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We were a young couple, tied together by marriage for just over a year, carried by the carelessness and future plans of a particularly stifling July 2010. Our absolute priority was finding an apartment before the end of summer. Clara had just turned twenty-four. She worked as a sales assistant, a serious job that suited her well. Physically, I couldn’t help but hover over her with my eyes, proud of the silhouette she cut. It wasn’t just the bias of a husband in love that made me call her beautiful; I only had to watch the way heads turned as she passed, the way men’s eyes lingered a bit too long on the arch of her back or the curve of her hips. A brunette with mid-length hair falling in soft cascades over her shoulders, she carried her five-foot-six frame and 123 pounds with a natural grace, at once petite and perfectly defined. For my part, I kept my hair short and as dark as hers, and without false modesty, I knew we made a harmonious duo—a "handsome young couple," as they say.

The viewing that would change everything brought us face-to-face with Monsieur Vasseur, the landlord acting without an agency. He was a sixty-two-year-old retiree, a massive man whose imposing build was emphasized by a prominent gut that strained his shirt buttons. Divorced and living in a solitude that felt heavy, he radiated a quiet, almost invasive confidence. The apartment won us over immediately, but when it came time to close the deal, Vasseur did an about-face with a touch of cynicism.

"Look, I’ve got a lot of people on this," he told us, rubbing his chin. "The phone won't stop ringing. If you really want this place, you're going to have to add another hundred euros to the original rent. Take it or leave it."

The announcement crushed us. It was well beyond our budget as students barely entering the workforce. We walked away with heavy hearts, convinced the deal was dead. Yet, late that evening, my phone buzzed. It was him. His voice on the other end was oilier now, almost confidential.

"It’s Monsieur Vasseur again. Listen, I was thinking about you... You seem like a nice boy, very decent. Why don't you come by and see me tonight, alone, so we can talk things over more calmly? I think I can make a significant gesture to help you get settled."

I went there without Clara, hope pinned to my chest. But once inside the privacy of his living room, the atmosphere shifted. Vasseur sat heavily across from me, staring at me with a disturbing intensity before laying out his conditions, his hands folded over his belly.

"Here’s what I’m proposing," he said in a low voice. "I’ll drop the rent by a hundred and fifty euros from the base price. Quite a deal, right? But in exchange, I have one condition... a sort of right of inspection. I want to be able to admire your wife, Clara, in her underwear. Let’s say once a month, on a regular basis. That’s my only requirement for giving you this 'friend' price."

I sat there petrified, breath short, unable to answer immediately. The request was total obscenity, pure madness. And yet, panic overrode indignation. We had already given notice on our current place, time was running out, and this apartment was everything we dreamed of. In a moment of weakness laced with a morbid curiosity I couldn't yet explain, I finally nodded, having no idea how that promise would actually manifest.

The following Saturday, we had an appointment for the official signing of the lease. Vasseur had slipped me a specific instruction during our last exchange: he demanded that Clara wear a skirt or a dress. With the heatwave weighing down on the city, I had no trouble guiding my wife’s choice, as she appreciated the lightness of such outfits anyway. She had opted for a short, flowy summer dress that revealed her tanned legs with every movement.

The moment we crossed his threshold, I caught the landlord’s gaze. It wasn't politeness anymore; it was a devouring hunger. His eyes slid over the bare skin of Clara’s thighs, moving up toward her cleavage with a vicious insistence that gave me chills. She must have sensed the weight of it, because I felt her tense against me, her movements suddenly becoming more awkward, betraying a growing unease. Once the documents were initialed and the lease sealed, Vasseur insisted on celebrating the event.

"We can't just leave it at that! A little drink to celebrate your new walls," he exclaimed, pulling out bottles. "Come on, to your health, to your happiness in this place!"

He kept making toasts, forcing us to drain our glasses at an unusual pace. Every time the bottom of the glass appeared, the bottle tilted again, releasing a flow of alcohol that dangerously warmed the blood in the stifling heat of the room. Vasseur served us again and again, his eyes never leaving Clara’s curves as she, under the effect of the booze and the discomfort, began to flush.

