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I paused my video game to look at the notification on my phone. It was Amazon alerting me that my package had arrived. Shit. Layla would be home any minute. Heart pounding, I dropped my Xbox controller and hurried to the door, desperate to get the package inside before Layla could see it.

The door swung open, almost hitting me in the face. Standing there in the doorway was my lovely wife of six years, holding my Amazon package and frowning. Her eyes were green but she looked so angry I could imagine them turning as red as her hair.

“Is this what I think it is?” she asked.

“Probably,” I said, wincing.

Sighing heavily, she shoved the package into my chest and stormed inside. I swallowed hard and closed the door, painfully aware of Mrs. Chandler gawking at me from her apartment across the hall.

I followed my wife into the kitchen, where she appeared to only get angrier as she looked at the dishes piled high in the sink. “I thought you were going to clean today.”

“I… I was busy with…”

“Job applications?” she asked, her voice filled with a feigned hope. “Interviews? A winning lottery ticket?”

“Uh, no…”

“Which one was it today?” she asked. “Call of Duty? Madden?”

I sighed and replied, “GTA.”

Layla rolled her eyes. “Well, would you mind doing some dishes now?” she asked. “I’m starving and I gotta see what we have to cook for dinner.”

“Oh, you don’t need to worry about that,” I said. “I ordered pizza. It should be here soon.”

“You did what?” Layla asked.

“I ordered pizza so you wouldn’t have to cook.”

“With what money?”

I rubbed the back of my neck and said, “Yours. I, uh, used your debit card. I have the number saved in the pizza place app.”

“I wish you wouldn’t do that without asking me,” Layla snapped. She picked up my Amazon package and slammed it back down on the counter. I tried not to let on how worried I was about the items inside. “Just like I wish you wouldn’t order more action figures without asking me. Or at all. At least until you find another job.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. It was not the first time I’d apologized for using money I shouldn’t have in order to buy Star Wars figures. The first few times, I’d tried explaining to Layla that if I didn’t order them when they were first available, they could sell out and I might not be able to get them at all. She was never very impressed by my reasoning.

Layla pulled out her phone and tapped at the screen. “Fuck,” she said. “I paid the rent and our phone bills earlier today and now I’m overdrawn. Only by $10, but still. I wasn’t planning on your surprise $100 Amazon charge.”

Okay, now I really felt guilty. We’ve been struggling for a while now, ever since my unemployment dried up. Once a well-paid software engineer, I’d lost my job a couple of years back thanks to a company merger. We’d always lived above our means and had no savings, so without my job we had to learn to get by on Layla’s much smaller interior designer salary. We moved into an apartment half the size of the one we’d been living in, and Layla had done a good job of watching her expenses so we could make do with her salary.

Unfortunately, I seemed to still be living in the past. Unable--unwilling--to give up my Star Wars collection. Unwilling to sell it off to pay bills, unwilling to just let it sit without adding new figures to it every few weeks. Spending more money than I had. Not that I technically even had any money; everything we had in the bank was thanks to her.

And now, we didn’t have anything in the bank.

“You get paid tomorrow, right?” I asked.

She nodded, still looking at her phone. “Thankfully. Hmmm… I don’t see a charge for the pizza you ordered. Probably declined since I’m overdrawn. Guess I should see what I can scrounge for dinner after all.”

Dammit, I was really looking forward to that pizza.

“When are you going to learn, Floyd?” Layla asked. “We can’t keep living like this--paycheck to paycheck. You either need to work harder at finding a new job or stop buying crap we don’t need.”

“I know,” I told her.

“Do you?” she asked. “Because I’ve lost track of how many times we’ve had this exact same conversation. What do I need to do to finally teach you a lesson?”

My face turned red, but I didn’t answer. I hated when she talked to me like this, like a toddler. Even if she was right, even if I could admit that something drastic needed to happen for me to finally help out--or at least stop making things worse--she didn’t need to berate me like that.

“Let’s just fix dinner,” she finally said, tired of waiting for my response. “But I’m serious. Things need to change and apparently mere conversation isn’t enough. I just wish I knew what would be enough.”

As Layla opened the refrigerator to survey our food situation, I removed the dishes from one side of the sink and turned on the hot water. I reached for the dishwashing liquid to squirt some in the rapidly filling sink when there was a knock at the door.

“What now?” Layla said.

“I’ll get it,” I told her, turning off the running water.

