

1.      End of probation period

Jane had done well in her new role and was not surprised when her manager told her that she had passed her probation period. She left Daniel's office in high spirits. What thrilled her were the kind words in the accompanying letter from the CEO, Semyan Saunders. He was praising her work and congratulating her with the successful completion of her three month probation period.

Jane walked down the corridor towards her desk. She remembered how ecstatic she had been when she had gotten the job offer in the middle of September.

That day, Jane had left the kids with her mum at her parents' house for the afternoon. She was at home checking her e-mails at her desk in the living room. Chris was sitting on the sofa in front of the TV.

"Chris!" she squeaked, and still holding her laptop with the e-mail from Saunders Limited open in front of her, she jumped in her husband's lap, "I've got the offer! Mr Saunders liked me; they offered me exactly what I asked for, and I am starting with them on Monday!"

"Wow, well done Jane!" Chris replied immediately. "I am so glad for you!"

They kissed. The kiss marked the end of the most stressful time that Jane and Chris had gone through as a couple.

It had taken Jane almost six months of job search to get to this offer. It was not an easy feat to secure the role that she wanted after a break of three years.

Jane was 24 years old when she went on maternity leave with Brenda. When Brenda was six months old, Jane found out that she was pregnant again. Chris had always thought that it would be easier if his wife had two babies in one career break. However, when the news came, things had begun to tighten financially for them. Chris had just lost his job. By the time Jason was born, Chris had given up looking for another job and had decided to start his own business. Unfortunately, the consumer product environment was harsh. After fifteen months, Chris's company was sinking – Jane's husband had no orders while their debts were spiralling out of control. Once they began falling behind the mortgage repayments and the threat of losing their house became real, Jane started to look urgently for a job.

Being a housewife all her life, Jane's mum could not understand why her daughter had to leave her children behind to go to work. However, she agreed to look after her grandchildren when Jane told her bluntly, "Mum, I am doing it to save my husband and my marriage!"

Jane had a point.

Chris and Jane had always loved each other, and they had frequent and great sex. Chris seemed not to get enough of his wife despite all the stress that he had put himself through trying to salvage the financial situation. Jane's husband adored her, and he had good reasons to do so. Jane was an intelligent, caring and prudent wife. Chris knew very well that his wife was pretty and appreciated her. Jane was 5 foot 5 inches tall, with shoulder-length light brown hair, greenish-brown eyes, smooth white skin and B-size round-shaped firm breasts. She had a slim but not skinny body with almost perfect proportions, sporting a nicely shaped firm butt and long slender legs. Jane knew too well that she was turning men's heads, but of course, she had never responded to their flirtations as she loved her husband unreservedly.

However, Jane had been worrying about Chris's health with all the stress that he was under, and she knew that he did not deserve it.

He had told her himself, "Jane, what makes me sad is that after all the work that I have put in, my business is sinking. I have created an excellent product and an efficient production process, but I do not have a single major client. I do not know what to do to get the orders coming."

Her husband had put his heart and soul in his product; he had been calling and meeting various CEOs trying to promote it. Almost twice a week, he was going to dinners with executives; even Jane had to accompany him a few times. However, all seemed to be futile.

The only good thing that had come out from Chris's relentless efforts was her job offer. Chris and Jane had met Semyan Saunders over dinner to discuss a potential business partnership with Semyan's company. Semyan was a CEO and an owner of a private equity company. He had come from the UK about four years ago. Yet, he and his partners had made some successful acquisitions, and Semyan was now managing a very profitable consumer products distribution company. For Chris's great disappointment, the deal that he and Semyan discussed did not materialise. Still, when both Chris and Jane thought what a waste of their time the dinner with Semyan had turned out to be, Chris got an e-mail from Semyan. He told them that there was a role in Semyan's firm for a distributions manager. He was suggesting that Jane could send over her CV in case she was still looking for a job. After three interviews with the Head of Distributions, Daniel, the CEO, Semyan and the HR, Jane got the job, reporting to Daniel.

The smell of coffee, when she passed by the kitchen, reminded Jane where she was today. She was a well-respected permanent employee of a profit-making company which she enjoyed working for. Jane smiled to herself and began reading once again the letter where Semyan was telling her how happy he was with her work. She was so engrossed revelling in the kind words of his message that she almost collided with him when she turned around the corner.

"Congratulations, Jane!" Semyan said as he smiled and extended his hand towards her.

"Thank you very much, Semyan!" Jane replied as she shook his hand. "I couldn't have done it without you!"

She wasn't lying. Jane knew too well that without Semyan's blessing, Daniel would not have confirmed her permanent position.

Semyan had kept in touch with her almost daily. Despite that she reported to Daniel, most of her project work was coming directly from Semyan. Semyan had not hidden how much he liked working with her. She enjoyed working with him too. He was a caring boss, a very kind and attentive man. Semyan had always been considerate and gentle when he talked to her regardless if it was about her projects or having a chit chat over coffee in the kitchen.

In his late thirties or early forties, Semyan was a handsome man whom she found very pleasant, even attractive. So much that sometimes she had been catching herself thinking of him at home. Of course, each time she would immediately convince herself that her thoughts were related to the project work assigned to her by Semyan and nothing else.

"Oh, nonsense! You owe me nothing," Semyan said. "Are you coming to the Christmas party tomorrow?"

"Yes, I am. Sally has told me that it is a thing not to be missed."

"And Sally is right! It is something not to be missed indeed! We have a special ceremony, a company tradition, where Santa Claus and his assistant invite everyone to the Santa Grotto to get their gifts. What is unique is what comes with these gifts: the accompanying envelopes labelled 'Bonus'," Semyan said and winked as he smiled. "Are you taking Chris with you, by the way?"

"I am not sure; he is not keen."

"Not acceptable! I will e-mail Chris to make sure he comes. I have something for him! Everyone is invited to join with their spouse or partner, so he should not leave his lovely wife alone at this special party! You have a keen eye for efficiency, Jane. I think you should present your idea for a programme in Sales. I have set up a brief meeting with my executive team at the Christmas party, and you should come and talk to us. Do you think you can do that?"

"Of course, I am looking forward to it," Jane replied politely and smiled before she walked to her desk.

Since it was Friday, Jane was very busy for the rest of the day, setting up the weekend distribution schedule and she forgot to call Chris to tell him her good news.

However, when she got back home, Chris already knew of her news as he told her as soon as she opened the door, "Honey, I am so thrilled for you! Congratulations on passing your probation period, and well done for securing such an exciting project in the Sales team!"

"How did you know?" Jane asked Chris a little bit taken aback.

"Oh, Semyan e-mailed me an hour ago, and he told me that you had been offered a permanent contract. He has also asked you to present your Sales programme to his management team at the Christmas party. You see? I know everything! Let me tell you my good news too, honey!" Chris said as he took her hands in his. "Semyan insists that I join you at the party tomorrow because he would like to discuss a deal for my product. He is looking to ship my product at 50,000 items per month, starting in January. Do you know what the turnover is? $56 million! If Saunders Limited and I split the margins, my profit will be $1.7 million per year! This deal is the big one, honey. It is the breakthrough that I have been waiting for. I am coming with you tomorrow! I love you!"

"Oh!" Jane exclaimed. "I love you too, Chris. That is fantastic!"

They kissed, and Chris began feeling Jane's ass as he hugged her. Jane was already excited and put her hand on Chris's crotch to feel his erect cock.

However, Brenda stormed in from her room, shouting, "Mommy, mommy!"

Jane and Chris had to postpone sex for a little later.

Jane hugged her daughter and kissed her as she said, "Hello, my precious!"

Jason also turned up, so Jane kissed him too.

"I have already arranged with your mum to look after Brenda and Jason for the weekend. We need to drop them at her place before 7 am if we are to make it to the coach pick-up place for 9 am; unless you want me to drive to the mountain?" Chris said.

Jane let go of Brenda who ran back into her room, dragging Jason along with her.

"It is at least six hours' drive to Vermont, Chris, and then some more in the snowy mountain. Let's take the coach that the company has already hired. I've already told Sally to reserve two seats for me," Jane said.

"Then we have to wake up at 5 am," Chris said, trying to hide the disappointment in his voice.

"Well, we'll go to bed early, honey," Jane said and played with his hair as she looked at him fondly.

Chris smiled and pulled Jane towards him.

He whispered in her ear, "I was hoping of spending some alone time with you tonight."

"We'll have tomorrow evening all for us, Chris. We are in the same room in the hotel, have you forgotten?" Jane replied and slapped his butt.

"I am getting more and more excited about this Christmas party by the minute, honey!" Chris responded with a jovial tone.

Jane and Chris prepared their luggage and that of the kids. Jane did not have to pack much for the kids because she left them regularly for sleepovers with her mum, and they had everything they needed at her mum's house.

Soon after dinner, they put the kids to bed early. Jane went to bed as soon as Brenda and Jason fell asleep. Having told Chris that they would postpone sex for the next evening, he did not bother joining her in bed. He stayed in the living room working on his product figures for the meeting with Semyan.

Despite being tired, Jane could not fall asleep as quickly as she thought she would. She was too excited from the eventful day and week that she had had. Images were flashing in front of her eyes. She remembered her conversation with Daniel in his office and how he kept smiling politely and using carefully his words appraising her work. Then she recalled when she was preparing for her presentation to the deal's team. Semyan took the massive bunch of printouts from her hands to help her; she almost felt his gentle touch on her hands again. Then Semyan congratulating her in the corridor with his soft, caring smile. She remembered going with Maureen to Semyan's office on Thursday to follow up with him if he had reviewed their distribution proposal. She loved it when Semyan put his hand on the small of her back, put his other arm around Maureen's shoulder and said, "Keep it to yourselves, girls, but your proposal is the best. I've told Daniel that I want your proposal adopted across all products."

