Scottish 

plaid are drawn back, immersing the salon into the dark. It suits the Man, though. Sitting behind 

a table, he makes his way through a heap of paper, and there is a laptop in front of him. Over the 

surface of the table, unspecified documents are laid, books and dossiers and fascicles, all 

containing something, the Man most likely analyses and processes. 

The rest of the chamber, reveals a lot about Man's occupation perhaps even about his character. 

It is not abundant in furniture. Apart from the table - that we mentioned earlier by which, the 

Man sits in an elegant, yet old-fashioned upholstered chair - we see merely a soft looking setee, 

with a woollen warm-coloured blanket thrown over its back-rest and a lamp-table in front of the 

settee, which can, on demand, quickly become a conference table. A twin sister of the chair, 

currently occupied by the Man, is located by the wall, which is practical and within reach; the 

wall itself is, in fact, a library, tall and wooden, encircling the whole room. Even from a 

momentary glimpse, we can tell hundreds of books are stored on these shelves.  

During our acquainting with the room, the Man is working in silence. Behind his back, a ray of 

light has fought its way into the dark room through a tiny gap between the drapes and warmly 

tickles the Man between his shoulder blades. The Man frowns and disgusted raises from the 

table. Abandoning his work he walks to the window, takes hold of both of the curtain ends; 

through the window, he catches a distant look outside, there is a backyard.  It is a beautiful day, 

the sun is strong and warm, shining on a cloudless sky. Golden beams flow through the 

overgrown garden, dimmed by treetops, branches and bushes from time to time. 



The Man remains motionless for an eyeblink than he draws the curtain ends together in a single 

vigorous pull. Perfect darkness cloaks the room once more.  

What leads a man to lock himself out from such a marvellous day? That is not too complicated to 

fathom, just try to imagine that it suits him. He does not mind the gloomy light, what's more, he 

desires it, demands it when working and it is evident that momentarily he is engrossed in work. 

As if he's heard us, the Man frowns once again over the heap of paper. Nervously he overlooks 

the room, perhaps in search of something. 

 

Man (Irritated): Where is the coffee? 

 

There is no answer. 

 

Man: For Christ sake, it's been an hour! (With a disenchanted look he stares towards the door.) 

Can you hear me? 

 

There is no answer since there is no one to do so. The Man sits in his study, waiting, listening to 

the echo of his voice. Indeed, he is expecting his wife to resound. 

  

The Wife, we can see in front of the house engaged in a gregarious talk with a strange man. 

Chatting over a hedgerow of unknown origin, the Wife is clipping the fence negligently during 

the conversation. It's been a while since she stepped out of the house; she is wearing rubber 

slippers of dark wood colour, in her hand holding scissors, which look freshly bought with a 

handgrip of the same colour. She had just started clipping the leaves when a man came running 

down the sidewalk towards her house. It is her neighbour: well-built, handsome, sportsman, 

wearing a wet running suit. Sweat flows down the lines of his nicely carved face. His lightly 

curled hair gleaming in the sun. He sees the Wife and waves towards her; a sudden smile 

broadens his face covered with a nicely trimmed beard, he stops on his side of the hedgerow 

breathing heavily. 

  

Neighbour: Beats down as hell today, doesn't it? 

The Wife: Just splendour. Who could stay at home on a day like this you think? 

Neighbour: (Having a dig): Where's your hubby? 

The Wife: At home. 

Neighbour: I see. Well, I should go change, I'm sweating like a racing horse, and I really don't 

want to disgust you.  



The Wife: Don't be ridiculous, it's entirely reasonable to perspire, after all, you've done your 

exercise just now. I also think that one should do something from time to time, work up a sweat 

so to speak. (She pauses and inspects her appearance). Look at me now, I'm the one who should 

go change, chatting with you in front of the whole street wearing sweatpants and rubber shoes, 

covered in weed. If my husband saw me like this, he would get a heart attack.  

Neighbour: Now you're the one being ridiculous if you don't mind me saying that. It is your 

home. One doesn't have to dress to a theatre if one wants to do some gardening, does she? I 

think a person who cares about her home and is not ashamed to wear tracksuit for it is a 

naturally attractive character.  

The Wife: Now you're sweet talking me, I like it though. Well, it seems we made this clear, now 

we can speak in peace. You, wearing a sweaty T-shirt, me in a dirty tracksuit.   

 

They're both smiling for a while. 

