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​It was the perfect gift. Really, it was.

It was just a day late.

Martin stood in the boutique gift store, holding the ceramic set of salt and pepper shakers in his hands. The place closed in five minutes. He'd left work as early as he possibly could have, and still all the time he had to shop was five minutes.

He looked down at the shakers and smiled. They were cute, ceramic, shaped like little bottles of ketchup and mustard, four inches tall. He knew that his wife, Katie, loved this shop, and every now and then they would spend some time in here, usually buying gifts for someone else. Birthday, holiday, what have you.

But when Katie talked about something she loved, Martin always made a note. And it had been maybe two months ago that she had gushed over these silly little salt and pepper shakers. He'd made his note back then, remembering them as a gift idea. It was perfect, too—two months was just long enough, reasonably, for this particular gift to be a surprise to her. It wasn't like she had just seen them last week.

He set the display pair back on the glass shelf and took a package of the shakers with a sigh. He had never forgotten his wife's birthday before, not in four years of marriage nor three years of dating. He felt like a chump. He felt like a comic strip, some husband stereotype who was always screwing up.

Katie didn't make him feel that way, not in the least, but he couldn't help from chiding himself. He deserved to be chewed out, or at least shamed, if it came to that. It wasn't like he had forgotten to take the garbage out, or something. This was a forgotten birthday.

Well, he couldn't go back in time. The best he could do was get this for Katie and go home to give it to her. Her birthday had been yesterday. She hadn't said a thing then, nor today, even, but Martin had seen the date on his calendar at work and his eyes had almost bugged out of his head. To think he had forgotten about it entirely! 

He was an engineer for a big development company, and springtime was their busiest time of year, doubly so this year. He'd been working six days a week, sometimes seven, and the overtime pay was great and all, but it didn't leave a lot of room for much else in his mind. The days had melted away, the only dates sticking in his head being work deadlines. And then he had forgotten Katie's birthday.

Thank god the place gift-wrapped. Martin took the shaker box to the counter, smiled at the woman working the register, and requested gift wrapping. Free during the holidays; two dollars now. That was fine.

Martin left the store with the small box tucked under his arm, wrapped in pink wrapping paper that had shiny gold stripes stretching across it. The woman had wrapped it up in something like seven seconds, and it looked better than anything he had ever attempted to gift wrap in his life. 

He admired it for a moment once he got into his car and set it down onto the passenger seat. It looked really good. Would it make up for being a day late, when he hadn't even wished his wife a happy birthday yesterday? It had been a 14-hour work day. He'd basically gone into work, buried his nose in paperwork and emails nonstop, come home, and gone right to sleep. He hadn't even eaten dinner.

God, he couldn't wait for the busy season to be over. 

Martin drove home, the gift shop only ten minutes away from his house. He parked in the driveway and closed his eyes, letting out a deep breath. It wasn't that he was afraid of getting yelled at, or that he even expected to be yelled at. Hell, getting yelled at would be preferable. He just felt like he'd let Katie down.

Well. Time to face the music. He plucked the gift from his seat, left his work bag in his car since he'd just be heading right back with it tomorrow morning, and walked the short walk from their driveway to their two-story house. It was a new build, with dark blue siding and white trim, but a new build he had vetted the company on before buying. That was one perk of knowing the industry.

Martin opened the front door and stepped inside. He hung his jacket, put his keys where they belonged, and went further into the house to find his wife Katie sitting in the recliner in the living room, watching something on TV while doing a cross-stitch. She was only 27, and he would tease her about it being an old lady hobby sometimes, and then she would remind him that he was a year older than her and also behind the times.

"Hey, honey," Martin said, contrition filling his voice. "I have something for you."

Katie looked up to him from the chair, smiling. She didn't seem mad at all. But maybe the mention of the gift that had helped.

"For me?" she said, getting up from the chair. "Why, whatever for?"

Oh, what had he been thinking? Obviously, she knew, and she cared. He would just have to take his teasing. He had certainly earned it.

Katie walked up to him, a playful smile on her face. She was a beautiful woman, with long, brown hair, and a deliciously curvy body with big tits and a little extra meat around her stomach. She had nice, wide hips, and a pair of thick thighs beneath them that Martin loved to put his hands on, not to mention her big, juicy rear on the other side. She was exactly his type, thick and cute and a few inches shorter than himself, with pretty blue eyes and a bright smile. She was dressed in lounging clothes, a snug pair of sweatpants that showed off the curves of her hips and legs, and a black tank top that her breasts barely fit into.

This beautiful woman walked up to Martin and gave him the sweetest smile on the planet.

Martin let out a long breath. "I'm so sorry, babe. I can't believe that I forgot your birthday, and I'm going to make it up to you, but I did get you this."

He held out the small wrapped package.

Katie's mouth formed a small O of surprise, and she took the gift, looking down to it and then back up to Martin's eyes. "I really thought you had forgotten altogether."

"Of course not!" Martin shook his head. "Work has just been crazy, you know that. It's no excuse, but that's what happened. You wanna open it?"

"Of course," she said with a grin, and together they walked over to the couch and sat by their small coffee table. Katie opened the gift, carefully peeling off the wrapping paper so as not to tear it, a habit of hers. She set the pink and gold square of wrapping on the table and held the box in her hands.

"Oh my god, it's the shakers!" she exclaimed, examining the picture on the box. "You got these from Sally's?"

"Of course," he said, glad to see the joy in her eyes. "I knew you liked them."

Katie opened the box and pulled the ceramic set of shakers out, turning them over in her hands and marveling at how cute they were and how detailed the little lettering was on the tiny, bottle-shaped set. She set them down on the table and leaned over to hug Martin. "I love them. Thank you."

"I'm just sorry they're late," Martin said, hugging her back. "I swear I'll make it up to you."

"Maybe I already have some kind of idea how you can make it up to me," Katie said slyly.

"O-oh?" Martin said to her, caught by surprise. 

Katie got up from the couch, walking around the table and moving slowly around the living room.

"Oh, sure," she said, tossing him a glance and then looking away, stepping slowly through the room. "I mean, you've been so busy lately. We haven't really had a lot of time together. And then you missed my birthday, so I was thinking, what can he do to make it up to me?"

"I know I messed up," Martin said, sinking back into the couch.

Katie waved him off. "I really didn't expect you to show up with a gift today. I mean, that's worth something. Better late than never, and all."

"Did you really think I would totally forget your birthday existed?" Martin asked her.

Katie whipped her head around and met his eye. "Maybe," she said coyly. But the twinkle in her eye told him that she was just messing with him. The teasing that he deserved, so he wasn't offended. She could have a couple good shots at him, as many as she wanted, really.

"Anyway," she continued, "before you interrupted." She tipped him a wink. "A lot of things came to my mind, stuff that you could do for me. Take over the laundry and give me a couple weeks off, maybe. I thought about turning the dishes over to you, but that's when I like to listen to my podcasts, so really I'd prefer to stay on top of that chore."

Katie reached the end of the living room and she turned around, continuing her slow pacing.

"A nice dinner? Sure, but we go out to dinner all the time. It's nothing too special. And it's not like we can go on vacation while you're in the middle of the busy season. All that overtime money doesn't do us much good if you're stuck at work, and I don't want to wait till summer to have to do something fun, you know?"

"Yeah," he said, just agreeing with her, letting her ramp up to what she was going to say.

"And you know, it has to be something good," Katie said, turning around slowly, giving Martin a good view of how her black sweatpants wrapped tightly around the big curve of her ass. "Because I'm your wife. I love you. I don't actually want to punish you, I'm not some kind of bully out for revenge. There's art to marital punishment, to making up for something, you know
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