Just when Jane thought that since she was not falling asleep, perhaps she should go and get Chris to join her in bed for sex, she began drifting away and finally fell asleep.


2.     The Santa’s Grotto

When the alarm clock rang at 5 am, Jane and Chris woke up and completed their morning routines with a sense of urgency, something that they were not used to do on Saturday.

Jane made sure that Brenda and Jason had a breakfast. She and Chris had a quick snack too and drove to Jane's mum to leave the kids with her. Without a minute to lose, they drove back home and took a taxi to the pick-up place.

Jane and Chris were the last ones to get on the coach. Less than an hour into the trip, Jane stretched her legs, put her head on Chris's shoulder and prepared for a nap. She appreciated how wise it was to take the coach. The 40 or so staff and plusses on the coach had also gone quiet, preserving their energy for the party. Jane felt sorry for the other ten colleagues, including Semyan, who had chosen to drive.

Despite being tired from the long journey, everyone got excited when they arrived at the hotel. It had just snowed, and the whole area was beautiful.

"Come on, folks, it is already 5 pm. Check-in your rooms and get changed for the party. Santa Claus has already arrived, and the party starts at 6 pm sharp at the Grotto! You will have time tomorrow morning to walk and take photos in the snow," Sally commandeered everyone to get in the hotel as soon as possible.

Sally was Semyan's executive assistant and had the task of organising the Christmas party. She had travelled with Semyan in his car, and they had just arrived. Sally was full of energy and always on the go. Her loud voice and cheeky remarks kept people on their toes. Yet she was very popular in the company. Perhaps, people liked her not least because of her unique, cheeky way to boss Semyan around. Jane's colleagues saw in her someone who could exert influence on the CEO in a way that they could only aspire to. They loved having Sally as their role model for standing up to the big boss. Sometimes Jane thought that Sally was crossing lines when she was talking to Semyan. However, surprisingly, he never got angry with her. It was rumoured that Sally was a trusted friend of Semyan's wife, Veronica. People were saying that Veronica was a jealous woman and that she had installed Sally as Semyan's assistant to control his perceived frivolous behaviour around women in the company. Jane did not know if any of it was true. What she knew for sure was what Sally had told her herself. Sally was thirty-six years old and did not have a husband or a partner. She respected Semyan very much, and they both liked the banter going between the two of them.

Jane and Chris followed Sally's instructions: they checked in their room, had a quick shower, and changed for the party. Jane put on her blue blouse and pleated black short skirt. She replaced her black ankle boots with her blue velvet shoes with kitten heels as they were stylish and yet comfortable to wear indoors. She put on top her silver cardigan.

Jane and Chris were running slightly late when they came to the rooftop winter terrace restaurant that the company had reserved for the party.

"Here she is," Sally said when she saw her and Chris. "Sarah was supposed to be our Santa Claus assistant this year, but she texted me this morning. She has gotten the flu and is not coming. Would you take her place, darling?"

"I am not sure. I've never been a Santa Claus assistant, Sally," Jane tried to decline.

"Oh, honey, Santa Claus himself put you forward when he heard that Sarah was not coming. You are not expected to say 'No' to such an offer from the highest place, right, Santa Claus?" Sally said and nodded towards Semyan, who was just passing by.

"Absolutely," Semyan said and laughed. "Hi-hi, Sally knows how to coerce! I will be telling you what to do, Jane. Please be my lovely assistant tonight. Chris, you would not mind if I borrowed your wife for the evening to help me with those gifts, would you?"

"Sure," Chris replied politely.

"By the way, Chris, I am afraid that you will have a busy evening. Jo is the product manager who will be responsible for the contract if we agree to a deal. Why don't you sit down with her and thrash out all the details tonight? I will be happy to sign the contract as soon as you and Jo are happy. Just call me when you are ready. James will also help."

Jo was a tall slim lady with shortly cut blonde hair and cold blue eyes who worked in Product Development and was known as Semyan's right-hand in concluding new deals. She was probably in her late twenties and was very good looking. Jane had met her only twice before, and she had come across as a cool-headed, thorough, uncompromising Sales executive. Jane felt sorry for Chris when she found out who he was about to deal with. Jo was standing next to Semyan. She extended her hand to Chris, holding in her other hand a folder with some papers. Semyan had told Jo in advance that she would be negotiating the deal with Chris and signing the contract during the party, so she had prepared. Chris took Jo's hand and nodded with a smile. Jane did not know anything about James, who also joined and shook hands with Chris.

Jane had to leave Chris with Jo and James as Sally prompted her and Semyan, "Come on, you two, I have left the costumes in the storage room just behind the Santa Grotto. Do you see the door? Get changed! We are 10 minutes late, and people have already gathered. Hurry up!"

Jane saw the Santa Grotto on her left. It was a hired set-up for the weekend. It consisted of a grotto backdrop, a stand, a festive tree, a bundle of prop presents, a Santa chair without arms, and some green picket fencing. The bag with the real presents was in front of the chair. The Santa Grotto lighting illuminated Santa Claus's chair and the gifts in front of it. This illumination made the door to the storage room next to the set-up very inconspicuous, but Jane and Semyan saw it.

"Sometimes I wonder who the boss is!" Semyan joked as he looked at Jane and pointed with his head towards Sally.

"You are the boss, Semyan!" Sally said. "But I will take over if you don't get moving!"

Semyan took Jane's hand and led her to the storage room, which Sally had instructed them to use.

It turned out that it was a small room, perhaps 8 foot by 9. Since there were shelves with bottles and other stuff, the free space left for Jane and Semyan to change into the festive costumes was tiny.

Jane shut the door behind them. Sally had arranged for someone to bring a traditional floor hat coat umbrella stand in the middle of the tiny room. She had hung the two costumes on that stand.

"I am going to kill Sally! I told her 'funny outfit', not this porn star outfit. Look at this, Jane!" Semyan said as he took the hanger with his Santa Claus costume and showed it to Jane.

It was a sexy 2-piece men's Santa costume consisting of tight shorts and a Santa hat. The shorts had white faux fur trim to the legs and golden buckle to the waistband with decorative buttons. Sally had not forgotten the Santa's boots tucked under the stand.

Jane couldn't help but laugh, "Sorry, Semyan, but indeed it is funny!"

Then she looked at her costume.

"Gosh, Semyan!" Jane squeaked when she took the hanger with her costume and showed it to Semyan. "Where did Sally buy these costumes from?"

Her costume was labelled 'Sexy Mrs Claus's Fur Trimmed Christmas Mini Dress'. It featured red mini dress with white faux fur trim, underwired padded cups, ribbon bow and bell accent between the cups and adjustable shoulder straps. There was also a matching G-string and a leatherette belt. Her boots were also left next to the stand.

"From the sex shop, I guess!" Semyan said, and then he laughed, "Hi-hi! You and I will go through this tonight and tomorrow you will watch me firing Sally!"

"Hey, you two!" Jane and Semyan heard Sally's voice through the door, followed by a gentle knock. "Everyone is ready, are you coming any time soon?"

"Yes, give us two minutes, Sally!" Semyan shouted back.

He removed his pullover and t-shirt in one go, revealing a muscular body with broad shoulders and arms with well-formed biceps. A six-pack on his stomach accentuated his fitness.

"I am not sure," Jane said as she turned her gaze away from Semyan and looked critically once again at the outfit that she was supposed to wear.

She was concerned that the padded cups were going to push her breasts up so much that she would have to be cautious all the time not to allow a nip slip. On top of that, the mini dress and the scarce cover that the G-string was going to provide, meant that practically her bum would be exposed when she sat or bent.

"Come on, Jane! From all the girls in the company, I am sure that you are the only one that can pull this up properly. You have a body of a model, everyone will be jealous, and I don't need to tell you how much Chris will be proud when he sees how sexy his pretty wife is in Mrs Claus's dress! You are the most beautiful lady at this party, show them that you are the undisputed queen!"

Jane ignored Semyan's compliments and looked around.

"Right! How are we going to do it?" Jane asked as she could not find a nook or something where she could change without Semyan seeing her naked body in the process.

"Let's turn our backs to each other so that we change quickly," Semyan suggested and turned his back towards Jane.

Jane followed suit.

Since the room was tiny, Jane could sense the proximity of their bodies, separated by less than two feet from each other.

She did not trust that this place was clean as she saw how much dust the shelves had collected. So she decided to hang her clothes on the available hooks of the stand. It was now on her left, a foot away behind her. Jane took off her cardigan, and without turning around, her hand found a hook on the stand, and she hung it. She then unbuttoned her blouse, took it off too and again managed to hang it on the stand next to her cardigan without turning around. Jane took off her shoes and stepped on them as the floor was not clean. She removed her skirt and socks but got into difficulty finding a free hook on the stand behind her. Jane turned halfway to see where to hang her clothes. At that very point, Semyan had bent forward to step out from his pulled down boxers, and Jane got a glimpse of his butt and what she thought was part of his hanging cock between his legs. Semyan noticed her with the edge of his eye and smiled without turning around. He pretended that he had not seen her and did not say anything. Jane was so embarrassed that she hastily put her skirt and socks on the top of the stand. She immediately turned her back to Semyan.

From the rustling that followed behind her, Jane figured out that Semyan had managed to put on the Santa Claus shorts. She felt safe to look again quickly over her shoulder and grabbed the Mrs Claus costume with its hanger from the stand. Being left in her bra and bikini briefs, Jane looked at the Christmas dress and contemplated what to do. It was clear that she could not put it on over her lingerie. So she had to take off her bikini briefs and bra to put on the fitting Mrs Claus dress and its accompanying G-string.