 

The Wife: Where did you run from anyway? 

Neighbour: I had my daily round, to the quarry behind the hill.  

The Wife: The quarry? Jesus, it must be like what, six miles? 

Neighbour: Just five, in fact, then I gotta make it up to myself. I always run to the quarry and 

swim for ten or twenty minutes. I can hardly imagine a better start of the day, I'm telling you.  

The Wife: Honestly? So you're not of the opinion that every day should start with locking 

yourself up in your study, from where you crawl out just after the sun sets? 

 

Neighbour inhales in embarrassment. He wants to say something, then he changes his mind and 

puts on a smile.  

 

The Wife: I'm sorry. That was... 

Neighbour: That's alright. You know, maybe you should go out, just by yourself. Just for a walk or 

ride a bike or whatever, stretch your body, you know, just relax. To be outside, that's important, 

now when the world is full of shopping malls and all kind of buildings, all that makes you stay 

indoors. It is time to get out! 

The Wife: I could hardly disagree. Of course, I would like to get out, at least for a little while.  

Neighbour: Then why don't you? 

The Wife: You know... 

Neighbour: If it's about not knowing where to go, or not having anyone to go with, I could give 

you some tips, or we could do something together. I mean biking or swimming of course.  



The Wife: You are very sweet, I mean that.  

 

The Wife wants to continue, to say something more. She pauses as her neighbour did a while 

ago, then they both put smiles on.   

 

The Wife: You know, actually, we're setting out today, I mean my husband and I. All is set and 

packed, we should be leaving in an hour or so. So much about getting out. It's just that he, my 

husband, wanted to work for a while, so I decided to trim the hedge in the meantime; otherwise, 

we are one foot out of the door already. 

Neighbour: That sounds fantastic, so we're you heading, is it the seaside, or the mountains?  

The Wife: Well, it's not exactly like that. (She hesitates) We are going to a resort, a relaxing 

resort of sorts. It’s just for two nights.  

Neighbour: Wow, that's a bit quick, isn't it? So what kind of relaxing, massages and so? 

The Wife: You know, it’s a little bit delicate and my husband and I, we don't want to talk about it, 

to be frank. If you don't mind. 

 

She winks on him with her smile intact.  

 

Neighbour: Of course, well I won't be delaying you any longer. You two enjoy the relaxing and 

remember, anytime you feel like getting out, doing whatever and needing company, you let me 

know.   

The Wife: I sure will be thinking of you.  

 

They both wave toward each other over the hedgerow. The wife clips a couple more leaves and 

gets back into the house.  

The Man either finished with his work or decided not to go on any longer, he left his haven and 

walks up the stairs to the first floor, where the main bedroom, guest room and the bathroom are 

located. He takes a suitcase out of the wardrobe and starts packing it. The Wife enters the room. 

 

The Wife: I thought you've already packed.  

The Man: Have you seen me packing? I was busy, working. Now I'm packing, as you can see. It 

won't take long, as usual.  

The Wife: It will take ages - as usual - that's what you wanted to say. It always takes you so long.    

The Man: Yes and you're finished after five minutes, yet then you're missing half of the things 

you wanted to take in the first place.   



The Wife: Oh please, don't bother with me. I don't need to hear the story about you having to 

pack so long because you had to think about all the stuff I might have forgotten, spare me that 

bullshit! 

The Man: I had the idea of us not arguing this weekend? 

The Wife: Then don't argue! Just pack that suitcase!   

The Man: Alright, but anyway; you forgot to bring me that coffee. 

The Wife: What coffee for Christ sakes? 

The Man: See! You forgot, again, it's like the third time already.  

The Wife: I have literally no idea what you're talking about. 

The Man: I asked you to make me a coffee! I told you I'm going to my study and I asked you to 

get me that god damn coffee. I called you, I yelled at the whole god damn house, and you know 

what, nothing! You didn't call back, because you didn't even know! 

The Wife: I didn't hear you, I was outside getting things done, and also our Neighbour came by 

so I was occupied by him.    

The Man: Well alright, but you didn't bring me the coffee.  

The Wife: It is not like you HAVE to lock yourself in your study and spend the whole day there, 

every day! Did you know our neighbour runs to the quarry behind the hill every day and even 

swims there? Seven miles there and back, daily, that's what I call something!  

The Man: What do you mean, I don't have to? It is my job, isn't it? How can I not have to? 

