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‘What kind of place is this, again?’ I say, tilting my head back to see the final button on my shirt in the mirror.

‘What do you mean?’ Kat says from the bathroom, over the rush of water pouring into the basin.

‘The restaurant,’ I say, slotting the button into place. ‘is it, like, crazy expensive or super fancy?’

‘I don’t think so,’ Kat says. The rush of pouring water stops as she turns off the faucet. ‘It’s nice, that’s for sure. Why? I’ve already told you, we don’t have to pay. Don said that tonight’s on him.’

‘Yeah,’ I say, stepping back from the mirror and checking the collar of my shirt, ‘I remember. What I mean is, will I need a tie? Is it that kind of a restaurant?’

‘What kind of a restaurant?’ She sounds distracted, her mind concentrating on something else.

‘Will I need a tie?’ I say. ‘It’s kind of a fancy restaurant, right? Do you think I should wear a tie?’

Yeah,’ she says, still sounding distracted. ‘Sure. Whatever you think is best.’

I open the top drawer and push my underwear to the side, looking for my ties. Even though we both agreed to have dinner with Kat’s boss this evening, I’m not looking forward to it. I barely even know the guy. I think I met him once at the last Christmas party. I told him my name was Derek, but he couldn’t hear me over the music and called me ‘Dick’ all night. I tried to correct him, but he still called me Dick. I had a vague recollection of him – a tall, handsome, well-built black guy, probably in his early forties – but I had no idea he remembered me.

My tie options are limited. I own three ties – one deep red, one black, and one dark blue. I’m wearing black trousers and a pale blue shirt. The black tie is for funerals, so that’s out. A deep red tie with a pale blue shirt? Hell no. Guess I’m going blue-on-blue tonight. I take the tie out of the drawer and lift the collar of my shirt up.

I still don’t know why Kat’s boss wants to have dinner with us tonight. He’s a well-respected senior advisor for a banking firm, and she’s a lowly personal assistant for someone three steps junior to him. I didn’t even know Kat was on his radar. She’d barely even spoken about Don MacLean before last week when she came home and told me that he’d invited the both of us to dinner. I asked her over and over if she was sure about that. Why would a man in his position invite not only Kat but me as well, out to dinner? It didn’t make sense. I’ve spent the past week thinking about it, trying to figure out what his motives are, but I can’t. The only options that make sense are either that he is going to fire Kat and wants me there to look after her, or that he simply wants to get to know his employees better. What do I know? Maybe he invites all his employees and their partners out for one-on-one dinners. It’s probably unusual, but maybe this Don guy is one of those nice, friendly, approachable rich guy bosses you hear about from time to time.

I slide the tie around the collar and attempt to loop it into a knot. Is it over-under, or under-over? I pull the end and the knot falls open.

‘Can you help me with this?’ I say.

‘Not now,’ Kat says. ‘I’m busy. Can it wait?’

‘Yeah,’ I say.

What kind of watch should I wear tonight? I look at the options. There’s my usual, everyday watch, or the one Kat got me for our anniversary last year, or the crazy-expensive one I bought on holiday three years ago, the one that mostly stays in the box because it cost so much money I don’t want to risk damaging it. My heart says that I should wear Kat’s watch, the one with the inscription etched into the underside. My head says that I’m going to be sharing a meal with a man who drives a car that cost more than my house. I reach behind the photo of Kat and me on our wedding day and grab the velvet-covered box. The watch inside is still ticking, still pristine, still exactly as perfect as the day I bought it. I slip it over my wrist and fasten the metal clasp and check myself over in the mirror again. I look pretty good, I hope. Brown hair. Brown eyes. Freshly shaved chin. The shirt fits me quite well, maybe a little tight in the midsection, but I’ve been working from home for the last couple of weeks, trying to get my business up and running. Nobody should be allowed to stay so close to a sweet jar for eight hours a day.

The bathroom door opens and Kat finally emerges, wrapped in a white bathrobe, her long dark hair pulled back in a neat ponytail. She’s applied more makeup than usual. When the two of us go out to dinner, she sticks to foundation and mascara, and a bit of eyeshadow. She’s wearing a lot more than that right now. I guess she’s feeling twice as nervous as I am right now.

‘You look great,’ I say. ‘You should go like that.’

She shoots me a look that says never heard that one before, jackass, and lifts her leg, foot on the bed. She runs a hand over her shin and calf.

‘I’ve just shaved my legs,’ she says. ‘Did I get everything?’

I lean in and gently run my hand up and down her leg. Her skin is warm and silky-smooth.

‘Feel good,’ I say. I run my hand higher, up over her knee. Her thighs feel wonderful. Firm and toned and tight. ‘This feels good too.’ My hand moves towards her inner thigh now. ‘And what about here?’

She takes her foot off the bed and steps back, a frustrated smile on her face.

‘We haven’t got time for that,’ she says. ‘We need to be there in an hour.’

‘We can do it in ten minutes,’ I say. ‘We’ll have time to cuddle afterward, too.’

She smiles and turns to the closet, letting the bathrobe fall to the floor behind her as she does. I grit my teeth to fight back a groan of desire. We’ve been together for seven years now, married for five, and the sight of her body still drives me wild. We’re both in our early thirties, but the years have been far kinder to her than they have been to me. While my hair is starting to recede and turn gray at the temples and my stomach is slowly expanding, she still looks fantastic. She’s slender, tight, toned, with an ass that could make an atheist believe in God. She still looks as beautiful as she did on the day we exchanged our vows. She still has a sparkle, a zest, that makes me fall in love with her a little more every day. I spend my days working in the office at home and feel exhausted. She comes home from work and still has enough energy to make me happy just by being herself.

Kat’s smile was the reason I fell in love with her. We’d been friends for about six months or so, introduced by mutual friends at a party. Her smile was the first thing I noticed about her. It was so warm, so wide, so inviting. Whenever she smiled, I felt like the sun had come out from behind a cloud. I liked her immediately, but she had a boyfriend at the time, so I remained respectful and kept my distance. We swapped numbers and stayed in touch, but it was difficult. She was wonderful, kind, funny, and beautiful. It seemed so unfair to meet such a fantastic woman and not be able to do anything about it. Sure, I wanted her for myself, but I wasn’t going to be some dickhead who pressures her into cheating on her boyfriend. Besides, he seemed like a nice guy. I met him once or twice. I saw the way he looked at her, the way he touched her body, the way she giggled when he kissed her in front of me. Sometimes I thought he was putting on a show because he knew I was attracted to her. Like he was marking his territory. I didn’t care. I’ve never told anyone this, but I jerked off a few times thinking about watching the two of them together. I wanted her to fuck me instead of him, but the idea of watching them in bed appealed to me for some reason. I liked to imagine his hands on her body while she looked at me and moaned.

Naturally, when she broke up with her boyfriend, I made my move. I was right there, the friendly shoulder for her to cry on, the man who listened to her stories, the guy with the wine and ice cream. I helped her through the mourning period like a gentleman and I buried my dark desires and thoughts and fantasies deep down inside.

Three days after she became single, we slept together for the first time. It was unplanned, unexpected… and beyond awesome. One minute we were watching a movie at Kat’s place, the next we were making out on the couch, her tongue caressing mine, her hands clutching at my body in a desperate frenzy, her hot, whispered, breathy voice begging me to make love to her. It was the first time she had truly smiled since she became a single woman.

I think of that moment a lot. It’s probably one of my top three life moments so far. Sometimes I close my eyes and I’m transported back to that night, to our first desperate, passionate, delicious moments as a couple. I can feel the heat of her body on my skin. I can hear the excited cries escaping her lips. I can see the wonderful look in her eyes. Then I open my eyes and she’s standing right there. My wife. My soulmate. My partner. Sometimes she’ll catch me in that moment when I open my eyes and memory and reality merge. She’ll ask me why I’m smiling. And I always say that I’m thinking about her.

Kat pulls a deep green dress out of the closet and holds it in front of her naked body, checking herself out in the reflection.

‘How does this look?’ she says.

‘Beautiful,’ I say.

‘I don’t want to look beautiful,’ she says, putting the dress back in the closet. ‘I want to look professional. Elegant. Sophisticated. What about this one?’

She poses behind a white pantsuit. I try to concentrate on the outfit, but my eyes fight to glance at her bare ass.

‘Professional,’ I say ‘Elegant. Sophisticated.’

She rolls her eyes and hangs the pantsuit back up.

‘Come on,’ I say, crossing the room to stand behind her. I wrap my arms around her slender, naked frame and pull her into me. ‘Relax. It’s just dinner.’

‘It’s just dinner,’ she says, ‘with one of the senior guys in the company. I can’t relax!’

I kiss her neck. Softly. Slowly. Just how I know she likes it.

‘Calm down,’ I say. ‘You’re beautiful, no matter what.’ I kiss her again and again. Softer. Slower. Just how I know she likes it. ‘No matter what you wear, you’re going to look great.’ Kiss. Kiss. Soft. Slow. My hand caresses her stomach. Sliding south. My fingertips brush the small, trimmed wisps of hair at her cleft. She sighs and shivers in delight.

‘We don’t have time,’ she says.

‘We do.’

‘We really don’t.’

‘We really do.’

‘Derek!’ She says, smiling, trying to sound annoyed but failing. She pushes me away. ‘If you can’t behave, go wait downstairs.’

‘But you’re naked in here,’ I say.

She laughs and shakes her head.

‘We can have fun later,’ she says. ‘After dinner. I can’t relax enough right now to get in the mood. Later. Okay?’

‘Later,’ I say.

‘Tell you what,’ she says, ‘why don’t you pick out my underwear? You decide what panties I wear tonight. Maybe that will give you something to focus on.’

I grin like the cat who got the cream and march over to her underwear drawer. I look through her selection of bras and panties, trying to decide what I want to see her wear later tonight. What colors? Purple or pink or red or black? What style? What kind of lace?

‘Hurry up,’ she says in a teasing tone, ‘I need to get dressed…’

I select my favorite underwear set. It’s a lilac-colored bra and panty set. Maybe not the sexiest set – it’s not lacy or tight or revealing – but it has some good memories for me. The last time she wore this particular set of underwear, we fooled around in the car on a long drive home from her parents. I fondly recall hours of slow, teasing fun before we finally pulled over and fucked in a passionate frenzy on the side of a dark, lonely road.

She smiles when she sees my choice of underwear, knowing exactly why I chose it.

‘I hope you’re not expecting a repeat performance?’ she says, putting her hands on her hips, standing bold and naked before me. ‘We’re going to make it all the way home before those come off this time.’

I grin and hand her the panties and kiss her on the cheek.

‘Go wait downstairs,’ she says.

I sigh theatrically and head downstairs.

Kat joins me ten minutes later. She has chosen the first outfit she showed me, the deep green dress. She looks stunning. Beyond stunning. The material hugs her body perfectly, accentuating her figure, and drawing my eye to her breasts and waist and hips. The color brings out the sparkle in her eyes. My heart beats harder as I look at her. How the hell did I get so lucky as to marry a woman like this?

‘You look awesome,’ I say.