On my way to the door, I heard Layla slam the refrigerator shut, making me wonder if she just didn’t see anything she could use for dinner. This was followed by the sound of various cabinet doors opening and closing. There were more knocks at the door, so I looked through the peephole to see who was so impatient.

It was a dark-skinned guy in a t-shirt that looked like it could barely contain his chest muscles. He was holding a large red pizza bag. Maybe Layla had just overlooked the charge for the pizza in her account. My growling stomach sure wasn’t going to complain about that. I just hoped the guy didn’t expect a tip or anything.

I opened the door and smiled up at him. He had a good six inches on me in height.

Not returning my smile, the pizza guy pulled a receipt from a little pocket on his bag. He looked at it and then at me, saying, “That’ll be $32.48.”

“Uh, I paid already,” I said. “On the app. With a card.”

The pizza guy nodded. “Yeah. Charge was declined. $32.48, please.”

“I’m not sure I have it,” I said, although I was absolutely sure I didn’t. I pulled out my wallet anyway, pulling out the twenty dollar bill inside. “I’m about… twelve dollars short.”

“Mierda,” the pizza guy cursed, sighing heavily as I heard my wife walk up behind me.

“What’s going on?” she asked.

“He’s delivering the pizza even though the charge on your card was declined,” I explained, holding up my money. “Do you happen to have twelve dollars? I’m a little short.”

“No,” Layla said, squinting angrily at me. “I never have cash on hand. You know that.” She turned to the pizza guy and said, “I’m sorry you wasted a trip.”

“Yeah, me too,” the pizza guy said, his dark eyes traveling up and down the entire length of my wife’s body. “No offense, but this isn’t the best ending to a shitty day. Hardly anyone even tipped today.”

He turned to leave and I went to close the door. My wife grabbed the door and prevented me from closing it.

“Wait,” she called after him. “Come back.”

I shot her a questioning look that mirrored the one on the pizza guy’s face when he turned around. “Find some more money?” he asked.

“No,” Layla said, pushing me aside to walk out to him in the hallway. She put her hand on his chest and said quietly, “But maybe I can pay for it another way.”

“What?” me and the pizza guy both said at the same time.

“You heard me,” Layla said, slightly turning her head as if she was speaking to me. “I’m sure I can do… something… to make this trip worth your while.”

The pizza guy looked nervously at me. “I’m not sure that’s a good idea, ma’am.”

“Don’t call me ma’am,” Layla said, playfully smacking his shoulder. “I’m not that much older than you.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said, then winced as he caught himself.

“What’s your name?” Layla asked.

“Luca,” he replied.

“Nice to meet you, Luca,” Layla said. “I’m Layla, and my husband there is Floyd. How old are you, Luca?”

“Just turned twenty-one,” he answered.

It was Layla’s turn to wince. “Okay, so I’m not quite fifteen years older than you. Still, not old enough to be a ‘ma’am’ yet.”

“Honey, come back inside,” I said, afraid Mrs. Chandler was watching my wife flirt with the pizza guy through her peephole across the hall. “I’m sure this guy needs to go.”

“Actually, you were my last delivery today,” he said.

“See, honey?” Layla said. “He has plenty of time.”

“I should probably be going, though,” the pizza guy said.

“I think you should come inside,” Layla said, stepping even closer to Luca. “And let me pay for that pizza.”

Luca looked so nervous he was sweating. “And what about… what about your husband?” he asked, again nervously glancing at me.

“Don’t worry about him,” Layla said, taking Luca’s hand. “I was just telling him earlier he needed to learn a lesson about the value of money, and I think I know just what will do it.”

I think my jaw literally dropped open as Layla pulled Luca by the hand past me and into our apartment. I slowly turned to see Luca take two pizza boxes out of his bag and set them on one of the end tables beside our couch. He dropped his bag to the floor.

Layla looked at me and nodded toward the open door. “You might want to close that, unless you want to give anyone walking by a free show.”

“A… free show?” I asked, slowly closing the door.

Layla laughed, turning back to Luca. “I don’t think my husband knows what’s going on.”

Luca ran a hand through his black hair. “To be honest, I’m not sure I do, either.”

“Oh come on,” my wife said, putting both arms around Luca’s neck. “I’m sure you’ve seen scenarios like this in porn, right?”

“Layla!” I snapped. “You’re not going to fuck the pizza guy!”