The Wife: It is not normal, you are not normal! It is so good to be outside, and healthy men 

spend time outside they don't hide in their rooms, but they go out, they do something, they 

just… I don't know, work in the garden for instance. Oh my God, look at the state of our yard!  

The Man: You want me to quit my job? Stop earning money? Very well, I'll do that and go plant 

the trees or whatever and then you can say bye bye to our provincial house darling. Well, that's 

what I call a plan! 

The Wife: That's not what I meant, and I thought that we've agreed on not arguing this 

weekend.  

The Man: We have. 

The Wife: Than finish your suitcase! I go take a shower.  

The Man: Don't forget to shave!   

The Wife: I know that, Jesus! 

 

The Wife walks into the bathroom and shuts the door. After a while, a sound of running water 

can be heard behind the closed door then the tone of her voice as she starts to hum a particular 

tune. The Man keeps on packing his suitcase, he tries to ignore the humming of his wife.  



When the Wife leaves the bathroom, Man's suitcase is thoroughly packed resting by the door. 

The Man stands by the wall mirror, rubs his face covered with two-day beard.  

 

The Man: I'll go to the bathroom now, then we can go.  

The Wife: Please don't take too long, I really want to get out of here.  

The Man: Me too, I just need to shave, it will take a minute or two.  

The Wife: What if you wouldn't? Can't you just leave it like that, huh? There's nothing wrong 

with it. 

The Man: Are you crazy? I would look like a bum.  

The Wife: That's the stupidest thing I have ever heard.  

The Man: You wear a beard, you might as well start calling yourself a hobo.  

The Wife: Another nonsense. You could at least try it, you know. 

The Man: Oh Christ, nothing ever grows on there, I look like a teenager who just started to grow 

one, but it won't ever happen for me.   

The Wife: It's not that bad, have a little imagination. Leave the goatee, or I don't know.   

The Man: You know what, let's leave it.   

 

The Man walks into the bathroom, the water echoes once more behind the closed door. He 

resolutely does not hum when taking a shower. Meanwhile, the Wife carried his suitcase down 

the stairs. They meet ready and dressed in the hallway in front of the main door. The Man is 

shaved clean.  

 

The Wife: You just had to shave it all, hadn’t you?  

The Man: Of course, why shouldn't I? 

The Wife: You just didn't have to shave it all! 

The Man: I really don't know what you're on about? 

The Wife: I don't know, it could have been fun, it could have been different, I don't know.  

The Man: Yeah, different. I would look like an idiot. 

The Wife: You would look like a man.  

The Man: And where did you get that idea? 

The Wife: I don't know, forget it.  

The Man: Yeah, let's go.  



 

They take their luggage and walk out of the house. Out there on a spacy gravel driveway stands a 

large car. The Man sits behind the wheel, the Wife sits on the front passenger seat. The engine 

coughs and roars as the car sets off onto the street. 

The Author surely could let the main characters speak and possibly via dialogue in the car to 

reveal to us, where are they going. Nevertheless, the reader has already managed to detect the 

inability of our married couple to lead even the most straightforward conversation; therefore, for 

the sake of the story and to evade another repetitive quarrel, the Author has decided to grasp 

that right.  

We find ourselves a few years from now. In this marvellous, not entirely unfamiliar era, an 

extraordinary leisure treatment is given at particular places, spread all over the world. The 

product offered here is a desired commodity which seized to be a common market thing and 

became the new craze. A product intended for married couples, newlyweds, old friends, partners, 

lovers, people in any known type of human relationship who can describe their liaison to be 

temporarily doomed. 

The relaxation treatment provided there is performed through the use of electronic goggles, 

which can be connected to the centre of human perception, thus providing each of the partners 

with a possibility to fully control their imagination and materialise a personal dream mate. The 

sensors of the goggles transmit a frequency all the way to the heart of human creativity so we 

can shape the form of our counterpart in any imaginable way, make him appear precisely as we 

want him to look. Whatever we decide to do with our loved ones, they will maintain in this 

desired form.  

Saving the best for last, our partners never know what we see, since they are preoccupied with 

their own visions. There is no blaming in sharing. It would only be hypocritic. Now tell me, 

wouldn't you want to spend a single day with a woman of your desires, with a man of your 

dreams? What follows may help you to answer this enigma, which in the Author's opinion is not 

unsolvable.  