She smiles, a shy little twitch at the corners of her pretty lips.

‘You’re still not ready,’ she says.

I glance down and realize that my tie is still hanging loose around my neck. Kat brushes a lock of hair out of her beautiful face and steps towards me. She takes hold of the tie and carefully loops and threads and knots it.

‘I can’t believe you still don’t know how to do this,’ she says.

‘I’ve never needed to know,’ I say. ‘I can’t believe you do know how to do it.’

‘My school had strict uniform standards,’ she says. ‘Tie, blouse, skirt, socks.’

‘I’m picturing it now,’ I say, half-joking, a wistful smile on my face. ‘Tell me more. How strict was this school?’

‘Very strict,’ she says, mirroring my wistful smile, eyes on her hands as they weave the tie together. ‘The headmaster used to spank us if we disobeyed. My little ass was always red raw…’

‘Really?’ I say, my heart beating harder again.

‘No,’ she says, laughing. She finishes with my tie and steps back to admire me. ‘Good. I think we’re both looking pretty good.’

I slip my arm around her shoulders and we look at our reflection in the mirror. We look good together. We make an attractive team. She leans her head on my shoulders and closes her eyes.

‘What are you thinking?’ I say.

‘Nothing,’ she says. ‘Just glad I have you.’

I wrap my arms around my wife and kiss her forehead.

‘We still have time…’ I say.

She laughs and breaks out of my hug and walks towards the door.

‘We’re going to be late,’ she says. ‘Come on.’

****

We arrive at the restaurant five minutes early. The dusky rose of evening time is over and the night is beginning. Cars drive past with headlights illuminating the streets. The businesses and storefronts that remain open are lit from within, projecting bright images of their interiors to the world.

Kat holds my hand as we stand outside, glancing in through the window. She’s nervous. Her fingers grip mine, shaking slightly. She was quiet in the car on the ride over. Her eyes dart left and right, looking for the guy. I look through the window at the restaurant. It’s a beautiful place, designed to look like something out of a period movie. Oak tables, sparkling silver cutlery, antiques on shelves on the walls, the room both somber and elegant in deep dues of brown and red. The staff all wear outfits that resemble maids and butlers. It looks like one of the places you see in British TV shows about snooty lords and sassy widows. I’ve walked past this place many times and wondered what it would be like to eat here, but I’d have to sell a kidney to afford three courses.

‘I don’t see him,’ Kat says, her voice tight.

‘Should we wait out here?’ I say, glancing around, expecting to see Don arrive at any second.

‘We’ll go in,’ Kat says. ‘He must have booked a table or something, right?’

I glance at the expensive-looking restaurant interior.

‘I think he probably put down a deposit for a table,’ I say.

Kat purses her lips, too nervous to laugh at my joke. She grasps the ornate door handle on the restaurant’s door and gently pushes it open.

Inside, the restaurant is warm, comfortable, and inviting. The air smells of a dozen different dishes, each one perfectly cooked, the odor making my mouth water. There’s a faint sound of gentle string music coming from somewhere – I glance around, but can’t see any obvious speakers – and the conversations coming from the occupied tables are hushed and polite. There’s a mixture of patrons in here tonight. Couples on dates. Clients and managers engaged in late business meetings. Men in suits and women in elegant dresses. There’s a strange vibe in the air, a sense of power and money. I’ve never felt this atmosphere before. It’s like I’ve entered a jewelry store where all the prices have at least three zeroes and the clerks just know you’re only looking.

A young woman steps up to the lectern at the front of the restaurant, wearing an immaculate maid outfit. Maid outfits tend to come in two kinds – sexy and practical. This is the latter. She isn’t showing any unnecessary skin, and the skirt reaches past her knees. She bows her head deferentially to us and asks if we have a reservation.

‘We’re meeting someone here,’ Kat says. ‘He might have a reservation. Don Maclean?’

The young woman scans the reservation list in front of her and nods.

‘Maclean, party of three,’ she says. ‘Please follow me.’

She turns and walks deeper into the restaurant, weaving and threading her way through the tables with expert precision. Kat follows closely, with me picking up the rear. I try not to glance at the occupied tables around us as we walk by. I feel hundreds of pairs of eyes on the back of my head, but nobody pays us any attention. I feel hopelessly outclassed by this place. I should have worn a nicer shirt. I should have worn a suit. I look homeless compared to the rest of the clientele.

We walk to the back of the restaurant and the woman stops, gesturing to a booth hidden in a nook on the side wall. The padded seats offer a semi-circular arrangement around a table, and there is already a man sitting there. A tall, handsome, well-built black guy in his early forties. Don Maclean.

He stands up, seeming to unfold from behind the table to his full height, and smiles broadly, his perfect white teeth almost gleaming in the light. He has a shaved head and no trace of stubble on his chin. His gray suit is perfectly tailored to his broad shoulder and slim waist, and his white shirt is open at the collar. I note with a stab of irritation that he isn’t wearing a tie. This guy looks like he could play professional football, yet he works in finance. Go figure.

‘Kat!’ Don says, offering his hand to my wife, ‘very good to see you. Thank you so much for accepting my invitation.’

Kat takes his offered hand. His skin looks even darker when contrasted against her pale fingers. His large hand dwarfs hers, almost enveloping her hand. I’ve never thought of Kat as small or slight but compared with this guy, she’s practically petite. He’s almost a full head taller than she is, and he has a good few inches on me, too.

‘Thank you for inviting us,’ Kat says. ‘I’ve always wanted to eat here.’

‘It’s pricey,’ Don says, ‘but the atmosphere is worth the expense.’ He smiles down at Kat and finally releases her hand. He turns to me. ‘Good to see you again, Dick. Nice tie.’

I shake his hand.

‘It’s, uh, it’s Derek,’ I say.

‘You sure?’ he says, with a half-smile, and releases my hand. He gestures to the table. ‘Please, sit down. I hope you don’t mind, but I ordered a bottle of wine. It’s my favorite.’

Don sits at one end of the semi-circular booth. Kat takes off her coat and slides around the booth, resting roughly in the middle. I sit down opposite Don. We take up three points of the compass. Don lifts a bottle of wine from the table and pours it into three crystal glasses. It’s a white wine and it bubbles gently. Don hands a glass to Kat. I reach across the table and take one for myself. I raise the glass to my lips and take a long drink. The wine is very sweet and very strong. It smells fruity and bubbles burst under my nose. I put my glass back down.

‘That’s nice,’ I say.

‘That’s a vintage French wine from the early nineteen-hundreds,’ Don says, an amused smile on his face. ‘At two hundred dollars a bottle, it had better be nice.’

Kat blanches, her eyes widening.

‘Two… two hundred?’ she says, her voice high.

‘Don’t worry about it,’ Don says, waving away her concerns. ‘Please, tonight is my treat for the both of you.’

Kat glances at me, her eyes still wide. She takes a small sip of her wine and places the glass back down, as though terrified of spilling any.

‘We were kinda surprised you made this offer,’ I say. ‘We didn’t know you knew either of us.’

‘Well,’ Don says, putting the wine glass down and placing his expansive hands on the table, ‘truth be told, I didn’t know much about you, Kat, until last month.’

Kat frowns, quizzical.

‘Did I do something wrong?’ she says.

‘No, no.’ Don shakes his head, an amused smile on his face. ‘Quite the opposite, in truth. I have it on good authority that you’re the person who managed to secure Lohman and Lester as clients.’

‘Oh,’ Kat says, glancing down at the table and blushing. ‘I wasn’t aware…’

‘I know,’ Don says. He reaches across the table and places his massive hand on top of Kat’s. A little gnawing tension develops in the pit of my stomach, like a tiny beaver chewing away at my insides. This guy I don’t know is strangely affectionate and touchy with my wife.

‘What you did,’ Don says, looking Kat right in the eyes, ‘was wonderful. We’ve been trying to go into business with them for years. You talk to the guy for five minutes and he signs the paperwork that same day. Whatever you did, you deserve my sincerest gratitude.’

‘I didn’t know he was a client,’ Kat says, blushing again. She turns to me. ‘I happened to meet him in the breakroom and he was looking through his wallet and I saw a picture of his kids. We got talking about children. I didn’t even know who he was.’

‘He appreciated that,’ Don says. ‘He told me yesterday while we were playing golf that he enjoyed having a regular human conversation. No hard sell, just a nice woman being friendly. I asked around and found out it was you. Kat, you’re responsible for bringing in a client worth tens of millions of dollars annually.’

Kat’s jaw drops.

‘Wow,’ I say, stunned.

‘So, I think I can return the favor with a bottle of relatively expensive wine,’ Don says, a smirk on his face. ‘It’s the very least I can do.’

I raise my glass to Kat.

‘Awesome, babe!’ I say. ‘I had no idea you were so good!’

‘Me neither,’ she says, blushing again.

‘So,’ Don says, placing one large hand on Kat’s shoulder and looking towards me, ‘please think of tonight as a well-earned reward for your excellent work and loyalty to our company.’

Kat’s cheeks are burning bright red. She looks adorable.

The young woman in the maid outfit approaches the table, hands clasped behind her back.

‘Are you ready to order?’ she says.

‘I haven’t looked at the menu yet,’ I say.

‘Allow me,’ Don says. ‘Do you have any allergies?’

‘No,’ Kay says.

I shake my head.

‘In that case,’ Don says, ‘my friend Derek will have the seafood platter. Kat would enjoy the duck, and I will have the steak.’

The maid nods and turns and walks toward the kitchen.

‘You’ll enjoy the food,’ he says. ‘I’ve never had a bad meal here.’

‘Do you eat here often?’ Kat says.

‘Only when I have company,’ he says, ‘and I want to show them a good time.’

I say, ‘If you ever need Kat to get another client for you, we’ll be happy to come back!’ I laugh at my joke.

Don glances up at me.

‘We’ll get into that later,’ he says. ‘Tell me about yourselves. How long have you been married?’

‘Five years,’ Kat says, with a smile.

‘That’s great,’ Don says. ‘I love young married couples like you.’

‘Are you married?’ I say.

‘No,’ Don says, with a rueful shake of his head. ‘I tried that many years ago. It didn’t work out. I spend so many hours at work, I could never make time to find a woman or settle down. You’re a lucky man, Derek.’

‘Thank you,’ I say.

‘You have a beautiful wife.’

‘I know.’

‘You guys have children?’ Don says, turning his attention back to Kat.

‘No,’ she says. ‘Not yet anyway.’

‘You plan to?’

‘Well, yeah.’ Kat glances at me, a little uncomfortable with the direction this conversation has taken. ‘I mean, we’ve talked about it, but it’s not the right time just yet.’

‘How come?’ Don says, elbows on the table, chin resting on his large hands.

‘We want to be ready, I guess,’ she says. ‘And with Derek trying to start up his own business…’

‘A businessman!’ Don says, his eyes gleaming. ‘What do you do?’

‘I handle financial and legal paperwork for families and small businesses,’ I say. ‘Wills, life insurance, wellness documentation, things like that.’

‘Sounds like a good market,’ Don says. ‘You have many clients?’