“Well, he deserves something for the trouble of coming out here,” Layla said, dropping to her knees in front of him. “Delivering pizza that we can’t afford because you had to buy some more action figures.”

Luca looked at me, a mocking smirk on his handsome face. “Dude, really?”

My wife began unzipping the other man’s pants. “Yes, really.”

I walked over to Layla and put a hand on her shoulder. “Okay, that’s enough. Lesson learned. You can stop playing now.”

“Oh, I’m not playing,” Layla said, shrugging my hand away. “I’m hungry and that pizza smells really good. And this is how we’re paying for it.”

She tugged on Luca’s waistband, and his pants and boxers fell in one motion. His semi-hard cock sprang to life, pointing right at my wife’s pretty red lips.

“Oh my,” Layla said, licking those red lips. “Looks like I’m gonna get a mouth full of something besides pizza this evening.”

“This isn’t happening,” I said. I hated that it came out as a whine.

“Oh, it’s happening,” Layla said. “You don’t have to stand there and watch if you don't want to, but it’s happening.”

She gave me another moment to decide to stay or go. If you’d ever told me I’d be in this position, I would’ve said I wouldn’t want to watch, that I’d go running away at the first opportunity. However, I was frozen in place, my eyes glued to my wife’s hand as she wrapped her fingers around Luca’s cock. The white skin of her dainty little hand was a stark contrast to the dark skin of the pizza guy’s massive rod as it grew to its full length and girth.

I felt sick to my stomach, watching my wife slowly stroke the other man, knowing this probably wouldn’t end with just a handjob. And the worst part was, I knew it was all my fault. If only I hadn’t overspent our money, if only I hadn’t ordered pizza, if only I had twelve more dollars.

My wife leaned forward, her red lips parting, about to suck another man’s cock, all because I was short twelve fucking dollars.

I opened my mouth to plead with her not to do it, that I’d change, that I’d get a job and stop buying toys, but no words came out. Layla seemed to move in slow motion, her face moving toward Luca’s cock. Precum bubbled out of his tip, and my wife’s tongue extended out of her mouth to lick it off.

Layla lifted Luca’s big dick so it was pointing straight up toward the ceiling. Her head went low, her tongue still extended, until she was in a good position to lick his balls. She started jacking him as she licked his balls, saliva coating his sack and dripping from her mouth to the floor.

Once she’d covered every inch of his ballsack with her saliva, she slowly dragged her tongue from his balls up his shaft, continuing to work with her fingers the part of him not being treated to her tongue. Finally, she reached the tip again, swirling her tongue around and around its underside, making him unsteady on his feet. She spent a good amount of time doing that, and by now had moved her hand to the bottom of his shaft, where she continued to stroke.

After a bit, she let go of his cock, letting it fall so that it was pointing toward her again. She turned to look at me, not a hint of regret or hesitation on her pretty face, and smiled.

Reminding me that this was my doing.

And then she engulfed him entirely.

Luca gasped as his length slowly disappeared inside my wife’s warm and willing mouth. She grabbed his hips, her nails digging into his flesh and urging him to shove his cock deeper into her mouth, and I fought to keep from vomiting.

Luca put both of his hands into my wife’s hair, gathering big fistfuls of it, and moved her head back and forth even as he pumped himself into her. Layla gagged as more of her spit seeped out of the edges of her mouth, dribbling down onto her shirt.

Luca picked up speed, fucking my wife’s face harder than I’ve ever fucked her pussy. I felt the need to intervene a few times, not only because I couldn’t believe I was watching my wife suck off another man but also because I was worried he was going to hurt her. If the way she was moaning and giggling was any indication, though, pain was the farthest thing from her mind.

“I’m close,” Luca said, struggling to get the words out. “Does your wife swallow, dude?”

My face flushed red at the question and I almost refused to answer. “No,” I said finally. “She doesn’t.”

“Lots of new experiences today, then,” Luca said, grabbing Layla’s hair with a tighter grip.

Incredibly, he fucked her face even faster for a few moments until he made one final push and then held himself--and my wife’s head--still. I stared in disbelief, wondering if he’d just done what I thought he had. It wasn’t long before my unasked question was answered.

Layla began gagging, slapping at Luca’s hips. He let go of her hair and she immediately pulled back, gasping for air. A long, thin string of cum momentarily connected his tip to her lips. As she sat back, Luca’s cum spilled out across Layla’s lower lip, but she was also loudly swallowing a lot of it.

