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“Are you going out?” I couldn’t help but stare at how my wife was dressed at 1 P.M. on a Tuesday afternoon, her one day off from work.

Her jean shorts were tight enough to have been painted on her. Under her t-shirt, she obviously wasn’t wearing a bra; her nipples were saying hello to the world, even if only I was at home. 

“I’m not going anywhere on my day off, Justin.” Natalya shrugged with a smile. “I’m staying right here.” 

The way she made it sound, staying right here sounded like some kind of erotic fantasy. And why the smile? Why didn’t she just tell me normally?

“Honey.” I came up to her and held her hand. It was warm, almost flushed. “I’m just wondering why you look so great this afternoon.”

“Don’t I always look great?” She smiled. Of course she did. And she knew it. Even back in Ukraine, she attracted all the guys’ attention. After she moved to the US five years ago, she had more than her share of admirers, even after she married me. Even my parents said I’d married a woman way out of my league — and I can only imagine what comments my friends made about my wife behind my back.

“You do always look great, sweetheart.” I was stating the obvious. “I’m only wondering—” I looked up from my laptop screen and let my eyes take in her face and body again. Not even I could believe that anyone had that perfectly lustrous blonde hair color without dye, those lips without silicone injections, or those big, firm breasts without surgery. Natalya had it all. 

“Maybe you should get back to looking for a job.” She waved a finger at me and my laptop. “I still can’t believe I’m married to an unemployed man.”

I sighed. “You know, in this economy, it’s really hard.”

She laughed and mumbled under her breath: “Well at least something’s really hard.”

“What?” I looked up at her face. Her smile was still on her gorgeous face, along with the dimples that always accompanied it. 

“Nothing, nothing, Justin.” She shooed away my question with a wave of her palm, as if it was a fat green house fly that didn’t deserve to exist in her realm. “Just go back to whatever you were doing. I’m waiting for a package delivery.”

“A package delivery?” I shook my head. “You know we can’t afford—”

“Your unemployment is not going to stand in the way of me living my life, Justin.” She smirked, then walked up to the hallway mirror and applied lipstick, then put the lipstick back in her pocket. Why was she carrying lipstick? 

“You know I’ve been trying to look for a job.” I sighed and pointed at the computer screen and the newspaper and notepad on my lap. 

“Be quiet!” She snapped at me. “He’s here.”

A brown diesel truck rumbled into our driveway, the familiar box-and-bow logo on its side. That made sense: my wife was waiting for a package delivery. But why did she say He?
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The knock on the door pounded like a jackhammer. It startled me as I refreshed my empty LinkedIn inbox for the millionth time.

I’d staked not only my economic livelihood, but my entire identity and self-esteem on my engineering career. As engineering jobs quickly dried up in the industry, I didn’t even feel like a real man. And my empty bank account and soaring credit card balance were no help to my masculine confidence.

The knock came again. The door shook. Almost the whole house shook.

Whoever was knocking, why didn’t they just use the doorbell? Or at least knock softly? Didn’t they respect this house?

“Come in!” Natalya yelled toward our front door. She smiled as she jogged toward the opening door.

“Come in?” I asked Natalya. “Shouldn’t you check who it is first?”

“I know who it is.” Natalya shook her head and sighed. “And you need to get back to looking for a job.”

“Is that an order?” I challenged her. A little.

“It is an order if you want to have any chance of keeping me.” Checkmate, Natalya. She knew I was the luckiest man in the world, and she knew that I knew. A woman like her wouldn’t even look at me — and that was before I lost my job.

I tried to focus on the job listing site, but I couldn’t. My eyes, and my mind, kept wandering to what was going on at the front door. Why did my wife squeal in joy as she opened the door for the delivery?

The delivery man, dressed in his brown uniform, walked into the living room. Was that even allowed by their company policy? His big black boots trampled mud all over my precious hardwood floors. His uniform name tag said his name was Duke.

In those big, black work boots, he stood about six-foot-four, though I wouldn’t have doubted six-foot-six. With his muscled build, dark skin, brown uniform, white teeth, and no-fucks-given mischievous grin, he made me afraid to doubt anything — anything other than my own masculinity.

“This him?” The delivery man asked Natalya and laughed, pointing in my direction with a casual flick of his thumb. He looked like he’d come to pick up the garbage.

“Yes.” Natalya rolled her eyes. “That’s my husband.”

“I’m Duke,” he said to me. He didn’t even offer to shake my hand.

“What are you doing in our house?” I asked him. “Does your company allow you in here?”

“That’s cute. He even talks.” He nodded in my direction, and pointed at me with his other thumb. In his mind, I didn’t even deserve the services of a better finger.

“Justin.” Natalya folded her arms across her chest. “Remember, you told me that you’re ok with me having some fun that you can’t provide me? Especially while you’re at work?”

“I’m not at work now,” I said in my defense. It was a last gasp to try to stop this train from leaving the station. 

“And whose fault is that?” The delivery man asked me.

“It’s not my fault I was laid off.” I shook my head.

“Whatever.” Natalya sighed. “Remember, last time you had some trouble getting Junior to rise and shine, and you said maybe I can get what I need from someone else.”

“I didn’t expect—”

“Don’t change your mind now.” Natalya shook her head. “Though I guess I shouldn’t be surprised that you can’t even keep your point of view firm.”

“I — I have Viagra, remember?” It was a desperate defense. She was right: as I went through my thirties, my dick didn’t work quite as well as it had when I’d first met her. But then, all of me didn’t work quite as well as when I’d first met her. She absolutely loved to bring up what I couldn’t bring up. 

The delivery man laughed and shook his head. “Anything that lets this guy have a working hard-on must be a miracle drug.” With his smiling roar, I had the distinct feeling he was laughing at me, not with me.

Natalya stood up on tippy-toe and gave the delivery man a kiss on the cheek. I couldn’t help but notice the way she dragged her nipples inside her t-shirt across his chest. Those huge, hot nipples of hers — he could definitely feel them
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