Just when she reached back to unhook her bra with one hand while holding the hanger with the costume in the other, she heard Semyan, "Let me help you!"

Jane felt his fingers on her back. He gently unhooked the straps of her bra.

"Here you go, if you let go of it, I will hang it for you on the stand," Semyan said.

Jane was nervous around this masculine man, and at the same time, she felt excited. His touch was so gentle, almost soothing, that she felt warm waves streaming from her shoulder blades where he touched her through her spine into her groins.

"Thank you, Semyan," she said as she removed her bra, making sure that she kept facing Semyan with her back and let Semyan take it away from her.

Jane saw with the edge of her eye how he hung her bra on the stand.

She unhooked the G-string from the hanger and said shyly, "I need to put on the G-string, though."

"I will look away, go ahead," Semyan reassured her. "Let me hold the hanger for you."

Jane got goosebumps when Semyan put his hands on her shoulders from behind her. He reached with his left hand to take the hanger with the dress from her. His hand gently touched the skin of her upper arm, came into contact with her elbow and slid over the skin of her forearm until he got hold of her tiny hand holding the hanger. She let go of the costume, and Semyan took it away from her.

Jane slid her fingers between her skin and the sides of her bikini briefs near the hips, but before pulling her panties down, she looked over her shoulder to make sure that Semyan was looking away. He was indeed looking away, holding the hanger with her dress in his hand. However briefly, she saw him dressed in his Santa Claus costume. It was not covering much. Semyan was sporting bare chest, shorts barely covering his groins and articulating his bulge, a Santa Claus hat and Santa Claus boots.

She giggled at his sight.

Semyan sensed what she was doing, and without looking at her, he smiled and said, "Don't! Please! I know; as I said, I will fire Sally first thing tomorrow morning!"

Jane quickly pulled down her bikini briefs and turned around to put them on the top of the stand. She was facing Semyan, but he was diligently looking away. Jane began putting on the G-string. She made sure that her feet stayed on her shoes because she did not want to step barefoot on the dusty floor. She placed her left leg through the G-string leg, but she lost her balance when she tried to put in her right leg while standing on one foot and grabbed hold of Semyan's hand holding the hanger with Mrs Claus's dress. Semyan reacted quickly by putting his free hand around her waist to steady her, and in the process, he looked at her.

He did not look away, but kept watching and said while still holding her, "Go on, I am holding you."

Jane blushed as she fully realised that Semyan was seeing her naked boobs as well a good portion of her neatly shaved pussy, or at least the landing strip that she kept on top of it.

Without further ado, she put on the G-string, and without making efforts to hide her boobs, she took the dress from the hanger that Semyan was still holding for her in his other hand. She put the dress on.

Jane finally put on her boots, belt and hat.

Still red-faced out of embarrassment, she declared, "Ready to go!"

"It fits you perfectly well, Jane!" Semyan made her a compliment.

"Thank you, Semyan!" she replied.

They went out of the room and saw everyone gathered in front of the Santa Grotto. Semyan put his hand around Jane's waist and guided her to the chair. There were a few encouraging cheers from the crowd. Semyan sat down in the chair and to her utmost surprise, he offered to her to sit down in his lap. Jane blushed but could not bail out in front of so many people gathered to have some fun at the Santa Claus ceremony. She sat on Semyan right leg, placing her bum on his thigh and putting her feet on the ground between his legs. Semyan put his hand on the small of her back to support her. Jane was feeling all too well Semyan's muscular leg pressed against her practically naked bum. Fortunately, the dress had covered enough so that the others could not see how the bare skin of her butt was making contact with Semyan's thigh underneath. They did not realise either that she was wearing just a G-string under her dress.

Jane was so self-conscious of her nudity that she kept looking at her cleavage, checking that her tits had not popped out.

Semyan noticed it and whispered in her ear, "They are just fine, Jane, relax!"

Then he raised his free hand for attention and told the audience, "Let's get the first present! Who is it for, my lovely assistant?"

Jane pulled out a gift with an envelope attached to it from the bag.

She handed it to Semyan who read the name on the envelope and announced, "Mr Chandler. He's been a good boy this year, and if I remember correctly, Santa has a decent present for him."

Mr Chandler came in front, took the small box with the envelope attached to it and after thanking, he went back to his chair next to his wife. He opened the envelope. He loved what he read in the letter and waved at Semyan with a broad smile as he shouted, "Thank you, Boss!"

That's when Jane remembered to look for Chris in the crowd. He was in the second row, sitting next to Jo and James, looking at the papers in their laps. Chris caught Jane's glimpse and waved at her with a smile. She waved at him, and he sent her an air kiss. Jane loved it. She relaxed, having received her husband's reassurance that she was doing all right. Jane eased into her role of Mrs Claus. The only discomfort that she was still feeling was when she or Semyan moved around, and she felt his thigh pressing on her bum. Jane was also sensual when he gently rubbed the small of her back with his hand. It wasn't that much what she felt that bothered her, no, at a physical level she even liked Semyan's touches, but that very fact, that she liked his touches was what bothered her.

She and Semyan handed out quickly the thirty or so letters and gifts. Everyone, without exception, was happy. After the last box had gone, the people began heading off to the bar for their drinks and food.

Jane was about to get off from Semyan's lap when he said, "Hold on! Here is your present, Jane!"

He reached out behind his chair, where there were two boxes with envelopes. These were Jane's present and Sarah's who could not make it to the party.

Semyan detached the envelope from one of the boxes and gave it to Jane as he said, "What is in the box is what everyone gets – a mug with the corporate logo. What is in the envelope is what matters!"

He rubbed her left thigh gently, perhaps a little bit higher than he intended as Jane felt his fingers making contact with her knickers, and he quickly removed his hand.

Jane took her present and said, "Thank you, Semyan!" as she stood up and straightened her dress as much as she could. She headed towards the improvised changing room. Semyan caught up with her just before she opened the door.

"Please, open the envelope and tell me if you are happy, Jane," he asked her and put his arm around her waist.

He locked his eyes on her face as he waited in eager anticipation for her reaction to the news in the letter.

Jane smiled politely, even coquettishly and opened the envelope. She was getting a 25% pay rise, $35,000 bonus and a promotion to director of portfolio.

Jane was ecstatic. She jumped out of joy and said, "Thank you, Semyan! Thank you so much!"

Instead of letting go of her, as she expected, Semyan pulled her towards him and said, "I am glad that you are happy, well deserved, Jane!"

And before Jane could figure out what he was about to do, Semyan planted a kiss on her mouth. He did not involve a tongue action, it was just a peck, but still, it made Jane quickly look around. To her relief, no one else was around. Everyone had gone to the bar for drinks or elsewhere and no one was paying attention to this corner of the floor. That was, except Sally.

She had just turned up from around the corner. Semyan quickly let go of Jane when he saw his assistant.


3.     A business meeting in the sauna

"Hey, Semyan!" Sally called her boss. "Alex, Daniel and Pascal have just gone to the sauna. Are you joining them now?"

"Yes, I am coming right now! Jane will join me to talk to us about something," Semyan replied.

Jane couldn't believe her ears. Semyan expected her to meet his executive team in the sauna? Gosh, that was very unusual!

"Ah, Jane is joining you? OK," Sally said.

"It is on the ground floor, in the Spa, right?" Semyan asked.

"Yes, when you get out of the changing rooms, look for the door with a sign 'Private Party'. That is the sauna room reserved for us," Sally clarified.

"Are you coming with us, Sally?" Semyan teased his executive assistant.

Sally was slightly overweight, and unfortunately, she was self-conscious about her body. Anything that involved wearing clothes, not in line with business or strictly formal attire, put her outside of her comfort zone. Going to the sauna, especially with her colleagues, was certainly not on her list of things acceptable to do.

"No, thank you, Semyan. I think for this meeting, you will be taking your minutes. If you wanted me at the meeting, you should have set it in one of the conference rooms, not in the sauna!" Sally replied.

Jane liked this woman's whit and the way she managed to deal with someone like Semyan.

Jane mustered courage to ask her boss, "It's, it's unusual to have a business meeting in a sauna, isn't?"

"Yeah, it is unorthodox, Jane," Semyan said and chuckled. "Hi-hi! Sally knows that I am unique in my ways, right, Sally? My mum has given me such an unusual name for a reason. 'Son, I named you 'Semyan' to make you stand out from the crowd,' she told me once."

"Oh, yeah. Whatever!" Sally dismissed her boss's assertions. "By the way, Jo wanted to speak to you, something about the total margins of Chris's product. She said that they would be in the conference room finalising the contract if you could pop by at some point."

"Sure. Come on, Jane! Let's not change here. We can certainly wear these funny outfits to the sauna," Semyan said and put his hand on the small of Jane's back to nudge her to go with him.

"I am glad that you liked your Santa Claus costume!" Sally teased Semyan.

"We'll talk about it tomorrow, Sally!" Semyan told her off jokingly.

Semyan and Jane took the elevator from the fifth to the ground floor, where the Spa centre was.

She wondered how realistic it would be to get people to pay attention to what she would be saying while they were covered only by a towel and barely able to see through the steam in the sauna. Well, she was not showing slides or any other material; she was just going to talk about her ideas for improvement in their sales. How much of a challenge would that be? Jane had managed to overcome many challenging situations since she had joined the company. If it was a question of proving to Semyan and his direct reports that she was not afraid of dares and she can deal with such, why not? Surely she could do that, Jane thought.