‘A few,’ I say. ‘It’s a small start-up right now. I took a few clients with me from my old firm when I went private. I’m hoping to get more soon.’

‘Give me some business cards,’ Don says. ‘I’ll pass them around for you.’

I nod, hoping my face doesn’t look too grateful or too embarrassed.

‘So, what makes you the big earner in your household, huh?’ Don says, his attention returning to my wife again.

Kat nods in response. I zone out from the conversation for a moment, watching the two of them interact. There’s something I can’t place my finger on, some strange energy in the atmosphere. Don keeps looking at my wife, keeps smiling at my wife, keeps putting his hand on my wife. There’s something more than simple friendship or politeness here. I don’t know what it is, but my stomach knots and tightens every time I see it. Kat doesn’t appear to notice. She smiles and nods and responds to him and doesn’t shrug off his hand. She seems oblivious to both his over-friendliness and my discomfort.

So, what do I do here? Do I say something? Should I let him keep putting his large hands on my wife’s arm and shoulder? Should I let him keep looking at her like that – with that deep intensity burning in his eyes? Or do I stay quiet? Should I say nothing and eat my food like there’s nothing wrong here?

Maybe I’m reading too much into it. Maybe nothing is going on here. The guy said that he spends all his time at work, maybe he doesn’t get out much. Maybe he doesn’t realize that he’s being a little too forward, a little too inappropriate, with another man’s wife.

I watch Don Maclean laughing and joking and putting his hand on my wife’s shoulder and decide that I’m being crazy. He’s just a nice guy. A nice guy who doesn’t get many chances to talk to women. Besides, if I said something and I offended him... he would probably make me pay for my meal. I couldn’t afford that.

I zone back into the conversation again. Kat is talking about her years at college.

‘I just love art,’ she says. ‘Beautiful, classical paintings are masterpieces, so, yeah I studied art as my major.’

‘And ended up working in finance?’ Don says, laughing.

‘Yeah,’ Kat says, laughing along with him. ‘Maybe I should have studied something more useful, but there’s something about a gorgeous work of art that really speaks to me. I feel all these emotions inside me and it makes me want to look for as long as I can, to understand why I feel the way I do. Does that make any sense?’

‘Of course,’ Don says. ‘I often get excited when I see something beautiful.’

Kat sweeps a lock of hair behind her ear and for one split second, I think I see Don’s eyes glance down at the valley between her cleavage. I get another crazy stab in the pit of my stomach and wonder if he’s talking about the same kind of beautiful thing that she is. Kat is talking about paintings – the kind that she loves to gaze at in museums for hours on end. Don’s idea of a work of art might be very different.

I open my mouth to say something, but the maid suddenly reappears with the food. She places three pristine China-white plates on the table, each one with an arrangement of food on top that looks as though it’s been assembled by a photographer in a studio to look as perfect and appealing as possible.

‘Holy crap,’ I say, staring down at my plate. ‘This looks beautiful.’

‘I hope you enjoy it,’ Don says. He lifts the bottle of two-hundred-dollar wine and refills Kat’s glass.

Kat closes her eyes and sniffs the air above her plate, steam rising into her nostrils.

‘This smells amazing,’ she says. ‘I really don’t think I deserve all this.’

‘Yes, you do,’ Don says firmly. ‘Don’t worry about anything – the check, the ride home, anything. I want you to enjoy a pleasant evening on me. And I always get what I want.’

He glances over at me, a smirk on his face and a gleam in his eyes. For one brief second, I think that he’s trying to communicate with me, to send me a message across the table, but the moment is gone and his eyes sweep down to the meal on the table.

I pick up my fork and gently piece the work of art before me. Steam rises into the air, carrying the delicious scent of seafood. My mouth instinctively waters. There look to be about four or five various kinds of fish, neatly parcelled and carefully placed into a tightly coiled nest of pasta. I don’t know if I want to eat it or frame it.

‘I find it interesting that you studied art,’ Don says to Kat. ‘I’m guessing you’re a very passionate woman?’

Kat pauses, midway through chewing a mouthful of food, and looks at her boss. She quickly swallows and says, ‘What makes you say that?’

‘The way you talked about art stirring up all these emotions inside you,’ Don says. ‘Don’t worry, it’s not a bad thing! I’m the same. I’m a very passionate man. I have a modest collection of paintings at home. Sometimes, when I can’t sleep, I like to sit in front of them and allow myself to get washed away by all the emotions they bring out in me.’

‘You have a collection?’ Kat says, a note of keen interest in her voice.

Don nods, pausing to eat a small, neatly cut piece of steak. He savors the moment, chewing long and slow, before swallowing.

‘A modest collection,’ he says. ‘I’d be delighted to show it to you.’

‘I’d love to see it.’

‘You’re welcome too, of course,’ Don says, turning his attention to me. ‘But I get the impression that art isn’t your thing.’

‘No,’ I say, trying to play it cool. ‘I love art.’

Kat almost snorts with sudden laughter.

‘You liar!’ she says, covering her mouth with one hand. ‘You hate it when I want to go to a gallery or an exhibit! The last time you came with me, you asked the security guard if you could sit in his chair.’

Don grins at me, his brilliant white teeth reminding me of a shark scenting blood in the water and closing in on its prey.

‘If you’re not a fan of art,’ Don says, ‘I don’t mind showing your wife around by herself. I have plenty of chairs for you to sit in while you wait.’

Kat laughs again. Heat rushes to my cheeks. I open my mouth to try and say something clever, to make a witty comeback, but I can’t think of anything smart. I lapse into an awkward silence as my wife laughs at my humiliation and Don grins at me.

‘It’s not that I don’t like art,’ I say finally, ‘it’s that I just don’t get it. What’s the appeal in looking at a painting?’

‘It’s not just about looking at the painting,’ Kat says, a note of exasperation in her voice, as though we’ve had this exact conversation a hundred times before. ‘It’s about the process. Who was the artist? What did they see? How did they feel? What were they trying to convey? How does the finished product make you feel?’

‘A work of beauty is something truly special to behold,’ Don says. ‘Whenever I see a work of art that makes me feel something deep down inside, I have to possess it.’

He looks at me in a way that makes me wonder, again, if he and my wife are talking about the same kind of art.

We fall into silence, slowly eating our meals. Kat makes little appreciative noises as she devours each delicious morsel. Don calmly, slowly, and methodically consumes his steak. I eat my beautiful fish arrangement, willing myself to eat faster so that we can go home. No matter how much I try to convince myself that this is all in my head, I can’t get over the thought that something is going on here. I still can’t put my finger on it, but Don keeps glancing toward me with a small, knowing. It is not a warm smile. It is more like a sneer. He keeps making jokes about me and putting me down and trying to act superior. I don’t get it. Maybe he’s so used to high-powered business lunches that he doesn’t realize what is happening. Maybe he’s unaware. Whatever’s going on, Kat seems completely blind to it. She eats her meal happily, enjoying herself, tasting every delicious morsel. I eat faster, hoping that she’ll do likewise.

It doesn’t work. Instead, Kat stops eating and reaches for her glass. She takes a long, slow swallow and sighs happily as she sets the glass back down.

‘You like the wine?’ Don says, that shark-like smile on his face again.

‘It’s delicious,’ she says. ‘I never really drink wine, but that’s so good.’

‘I’m glad,’ Don says.

‘It almost seems a shame to waste it like this.’

‘No,’ Don says. ‘Nothing is ever wasted if it is truly enjoyed. Besides, now I know what to get for your Christmas bonus.’

Kat’s eyes widen in surprise.

‘Mister Maclean,’ she says, starting to protest.

He cuts her off, saying, ‘Call me Don, please. We’re not at work.’

‘Don,’ Kat says, a little embarrassed, ‘you don’t have to. You’ve already done so much. This is wonderful.’

‘This is nothing,’ Don says. He puts down his knife and fork onto the empty plate and dabs the corners of his mouth with a pearl-white napkin. ‘I’m always on the lookout for employees like you, Kat. Young. Hungry. Focussed. Hardworking. Passionate. Truth be told, I have a little confession to make.’

Kat puts down her cutlery, listening intently, all her concentration on this dark man.

‘I had a second reason for inviting the both of you out tonight,’ he says. ‘I wanted to get to know you and assess you and learn a little more about you. I’m very glad that I did. You are a wonderful couple. Exactly the kind of people I like to befriend. And I’d like to make you an offer, Kat, as a reward for your excellent work bringing Lohman and Lester over to our cause. I’d like to offer you a job.’

Kat’s jaw drops again. She looks at me with stars in her eyes, her beautiful lips curling into a delighted smile.

‘Not just any job,’ Don says. He leans across the table and takes Kat’s hand in his. Her slender fingers are engulfed by his large, dark hands. ‘It’s very important to me that you understand this, Kat.’ He looks directly into my wife’s eyes, leaning close. ‘This is not your usual nine-to-five. It will be a hard job, with long hours. You must be dedicated and prepared to give your all to me. In exchange, I will offer you rewards you can only dream about.’

Kat swallows. Her chest is heaving.

‘What are you asking me to do?’ she says.

‘I want to work for me,’ he says. ‘Directly under me. I want you to become my personal assistant.’

Kat blinks in shock.

‘In exchange,’ he says, ‘I can offer you a generous salary – more than enough to support the two of you while Dick here gets his business up and running.’

I grimace at his deliberate error.

‘It’s a job unlike any other,’ he says. ‘I can offer you a hundred different perks… and there’s only one string attached.’

‘What’s the string?’ I say.

They both ignore me. My wife stares into Don’s dark eyes, fixated on his broad, handsome face.

‘What’s the string?’ I say again, a little louder.

‘We’ll get into that,’ he says. ‘Later. But only if you’re interested.’

‘I’m interested,’ Kat says, without hesitation.

‘Please don’t rush into this,’ Don says. ‘It’s a big step. I’m not going to lie, it will be extremely difficult.’

‘I’m still interested.’

Don smiles again and finally releases her hand. He stands from behind the table.

‘I need to use the restroom,’ he says. ‘Think over my offer. Talk about it with Dick. If it sounds like the right move for you… we can talk about the next step.’

He walks away from us and around a corner, out of sight.

Kat immediately turns to me, her face lit up with a brilliant, beautiful smile.

‘Oh, my God!’ she says, her fingers shaking as she tries to cover her mouth with a hand. ‘Can you believe it?’

‘No,’ I say. ‘I really can’t.’

Kat wipes a tear from her eye. Her voice is thick with emotion.

‘I can’t believe it! I never thought… oh, God, is he serious? Holy shit, I couldn’t handle it if he’s kidding…’

‘What’s the string?’ I say.

‘Huh?’

‘The string. He said something about a hundred different perks and one string attached. What do you think he means?’

‘Honestly?’ she says. ‘I don’t know. Maybe he expects me to pull an all-nighter once a week. I don’t know. I don’t care! Think about what we could do with that money!’ her eyes sparkle with joy. She claps her hands together on the table, fingers moving as though feeling crisp dollar bills already. ‘We find a new place to live. We could have a baby. We could do anything!’