As for my part, he didn't do things by halves. Vasseur poured me three stiff shots of straight whiskey, no ice to dull the bite, his hand getting heavier on the bottle with every round. Clara, for her part, was treated to three heavy-handed vodka-oranges. We weren't drinkers, certainly not in the middle of the day and at that pace. For my wife, the effect was almost instant; her cheeks flushed crimson and her laughter became higher, more brittle. I could feel my own balance becoming precarious, a cottony heat flooding my skull every time I moved my head. That was when the landlord—whom I was beginning to see through a slight haze—turned to me with a knowing smirk.

"Come see this, big guy," he said, gripping my shoulder firmly. "I finished a room by myself at the end of the hall. I want to show you the quality of the finish before you really move in."

It was a clumsy excuse, but I followed him. As soon as we were out of Clara’s sight, his tone shifted, becoming low and commanding.

"Listen to me closely. I'm going to let you two head back up to your future apartment in a moment so you can plan your decor. But I want my end of the bargain. Once you're up there, you make sure to unbutton that dress. All the way. I want you to touch her, to pull her against you. Don't worry about me, act like you're alone, but make sure I don't miss a single part of the show."

When we rejoined Clara in the living room, my heart was hammering against my ribs. I approached her, trying to keep my composure despite the alcohol and the nervous excitement twisting my gut.

"Clara, Monsieur Vasseur said it's okay for us to go back and take another look at the apartment to take some measurements," I whispered to her.

She stood up with a noticeable hesitation, nearly tripping on the rug. Her eyes were bright, her gaze a bit unfocused.

"Oh? That’s... that’s really nice of him," she stammered with a smile that was a little too wide. "My head is spinning a bit. I don't think the drinks are sitting well with me."

Once we crossed the threshold of our future home, the atmosphere changed radically. The silence of the empty apartment seemed to amplify our every breath. We started by wandering through the rooms, Clara pointing to imaginary corners to place our furniture, her voice echoing against the bare walls. When we reached the kitchen, the cold tile and the gleam of the stainless steel sink seemed to freeze the moment. Suddenly, I pressed myself against her, pinning her against the base cabinets of the counter. She let out a small gasp of surprise, her hands coming to rest on my forearms.

I started kissing her with a fire that the alcohol made almost brutal. My hands slid down to her hips before moving back up toward her chest, kneading her breasts through the light fabric of her summer dress. Under the pressure of my palms, I felt her nipples harden instantly, poking insolently through the thin material.

"Wait... what are you doing?" she breathed between kisses.

Without answering, I set about undoing the first button of her dress, just above her chest, then the next. My fingers were a bit clumsy, but determination guided me. One by one, the buttons gave way down to her navel. The fabric parted, revealing her milky skin and her completely bare chest, as she hadn't seen the need to wear a bra under the outfit. Her breasts, two lovely apples, firm and proud, offered themselves to my eyes. They were a perfect 34B, with small, tender pink areolas that reacted to the touch of the cool air in the room.

"Stop, it’s risky..." she murmured, her voice trailing off into a breath as her head tilted back. "What if he comes in? What if the landlord sees us like this?"

"Shut up, Clara... just enjoy it. We're in our own place here, I told you. We're finally home. No one is going to bother us."

I knew he was watching. I didn't know from where, from what blind spot or crack he was devouring us with his eyes, but that certainty acted on me like a powerful aphrodisiac. I leaned down to take one of her nipples between my lips, sucking greedily while my free hand kneaded her other breast with a calculated softness. I continued working on the remaining buttons, opening the dress all the way down. I took a second to step back, feigning an admiration for my wife in her near-total nakedness, but in reality, I was offering her exposed body to the invisible voyeur. She stood there, leaning against the sink, the open dress hanging off her shoulders, her eyes half-closed from the booze and the desire.

I pressed myself against her again, my lips seeking her neck, while my hand slid under the fabric to venture into her thong. As soon as my fingers brushed her pussy, I felt the heat and the moisture radiating from it; she was already soaking wet. Clara let out a raspy moan and, in an instinctive movement, began
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