A middle-aged couple that was not from their company joined them in the elevator on the third floor. They nodded at Semyan and Jane and smiled friendly. Jane and Semyan smiled back at them.

Semyan felt obliged to clarify his and Jane's outfit.

He shrugged his shoulders and told the couple, "Playing Santa Claus and his assistant at our company's Christmas party."

The guy replied in the same friendly tone, "Oh, I know, lovely outfits! Refreshing!"

Jane only smiled at the man's remark. She began feeling again exposed. Jane instinctively moved closer to Semyan as she got hold of the hem of her dress, trying to pull it down to cover her thighs as much as she could. Semyan put his arm around her waist. At a subconscious level, Jane sought some protection in this man standing next to her, and she cuddled to him.

Two blokes got in the elevator on the second floor. They were also from the other guests in the hotel. The smell and their glassy eyes told Jane that the guys had been enjoying the alcohol beverages for some time.

"Oh, hello, Santa!" one of them greeted Semyan as he smiled.

"And hello, to his lovely wife," the other one added in the same spirit.

"Hello to you," Semyan greeted them.

The word 'wife' was a sudden reminder for Jane that she was not supposed to be in Semyan's embrace. She immediately stepped away from him, and he let go of her.

Everyone got off the elevator on the ground floor.

The Spa was only twenty feet away from the lobby. The attendant handed Semyan and Jane a large towel each at the entrance of the Spa suite.

Before they went to the changing rooms, Semyan put his arm around her shoulder and whispered in her ear, "I know that you think that it is eccentric to set a meeting in a sauna. It is. But when I told Alex that we should have a business meeting at the party as a short break from the booze, she replied in her cheeky way that she'd rather go to the sauna or the gym for a break. I thought, OK, you will have your break in the sauna, and I asked Sally to reserve it for us. We are a close family in this company, and we can take the mickey out of each other, you know."

"OK," Jane said simply and went into the female changing room. She was the only one there. Jane quickly got rid of her Mrs Claus outfit, put her letter in the hat, and locked it along with the suit in her locker. She wrapped the towel around her body and went in the corridor. Just ten feet down the aisle, Jane located the door with a sign 'Private Party' and entered the room.

Despite the steam, she saw Alex, Daniel and Pascal sitting on one of the two wooden benches, wrapped in towels and sweating. She sat opposite of them, and then Semyan joined. He sat next to her.

Alex had cuddled to Daniel. Jane had suspected that Daniel and Alex were an item, but now she was able to confirm it.

"Jane, tell us about the programme that you are proposing," Semyan prompted her.

Jane composed herself and explained the main points of her plan. The other four listened intently. They behaved very professionally, despite the unusual setting.

Pascal and Alex had a question each, and when Jane answered their questions, Pascal said, "I think this is a good plan. It won't be easy, but change is overdue, and I will support you."

"Same here," Daniel said.

Alex nodded in agreement.

"Jane's programme is approved then," Semyan concluded. "Let's relax a bit and then we shall go to the party before the food's gone."

"Forget the food, Semyan," Pascal interjected with a cheeky smile, "The drinks, boss, the drinks will be gone."

"Nah, the tab on the drinks is for the entire night! Unlimited!" Semyan re-assured him.

What followed was the weirdest thing that Jane had witnessed in her professional life. Alex lay on her back on the bench and stretched her legs. She put her feet in Pascal's lap while at the same time she lowered her head in Daniel's lap.

"Ladies have the privilege of some luxury on this board, Jane," Alex said.

A playful smile appeared on Alex's face as she looked at Jane and stretched her legs even more comfortably on the bench, pushing Daniel and Pascal to make more room for her. Daniel put his hand on the side of her tummy to prevent her from rolling over onto the floor, while Pascal got hold of her ankles. Alex closed her eyes while Daniel began rubbing her shoulders and then the upper part of her chest. Pascal began rubbing Alex's ankles. Within a minute or so, Jane saw how Daniel's hand began venturing towards Alex's breasts, under the towel. She couldn't say for sure, but it did look like he was touching not only the base of her boobs underneath the towel but her nipples too.

"Come on, Jane, turn around. Let me rub your back!" Semyan told her quietly and nudged her to turn her back towards him.

What was Jane supposed to do?

She decided to go along and turned sideways, allowing Semyan to put his hands on her back and shoulders. He immediately began massaging the muscles around her collar bones, gradually lowering his hands down her chest. After three or so minutes, he reached the edge of the towel that was covering her breasts. Jane put her hand over the towel where her tits resided underneath to indicate to Semyan that she was not keen to let him touch her there. Semyan got the message and continued to gently caress her skin only above the hem of the towel. Jane liked what he was doing. She began to relax in the capable hands of this man.

Semyan whispered in her ear, "Relax, Jane, it is all about a little bit of mindfulness. Just relax to give your body and spirit some deserved break."

When he began talking to her like that, Jane got goosebumps. She closed her eyes, dropped her hands beside her body and slightly leaned back against Semyan's chest. Semyan was quite good at reading her as he moved a little bit backwards and sideways, allowing Jane to rest her head and back on his chest and stomach.

Jane was feeling both the erotic side as well as the relaxing side of Semyan's massage. He widened up the circular movements of his palms and began to go slightly over the hem of her towel on her chest. Jane sighed when Semyan's hands reached out towards the edges of her armpits, without, of course, touching them, massaging the muscles attaching her breasts to her chest. She noticed that in the process, Semyan had slightly pushed the towel covering her chest, loosening it a little bit.

Her brain was telling her that it was time to get up. Her senses were telling her to stay and enjoy the waves of pleasure that Semyan's hands were sending through her body. Semyan's hands reached under the hem of the towel, touching the base of her breasts. Immersed in the sensation, she stayed still and sighed when she felt his hands cupping her breasts. A pre-orgasmic shiver went through her body when his hands touched the hardened nipples of her breasts under the towel. This shiver woke her up from her semi hypnotised state.

Jane sat up abruptly, gently pushing Semyan's hands away. She tightened up the towel around her chest.

"I have to go now!" she said simply and stood up.

"Of course," Semyan said with a smile and stood up too, without hiding his erection that was visible through the bulge in his towel. "See you at the party, Jane!"

The others waved at her in silence as she left the sauna room.

Jane's brain was about to explode when she thought of what had just happened. She got involved in something that she would not have dreamt of doing: undressing in front of another man, sitting in his lap and letting him feel her boobs. What worried her most was that she liked his touches, her body welcomed him around her, and she loved the way he talked to her. However, this whole thing was not for her. She was a prudent wife; she loved Chris! No, she had to stop this right now!


4.     Aggressive negotiation

Jane took a long shower. She did not put on the Mrs Claus costume, just the boots. She wrapped herself in the towel and headed straight to the 5th floor to get her clothes from the storage room. Jane took the costume with her to return it to Sally without forgetting the envelope with her bonus letter. She decided to walk up the stairs where there was much less chance to bump into someone while covered only by a towel. When she got on the fifth floor, she found out that the Christmas party was in full swing. People were dancing and speaking loudly; most of them were already drunk. Fortunately, they had gathered on the other side of the floor where the bar and the dance floor were. Jane sneaked in behind the Santa Grotto to get to the storage room for her clothes.

Just when she was about to open the door and thought that she had accomplished her stealth mission, Sally appeared from behind the corner.

She shouted and waved at her, "Jane, here you are!"

"Gosh!" Jane got startled by Sally. "Sally, you scared the hell out of me!"

"Sorry, I did not mean to stalk you. Chris has been looking for you, and I thought you'd come here, so I wanted to tell you!"

"Oh, I've been--, "Jane began to explain before she got interrupted by Sally.

"I know. You've just taken a shower in your room. Chris has been all the time in the conference room, finalising his contract with Jo and James." Sally said, rushing her words as if she was in a great hurry and winked at her.

Jane was wondering why Sally was saying that she had been in her room while she knew that she had been in the sauna. And also, why was she giving her the details of Chris's recent whereabouts? Then it made sense to her. Chris and Jo appeared from the elevators. Sally was trying to help her devise her alibi so that she did not have to tell Chris that she had her meeting in the sauna.

Chris hurried in front of Jo and hugged Jane as he said, "Where have you been, honey? I've been looking for you."

"I had to take a shower, honey," Jane replied, deliberately omitting to tell her husband that she had been in a sauna. "Silly me, forgot my clothes in the storage room and came to collect them!"

She couldn't help but blush. Jane was not a good liar. She thought that her red face was betraying her and began contemplating telling Chris about the sauna.

Sally intervened, "You did well to take a shower, Jane. Wearing these costumes can cause allergies."

Then James popped out from the elevator carrying a folder with papers.

"Here, Jo, two copies of the contract. I've just collected them from the print room," James said and extended his hand with the folder to Jo.

"No need, shred them," Jo said as she refused to take the documents.

"Why?" James asked, a little bewildered. "I thought you wanted me to print the copies as we had reached an agreement."

"Well, Semyan does not want to sign it. He met Chris and me in the conference room while you had gone to sort out the printing and he does not want to sign."

"I thought Semyan had also agreed, hadn't he?" James said.

"He had, but Semyan does not want to take a haircut on our side. He insists on 4.5%. That leaves Chris with 1.7%. Chris does not agree, so it is a 'no'," Jo replied.

"Look, as I said, Jo," Chris began talking with a passion, "I do not think it is fair. We all agreed that the projected margin should be adjusted from 8.9% to 6.2% for supermarket discounts. It's in both parties' interest to sell more, so we both need to take a haircut and split the profit equally, 3.1% by 3.1%!"