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘We could.’

She snaps out of her trance as suddenly as if I had poured hot coffee into her lap.

‘You don’t sound very excited,’ she says, her tone suspicious. ‘What’s wrong?’

‘Nothing,’ I say. ‘I’m proud of you – really damn proud of you – but…it’s this guy. There’s something about him I don’t trust.’

‘Like what?’ she says, taken aback.

‘I don’t know. I don’t like the way he was looking at you.’

‘What? How was he looking at me?’

‘Like he wanted you.’

‘Of course, he wants me, he asked me to come work for him!’

‘No, I mean… sexually.’

She stares at me for a second, then laughs in disbelief.

‘Are you serious?’ she says. ‘Oh, my God! Seriously? This guy offers us a golden ticket on a plate and you don’t want me to take it because you think he’s got the hots for me?’

Heat rushes to my cheeks.

‘No. When you say it like that, it sounds stupid.’

‘Yeah, it’s stupid!’ she says, still laughing. ‘You told me to wear this outfit, didn’t you?’

‘Yeah, I did…’

‘And now you’re acting like a twelve-year-old because some guy is eyeing me up?’

I push my plate away, frustration mounting in the pit of my stomach. I can’t explain how I feel and now she won’t take it seriously.

‘Honey, please,’ she says, moving closer and putting her hand on my arm. ‘I think this could be amazing. Beyond amazing. Can’t we at least hear a little more?’

She looks at me with those big, innocent, wonderful eyes. She smiles that big, innocent, wonderful smile. My heart melts and reforms and melts all over again.

‘If you’re sure,’ I say, choosing my words carefully. ‘If you want to hear more. But I’m going to hear it with you, okay? You might think it’s stupid, but I don’t want to leave the two of you alone.’

‘You don’t trust me?’ she says, her voice full of hurt.

‘I trust you. I don’t know him.’

The young girl dressed as a maid reappears and removes the empty dishes.

‘Would you like to see the dessert menu?’ she says.

‘Just the check,’ I say, feeling like a big shot for being able to say that in a place like this.

The maid nods and quietly vanishes with the empty plates. Kat slides closer along the booth and kisses me on the cheek.

‘Okay,’ she says. ‘Thank you. We’ll hear what he has to say… and if you don’t like it, we won’t do it. But only if you don’t want me to do it. Deal?’

‘Deal.’

I kiss her back, enjoying her warmth on my lips, her scent in my nostrils.

‘You’re very cute together.’

Don’s deep voice cuts into our little world. I glance around to see him standing next to us, that predatory smile on his face. How can Kat not see this?

‘We have been discussing your proposal,’ she says.

‘Have you come to a decision?’ he says. ‘You can have more time to think about it.’

‘We want to hear more,’ she says.

‘We?’ he says. ‘I’m only offering one position…’

‘I know,’ I say. ‘But I’m here too.’

I look him in the eye, trying to look as though his size and bulk and good looks don’t intimidate me.

‘Very well,’ he says. ‘If you would like to hear more, I suggest the two join me to discuss the terms somewhere more private.’

‘Like where?’

‘You can come to my home if you would like.’

‘What?’ I say, certain that I heard him wrong.

‘Did you drive here tonight?’ Don says.

‘Cab,’ Kat says.

‘Excellent.’ Don claps his large hands together, delight on his face. ‘I’ll have my driver pick us up in a few minutes. I’ll pay the check and get another bottle of wine to celebrate.’

He walks through the restaurant, effortlessly threading his bulky frame through the tables and chairs.

I look at Kat, feeling the first unsettling tug of fear in my heart.

‘Relax,’ she says quietly. ‘What’s he going to do? You’re going to be with me, remember? He’s not going to be inappropriate, or try anything with you right there, is he?’

****

Don’s car is a limousine, because of course it is.

We sit in the back, the three of us squeezed together on the leather seats, Kat in the middle. I could sit on a chair opposite, but I hate traveling backward.

‘Thank you for tonight,’ Kay says. ‘It meant a lot to me.’

‘Don’t thank me yet,’ Don says. ‘The night is far from over.’

I lean forward, looking around Kat, desperate to try and interrupt whatever moment is going on here.

‘Don’t you already have personal assistants?’ I say.

‘Yes,’ Don says, not leaning forward or taking his eyes off my wife. ‘I have three.’

‘Then why do you need her?’

Kat turns and glares at me.

‘What the fuck are you doing?’ she says in a low, dangerous whisper.

‘I’m just curious,’ I say. ‘You said there was a string. Now you say you already have three assistants. What’s going on?’

‘What’s going on is that you and Kat and I are all going back to my place to discuss the terms of the position in more detail,’ Don says, in a slow, patient voice. ‘If you don’t want to be part of the negotiations, I can always have my driver let you out here.’

I glance out the window. The surroundings are dark, black buildings against a star-studded sky. I don’t know where we are.

‘No,’ I say, ‘I’m coming, too. I just want to know more, that’s all.’

‘You will,’ Don says, ‘soon enough.’

He lapses into silence for a long moment. Kat glares at me, angry that I might have soured the deal and cost her the job.

‘It’s nice of you to drive us like this,’ Kat says, desperately trying to get the atmosphere in the limo back on track. ‘If it’s going to be inconvenient for you, we can schedule a meeting a work?’

‘It’s not inconvenient at all,’ Don says. ‘I’m enjoying the pleasure of your company.’ I grimace. How is she not seeing this? The way he talks, the way he looks at her… She must be blind to his advances. ‘Believe it or not, I rarely get to enjoy nights like this. Mostly I’m working at the office and eating takeout.’

‘Really?’ Kat says. ‘I assumed you went to the gym, I mean, you’re really big.’

I hear Don chuckle, his face obscured from my view by Kat’s head.

‘No,’ I don’t go to the gym. I find… other ways to work out.’

‘You’ll have to tell me your secrets!’ Kat says, laughing. ‘I swear, if I miss a gym session, my ass won’t fit in any jeans!’

They laugh together, clearly amusing one another. I sit in silence, squeezed up against the car window, clenching my teeth in irritation.

****

About twenty minutes later, the limo gently pulls to a stop in front of a large, modern house at the far end of a long private driveway. The house is hidden from the road by a line of trees and has enormous windows on the first and second stories, windows that offer expansive views of the surrounding landscape.

‘This is your home?’ Kat says, looking over my shoulder at the beautiful building.

‘It is,’ Don says. ‘This is where I hang my hat.’

‘It’s…’ she searches for the right word for a second, ‘gorgeous.’

‘Thank you.’

The driver opens Don’s door and he unfolds himself again and stands up in the cool night air. I open my door and hop out. I turn around, hand out, ready to help Kat, but she’s climbed out Don’s side. His large dark hand lifts her small white hand as she climbs out of the car. He smiles at her and holds up a second bottle of that two-hundred-dollar wine.

‘Would the two of you like to come inside and share this with me?’ he says, asking both of us, but only looking at Kat.

‘Yes, please,’ Kat says. ‘I’d love to.’

Don puts his arm around her shoulders, apparently guiding her toward the front entrance. I see his hand touch her shoulder and feel another maddening jolt in my stomach. What the hell is this guy playing at? Surely, he could afford any woman he wants, why does he need to hit on my wife like this?

I take a moment to breathe and calm down. Maybe it’s nothing. As he said, he isn’t married. Maybe he doesn’t know how to act around people. Maybe this is completely innocent.

Don glances back at me over his shoulder, a grin on his face.

‘Are you coming, Dick?’ he says.

Maybe it’s not completely innocent.

I follow the large black man and my wife into his home.

****

He opens the door and gestures for us to enter. We walk into an enormous reception room, the same height as the house. There’s an enormous metal spiral staircase in front of us, winding up to the second floor. On the left is what looks to be a den, covered in shadows. To my right is a walk-in closet. The walls are bare and white and modern and every piece of furniture looks as though it’s come from the distant future. Kat and I make all the right noises. This place is stunning, though it kills me to admit it. I feel like this guy is flaunting his wealth. Paying for the meal was one thing, having his driver take us all the way out to his ridiculously beautiful home is something else entirely.

‘Would you like to see my paintings?’ Don says.

‘I’d love to,’ Kat says, a warm smile spreading across her beautiful lips.

Don takes her by the arm and the two of them walk on ahead. Don leads her toward the staircase and for a second I think that he’s about to take my wife upstairs, but then he walks on, heading deeper into the house. I let out a sigh of relief.

I follow them deeper into the house, around a corner tucked behind the staircase. As Don walks through the rooms, overhead lights gently illuminate the spaces, sensing his movement. The house seems to unfold before me as I turn the corner and walk into an enormous kitchen. Every kind of convenience, appliance, and contrivance is on display. The cupboards are made from beautiful mahogany. The countertops are thick, shiny marble. There’s a large breakfast bar in the center of the kitchen, with several stools positioned around it.

Don opens a cupboard and removes two glasses. Most people would have to go up on their toes to open this cupboard, but for this burly asshole, the cupboard is in front of his face. He sets the clear, immaculate crystal wine glasses down on the counter. As he carefully uncorks the bottle, Kat glances over at me, nervous excitement on her face. She raises her eyebrows, asking me without words if I’m okay. I force a tight-lipped smile and nod back. I’m not okay. A deep feeling of unease rests in the pit of my stomach. Kat frowns and turns her attention back to Don. He pours the two-hundred-dollar liquid into the two glasses and sets the bottle down on the bench.

‘Here’s to new opportunities,’ he says, raising one glass in Kat’s direction.

‘New opportunities,’ she says in echo, raising the second glass.

Christ, it’s like I’m not even here right now. I step toward the breakfast bar and loudly place my hands down on the smooth marble countertop, trying to smear the surface as much as possible.

Kat swallows her wine and says, ‘Would you like some wine, honey?’

‘If that’s okay,’ I say, trying to sound more in control than I feel right now. I feel like a rabbit who wandered into a cave with a slumbering bear. I feel like the bear knows I’m here and is waiting patiently for me to get closer until there is no possible escape.

‘Sure,’ Don says. ‘Here, you can help me with this.’

He holds out his glass towards me, the glass he just drank from. His lip print is visible around one edge.

‘Don’t you have any more glasses?’ Kat says, an amused tone in her voice.

‘I do,’ Don says, ‘but I don’t think my friend Dick minds sharing, do you, Dick?’

‘It’s Derek,’ I say, not moving.

‘Is it?’ he says again. ‘I must be getting old.’

I glance at Kat. She looks at me, expectation in her eyes, willing me to take the glass. I can almost hear her saying, please don’t fuck this opportunity up for me.

I swallow my pride and take the glass from him. Kat’s eyes flare open wider for a split second, in the way she does when trying to remind me of something important in front of other people.

‘Thank you,’ I say. The words leave a bad taste in my mouth.

‘No problem,’ Don says. ‘The paintings?’

Kat nods with enthusiasm. Don places his arm around her shoulders again and leads her deeper into the house. I follow close behind, drinking the wine, wishing we could get the hell out of here and go home and put this weird night behind us.

