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Reginald Cox came that weekend. I watched from my bedroom window as my boss's black sedan pulled up in the driveway. A grim smile tugged at my lips.

"Time’s up, Cal," I muttered under my breath, feeling a surge of excitement course through me as Cal Cox’s father stepped out of the car. He was tall, taller than Cal, his full head of blond hair now a distinguished white. Even at sixty, he moved with a grace that reminded me all too starkly of his son.

But Reginald Cox wasn’t here for my wife. That predatory gait was meant for someone else.

Reginald had overlooked Cal's womanizing behavior in the past, but he couldn't ignore that fact that his son had fucked my wife at the office while everyone listened. The sting of shame still clung heavily to my heart. Every time I set foot at work, I could almost hear the snickers of my co-workers as they laughed behind my back.

To Reginald Cox, business was business, and the older man lived by the credo that one's personal life should be kept as far from the workplace as possible. Cal had broken that sacred rule, and now he was going to pay.

"Cal, you're so fucked," I chuckled as Reginald disappeared under the porch’s roof and a moment later I heard the doorbelll ring.

I had to stop myself from running down the stairs like a kid at Christmas. I stood back and took a few calming breaths to steady myself, then walked calmly out into the hall.

“Oh, Reginald! What a surprise!” I heard Sam say from the doorway as I reached the top of the stairs. I looked down and watch Reginald nod curtly at my wife, then stalk into the room, a lion on the hunt.

“Hello, Samantha,” Reginald said in an icy tone that made my wife flinch. “Now, where is my degenerate son you’ve been sleeping with?”

I heard a sharp gasp from my wife as I made it to the bottom of the stairs. Two bright red spots had appeared on her cheeks as Reginald stalked up to me. I felt a petty thrill as her green eyes widened.

“Well, where is he, Sutler?”

My heart skipped a little as Reginald glared at me with a look that could only be described as contemptuous. Where Cal’s blue eyes were often cruel, his father’s eyes were like chips of ice.

“Um, I don’t know, um, Reginald,” I stammered, then that petty thrill flared again as I smiled at my wife. “Sam, do you know where Cal could be?”

Sam still stood by the open front door, blinking as she looked from me to Reginald, then back to me. Her mouth shut with a click, only to open a moment later.

This time, it was her turn to stammer.

“I... I don’t... uh...”

I had heard them fucking earlier, so I knew Cal was still in the house. Cal would want a shower, as he often did, leaving Sam to visit me and, as often as not, jerk me off while she teased me about Cal’s prowess. I’d made it a point to not be in my room this morning. I didn’t want to talk to her, or even look at her, until this business with Cal was over.

“Probably in the shower,” I said cheerfully. “He was very... active this morning.”

Sam winced, but Reginald missed it as he glared at me in disgust. Of course, he would find me pitiful. I was the man of the house, after all, yet I’d had to call him to take care of his son. Still, despite the shame I felt, it was nothing compared to the pain I had endured over the last three weeks.

“Is that right?” Reginald snapped, then stood at the bottom of the stairs and his voice rang out through the house. “Cal! Get down here! Now!”

I stepped aside as I heard a thump upstairs, imagining Cal running around trying to find his clothes. I smiled over at Sam. The bright red spots were still on her cheeks, but her surprise and embarrassment were gone. She was looking daggers at me and, if looks could kill, then I’d have been dead.

I ignored her and turned back to the show going on at the foot of my stairs as Cal came rushing down the steps. He was dressed in t-shirt, gone damp from his wet skin and his blond hair stuck out in clumps from his head like a little boy’s. The scene was too good to be true, and I suddenly wished I’d made some popcorn to go along with this drama.

"Wh-what are you doing here, Dad?" Cal stammered.

"You know exactly what I'm doing!" Reginald barked, his voice a whip crack. "I don’t care who you fuck on your own time." He turned and gave my wife a withering look. Sam actually stepped back, her head bowed like a little girl being reprimanded by a school principal. “But you do NOT fuck around with my business!"

I forced down a laugh, mostly because I was afraid Reginald might turn on me. I’d known the man for five years, but I had never been truly scared of him until this moment.

“Dad, what are you talking ab—”

Reginald stepped forward and poked a hard finger into Cal’s chest. I had no doubt that Cal could probably take his father in a fair fight, but this wasn’t a fair fight. Reginald had raised Cal and the fear his father instilled in him growing up was still there. Cal's shoulders slumped, and I almost laughed as he physically deflated.
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