"It's our product policy, Chris, 4.5% is the minimum to start a new product. Semyan won't make an exception for your product."

"Yeah, because you advised him so!" Chris said, unable to hide his anger with Jo.

"Great!" James sighed. "You can have the copies, Chris. Do whatever you want with them. I am going to get myself a drink!"

James put the folder with the copies of the unsigned contract in Chris's hands and headed towards the bar.

Chris took the folder and asked Jo, "So what happens if I walk away?"

"I am not trying to put any pressure on you, Chris, but I have a call scheduled with your competitor for tomorrow morning. If I were you, I would agree with our margins, we have compromised a lot already. 1.7% is not a bad margin for someone who does not have their own distribution network," Jo replied. "Time for me to catch up with the party!"

Jo headed to the bar to get herself a drink and finally joined the party. She was sharp and cruel. Chris knew by now that he could not expect any empathy from her.

"Give me the Santa Claus helper's costume if you want me to relieve you," Sally offered her help to Jane.

Jane handed the costume to Sally without saying a word. Sally joined the aggregation of people around the bar to get a drink for herself.

Chris put the folder on the table nearby and took Jane's hands.

He looked her in the eyes as he said, "Jane, please find Semyan and convince him to talk to me, alone! I need a one to one with him, without this bitch Jo in the room. That is my last chance, please!"

"If he doesn't want, Chris,-- "

"No, he has to agree. Please, do whatever you can to get me five minutes with him, please!"

"I am not sure that I will be able to convince him-- "

"Yes, you can, Jane. Please, put your heart and mind in it and find a way to convince him to speak to me. You have to help me!"

Jane saw so much agony in Chris's eyes that she said, "OK, let me see what I can do!"

"Thank you, honey!" Chris said, and his smile returned on his face. "I love you!"

Chris kissed his wife quickly on the lips and then said, "Let me get hold of Jo and try to convince her at least not to interfere anymore."

Chris let go of Jane, took the folder from the table and hurried towards the bar where Jo was chatting with James.

Jane entered the storage room. She removed her towel.

"Sorry, may I come in," she heard Semyan's voice just when she was about to pick up her bikini briefs from the stall.

"Just a sec," she managed to say and in a rush put her towel back around her.

Semyan entered the room.

"Let's get changed, Jane, time for us to party too!" Semyan said as he grinned at her after he had closed the door behind him.

Jane did not reply, just stepped back to let Semyan pass.

"Are you all right, Jane?" he asked her when he noticed that she was somewhat disturbed.

"Semyan," Jane said, "Why can't you sign that contract?"

"Sorry, Jane, I can't. I cannot break a policy that I have been applying to all our suppliers."

"Chris wants to talk to you. He thinks there is a way forward."

"Both Jo and I talked to him ten minutes ago. Unfortunately-- "

"No, he wants to talk to you alone."

"Jane, no. Sorry," Semyan said and leaned back on one of the shelves as he looked at her.

Jane was not sure what to make out of his expression. It was a mixture of regret that he could not meet her request and the already familiar to her lustful look.

Jane removed her boots and stepped on her shoes.

Then she did something that she did not think that she was capable of doing. But she did it! She dropped her towel on the floor, revealing her whole naked body.

Semyan stared at her speechless. He swallowed nervously. Jane traced his gaze – he was ogling her beautiful breasts, his eyes scanned her tummy and then fixated on her crotch, trying to see as much as he could of her pussy. Jane was blushing but was determined to punish him by showing him what he could not have, the way he had tortured Chris by showing him a contract that he could never have.

"You know," Jane said as she reached out to the stand and took her bikini briefs. "My husband has put his heart and soul in his product, so I want to help him."

Jane put on her bikini briefs watching with the edge of her eye how Semyan stared at her tits that hung when she bent forward to put her legs through. She then pulled her panties up into place and turned around, showing her butt to Semyan, as she adjusted the back of the underwear.

Jane turned around once again and looked at Semyan's face as she reached out for her bra on the stand. His face had turned red out of excitement, watching her naked so close in front of him.

"I know it is a conflict of interest to ask you to sign something," she continued as she took her bra, "That you believe is not in the interest of the company."

Semyan adjusted his shorts, trying to make more space for his growing erection. Jane felt so much empowered by what she was making Semyan to go through that she began liking what she was doing.

Jane paused and put her arms through the bra straps. She held the bra in front of her so that the inside of the bra was facing her.

"I know that," she continued and put her right arm through the right armhole followed by her left arm through the left armhole. "However, I know that my husband, and I, will be extremely grateful if you at least listen to him once again."

Jane clasped the bra in the back.

Semyan had the pleasure to watch her feeling her boobs inside the bra cups as she ensured that they fit inside.

Jane said, "It is only fair to give him one final shot," as she took her skirt from the stand.

She couldn't hide her smile when she saw Semyan's erection pressing on the fabric of his tight shorts as she bent forward to put on her skirt.

Semyan grabbed her by the waist as soon as she stood up and tried to kiss her. She put her hands on his chest and pulled her head back to deny him the kiss. Semyan slid his hands on her buttocks and pressed her body against hers, looking her in the eyes.

"Will you meet him?" Jane asked him and moved her lips closer to his.

"Yes," Semyan said, and he put his mouth on hers.

Jane opened her lips slightly, let his lips intertwine with hers, and they touched tongues. Semyan was a gentle but passionate kisser. He did not let go of her after what was more than 10 seconds long kiss. He squeezed her ass. Jane ran out of breath and broke the kiss. She pushed him gently away, and he let go of her.

Jane took her blouse and put it on. Without bothering to button it up, she took her cardigan and put it on over it. She quickly put on her shoes and grabbed her socks in her hand.

"You have to meet him tonight, in the next hour or so," she said as she looked at Semyan.

"I will, Jane," Semyan said as he leaned with his back on the shelf without taking away his eyes from her.

Jane left the storage room and went straight into her room to fix her clothes. She was disturbed because a kiss meant a lot to her. Jane had just cheated on her husband for the first time since they had married. She felt guilty about what she had done, but it was not only her fault, she thought. Chris had told her, "do whatever you can to get me five minutes with him," and Jane had done precisely that. OK, she didn't do it only for Chris, she liked the kiss, and she had wanted it. She had to accept that she was an unfaithful wife. But it was only a kiss. It was not like as if she had fucked Semyan. It was just a one-off, a small crush that ended with a kiss. That is what she would tell Semyan on Monday, and it would be the end of it. He would not risk a scandal and would take notice; that was for sure. Jane is drawing a line now, nothing more should happen.

Having somewhat analysed what she had done and devised her plan of action, Jane felt in control and much at ease with herself. Ten minutes later, she was finally able to join Chris at his table.

"You have a date with Semyan," Jane whispered in Chris's ear as she sat next to him.

"Really? Thank you so much, honey," Chris said and smiled as he gave her a peck on the lips. "Have you had any food, Jane? I have saved some for you."

Her husband passed her a plate with sandwiches that he had kept on his other side.

"Thank you, Chris, very kind of you," Jane replied and took a sandwich.

"What will you be drinking, Jane?" he asked his wife.

"Vodka and tonic, please," Jane said.

Chris went to the bar to get their drinks.

Sally, now slightly intoxicated, came to Jane and told her, "Jane, I just wanted to say that you were a gorgeous Mrs Claus! Everyone has been talking about you. Have you been modelling before?"

"Oh, stop it, Sally. Thank you for the compliment, anyway! No, I haven't been a model."

Dan, from the IT department, joined Jane and Sally and said, "I couldn't help but overhear Sally, and I agree with her. You are truly a star, Jane! I wished I was Santa Claus tonight."

Dan was a cheeky mid-thirties lad, still single. Jane knew that he had hots for her by some of his comments in the office.

Before Jane could thank Dan for the compliment, Sally slapped him playfully on the wrist and said, "Stop it, Dan. Her husband is just coming back with the drinks, and you will be in trouble!"

"I am just saying what is true, that's all," Dan said and smiled before he went to talk to the guys from Facilities at the other table.

Chris brought Jane her vodka with tonic and a pint of lager for himself.

Sally said, "I'll leave the two of you to catch up," and walked away with unsteady step.

Chris sat down in his chair next to Jane.

"Cheers!" he said and raised his glass.

"Cheers, honey," Jane replied, and they clinked their glasses.

"When will you be meeting with the executive committee?" Chris asked his wife.

"Oh, I've already met them. Briefly," Jane replied.

"Oh, have you? When?"

"Well, to be honest, this was the most unusual meeting I've ever had, Chris. It was in the sauna room!"

There it was! She told her husband that she had to run her kick-off meeting in the sauna. She just could not keep it secret.

"Huh? In the sauna?" Chris said as he looked at her, quite amused by what he had just heard.

"Yeah, in the sauna. And Daniel felt the boobs of one of the directors, Alex, underneath her towel."

"Really?" Chris said, even further amused, "It's a shame that I was not invited!"

Jane slapped her husband on the wrist and giggled to make it clear that she had not taken his comment seriously, "Hi-hi! Don't even think about it! She is an item with Daniel. They hugged all the time. I suspected it from their body language around each other in the office. They confirmed my suspicions in the sauna."

"And you?"

"What me?" Jane asked.

She became apprehensive and took a sip from her glass.

"Did anyone feel your tits?" Chris asked her quietly as he leaned towards her to make sure that no one else could overhear them.

Jane couldn't read her husband. Was he joking or was he indeed suspecting something? She had to stay calm, she thought. She can do it!

"Chris! No! Of course not," Jane said and looked away from Chris as she took another sip from her glass.

"Jane?" Chris asked her as he knew his wife.