The lights gently illuminate a wide, open room. It looks like a wing in an art gallery. Various paintings line the walls, evenly spaced, neatly framed, and positioned at roughly eye level. Don probably has to stoop to look at them closely. The paintings are varied in size and nature – some portraits of stern faces, some Bob Ross-Esque landscapes, a few abstract colorful shapes, and a few tasteful nudes. The wall to our right has an archway to the rest of the house.

Kat gasps in delight and turns her head from left to right, trying to absorb everything at once.

‘Holy crap!’ she says. ‘This is amazing!’

Don makes a self-deprecating chuckle.

‘It’s just a small collection,’ he says.

‘Are these… are these originals?’ she says, hardly daring to breathe.

‘Yes.’

Kat looks back at me over her shoulder, eyes gleaming, mouth open, and says, ‘Honey, these are originals!’ I make a face that I hope looks suitably impressed. ‘This is incredible! This must be worth a fortune!’

‘Several fortunes, actually,’ Don says. ‘But it’s all worth it. Every single one of these paintings made me feel a surge of emotions when I saw them. They still do. Please, go on, look around. My home is yours.’

He releases my wife and she timidly walks forward, heading for the first painting on her left, as though unsure how close she should get.

‘Is this Vermeer?’ she says.

‘You’re good,’ Don says.

‘Holy crap,’ she says again, gazing at the painting with an expression somewhere between lust and delight.

I watch quietly as my wife slowly walks around Don’s art gallery, sighing and admiring his collection. Her heels click on the hard floor as she carefully moves across the room.

‘You’re a lucky man, Don says in a quiet voice, not turning back to me.

I step in closer, drawing alongside him.

‘I know,’ I say. ‘I love her very much. And she loves me, too.’

‘I would give all these paintings to have a woman like her in my life.’

I can’t think of a response. I drink some wine. As Kat reaches the far end of the room and begins to walk along the opposite wall, I finally pluck up the courage to ask the question that’s on my mind the most.

‘Are you trying to hit on my wife?’ I say.

I feel Don tense up for a second, then he relaxes.

‘Trying?’ he says, softly. ‘No. I am succeeding.’

‘What?’ I’m so shocked that I think for a moment that I’ve misheard him.

He turns his head to me now, looking down at me, that predatory smile on his face once more.

‘Wait and see, boy,’ he says.

‘Excuse me?’ I say, flustered, stunned, feeling like I just got blindsided by a truck. ‘Are you seriously – are you trying to take my wife?’

‘Take her?’ he says. ‘No. I would never do that to your marriage. Haven’t you figured it out yet, Dick? Haven’t you figured out what I really want? Your wife is beautiful, sure, but I could have a hundred like her any time I wanted. What I really want is-’

‘I don’t recognize this one,’ Kat says, from the far end of the room. ‘Who painted this?’

Don walks across the room towards my wife. I stay where I am for a moment, flabbergasted, shocked, and feeling like all the air got sucked out of my lungs before I walk after him. Part of me wants to toss the wine in his face. Another part wants to stab him with the glass. Maybe I could grab Kat and we could make a run for it… but, no, I have no idea where we are. And I doubt the driver is going to take us home without Don’s permission.

Kat is standing in front of a large canvas in landscape form, maybe two feet wide and another foot tall. The painting is a tasteful nude. My art teacher would say that it was painted in warm, soothing tones. The subject of the painting is a woman, laying on her back on a bed. She has one arm covering her eyes, a smile visible on her face. Her breasts are on full display. Her naked body looks warm and glowing and inviting. She has one leg raised, bent at the knee. A small dark patch of hair in a neat V-shape is visible at her cleft, but her sex is obscured from view. The bed she lies on is covered in messy, tangled sheets and rumpled pillows. It is obvious to me as I study the picture that the woman being painted has just had sex. Not just any sex, either. She looks to be riding the wave of some incredible can’t-walk-afterward sex.

‘I don’t recognize this artist,’ Kat says again.

‘Do you like it?’ Don says.

‘Yeah, it’s beautiful.’

‘How does it make you feel?’

Kat pauses for a moment, considering her emotions.

‘I feel… warm. In a good way. I’m a little jealous of her – she looks so beautiful and so happy – and I want to feel the way she does. I’m trying to imagine myself in her position, naked on the bed, while my lover paints me in the afterglow. I like it.’

‘I painted it,’ Don says in a quiet voice.

‘Really?’ Kat says. ‘It’s beautiful. I had no idea you were so talented.’

‘Painting is just a hobby,’ he says. ‘I was the reason she had that smile, too.’

Kat swallows nervously.

‘I… I see,’ she says. ‘Well, you’re very talented.’

‘Perhaps we should discuss your new position?’ Don says. ‘Before it gets too late.’

Kat nods and he puts his arm around her again and leads her away from the gallery room, through the archway to the right of the room. I follow again, my heart pounding, impotent anger building inside me, as we pass through several rooms. I can barely focus on my surroundings, all I can see is Don’s massive arm draped around my wife’s thin, delicate shoulders.

Finally, Don opens a large heavy-looking wooden door set in one wall. I don’t know the layout of the house, but it feels as though we’ve walked in a circle and are back near the front entrance again. Don holds the door open and gestures for us both to step inside. I follow my wife inside, my feet heavy, as though I’m wading through a river. This room is an office space, with a large desk and a padded leather chair, and two smaller visitor’s chairs at the far wall. Bookcases lined with dusty hardback tomes. Diplomas and personal photos of Don shaking hands with important people. I do not doubt that this office is a smaller, more compact version of the one at his workplace. This must allow him to work from home without breaking his stride.

He closes the door behind us and strides across the office, taking his place behind the desk, with the large leather chair. He gestures for us to sit down opposite. Kat sits down and places her empty wine glass on the desk. I tilt my head back and down the last of my wine, then I put the glass on a bookshelf because fuck this guy.

I sit down in the chair next to Kat. Don reaches into a drawer and pulls out a plain brown folder, with several sheathes of paper inside. Kat leans forward in her chair and grabs my hand, squeezing it tight. I can feel nerves and tension pulsing off her in waves.

‘This is the basic agreement,’ Don says, his tone business-like and brisk. ‘In agreeing to work for me, your shift patterns will mostly fall into the standard nine-to-five, Monday to Friday. However, you also agree to suit the needs of my business, so evenings and weekends are also a distinct possibility, at an overtime rate of one and half times your hourly wage. You will work hard, but you will be rewarded.’

I wait silently, coiled and tense, waiting for the string to suddenly appear.

‘In exchange, you will get many perks,’ Don says, his eyes still fixed on Kat. ‘These include access to the 24-hour company gym, paid thirty-minute lunch breaks, and a company car.’

He pushes the folder toward Kat. She opens it up with her free hand and starts reading, running a finger down the page.

‘Is… this…’ she says, pausing to phrase the question in the best way, ‘is this my yearly salary?’

‘No,’ Don says. ‘That’s your monthly salary.’

Kat’s eyes almost pop out of her head. I lean in a little closer. The words are too small to read from this angle, but I can see several zeroes next to where her finger hovers on the page.

‘I will not lie to you,’ he says. ‘I will make you earn that. You will work harder for me than for anyone else in your life.’

‘I think I could do that,’ Kat says, breathless, turning the page and reading more of the finely-printed contract. Her fingers squeeze mine tighter as she studies the pages.

‘You will also be expected to attend many conferences around the world, often at short notice.’ Don leans back in his chair, the picture of supreme confidence. ‘You will be reimbursed for any expenses. Lunches, travel, anything you do during working hours.’

Kat flips the page again and frowns.

‘This page…’ she says.

‘Yes?’

‘There’s a space for three signatures,’ she says. I lean closer. There are indeed three equal sections awaiting the signatures of the relevant parties. ‘It says… uh, it says line manager, employee… and employee’s husband.’

She looks over at me, confusion in her eyes.

‘Yes,’ Don says. ‘Keep reading.’

Kat swallows and traces the words on the page at the bottom of the contract, reading aloud.

‘I, the undersigned, hereby give my consent for the above manager to use my wife for any and all sexual needs at his pleasure.’

‘I fucking knew it!’ I say, the words exploding out of my mouth before I’m even aware. I jump out of my seat and slam my hand on the desk and glare at Don as though I’ve just caught him red-handed. ‘I knew it, you fucking bastard!’

Don sits perfectly still, cool as a polar bear in a blizzard. His eyes slowly assess me, drifting lazily up and down my body, as though trying to decide if I am a threat. He decides that I’m harmless because he gestures for me to take a seat.

Kat looks from me to Don and back again. I remain in place for a long second, my hand still on his desk, my jaw clenched in anger.

‘Honey?’ Kat says, her voice high and nervous.

I look at my wife, at her worried face, into her frightened eyes.

‘Please,’ she says.

I look back at Don. He’s still sitting calmly, hand gesturing to my chair, waiting for me to sit down again. After a few long, tense seconds, I sit back down, fists clenched in my lap.

‘Yes,’ Don says, ‘as a part of the contract, I get to enjoy your wife once per calendar month.’

‘That’s the string,’ I said. ‘That’s the fucking string. I knew. I fucking knew it.’

‘No,’ Don says. ‘Your wife enjoying my sexual pleasures is listed in the contract as one of the job perks. The string – the single string attached to this contract – is… you.’

‘Me?’

My hands are balled up. I feel cold rage. I feel hollow numbness. I feel everything and nothing.

‘Yes. What I want is your permission – and your willing participation. For your wife to accept this job, you must agree to the two of us making love once per month. And you also agree to be in the room with us.’

‘You mean… what? A threesome?’ I say, my head reeling.

‘No. I want you to watch.’

‘Wha…’ All the air is sucked out of me like I’ve been punched in the gut.

‘You watch,’ Don says, a hint of impatience creeping into his voice for the first time. ‘Do I need to spell it out for you? I want both of you to sign this contract. In return, your wife will have a more rewarding and more satisfying career than she could ever get have otherwise. And you get the pleasure of watching the two of us together once a month.’

I look at Kat, stunned. She chews her bottom lip, deep in thought.

‘You can’t be serious?’ I say. ‘You’re considering this bullshit?’

‘The job,’ she says, her voice quiet and subdued. ‘It’s an excellent job.’

‘Aren’t you listening?’ I say. ‘This guy fucks you.’

‘Only once per month,’ Don says. ‘And with your knowledge and approval. I find it’s much better to do these things out in the open.’

‘Shut up!’ I say. ‘Kat, please, baby, let’s go. We can’t do this.’

I stand up and turn to walk away. Kat grabs my wrist.

‘Honey,’ she says. ‘The money.’

‘So?’

‘Did you see how much?’

‘No,’ I say, turning back to her. ‘Does it really matter? You’d be fucking this guy.’

‘Only once a month,’ she says quietly.

The room falls silent, except for the pounding of my own heart.

‘Babe,’ I say, ‘you can’t…’

‘I don’t have to enjoy it,’ she says, a hint of defiance in her voice. ‘How many things do you do in your job that you don’t enjoy? You do them because it’s your job, right?’

‘I run my own business.’