“Fuck,” Layla said, wiping cum off of her face with the back of her hand. “That was… a lot.”

“Yeah, sorry,” Luca said, standing there with his cock, which was somehow still erect, dribbling cum onto my living room carpet. “Haven’t come in a week or more.”

“Just saving it up for someone who needs to pay for some pizza,” Layla said, laughing.

“Something like that,” Luca said. “But… I want more.” He stroked his cock when he said it.

“Excuse me?” I asked.

“More?” Layla asked. “I kinda gave it my all there. And you gave me your all, right?”

Luca laughed. “Oh, it won’t take me long to recharge. I want to fuck you.”

“Absolutely not!” I said, hoping I sounded as authoritative as I wanted to. “This has already gone far enough!”

“Not your body,” Layla said, playing absent-mindedly with some cum that had landed on her shirt. “Not your concern.” She looked back up at Luca and said, “How long to recharge?”

“Ten minutes,” he said. “Maybe less.”

“Wow, really?” Layla said, her eyes wide. Nodding toward me, she said, “Takes this one at least a day.”

Luca laughed. Layla laughed. I did not.

“Take your clothes off and get on the couch,” Luca said, kicking off his own pants and discarding his t-shirt. As had already been evident, his chest was massive and his abs were hard and chiseled.

“Yes, sir,” Layla said.

“Spread your legs,” Luca said after she’d sat down.

I tried not to think about a strange man’s bare ass sitting on our leather couch as Luca took his place next to my wife, who, obeying his command, spread her legs open as far as she could. Her pussy was completely exposed to him, and to me, and I couldn’t believe how noticeably wet she already was. He hadn’t even touched her yet, and until a minute ago there’d been no expectation that he was going to fuck her. All she’d done is given him a blow job and she was as wet as I’ve ever seen her after lots of foreplay.

“May I?” Luca asked, wiggling some of his fingers in front of my wife’s face.

Layla smiled and said, “Please.”

Luca placed his hand on Layla’s leg, just above her knee, and slowly dragged his fingers across her flesh as he worked his way up. When he moved to her inner thigh, Layla gasped and lifted her hips as if to beckon him toward his eventual destination. Finally, after what seemed like forever, the other man placed a finger on either side of her pussy lips, which glistened with even more wetness than when she’d first sat down.

“God,” my wife whispered as one of his fingers barely grazed her lower lips.

Luca leaned down and kissed at one of Layla’s nipples, slowly and almost lovingly, as another finger brushed against her pussy down below. As I watched the pizza guy handling my wife with such tender care, it almost felt like I was intruding, like I was watching two lovers in their most intimate, loving moment, instead of what I was really witnessing.

Which was my wife being a whore for pizza.

My wife teaching me a lesson in the most over-the-top, cruel way possible.

My wife forgetting I was even in the room and giving herself over to another man.

I started to leave the room then. It was obvious I could do nothing to stop this, and I really didn’t need to see it. Except I had to see it. I can’t explain it even now, but I knew if I didn’t bear witness to my wife’s first time with another man since we’d gotten together I’d never forgive myself.

And my cock, which I had to finally admit was rock hard despite the jealousy and humiliation I felt, wouldn’t forgive me either.

“Please,” my wife muttered, moving her lower body to try to make more solid contact with Luca’s fingers.

“Please what, babygirl?” Luca asked. It should have sounded ridiculous, this much younger man calling my 30-something wife “babygirl,” but it didn’t. He had complete control of her, was dominating her with the barest touch of his fingers, and all her hapless husband could do was stand there and watch it all happen.

“Touch me,” she pleaded.

“I am touching you, mi amorcito” Luca said, laughing.

“More, papi,” my wife said. “Please.”

“If you insist,” Luca said, letting two fingers make full contact with Layla’s pussy for the first time.

“Oh, yes, papi,” Layla said, grinding against his fingers.

Once he got started, Luca gradually became more and more aggressive. His fingers stayed outside her for a bit, swirling around and around her dripping lower lips and the surrounding area. He laughed as she kept pleading with him, at one point telling him to stick, and I quote, his “whole fucking hand” inside her.

But it was clear she wasn’t in control; Luca was. And he only inserted a finger into her cunt when it seemed like he was good and ready.