He knew that she was not telling him something.

"What?"

Chris transfixed her with a penetrating gaze as he drank from his glass. She knew that her face turned red, so she had to say something credible quickly, right then.

"Well," Jane said as she lowered her voice and leaned closer to Chris. "Semyan wanted to give me a message!"

"In the sauna?"

"Yeah."

A shadow passed over Chris's face, but then it got quickly replaced by a smile.

"Where?"

"He offered to massage my shoulders and clavicles, but I declined."

Chris did not say anything. He took a sip of his drink and looked at the crowd at the bar.

Jane did not muster the courage to tell Chris the entire truth. No, she would never let him know that another man had felt her boobs in the sauna, that she had undressed in front of him in the storage room or that she had allowed him to kiss her. No, this, she would never tell her husband. That would be her secret forever! Nothing good would come from it if she told him. She would only hurt Chris by telling him, and it would be pointless since she was putting an end to it anyway. However, she knew that the best way to hide something was to reveal some of it and hide it in plain sight. By making her husband aware that Semyan was pursuing her, she was pre-emptively addressing potential suspicions by admitting it, but on the other hand, attaching to it a picture of her pushing back on his advances. This way, she was putting to bed any notion about her behaviour. Chris would accept that Semyan was at fault, but his wife had stayed prudent. Yes, she was going about this the smart way, the more Jane thought, the more convinced she became that this conversation turned out well for her.

"So he has hots for you," Chris finally broke the silence.

"Ahm, I don't know. Maybe. People say that he is a womaniser. If that is true, I guess he has hots for every woman in the company."

"Did he not try something else?"

"No," Jane said as she shook her head.

"And how did the meeting go?"

"Very well, my programme got approved!"

"Well done! At least you are winning! So far, I am only fighting, but not winning."

Chris looked gloomy. Jane touched his hand to comfort him.

"Shall we dance?" Chris suddenly invited her to a slow dance that had just started.

They joined the others on the dance floor. Chris was horny, and he showed it to her by pulling her body closer to his and letting her feel his erect cock pressing through his trousers against her thigh.

She kissed him on the cheek and said, "Hold on your horses until we go to bed, honey," and then she pushed away from his embrace, "I need to pee. Will you get me another vodka, honey?"

Jane went to the bathroom, and when she came back to their table, Chris had gotten their drinks. They had a chit chat with Mary, who had joined them to say hello, for ten minutes or so, and Chris invited his wife to another slow dance.

The alcohol started to affect both of them. Chris attempted to kiss his wife on the dance floor. Just before she let her husband touch her lips, she saw Semyan leaning on the bar in his regular clothes and watching them. He had just turned up and gotten a glass of alcohol. The way he was looking at her made her feel uncomfortable. So uncomfortable that she moved her head slightly away to dodge the kiss with her husband and offered her cheek for a kiss instead.

"I’m not sure that we should do it in front of my colleagues, Chris," Jane whispered in his ear.

"OK, when we get in our room, you will make it up to me!" Chris said.

"You batcha," Jane said and forced herself to giggle.

Chris squeezed her bum, but Jane took his hands and moved them up.

As soon as they finished the dance, Semyan approached them and said, "Chris, your wife talked me into having another chat with you about the deal, shall we?"

"Yes, thank you, Semyan," Chris said. "Jane, will you wait for me at our table?"

"Sure," Jane replied and went to their table.

Sally and Maureen joined her to keep her company. Jane told them that Chris was having a chat with Semyan as a final attempt to get his deal through. They were a little drunk, but Jane still had a good time talking to her colleagues. Sally and Maureen included her in two rounds of drinks, and Jane was getting more than tipsy when almost an hour later, Chris came back.

He wasn't happy.

"Semyan is a prick, isn't he?" Sally said when she saw the expression on Chris's face.

"You said it, Sally," Chris said with a gloomy voice.

"Jane, our boss is a very stubborn man," Sally said as she put her hand on Jane's to comfort her.

"Well, there is nothing that can be done," Jane said.

Maureen left them as she decided to mingle with her colleagues at the bar.

Sally kept looking at Jane for a while. She did not let go of her hand as if she was trying to apply some soothing therapy on her.

Jane looked at Chris. He was so furious that he drank his third pint of beer in one go.

"I am fine, Sally," Jane said, barely audible as she felt overwhelmed by the desperation that had overtaken her husband.

Sally finally let go of Jane's hand and took one of the sheets of paper and a pencil lying around on the table, perhaps left behind from the Christmas maze game that their colleagues had played. She turned sideways so that no one saw what she wrote down and handed the folded piece of paper to Jane.

"Don't read it now! Read it when you are in your room! It could be the answer to your predicament with Semyan," she told Jane as she pulled her aside so that Chris could not hear her.

Then she wobbled to the table where Maureen had joined her husband.

Jane put the piece of paper in the pocket of her cardigan.

"It's almost midnight. I am going to bed. Jane, are you joining me?" Chris asked his wife.

Just when Jane and Chris stood up to go, Semyan waved at them indicating that he wanted to have a word with them.

He walked up to them and said, "I am retiring too. I leave the youngsters to carry on. Jane, once again congrats for your very successful start in my company and sorry, Chris, about the contract. I can't go any lower on the deal. Call me in my room; I am in 301 if you change your mind. I'll be happy if you wake me up for such a great deal, but only if you can go lower. Sorry, buddy!"

Semyan tapped Chris friendly on the shoulder and walked away. When he made five or six steps, he stopped, turned around and came back to Chris and Jane.

He told Chris, "Sometimes, there are moments in your life when you have to part with something dear to you, something that is so dear to you that it looks like it is unthinkable to share. However, often you find out later on that it would have been worth the sacrifice in the bigger scheme of things. The minor loss that you have to accept in the beginning is nonsignificant compared to the huge gain afterwards. Don't let that moment pass tonight, Chris!"

Then Semyan left them for good.

Chris and Jane waved "Good Night" to Sally and Maureen and also went to their room.


5.     Signing up the contract

As soon as they got in their room, Chris put his hands on his wife's hips, she crossed her arms on his neck, and they began kissing. Jane fought off the intrusive thought that a couple of hours earlier, she had kissed another man and that kissing her husband soon afterwards felt somewhat weird. She was determined to move on, the sooner she had sex with Chris, the sooner her transgression would be erased in her mind, she thought.

Chris removed her cardigan and threw it on the chair next to the nightstand. He unbuttoned his wife's blouse while she pulled down on his trousers. Jane let go of her shirt, and Chris tossed it on the chair where her cardigan had landed. He stepped out from his pants that had fallen around his ankles after Jane's intervention. Chris unhooked her bra at her back, and she removed it, revealing her tits. However, when Chris attempted to put his hands on her breasts, Jane stopped him. She felt overwhelmed for a moment when Chris's motion towards her boobs reminded her of how Semyan had groped her in the sauna.

"Let's take a shower, Chris. You know that I like it when we are clean."

"Sure," her husband agreed with her. "You go first, Jane."

Jane thought that she just needed a few minutes to collect her thoughts in the shower, and then she would have a passionate sex with her husband as if nothing had happened.

"What a mixed bag this party was," Chris said when Jane popped out of the shower still drying herself with the towel.

Her husband had been sitting on the sofa and waiting for her to free the shower cabin.

"Let's not talk about it, honey. Now it is about us only!" Jane said and smiled.

Chris told his wife, "You have the most amazing body, honey!" as he watched her put on her black thong.

Jane's playful smile rewarded him for his compliment as she tucked under the duvet in the bed.

Chris jumped off the sofa, and less than 10 minutes later, he popped out from the bathroom. He had put on his boxers only.

Chris jumped next to Jane on the bed and buried himself under the duvet too.

Jane rolled on her left side. Chris turned on his right side, facing his wife. He felt her tits and then moved his hand over her right hip as they kissed. Jane slid her hand in his boxers and wrapped her fingers around his erect cock. She loved it when her husband's penis was beginning to throb in her hand. Jane knew that she had now put behind any lingering thoughts from her experience during the day, and she was again 100% Chris's wife.

Just when they broke the kiss, Chris said, "It would have been the perfect night, honey, if I was able to sign this contract! You and I were so close to becoming rich. At least you have a great job, and they appreciate you here. I need to find something else. My dream for this business is not going to come true."

"Don't say that, Chris! You will try with another company."

Jane slid her hand further down onto his balls and gently squeezed them, trying to draw his attention back to having sex with her.

"Nah, this was my last chance," he said as he lay back on his back and put his hands behind his head.

"I wished I could help you, honey," Jane said as she rolled on her back too, and let go of his cock.

Why did he have to talk about this now?

Jane pulled off the duvet and looked at the ceiling, letting her white tits wobble as she put her hands behind her head as well.

Chris turned off the lights, leaving just the night lamp on and put his hand on her chest. He caressed her left breast, and they kissed again.

They broke the kiss, and Chris slid his hand down her tummy, reaching the waistband of her thong.

He stopped there for a while as he appeared to think of something. Jane knew that her husband's thoughts were coming back to the loss of his dream deal.

Chris seemed to remember what he had begun doing and resumed slipping his hand slowly in his wife's knickers, only to stop again. His face betrayed his emotions. He was thinking of the missed business opportunity, and that impeded his sexual drive.

Jane put her hand on the elbow of her husband's hand that seemed to have lost its way in her panties and looked at him as she said, "Shall I talk to Semyan once again? What if you agreed to his terms for the first six months, and afterwards you share the profit on equal terms? I know our policy, the definition of how long a product is considered a new product is vague."

"I doubt he'll budge, Jane. He's settled on this. Nothing that anyone says will change his mind. He told me that when we talked last time."