Going back to our couple, we find them exploring a living room in a one-storey bungalow, a rural 

building resembling a Mediterranean villa; its bricked proportions are occasionally 

complemented with stone cladding which gives the house an antique fashion. The bricks are 

coloured in yellow which induces a feeling of warmth, the roof, thatched, is sprinkled with 

needles and cones from nearby pines, the forest surrounding the cottage is full of them. More 

needles, coloured brown by the omnipresent sun, decorates the grass threading between other 

cabins, hidden from the sight of our story.  

The inside of the building is very bright from the first sight, that is facilitated by the large 

windows, which can be found in each of the rooms, always in pairs, facing different cardinal 

points reaching from a waistline of a grown man all the way up to the ceiling. Walls painted in 

green, positively the same colour as the meadow outside, often covered with wood. The centre 

point of the house is a big day room, furnished with a fireplace, a couple of armchairs, settee and 

a dining table in a spacey kitchen which is also part of the chamber. On every piece of furniture, 

a soft woollen blanket or cushion is nigh.   



A high number of identical cabins can be found in this resort, as there are a great many couples 

in crisis who come every weekend to incarnate their fantasies. For this particular act, there is a 

pair of goggles lain on the mantlepiece.  

 

Man: Hmm. 

Wife: Aahh.  

Man: All right, let's see how it works.  

Wife: Oh, that's fabulous, it works all by itself! 

 

They're both trying to tune on the desired frequency, wordlessly.  

 

Wife: Oh dear, I got it alright. 

Man: What, so quickly? Jesus, I think I need another moment.  

Wife: Come on honey, hurry up! 

 

The Man is a bit shy, you know, and so does his fantasy look, blurred and unclear; he feels stupid 

to admit that but, it is making him uncomfortable. 

 

Wife: My sweet darling, you wouldn't want the whole weekend to be in vain, would you? After 

all, we paid for it, and we both agreed on that. Just ease into it, or have you changed your mind? 

Man: I know, I know! I just need a moment! 

Wife: Come on baby, ease into it. 

 

She starts feeling his hips and his ass, rubbing her crotch against his; it is clear she is already 

devoted to the vision she has in front of her eyes. The Man finally submits.  

 

Man: Hmm, that's splendid, come on you girl.  

 

They both start petting themselves sensually. The Wife, caressing his hairless face delightfully, 

her hot breath escaping her burning lips. The Man fondling her bare sex with his finger pads, 

with effort controlling his beating heart. 



They make love, for a long time and with zest; after the sex, they're having a snack in a sunlit 

kitchen, then they go for a walk and make love afterwards. Dinner comes next and further sex. 

The rest of the weekend runs through in the same fashion.  

On the third day, the Man and the Wife leave their cabin and the whole resort, leave the keys 

and the goggles on the reception desk. They're going home. Once more they sit in the car 

together, something’s considerably different this time.  

 

Wife: Oh my God, that was, that was just perfect! 

Man: Absolutely perfect! I'm still finding it hard to believe. 

Wife: Ahh, it is sad, it had to end, isn't it? 

Man: It indeed is. 

Wife: I can't remember the last time I was so happy.  

Man: You know what? I'm thinking about it, and I have an idea; you'll love it, I swear. Why not do 

it again?! What do you say? 

Wife: Oh darling, you would? That sounds so fantastic! Let's go, please dear, I would like that 

very much! 

Man: Of course, we'll go my love. It is fantastic!  

 

Perhaps, this is how happiness should look like. Man and Wife are laughing like lunatics, 

unrestrained. The weekend is over, they're going back home, yet it does not bother them since 

they know, they'll be back. That idea widens the smiles on their faces; that idea and something 

more.   

They're taking something back; in their heads, they're carrying visions. The image of their perfect 

counterpart. When you spend three days with your dream mate, is he still a dream? What was 

once an idea ceases to be imprecise, focuses and puts the roots down; it may seem to be more 

vivid than reality.  

Man and Wife are in their car on the way home, carrying visions in their heads. 

The Wife is thinking about a well-built sportsman wearing a wet shirt, his dark curled hair 

gleaming in the sun as she is rubbing his bearded face with both hands.  

The Man is dreaming about a girl, very young girl, resembling very remotely, his own wife. He is 

fantasising about stroking her naked sex; a soft young vagina, so hairless; yet there is no need to 

shave the pubes anyway because it has not started to grow yet. 

Man and Wife are going back home; they're carrying visions in their heads. 

They are happy. 

- 