‘Hardly,’ she says, shaking her head. ‘You’re not bringing home enough money. If I took this job… it wouldn’t matter.’

My mouth opens and closes a couple of times, like a fish on dry land.

‘Things have been tight,’ I say. ‘But… they haven’t been this bad, right?’

She looks at me, her eyes on mine. Her beautiful, sweet eyes. Innocent, wide eyes. The eyes that looked at me from under her veil and gleamed as she swore to love me until death do us part.

‘It’s my dream job,’ she says.

I feel deflated. Defeated. I want to grab her by the hand and pull her away from this guy, out of this room, out of this house. But I know that she would never forgive me. For the rest of her life, she would resent me for it.

‘You… want to go through with this?’ I say.

She nods once, slowly.

‘Fuck,’ I say, all the air punched out of me again.

Don holds out a beautiful fountain pen across the desk.

‘The money,’ she says again. ‘Think of the money. In a couple of months, we could pay off all our debts. All of them.’

‘And you’d fuck this guy twice.’

She looks at Don.

‘Do I… have to?’

He nods.

‘Non-negotiable,’ he says.

She reaches forward with a timid hand in slow motion and takes the pen from his hand.

‘Babe…’ I say.

‘Why me?’ she says, quietly.

‘It’s nothing personal,’ Don says. ‘All my assistants have signed the same contract. All their husbands have consented to the same agreement.’

‘And they’re okay with that?’ she says, shocked.

‘They insist on it.’

She takes a deep breath and signs her name on the line for employees. She turns to me, her face a mixture of shyness, embarrassment, and defiance.

‘You have to sign it, too,’ she says.

‘I won’t sign it,’ I say, folding my arms.

‘Then the contract is void,’ Don says. ‘The offer is rescinded.’

Kat looks at me, pleading with her eyes. Begging me.

‘Why?’ I say to Don, hurt, wounded, deflated. ‘Why are you doing this to us?’

‘I’m not doing anything to you,’ he says. ‘I’m doing something for you. Right now, you can’t see it. But soon… soon you’ll understand.’

I swallow.

‘Are you okay with this?’ I say, looking at Kat. ‘You’re really okay with this guy fucking you?’

She avoids my eyes, saying nothing.

I let out a long, low breath.

‘Fuck,’ I say.

Then I step forward and take the pen from her. I hold the pen, nib poised over the line, a bare inch from signing my name.

‘Don’t make me do this,’ I say.

‘I’m not making anyone do anything,’ Don says. ‘I’ve simply presented an opportunity, and your wife would like to take it. You don’t want to disappoint her, do you?’

I take one final look at Kat. She begs me with her eyes. She wants this job. She was committed to this job the moment it was presented to her in the restaurant. She would say yes to this no matter what kind of strings are attached.

I scrawl my signature on the line and toss the pen on the table. Thick black ink spills from the nib, splattering over the smooth wooden surface.

‘Excellent,’ Don says. He slides the contract back towards him, picks up the pen, and signs his name. ‘Your new position as my assistant begins on Monday.’

He stands up and offers out his hand. Kat stands and shakes his hand, looking down at the table.

‘When do we… when do I…’ she says.

‘As per the contract,’ he says, ‘we should consummate our new arrangement… now.’

‘Now?’ I say, horrified.

‘Is that a problem?’ Don says, still holding my wife’s hand and looking deep into her eyes.

‘No,’ she says, her voice small and timid.

He smiles and releases her hand.

‘Please,’ he says, ‘go upstairs and make yourself comfortable. Bring the bottle of wine if you like.’

Kat nods and turns on her heel and slowly walks to the door. She pauses as she passes me and says in a quiet voice, ‘I won’t enjoy it, okay? I promise.’

Then she steps past me and opens the door and walks away, leaving me alone with this enormous tree of a man.

‘What the fuck is wrong with you?’ I say.

‘Nothing,’ he says.

‘Why are you doing this?’ I open and close my fists several times, unsure if I want to throw a punch or strangle this man.

‘Because I can,’ he says. ‘Because I want to.’

He closes the folder with our three signatures inside and leaves it on the desk. He slowly strides around the room, until he comes to a stop in front of me, forcing me to look upwards at him.

‘Like I was saying earlier,’ he says, ‘I could have a hundred women like your wife any time I wanted. I enjoy them, sure, but sure pleasure is fleeting. Temporary. What I enjoy – what really turns me on – is the look in a husband’s eyes.’

‘What look?’ I say, my throat dry.

‘A look kind of like the one you’re giving me now.’ His large hands lift and take hold of my tie. He carefully adjusts and positions my tie while he talks to me. ‘A mixture of anger and embarrassment and jealousy. I love it when I look at a husband and see the exact moment he realizes that I have made him a cuckold. There is no finer feeling in the world. I fuck your wife, sure, but the one who’s really getting fucked is you.’

He straightens my tie and smooths my collar. I stand there, frozen to the spot, letting him touch me.

‘I ain’t gay, so don’t worry, I’m not gonna try to fuck your ass, or make you suck my cock,’ he says, smiling. ‘All I’m going to do is fuck your wife. Better, harder, deeper, and longer than you’ve ever dreamed. Then, when I’m finished, I’ll send her home with you.’

‘You’re an asshole.’

‘Yes. But a rich asshole who fucks other men’s wives.’

‘And they all let you?’ I say. ‘All the other assistants? Their husbands just… let you?’

He places his massive hands on my arms and leans in close and whispers into my ear, ‘They love it. Some of them have begged me to fuck their wives once a week.’

He leans back, that predatory smile showing a flash of pearly white teeth.

‘But you’ll find out all about that,’ he says. ‘Come on, your wife is upstairs. It’s rude to keep a lady waiting.’

He slaps me on the back, as though we’re friends, as though this is a game we’re playing, and gently leads me out of the office. He places a hand on my shoulder and guides me back to the main lobby until we stand under the metal spiral staircase.

‘After you,’ Don says.

I don’t move. My feet are welded to the floor. I don’t want to walk up there. I can’t walk up there. I don’t want to watch what’s about to happen.

‘Don’t worry,’ Don says, in a strangely soothing voice. ‘You’re not the first man to have doubts.’

I stare at him, at his irritatingly good-looking face.

‘Just think of it as watching porn,’ he says, ‘only more intimate, more intense, and more satisfying.’

‘She’s my wife,’ I say, my voice thick with emotion.

‘And she’ll still be your wife afterward,’ he says. ‘She’ll still go home with you and she’ll love you and almost nothing else will change.’

‘Almost?’

‘I guarantee that you’ll both be looking forward to our next rendezvous.’

I feel tears pricking my eyes and bite my lip to stay focused.

‘You’ll… you’ll at least wear a condom, right?’ I say.

‘Of course,’ he says. ‘I’ll wear one for as long as you both insist. Most husbands request I take it off around the third or fourth time.’

He smiles at me, his hand on my shoulder, and gestures toward the stairs. I take a deep breath and start climbing. My footsteps tap on each metal step, echoing in the quiet house like bells, loud, booming bells. Like death knells. He follows close behind, preventing me from stopping or turning around, keeping me moving. I get the feeling that he’s done this before. Many times. Probably with many more husbands than he’s told us about.

I reach the top of the stairs and the second floor of the house comes into view. It’s a huge, wide-open space, almost as large as the entire downstairs area. In the center of the space is an enormous bed, with a few simple pieces of furniture neatly placed in a rough semi-circle around it. Behind the bed is a large window. I can’t see what the view is like, everything outside is dark. This feels like a very simple room, a place for Don to relax and unwind and disconnect from the rest of his life.

Kat stands near the bed. She sees us coming up the stairs, her eyes wide, body language tense and nervous. She’s drinking two-hundred-dollar wine straight out of the bottle. As I step onto the second floor, she tilts the bottle back and takes another mouthful. I can hear the wine sloshing around inside the bottle. Doesn’t sound like there’s much left. Kat steps toward me, uneasy on her feet. Maybe she’s halfway drunk already.

Kat hugs me tight, hands shaking, head buried in my chest.

‘I love you,’ I say.

She nods.

Don’s heavy footsteps ring out loud and clear behind me as he reaches the second floor. Kat releases me and stands back, chewing her bottom lip nervously. Don walks past me and kisses my wife on the cheek as if it’s his inalienable right to do so. Kat’s eyes remain fixed on mine as her boss gently kisses her cheek, his lips slowly moving down to her neck. His dark skin makes her white flesh seem paler than ever. He kisses the valley between her neck and shoulder and Kat lets out a short, brief sigh. She catches herself and clamps her lips shut.

I stand two feet away, watching this man put his lips on my wife. His hands reach up, one curving around her waist, the other gently stroking her other cheek. Kat lifts the bottle of wine to her lips and drains the last few drops. Don’s lips and hands continue to move and caress and stroke my wife. I feel something like a knife twisting in my gut as I watch them together. It hurts me deeply.

And yet…

No. I push aside the thoughts and ignore the alternative. This is wrong. This is wrong. This shouldn’t be happening. I should stop this. I should do something.

But I don’t.

I stand there and meekly watch this tall, bulky black man put his hands and lips on my wife. She doesn’t stop him. She closes her eyes and breathes slowly, biting her lip.

Don’s hand leaves her cheek and drifts down her snowy skin to the shoulder strap of her deep green dress. His fingers slide under the strap and gently slip it from her shoulder. She starts to breathe a little harder now, her chest rising and falling faster, her firm breasts seeming to swell and fill the dress better with every passing second.

Don’s hand moves from the fallen shoulder strap to my wife’s firm breasts. His massive hand easily covers her mounds, gently squeezing them, one by one, fondling her body. Right in front of me.

And still, I do nothing. I just stand still. Watching. Mouth dry. Still with that knife twisting in my gut.

And yet…

No.

Kat’s dress slips a little further on one side, exposing the purple cup of her bra. Don slowly moves around her, standing behind her now, kissing the other side of her neck. She sighs again, tilting her head to allow his lips better access to her tender, sensitive skin. His hands roam her body, caressing her breasts and stomach, gently touching her, but remaining respectfully above the waist. Kat opens her eyes a little and looks at me. Her eyes are clouded over, partly from the wine, but partly from lust and excitement and arousal. I recognize those eyes. I’ve seen those eyes myself many times. The first time I saw them, we were on her couch, watching movies, after she broke up with her old boyfriend. I love those eyes almost as much as I love her smile. Now she’s making those eyes because another man is turning her on. The knife twists again in my gut.

Don’s hand slides under her other shoulder strap and gently frees it. He slowly and carefully slips the dress down, never breaking his gentle, soft, teasing kisses on her neck and throat, until the dress falls to the floor.

My wife stands in this man’s bedroom in nothing more than her soft purple panties, the soft purple panties I picked out for her to wear tonight, the soft purple panties that were supposed to be for my eyes only.

And still, I stand there, watching in silence. Watching him undress my wife. Watching him touch and kiss and tease my wife. Feeling the knife twist in my gut.

And yet…

I can’t deny it. I feel my manhood stirring as I watch. I’m getting turned on watching this man with my wife.