When he did, Layla moaned out in pleasure, panting and continuing to beg for more. I’d only ever seen her like this on rare occasions, usually when I was using her favorite vibrator on her but often not even then. A detached part of me watched in fascination as Luca worked at my wife’s pussy, studying him, trying to learn what I could do to make her respond this way.

Deep down I knew she likely never would.

Luca started fucking her with one finger, and then two, a puddle of her juices forming on the seat cushion. My wife thrashed around on the couch, her fingers slipping on leather as she tried to grip onto the couch’s arm. Then, he slowed down, his movements becoming more precise, more deliberate, even as Layla’s reaction became more frantic.

Her clit, I realized. He was focusing on her clit now.

“You like that?” he asked her. All she could do was nod.

It didn’t take long before Layla was crying out in pleasure, her entire body shaking against his hand. Luca kept doing what he was doing until she begged him to stop.

“Too… too intense,” she whispered, on the verge of tears.

“Good, though?” he asked.

“The best,” she said, twisting the metaphorical knife in my chest.

Luca made a show of leaning over to look at my wife’s pussy, which was now swollen and red and shining with her arousal. “You have a beautiful pussy,” he told her. “I’m going to fuck it now.”

“Okay,” Layla said. “But not without a condom.”

A look of disappointment washed over the pizza guy’s face, bringing me an insane amount of perverse joy. “Fuck,” he said. “I get it, but I don’t have one on me.”

Layla laughed. “It’s okay,” she said. “We have some. I can’t take birth control because of a medical condition and, as you can probably imagine, our financial situation doesn’t exactly lend itself to having kids. So we use condoms.”

Luca breathed a sigh of relief. “Good. So…”

“Honey,” Layla said, standing up. “Can you be a dear and go get us a condom?”

“I…” I said, but couldn’t finish my sentence.

Layla stood and walked over to me on unsteady legs. I could smell both her arousal and Luca’s dried cum on her face as she said, “Look, if I have to go into the bedroom to get a condom, I may as well fuck him in there. On our bed. Do you really want that?”

I wanted to cry. “No.”

“So go get us a condom,” she said. “And then, if you don’t want to keep watching, you can go back in there and close the door.”

I went to the bedroom and got a condom out of my bedside table’s drawer. My feet felt like they were treading water as I walked back into the living room, the sounds of my wife’s laughter filling my ears.

Layla was letting Luca’s big hands massage her breasts. He leaned down and gave one of her nipples a lick, causing her to shiver and giggle.

Luca moved his tongue to her other nipple before moving up to whisper something in her ear. My wife looked at me and put a hand over her mouth, stifling more laughter. Then, she nodded to Luca.

Luca nodded toward the condom in my hand and said, “Put it on me.”

“Excuse me?” I stammered.

“C’mon, honey,” Layla said, holding up the other man’s cock. “Don’t you want to make sure it’s on him properly? We wouldn’t want any… accidents, would we?”

I tried really hard to make the logic of what she’d said make sense and failed. “I guess not,” I said anyway, tearing open the condom wrapper.

“Good boy,” Layla said as I approached her lover with the condom.

My hands shook as I moved the condom toward Luca’s big cock. Out of the corner of my eye, I could tell my wife was moving, no doubt getting in place on the couch, but everything other than the dick in front of me was a blur. It twitched a little, as if telling me to hurry up so it could get to the fun part.

I pressed the condom onto Luca’s tip and started unrolling it onto his shaft. I tried my best to hurry, but it was impossible not to feel the throbbing, the heat, the veins, of the other man’s cock against my fingers as I worked the rubber onto him.

“Good job, honey,” my wife said when I was done. I looked over to see that she was, indeed, lying back on the couch with her legs spread. “So, you watching or not?”

Luca didn’t wait on me to answer. He moved to the couch, to my wife, before I knew what was happening. Once there, he didn’t hesitate. He was on the couch, between her legs, teasing her pussy with his cock for a moment, perhaps testing to see if she was wet enough for him to enter.

Of course, she was, she had been virtually since the minute he entered our apartment, and she raised her hips toward him to let him know, her dripping cunt meeting the head of his cock.

“Oh my God,” Layla said through a gasp. “Don’t tease me like you did before!”

“I like to tease,” Luca said, “but if you want me to stop, you need to tell me what you want. And loudly.”

“Fuck me, Luca!” Layla said. And loudly.

“Louder, puta!” Luca snapped. “I want your neighbors to hear!”