"Yet, he told you before he left that if you changed your mind and have something to offer, to call him."

Chris pulled his hand out from Jane's knickers. He lay on his back next to her and looked at the ceiling.

"I am not going to go below the 3.1%!" Chris said with an almost angry tone of his voice.

"You are stubborn, aren't you?" Jane said as she sighed. "I wished I could make the two of you compromise a little more."

There was a long silence, then Chris said, "3% is the minimum to secure our financials in the longer run, Jane. I know how it works. If I agree to the lower per cent now, he will never agree to an increase. Simply because after he sells my product through his distribution network for a few months, all clients and supermarkets will know the product as his product. They will associate it with the name of his company, not mine. Jo knows that; he knows that. That's why they are so uncompromising."

Jane sighed and closed her eyes, feeling helpless and alone.

"I will tell him that if he wants me in his company, he has to approve this contract," she said.

"Jane, don't do that. We need your job more than ever."

They both continued thinking about their fortunes or lack of such. Somewhat the desire for sex had been trumped by their tormenting thoughts of missing the opportunity to get the contract signed and sort out their financials for a lifetime.

"I wished it was not the case, but your boss's refusal to let me have a meaningful profit from my product," Chris said and sighed, "made me hate the whole idea of having my own business."

Jane sat up and reached out to the chair next to the nightstand, where her cardigan was. She had remembered what Sally had told her when she wrote something on that piece of paper at the table.

"What are you looking for?" Chris said.

"I just remembered that Sally wrote down something that she said could be the answer to our predicament with Semyan!"

Jane pulled the sheet of paper from the pocket of her cardigan and unfolded it. She read it, and a shadow of disappointment passed over her face. Jane lay on her back.

"What is it?" Chris asked.

Jane did not reply.

"What is she saying we should do?" Chris insisted on knowing and reached out to take the piece of paper from Jane's hand.

She let him take it.

Sally had sketched what appeared to be a pussy, and an arrow pointing at it. She had written: "This is what he wants to get from you to give you what you want. I know that."

"Fuck!" Chris almost shouted and threw the paper on the floor. "Fucker!"

He calmed down and said quietly, "Good night, honey!"

"Good night, Chris!" Jane replied.

Chris turned off the night lamp. The mood for sex had gone. And how wouldn't it? The guy that held the key to his prosperity would only let him succeed if he let him fuck his wife. That was preposterous, what a bastard Semyan was, Chris thought. He should sue him! Only that a piece of sheet with a sketch by a drunken woman was not any proof for the lawyers, he thought.

Chris tried to fall asleep, but sleep eluded him. He kept thinking how next day he would have lost the contract and be penniless, having to rely on his wife's income to support his family. And how easy it would have been if he had the contract signed! But, the bastard wanted the unthinkable.

Another 30 minutes or so had passed, and Chris was still awake. He listened to his wife's breathing and did not recognise the familiar sleep pattern.

Then he whispered, "Jane, are you sleeping?"

"No," Jane whispered back.

"Why?"

"I just can't!"

"Do you think about the contract?"

"Yeah!"

They did not talk for another ten minutes. Chris imagined how the world would work better for him if Jane could somehow clone herself and do what Semyan wanted her to do and then undo it once he had signed the contract.

"What are you thinking about, Chris?" Jane asked him quietly.

"He-he," Chris tried to laugh. "I imagine a world where you had a twin sister, and we let her fuck Semyan. Then he signs the contract while you and I live happily ever after!"

"Oh, Chris, how unfair to my poor sister! Thank God she is not my twin, hi-hi," Jane said as she tried to laugh too.

"Is he so repulsive?" Chris asked.

"Oh, not at all. But still, setting up my sister like this?" Jane said with a playful tone.

"So you find Semyan attractive."

There was a minute of silence.

"What are trying to say, Chris?" Jane asked.

Her tone had changed from playful to depressed, almost sinister.

"Nothing."

After five minutes of silence, Chris asked, "You did not answer my question whether you find Semyan attractive."

Jane did not respond.

Just when Chris thought that she might have fallen asleep finally, she said quietly, barely audible, "I do."

Both Jane and Chris kept quiet.

Chris kept thinking what Jane answer meant for her, and him. Sweat covered his entire body. A question gradually had emerged in the torrent of thoughts. Was it indeed so unthinkable for Jane to let Semyan have what he wanted for one night, one night only? Could it be that hard for Jane and him to move on afterwards as a happy couple, having secured their future and the future of their kids? They could then even afford a third child and even a fourth child. Chris had always wanted to have four children with his wife.

Oh, fuck it! That is ridiculous! He would never pimp his wife for a business deal, never!

"Chris!" he heard his wife whisper.

"What?"

"If you want me to do it, I will do it!"

Chris kept quiet. He closed his eyes and tried to force himself to fall asleep.

Five minutes later, he said, "No, I don't!"

The moment he said it, he felt as if a knife went through his stomach. He would never be rich! He needed to start from scratch again, find a mundane job, somehow. And for how long would his wife love a loser like him? She had a good job, they appreciated her; in fact, some quite a lot as he just found out. Fuck! That bastard Semyan! He had got him by the balls! He was sinking him while promoting his wife. It would be a question of time until Semyan got what he wanted if Jane stayed in this job. The only difference would be that Chris would be entirely dependent financially and otherwise on his wife by then. When Jane comes one day to tell him that she is leaving him for Semyan, he will be already reduced to nothing! What did Semyan say to him of losing something today to gain more tomorrow? Maybe he was not wrong.

Chris stared in the darkness for another ten minutes.

Then he asked Jane, "Jane, are you still awake?"

"Yes," she replied.

"Perhaps, perhaps, we should do it, you know. It looks like the only way."

Jane did not reply immediately. He felt her hand finding his wrist and gently squeezing it.

She asked quietly, "Are you sure?"

Chris did not reply but rolled over towards her. A trickle of light was coming into their room from the corridor underneath the door. He could distinguish his wife's silhouette. Chris lowered his head over hers and kissed her. He then lay on his right side and caressed her naked tits.

"I don't know," he said.

He lay on his back and stared in the darkness.

He sighed.

Then he said, "I have the contract in my drawer in the nightstand. The way I want it signed."

Jane reached out and took the phone from her nightstand and put it on Chris's chest. The display and the keys flashed, illuminating their faces.

Chris did not take the phone. They stayed like this for what it seemed like eternity.

"9301," Jane said, very faintly.

Chris hesitantly took the phone set, sat up and dialled 9301. Just when it began ringing, he hung up.

"I can't put you through this, honey!" Chris said and put down the phone in his lap.

He saw in the dim light that Jane was looking at him.

"You know, that in a way I have a crush on him?" she said.

"You do?"

"Ahm, not exactly a crush, but I thought a few times earlier this evening that if I was a different type of girl, I might have done it with him anyway. Many women do it for nothing, you know."

"Will you still love me afterwards?"

"Of course. And you?"

"Of course!"

Chris picked up the phone and hastily dialled 9301 once again as if he was scared not to chicken out in the last moment.

No one answered for at least 20 seconds, and just when he was about to hang up, he heard Semyan, "Hi, Chris, do you have something to offer?"

"Yes. You can come over to sign the contract. Jane and I are in 309."

"Do you agree with 1.7%?"

"No. It is something else."

"Hm, I can't think of anything else in that contract that would make me sign it."

"It is not in the contract, Semyan!"

There was a silence.

"Semyan?"

"Yes."

"It is not in the contract. It is something that you desire much more than anything in the contract. Something that only Jane can give to you."

Chris hung up the call.

Since it was quiet in the room, Jane was able to listen to the whole conversation, but she still asked, "What happened?"

"I don't know."

Chris put back the phone on the nightstand next to Jane and said, "I love you, honey."

Then he lay next to her.

"I love you, Chris," Jane whispered and took his hand in hers.

Just when they thought that nothing would happen, they heard a knock on the door. Chris hesitated for a second, but then he got up, and without turning on the lights, he got to the door. When he opened it, Jane saw Semyan standing in his boxers only.

"May I?" he said quietly.

Chris let him in and shut the door behind him.

Semyan located the night lamp on the nightstand on Jane's side and switched it on.

Jane covered herself over her face with the duvet. Chris went to his nightstand and pulled out from its upper drawer the contract copies and a pen.

He handed them to Semyan and said, "No change, sign it as it is."

"Sure, Chris, but a little later. Keep it with you and give it to me when there is no way to renege on the deal, I mean the deal that is outside the contract. Will you?"

Chris did not say anything. He put the documents on his night stand and lay in the bed next to Jane. Chris covered himself with the duvet, not that he was cold, but just because he felt so vulnerable.

Semyan gently pulled the duvet from over Jane’s face and smiled at her as he said softly, "Relax, Jane. I am not a monster. If you do not want to do it, say so."

Jane did not reply. She just turned on her left side, facing Chris and moved closer to him to make some room for Semyan to lie next to her.

Chris moved further back and rolled on his right side to look at his wife's face. Still lying on her left side, Jane pulled herself closer to her husband, leaving even more space for Semyan to lie down behind her. Jane took Chris's right hand in her left hand and said, "Would you hold my hand and not let go of it, Chris?"

Her backside was pointing towards the edge of the bed where Semyan was just getting on. Semyan lay beside her and placed his hand on her right shoulder.

Chris closed his eyes but held his wife's hand tightly.

Jane got goosebumps when Semyan brushed aside her hair to expose the skin of her neck. She felt Semyan's kiss just above her collar bone, and a few seconds later, his hand was crawling down her side towards her chest. His muscular stomach pressed on her back. His crotch got glued to her butt.