There must be something wrong with me. I should feel sick or angry or betrayed. I do feel those things – but only a little, like a dull sensation in the back of my mind. Far more overpowering is the feeling of excitement, arousal, and tension, as my manhood begins to come to life, filling and hardening as I watch.

Don places his huge hand on my wife’s throat. She tilts her head back and another long sigh of pleasure escapes her lips. His other hand gently strokes her stomach and she shivers. He whispers something in her ear. She makes a little breathy, excited groan and nods.

He takes the wine bottle and puts it down on the floor, out of the way. She looks me in the eyes again, her lips parted, chest rising and falling, waiting patiently until he returns to her. He stands behind her and unclasps her bra and she slips it free, her breasts spilling out, soft pink nipples hard with arousal, her creamy flesh crying out to be touched.

My manhood twitches in my pants, straining, trapped.

‘I think he’s enjoying this,’ Don says, smiling at me as his hands reach around and cup and squeeze my wife’s breasts. She lets out another short, breathy gasp at the feel of his warm skin touching hers.

As I watch, she seems to melt into his arms. I can almost see her worries and concerns and nervousness dissipating with every passing second. Maybe it’s because she drank so much. Maybe it’s because she’s enjoying herself.

‘Undress me,’ Don says. Not a request, but an order. My wife obediently turns to him, turning her back on me, her ass looking perfect in those purple panties. She reaches up to this top shirt button with trembling fingers and slowly prises it open, exposing a little of his firm, dark skin beneath. The room is silent as she slowly works her way down his chest, carefully opening his shirt.

‘Don’t be nervous,’ Don says. Kat pauses for a second, looking up at him. I see their eyes meet, some unspoken communication passing between them. Then she continues, until his shirt hangs open, revealing his firm chest. She gingerly reaches out and touches his chest, as though making sure it’s real. He doesn’t look particularly muscular, but his body is big, broad, and firm. Her fingertips gently brush his skin. He chuckles.

‘Can I…?’ she says.

Don answers her question by leaning down and wrapping his enormous arms around her body and kissing her passionately on the lips.

The knife goes right through my gut, even as my manhood throbs and punches the inside of my pants. This can’t be real. I can’t be watching this.

My wife purrs into his mouth, her hands slipping beneath the shirt and pushing it open, brushing it free. He lets go of her long enough for the shirt to slide over his shoulders and fall to the floor, still kissing her the entire time.

Kat runs her hand down his firm body, feeling his figure through her fingers. I watch as her hands cross his flat stomach and arrive at his pants. She pauses for a second, a little hesitant, maybe a little reluctant.

Don breaks from the kiss and nods at her. He places his large hands on her shoulders. She takes the hint and slowly sinks to her knees without a word. My mouth hangs open. She would never be that obedient to me.

I watch my wife get to her knees, her fingers gently prising Don’s belt apart, carefully peeling open his zipper. She pops the button and takes hold of his waistband and gently tugs his pants down. I hear a sharp intake of breath as his boxers are revealed, a pair of tight white shorts that hug and cling to his dark skin. Even back here, I can see the shape of his large, hard cock, straining against the fabric.

‘Holy shit,’ Kat says, her voice soft and heavy, sounding almost mesmerized by his length.

Don chuckles again, amused by my wife’s reaction.

‘Yes, it’s real,’ he says. ‘Would you like to see it?’

She nods.

‘Ask him if you can see.’

Kat turns her head, looking at me for the first time in about ten minutes.

‘Honey?’ she says in a quiet, innocent voice. She could be a schoolgirl, asking for help on a difficult math problem. ‘Can I please see it?’

Don looks at me, that shark-like grin on his face again. I finally start to understand. This is what he does. He makes wives desire him. He makes their husbands bow to his will. He’s going to make me give her permission.

I hesitate for a few long seconds. A voice in the back of my mind says, Say no, say no, say no!

My manhood strains against my pants again, overriding my thoughts.

I nod.

‘Say it,’ Don says.

‘You…’ I swallow, my throat dry. ‘You can see it.’

‘Can I touch it, too?’ Kat still has that same innocent voice.

‘Yes.’

She reaches up and grabs the elastic of his shorts and slowly tugs them down, peeling them away from his dark skin. I hear her breath catch in her throat as his member is revealed. It’s big, black, and thick, and as she pulls his shorts down, it slowly, almost lazily, rises before her eyes, the head coming to rest under her chin.

I stare at it in shock and horror and humiliation. This guy’s body is bigger and thicker than most men, and his cock is too. It’s so big and thick and strong that it looks more like a battering ram than a penis. My manhood is about average – I have soft pink balls that hang down an inch or so, a reasonably thick shaft, a penis about five to six inches in length with a delicate upwards curve in the shaft, and a deep purple head a little thicker than the rest of my cock. Don’s member is almost as thick as my forearm at the base, with two lemon-sized balls hanging free beneath his long shaft. His cock is at least twice the size of mine. It’s straight and thick and firm, lined with pulsing veins that make his shaft look ribbed, like one of those novelty dildos in sex shops. His head is about the same thickness as the rest of his length, paler in color than the rest of his deep, dark skin.

My first thought is, There’s no way that can be real.

My second thought is, There’s no way my wife can take that.

My third thought is, She won’t want to take that.

Kat makes a deep, excited groan in the back of her throat and my heart sinks. In all the time we’ve been together, she’s told me that size doesn’t matter and it’s how you use it, but now, on her knees, inches away from this man’s thick, veiny weapon of a cock, she seems completely overwhelmed by desire.

She gently grasps it by the thick base with both hands, her fingers barely reaching the whole way around his shaft. I can see her chest rising and falling faster with every beat of her heart. She leans forward and kisses his length, once, gently, near the head. She kisses it again, slowly, as though she’s in a restaurant and the burger she ordered won’t fit in her mouth and she doesn’t know where to begin. She trails her tongue along the shaft, leaving a silvery streak on his sensitive skin.

My jaw drops. My wife is on her knees, kissing her boss’s massive cock. No – she’s worshipping it. Right there. In front of me. Without a second thought. Like it’s the most natural thing in the world.

I look up from the back of my wife’s head and see Don, watching me closely. He smiles at me, that damn shark-like expression creeping over his lips. He wasn’t kidding. He is getting off on watching me twist and writhe in agony. I should go into another room and wait, but there’s nowhere to go except downstairs and my knees won’t hold out long enough to descend.

‘That’s it,’ Don says. ‘Nice and slow. Take it easy.’

Kat groans with passion as she toys with his length. I can see it growing harder in her hands as she slowly strokes him and kisses him and teases him. Finally, she opens her mouth and nervously tries to take his head inside. She makes little purrs and growls and moans in the back of her throat as his length glides across her tongue, filling the entire space of her mouth. Don sighs, a deep, throaty sound, and gently strokes Kat’s hair, looking down at her.

‘Good,’ he says. ‘Very good.’

My wife makes a happy noise, her head bobbing slowly back and forth along his shaft. I can see from the wet streaks her lips leave on his dark skin that she can only take about half of his cock into her mouth. I blink in disbelief. What the fuck am I thinking? Do I want her to be able to take more?

Kat strokes his shaft as she takes him in her mouth. Her wedding ring – the ring I gave to her as a promise of my undying love and affection for her – glints in the light as it slides along his thick manhood, slipping and sliding in the wetness from her tongue.

Again, I feel all the air getting sucked from my lungs. I watch as my wife pleasures him with her mouth, his black skin becoming slick with her saliva, hearing the little moans and groans she makes as she works his cock with her lips.

‘You’re wonderful,’ Don says.

Kat moans in response.

‘Stand up,’ he says.

My wife slowly eases his length out of her mouth and stands up, still clutching it with her hands, as though scared she might not get it back if she lets go.

Don gently turns her around, facing me again. Her hands go behind her back, no doubt still stroking his member. Don gently grasps her throat with one hand. She moans, a little louder this time, a little less timid about enjoying him. Don’s other hand gently squeezes her breasts again, before sliding down her body, slowly, softly, gently. Her breathing audibly changes as his fingers drift across her stomach, over her navel, and slip beneath the soft purple fabric of her panties.

My wife’s eyes roll back slightly and her lips part and she lets out a deep, passionate sigh as his fingers move and slide beneath her panties. She doesn’t resist him or fight him or try to break away from him. She stands still, her hands resting on his manhood behind her, allowing this man to touch her intimately, to control her body with his touch.

‘I have plenty of lube,’ Don says, nuzzling Kat’s neck but talking to me. ‘But I don’t think I’m going to need it.’

He withdraws his hand from my wife’s panties, making sure I can see his fingertips glistening with her juices. I watch, stunned, as he places his fingers by her lips. She opens her mouth and sucks his fingers, tasting herself, moaning. She has never done that with me.

‘Your wife and I are going to get in bed now,’ Don says.

I swallow, throat dry, and nod.

‘Tell her to fuck me.’

I open my mouth but nothing comes out.

‘I think he’s a little shy,’ Don says. Kat giggles.

Don whispers something in her ear. She giggles again. He takes his hands off her body. She slips her thumbs into her panties and slowly tugs them down, bending over in front of him, her bare ass and wet slit an inch from his hard cock. Then she stands up, naked and proud, and walks over to me, panties in hand.

‘These are for you,’ she says, reciting the words he just whispered into her ear. ‘They’re a gift from Don.’

She holds out her panties to me. I look at them. I look at Don. He nods. I take the panties from her, cheeks reddening with shame and embarrassment and humiliation. I can feel damp heat on the thin purple fabric. How wet is she right now? Kat clears her throat.

‘What do you say when someone gives you a gift?’ she says.

‘Thank you,’ I say.

‘Don’t thank me,’ she says.

‘Thank you,’ I say, looking over at Don.

He grins at me again, loving this, loving my embarrassment, loving that I’ve meekly taken my wife’s panties as a trophy.

Kat turns and walks back to him, back to her boss, her lover, the man who has claimed her for himself. Her beautiful ass sways left and right with every step. She leans up on her toes and kisses him. His dark hands slide down her pale skin and squeeze her ass. I feel my fragile ego shatter.

Don picks her up in one effortless movement. Kat laughs in delight. He carries her to the bed, and lays her down gently on it, climbing on top of her. I’m looking at them side-on, my view clear and unobstructed. Exactly as he wants it. He wants me to watch this. My wife and her boss, naked in his bed.

They kiss for a long, long moment, her hands on his back, pale fingers on dark skin. She clutches him hungrily, desperately. Then, finally, he leans back. I hear her panting.

Don reaches over to a nearby drawer and opens it. He pulls out a small foil packet, silver on one side and black on the other. I see the letters XL stenciled on the black side and my stomach backflips. He opens the foil packet and takes out a thick latex condom with a base ring as wide as my watch strap. My wife and I both watch in nervous anticipation as he gently places the condom on the tip of his length and eases it down over the shaft, sheathing his member.

‘Watch closely,’ he says, looking at me. ‘This is the moment you become a cuckold.’