“God,” Layla said, stretching the word out into a whine. “Fine. Fuck me, you bastard!”

This last part was loud enough that I’m sure at least some of the neighbors heard. Mrs. Chandler, from across the hall, had asked me about an argument Layla and I had two months ago about action figures and we hadn’t been anywhere near as loud as Layla’s plea to Luca.

“Buena niña,” Luca said, making my wife giggle.

I watched as the other man plunged into my wife’s depths with no further warning, and Layla cried out as she was stretched more and faster than she’d been accustomed to. She wrapped her arms around Luca’s back and then her legs around his waist as he fucked her hard into our couch.

A devilish grin on his face, Luca said something in Spanish that I didn’t understand. My wife laughed at it, although I’m sure she didn’t understand it, either. She dug her fingernails into the skin of his back, as if urging him to fuck her even harder.

Which he did.

I’m surprised they managed to stay on the couch, but they did. This went on for several minutes, my wife groaning and moaning in equal parts pleasure and frustration. I knew what the problem was, but I would never in a million years think that she’d propose the solution that she did.

“You need to take the condom off,” she told him quietly, as if trying for me not to hear.

“What?” Luca said. “But you said…”

“Forget what I said,” she snapped. “I can’t come with you wearing it. I need to feel your skin!”

“Layla, please,” I said meekly, but I’m not sure either of them heard.

“Again, if you insist,” Luca said. He pulled out of my wife’s dripping cunt and looked at me, perhaps pondering if he should tell me to take the condom off the way he’d ordered me to put it on. That, I was fairly confident, I could refuse, and maybe he knew that. A moment later, he slipped it off himself.

I winced as I watched him re-enter my wife, bare this time, and continue without skipping a beat.

The couch creaked under their efforts, and the sound of skin slapping together filled the room. This was soon drowned out by my wife’s cries of pleasure, which I’m certain Mrs. Chandler was wondering about across the hall.

“You like my cock, babygirl?” Luca asked.

“Oh my God, yes!” Layla cried out.

“Are you glad your husband couldn’t pay for the pizza?” he asked.

“Definitely!” Layla said, laughing. “Harder now, papi, I’m almost there.”

Luca pulled away from my wife’s arms so he could sit up on his knees as he fucked her. He grabbed onto her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, and began pulling her to him as he fucked himself into her.

It only took a few moments of this and she came on his cock while screaming out his name. If Mrs. Chandler was listening, she had to know by now, if she didn’t already, that I wasn’t the one making my wife lose her mind.

“I’m close,” Luca said. “I should…”

As if anticipating what he was about to do, Layla reached up and grabbed him by the neck, pulling him down onto her again. She wrapped her legs around him once more and pulled him into her.

“Don’t you fucking dare!” she demanded.

“But…” I said, not sure it was even audible.

“You are la hostia,” Luca muttered, groaning as he pounded my wife’s pussy a few more times before tensing his whole body.

“Feels sooooo good,” Layla said, still clinging to her new lover.

I stood there, my jaw dropped open, as I realized her new lover had just flooded her fertile womb with his seed. I thought I might pass out.

Luca pulled out of her and left her lying on the couch as he gathered up his clothes. His cum seeped out of her, but not enough to matter. I couldn’t believe that seeing him climax into my wife’s mouth would be replaced as the worst thing I’d ever seen so quickly.

“Where are you going?” Layla asked Luca, watching him get dressed.

“I should probably be going,” he said.

“Oh, stay for dinner,” she told him, sitting up and smearing cum all over the couch. “There’s pizza.”

He laughed at that as he zipped up his pants. He opened up the top pizza box and touched a piece of crust.

“Seems we took too long,” he said. “It’s cold.”

“Well, fuck,” Layla said. “Hey, honey, how much money did you have? Twenty dollars?”

I nodded, shooting her a questioning look.

“We can’t serve cold food to our guest,” she said. “Why don’t you run down to McDonald’s and get us some burgers?”

“We have a microwave,” I said. “Or we could heat it up in the oven.”

“I like burgers,” Luca said. “I’m around pizza so much I almost hate even smelling it.”

I sighed. Like so much else this evening, I knew I didn’t have much say in the matter.

“Go on, honey,” Layla said. “Go get us some burgers. I might be dressed by the time you get back.”

“Not if I have anything to say about it,” Luca said, making my wife giggle again as I headed for the door.

---
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