There was no point now to protect her tits. They were up for giving, so she lifted her right arm to give Semyan better access to her boobs from behind. Tingles went through her spine and elbows when she felt his hand cupping her right breast. Semyan leaned over her and nudged her with his free hand to look at him. Jane turned her head, and he put his lips on her mouth. Semyan's tightly pressed lips over her mouth and his tongue made her part her lips and let him in. They kissed. She loved the kiss; it was powerful, erotic, and lustful. As soon as they broke the kiss, she looked at Chris. He was watching.

"You can part take if you want," Semyan said when he also saw Chris's gaze. "Feel free to kiss your wife, if you want."

Chris did not react, just kept holding his wife's hand.

Jane's body trembled when Semyan pulled the duvet off her and Chris and pushed it down on the floor.

Her leg and tummy muscles contracted when she felt Semyan's hand on her right buttock. A few seconds later, the fabric of her thong got tucked in between her ass cheeks under Semyan's skilful grip. Semyan groped her ass for about a minute, then went down and kissed her ass cheeks. He slid in a finger, then two between the waistband of her thong and the skin of her right hip. Slowly, he began pulling her knickers down. Jane looked at Chris. Her husband just nodded. She lifted a little bit her bum to help Semyan remove her panties. Semyan supported her legs with one hand while with the other, he pulled her thong down along her thighs. Then he slipped it around her knees until finally, he lifted her ankles to take it off completely.

Jane felt her ass exposed. Shivers of excitement went through her body when Semyan's hand slid between her inner thighs. She kept lying on her left side, but her new lover pulled up her right leg with one hand and with the other, he made his way to her shaved pussy from behind. Jane's cunt was neatly shaved, only with a landing strip on top. Semyan ran his fingers through the landing strip and soon found her crack. He began caressing her cunt, with soft, gentle movements of his fingers. He was touching her clit briefly, then moving along her pussy crack to her vaginal opening. Jane felt that she was getting wet. Her body began convulsing. She was not sure why: whether these were the pre-orgasmic pleasure waves or just the sheer excitement of what was about to happen. Or it could have been a combination of both. Jane gasped when Semyan's head stretched her legs apart, and his tongue found its way to her clitoris.

"Chris, kiss me, please," she begged Chris, who was staring at her face, holding her hand in one of his hands and stroking his erect penis inside his boxers with his other hand.

"It will be easier for me if you kiss me," Jane repeated her request, and Chris glued himself to her upper body as he began mouth kissing her.

Meanwhile, Semyan had inserted two fingers in her vagina and had begun fingering her. Jane was very wet. Soon she felt Semyan's third finger joining the other two in her vagina while his thumb began tapping gently on her clit. Jane started to gasp in Chris's mouth, still not willing to break the kiss with him. However, the waves of pleasure emanating from her vulva were gradually taking over her body. A minute or so later, she was breaking the kiss with her husband to moan every three or four seconds, only to resume kissing him. This way, she somehow felt that her husband, not someone else, was fucking her. Finally, she had to give up kissing Chris and arched her head backwards, able to sigh freely.

Semyan left her pussy for a second, and she sensed that he removed his boxers. A few seconds later, she felt his erect, massive cock pressing on her bum cheek. His thighs pushed against the back of hers. Jane's whole body began shivering. Gosh, she thought, it was about to happen! Jane got butterflies in her stomach. She knew that once that penis pressing on its length against her buttock got inside her vagina, there was no turning back, it would be something that could not be undone. She got scared and squeezed Chris's hand, almost digging her nails in his flesh. Chris sensed what was about to happen and looked down. He saw how Semyan nudged Jane to move her legs a little forward and slightly bent them to provide him with better access to her pussy. Jane complied, pushing Chris's legs gently away with her knees and poking her ass further backwards. Semyan squeezed in his left arm underneath Jane, between her and the bedsheet. Holding her at the stomach with his left hand, he pulled her upper body towards him, pressing his chest against her back. Semyan used his right hand to brush Jane's hair aside and clear the skin on the right side of her neck. He kissed, almost licked her neck and then using his right hand, he gently nudged her to turn her head towards him. He kissed her deep, taking her breath away as his right hand found its way to her right boob, and he began massaging her tit. At the same time, Chris caressed with his free hand the skin of her stretched neck in front and guided her hand, which he was holding, towards his dick. Jane tried to pull down his boxers with one hand, while still locked in a kiss with Semyan. Chris quickly realised what he had to do and took his boxers off. Jane took her husband's erect penis and began stroking it. That is when she felt the pressure on her labia exerted by Semyan's cock. He was making his way towards her vagina.

Jane's breathing became frequent and shallow. She broke the kiss with Semyan, and she looked at her husband. Mumbling the words, between her semi audible moans, she asked him, "There will be no return after this point, are you sure, Chris?"

Chris just said, panting himself heavily, "Yes, go ahead, honey!"

Jane gasped when the tip of Semyan's penis pressed against the opening of her vagina. She was loosened and wet, but this was a big cock, something that she had never accommodated before in her life. Jane began taking deeper breaths to relax her pelvic muscles, and it worked. She felt how the head of Semyan's penis stretched her vagina to the limit and slid in. She loved it. Semyan was a gentle lover. He was going with small, shallow strokes, giving time for her vaginal walls to adjust to his size.

Chris wanted to speak, but he felt like he had lost his voice under the enormous mental struggle raging in his brain, a battle between raging jealousy, utter humiliation and inexplicable utmost sexual arousal that he had never felt before.

Finally, he managed to say, "Semyan, aren't you going to use a condom? My wife is not on the pill."

"I'll buy her the 'morning-after pill' tomorrow," Semyan replied between his grunts.

Finally, Jane had loosened enough and Semyan shoved in one long stroke his shaft in her, as much as she could take it one thrust. Jane felt full like never before.

She began moaning, "Oh, fuck! Oh, my pussy!" as her first orgasm with someone else other than her husband started building up.

Jane increased the pace of wanking her husband's dick. Chris grunted with pleasure.

Another massive thrust by Semyan and Jane knew that she had managed to take his entire cock inside her vagina. She felt how the head of his penis was pressing against her cervix. It hurt, but at the same time, it felt good. Jane was now moaning uncontrollably. Semyan was grunting and began fucking her at full pace. Her tits were bouncing with each stroke that Semyan was making in her pussy, shaking her entire body. She buried her head in the pillow as her first orgasm hit her.

She cried, "Oh, my God!" when the climax made the muscles in her groins, tummy and legs convulse.

Semyan was a lover that had not only size but also stamina. He kept fucking her like this for another five minutes, and Jane had another, even bigger orgasm. She felt that she was about to faint. When she came back to her senses, she realised that Semyan was still fucking her. He was screwing her with even more eager, occasionally rotating his hips between every three or four thrusts of his cock. This way of stimulating her vagina drove her crazy as Jane loved a rotating dick in her cunt. And this big, relentless cock made the pleasure even more unearthly.

Just before she let her body into a third orgasm, she remembered to look at Chris. Long ago she had given up stroking her husband's dick, and when she reached down for his groins, she found his semi-flaccid dick, covered in sperm. He had had too much and had ejaculated while watching his wife being fucked so intensely. Jane could not hold it any longer and surrendered herself to a third climax. Semyan's thrusts became frantic, and she sensed the convulsions of his cock inside her vagina as he began ejaculating inside her.

"How are you?" she barely heard Chris asking her as he swept away the sweat from her forehead.

"Full" was the only answer she could muster.

Jane shut her eyes, and she closed her lips around the two fingers that Semyan had shoved in her mouth. Her third orgasm with Semyan was the deepest and longest that she had ever had in her life.

Semyan gradually decreased the pace of his thrusts. After having kept fucking her at a slower pace for another two or three minutes, he withdrew his still erect penis from Jane's vagina. He moved his legs and crotch away from her bum and back. Jane's lover nudged her to roll over on her back and leaned over her for a kiss. They kissed as he massaged her breasts gently.

Semyan lay on his back beside her, trying to catch his breath. Jane reached down with her hand to feel her pussy. She managed to find her thong between her legs and rubbed the sperm that was oozing from her vagina. Jane pressed her knickers over her vulva as she tried to contain any staining of the sheets. Chris had already made a mess at her side on the left, but she wanted to keep dry at least her part of the bed where she planned to sleep.

Her husband lay on his back. Without getting up, he reached out and took the contract and a pen from his nightstand.

He passed it over her onto Semyan as he said, "Can you sign it now, please?"

"Sure," Semyan said, and he sat up as he took the contract and the pen.

He signed the contract without looking at any details. He put his initials on every page and handed one of the two copies back to Chris as he said, "Congratulations! We concluded an excellent deal, Chris! You did the right thing. Now we will both make a lot of money. The market is ripe for your product. I am very confident."

"Thank you," Chris said. "I am very optimistic too."

"Hmm, Chris, Jane," Semyan said as he lay back on his back next to Jane and looked at the ceiling. "You know that the contract will be due for renewal every year. Shall we set our annual renewal date for the next Christmas party?"

There was a brief silence, but then Chris said, "Sure if the date is only once a year."

"Once a year, I promise!" Semyan said. "Jane?"

"The pleasure will be mine to help the annual negotiations between the two of you, Semyan, Chris!" Jane said as she tried to laugh, unsure how she felt, content, guilty, worried, or all of this in one bag, "Hi-hi, I will need a 10 % cut from the net profits."

"OK by me," Semyan said, "Chris?"

"Fine by me too!"

"All right, I'll ask Jo to get your name on the fee schedule on Monday, Jane."
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