I grip the warm, wet panties in one fist and grit my teeth, tears in my eyes. My cock throbs painfully, struggling against the inside of my pants. Why do I feel this way? Why is my body enjoying this?

Don positions himself above my wife, the tip of his big black cock brushing her slick lips. She moans and parts her legs wider for him, opening her body to his conquest. He pushes forward and begins to enter her.

I stare, breathless, horrified, aroused. Part of me thinks that there’s no way he’ll ever be able to fit that monstrous thing inside her. Part of me doubts that she’ll stop him from trying.

She moans at first, gently, as the first inch presses against her soft lips and slowly pushes deeper inside. As the second inch slowly follows, her moaning grows higher in pitch, louder, more intense. By the third inch, she’s crying out louder than I’ve ever heard before.

‘Holy fuck!’ she says. ‘Oh, my God! You’re so fucking big!’

She screws her eyes shut with intensity and grips the bed, knuckles turning white on her balled-up fists. Her cries become indistinguishable howls of delight. I can’t imagine how her body will feel after this. She will surely be stretched and loose, her sex wide open, unable to feel me.

And he’s still barely halfway inside her.

I can’t look away. I want to look away, but I can’t. Nothing else exists right now, nothing except his thick, pulsing, veiny cock entering her tight, dripping slit.

Don grunts, slowly withdrawing, then pushing forward again, deeper, burying himself inside her. Kat raises her hands in stop, stop motions.

‘You’re – fuck! – deep!’ she says.

I can’t believe it. This guy has bottomed out inside my wife, his massive shaft touching parts of her that I have never reached. And there is still an inch or two to spare.

Don grins and begins moving his hips in gentle, rhythmic motions. Slowly in. Slowly out. She cries out with each stroke. Not moaning passionately, as she does with me. No. She’s crying out, loud and uninhibited, like a shameless porn star, only she isn’t faking this. You can’t fake these kinds of wild, aggressive, animalistic noises. He is taking her to a place she’s never been with me, a height I’ve never helped her to reach.

‘Holy shit!’ she says, and her entire body shudders and shakes, toes curling, fists clenching, breath ripping out of her lungs in ragged bursts. I know exactly what’s happening. My wife is climaxing on his cock. I’ve made her come many, many times, but never this hard this fast. He’s barely begun fucking her.

Don takes her powerful body-wracking shudders as a sign of encouragement and starts to move faster now, sliding in and out of her yearning slit quicker and quicker. He grabs her ankles and holds her legs in place, keeping her body open for his use.

I find myself breathing hard now. My heart races. My cock throbs. I try to will myself to stop enjoying this, but it doesn’t work. I’m too far gone now. I am a cuckold.

Don fucks my wife like this for a good while. Far longer than I’ve ever lasted. She comes once, twice, then begs him to stop before the third.

‘I can’t… take anymore,’ she says.

He chuckles in amusement and gently eases his length out of her.

‘Hands and knees,’ he says. ‘Facing him. Face down, ass up.’

Kat lays still for a few seconds, breathing hard, summoning the energy to move. Finally, she begins to roll her body over. I can hear how wet she is as her thighs close and open again. She turns to face me, on her hands and knees. Her eyes are glazed over with lust.

‘I’m so sorry, honey,’ she says, her voice thick. ‘I said I wouldn’t enjoy it… but…’

Don climbs on the bed behind her. He grabs her hips and presses forward again. My wife cries out once more, eyes rolling back, and she collapses forward into the bed. Her moans are muffled, but I can still see her hands clutching the bed desperately.

‘You can jerk off,’ Don says. ‘If you want to. I can see you’re enjoying it.’

I freeze, unsure of what to do. I’m crazy horny. My cock continuously throbs with little painful spasms that beg for release.

‘Fuck!’ Kat says, muffled by the bed. ‘I’m coming!’

I unzip my pants and pull my cock free, the tip wet with excitement already. I grasp it hard with my free hand and stroke it with furious intensity, watching Don fuck my wife from behind on his bed, listening to my wife orgasm for the third time.

Don grunts and groans, a thin sheen of sweat visible on his brow. His shark-like smile turns to a grimace of concentration.

‘You still watching, cuck?’ he says.

I nod, stroking my hard cock, my hand almost a blur.

Don leans over my wife, still pounding her hard from behind. He grabs her hair and gently pulls. She lifts her head and sees me masturbating.

‘I think your husband likes this almost as much as you do,’ Don says.

Kat moans in response.

‘Please come,’ she says.

‘Me, or him?’ Don says.

‘Both!’

My balls tense. My stomach tightens. I feel a surge of familiar pressure deep inside my gut. I am about to come.

I look around desperately for a tissue or something, anything, for me to use to come. The only thing I have is Kat’s panties, balled up in my other hand. I reach the point of no return and quickly cup the head of my cock with my other hand, Kat’s panties rubbing against the tip. I groan and explode, an eruption of hot, sticky come pumping out, thick and fast, covering Kat’s panties, covering my hand.

Don grins once more, victory all over his face. He’s won. He was right. He has fucked me.

I keep pumping my cock, unable to stop, even after my balls empty and the sensitivity of my shaft becomes overpowering.

‘My turn,’ Don says. ‘I want to come on you.’

Kat nods, still moaning into the bed. Don gently eases out and slaps her once on the ass. She rolls over for him. He walks around the bed on his knees, until he’s next to her breasts.

Kat moans breathlessly. Don peels off the dripping, slick condom and tosses it away. He strokes his wet cock with one large hand, looking down at my conquered, exhausted wife. He caresses her cheek with the other hand and softly puts his thumb between her lips. She sucks on it without hesitation. She cups her breasts, pushing them together, creating a target for him.

I finally stop pleasuring myself. Kat’s panties are hot and sticky in my hand, coated in my come. My manhood slowly wilts, but I can’t take my eyes off the scene in front of me.

Don makes a final deep groan and aims his cock down at my wife and a torrent of thick, pearly-white semen blasts out across her breasts, covering her nipples, and trickling down into the valley between each firm gland. She moans in delight until he finally finishes, his climax over, his cock empty, balls drained.

At last, it is over. My humiliation is complete. I hold my wife’s underwear – dripping with my come – as she lies on the bed, wearing her lover’s splattered semen like a trophy.

Don gently lays on the bed next to her, caressing her hair. They might be a married couple and I might be an outsider right now. He whispers to her, words I can’t hear. She sighs pleasantly.

‘I think some of your come landed on the bed,’ she says. ‘I’m sorry. I didn’t want to waste it.’

He chuckles again and says, ‘Nothing is ever wasted if it is truly enjoyed.’

****

The night air is cool and crisp, biting at me through my jacket. My feet crunch on the gravel path of Don’s driveway. Ahead of me, the driver dutifully opens the rear doors of the limousine. I glance back, making sure they’re still following me. Don, naked, carries my wife in his arms. She is too exhausted to walk on her own.

Kat has dressed again, that beautiful deep green dress shimmering in the moonlight. She isn’t wearing any underwear. I hold her warm bra and sticky panties. Kat’s nipples are erect from the chill, poking through the dress. Don’s drying come glistens on her breasts.

The driver says nothing as Don bends down and carefully places my wife in the backseat. She sighs softly as he releases her.

‘Thank you,’ she says.

‘It was my pleasure,’ he says.

Don turns to me and places a gentle, friendly hand on my shoulder.

‘It was your pleasure, too,’ he says.

I nod, ashamed of myself. Ashamed I didn’t stop it. Ashamed I enjoyed it. Ashamed of how long and hard and deeply I came as I watched them fuck.

Don pats me on the back, like an old friend.

‘I’ll leave it up to you to arrange next month’s meeting,’ he says.

I nod.

Don leans down to Kat and tenderly kisses her one final time.

‘I’ll see you on Monday,’ he says. ‘Eight thirty.’

‘Thank you,’ she says again.

I climb into the other side and nestle into the backseat next to my exhausted wife. Don didn’t lie. He has fucked her better, harder, deeper, and longer than I’ve ever dreamed. Kat’s eyes are glazed over. I don’t think she knows what planet she’s on right now.

The driver closes the doors and takes his position behind the wheel. The limousine shudders into life and gently rolls forward. I glance out the back window to see Don slowly walking back toward his large, empty house, naked. He might have fucked my wife, but he’ll be sleeping alone tonight. I guess that’s a small victory for me.

The house shrinks and disappears, obscured by the trees as we reach the road.

I stroke Kat’s hair, looking at her peaceful face. Her lover’s come is dried on her chest. I feel a dull, muted pang of jealousy. I should have stepped closer and come on her, instead of the panties that are currently balled up in my sticky hand. I should have tried to intervene. I should have done anything other than watch and masturbate.

‘I’m sorry,’ Kat says in a soft, sleepy voice.

‘What for?’

‘I tried not to enjoy it,’ she says. ‘I’m sorry. I tried, but…’

‘Me too,’ I say. ‘Next time I’ll do better.’ Next time. Fuck, I’ve just witnessed the most stomach-churning thing of my entire life and I’m already thinking about the next one.

She leans in close to me, her head on my shoulder. She smells of sex and sweat and come. She smells like Don.

I look down at her, and see her lips curling into that beautiful smile I love so much. I look out the window and sigh.

This is my life now.

I am a cuckold.

###


Derek’s Downfall Continues:

Her Black Bull Boss:

Power Struggle

Click here to visit the store page

Don is exactly where I left him; lying naked in the middle of the bed on his back. But my wife is no longer slowly and methodically sucking his cock. She is riding him. Her back is to me. She’s sitting upright, straddling him, her hips gyrating, naked ass swaying side to side. I can see her lips gripping his huge length as she slowly rides him. She doesn’t even notice me as I walk in and close the door quickly. She moans over and over. Her panties are on the floor by the chair in the corner. Her bra is somewhere else. She’s still wearing the stockings and suspenders he bought.

‘Tell him how much you love it,’ Don says.

‘I fucking love it,’ my wife says, moaning wildly. ‘I fucking love it! I love this cock!’

Don laughs. He reaches out a hand and gestures for me to approach. As I near the bed, I notice that he is wearing a condom. It’s about the only part of this scene that brings me a measure of joy.

‘I asked you to wait for me,’ I say, my voice whinier and more petulant than intended.

Kat laughs, dismissing me. Her focus is on fucking the black man between her legs. She groans again and again, pinching her nipples and smiling down at him. Her breasts gently rock with every slow, deliberate motion.

‘We tried to wait,’ Don says. ‘But Kat… well, she’s a greedy woman. Aren’t you?’

****

‘I’m glad you came back,’ he says. ‘Are you ready for more?’

Husband and wife Derek and Kat have entered into a devil’s bargain with her boss, Don Maclean. In exchange for her great job, with amazing benefits, and awesome salary, Don gets to have her for one night every month. The only string attached to this deal is that Derek must be present and give his consent.

It’s been a month since the deal was signed and Don wants to collect his end of the bargain. Derek’s mind is a shattered whirlwind of worry, fear, and doubt – but he has no choice. They agreed to this deal. There’s no point struggling against a man like Don Maclean…

Previously published as “The Cuckold’s Tale: Power Struggle”
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