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“Austin, babe, I don’t think that you can get over there,” said Rachel, gesturing to the Arc de Triomphe, and to the massive roundabout filled with speeding cars that separated them from it. “There’s an underground passageway, but it’s closed because of flooding.”

“God damn,” said Austin, “why didn’t you tell me? I told Brian I’d get a picture under it!” One of the things that irritated Rachel the most about her husband was the way he wouldn’t lift a finger to figure anything out on his own, but would then expect her to tell him everything he needed to know.

“You...could have looked yourself. I gave you the guidebook. I’m sure Brian will understand if you tell him about the roundabout.” Rachel cringed, knowing that this simple truth would irritate him more than anything else.

Austin sighed, but thankfully didn’t lose his cool. That was amazing; chilly winter days usually left him crankier than normal, and Paris in January was colder than they were used to back home in Texas. “Jesus. Well, can you take a picture of me here? At least I’ll have that.”

“Sure,” said Rachel, happy that there was a peaceful resolution at hand. Austin struck an awkward pose-that-wasn’t-a-pose as Rachel took his phone, pointed it at him, and then...wait, if she just used a longer exposure, or...oh, but what if she adjusted the saturation…

Several minutes later, Austin was still standing there. “Um, Rach, can you...take the picture?”

“I’m almost ready!” said Rachel, fiddling with the contrast settings. She couldn’t help it; if something was worth doing, it was obviously worth doing exactly right.

“This is what gets me,” said Austin. “You complain that I don’t do shit, but then when I do, you always say it’s not good enough! And when you do the same shit on your own, I see why! You’re such a perfectionist.”

“Okay, you know what? Fine!” Raising the phone, Rachel snapped a picture with the settings she’d chosen and then threw it back to Austin. “Maybe you don’t care about anything, but I do!”

“I care!” said Austin, catching his phone and shoving it into his pocket. “I just don’t care so fucking much that I don’t let anybody touch my precious babies!”

“No, you don’t care!” said Rachel. “You don’t care about the trip. I organized it! You only cared about this one stupid picture for your work buddy who I don’t even know. And you know what else you don’t care about? Our relationship!”

“What?” Austin glared at her. “Okay, maybe I forgot our half-anniversary, but I remember all the real ones! You care so much about these details and dates and times, but I don’t know if you’ve ever made a spontaneous romantic gesture!”

“Well, here’s a time I don’t care about,” said Rachel. “Seven-thirty tonight! That’s our dinner reservation, and you’re going alone, you asshole! I’ll just have pizza or something!”

“Fucking fine,” said Austin. “Do whatever you want. It’s the fucking same to me. See you later!” Turning, he stormed off. Rachel had no idea where he thought he was going – she was the one who knew where everything was, including the hotel – but, more importantly, she had no idea where their marriage was going either. The point of the trip had been as a sort of “second honeymoon” to repair their strained relationship, but now here they were, having the same fights in France as they had been having in Fort Worth.

Oh well. Having an unexpected afternoon to herself wouldn’t be the worst. Since Austin didn’t speak any French (she was the interpreter as well as the planner and the navigator), he would probably take a long time to figure out how to get back to the hotel, which meant that she could enjoy a few hours there in peace. Maybe get a coffee first or something.

* * *

Back at the hotel room, Rachel was in the middle of watching a French soap opera – she didn’t understand almost anything that they were saying, but seeing drama other than her own was calming – when she got a text from Lucy, one of her best friends. How’s it going?

Not great, she responded. Kind of the same problems here as at home.

I’m sorry to hear that, said Lucy. If you want, I have something that might help.

Hit me with it, said Rachel.

Okay, said Lucy. I’m emailing you a file. It’s a two-hour motivational tape kind of thing that really helps with relationship troubles. I haven’t tried it myself, but my cousin’s best friend’s sister did, and it worked like a charm!

Great, said Rachel. I’ll give it a shot. Privately, she was skeptical. Lucy always had these ideas. Still, when she got the email a few minutes later, she resolved to try the file. Maybe it would work...this time. Putting in some earbuds, she settled down on the uncomfortable hotel couch and hit Play.

* * *
 

When Rachel came to, she felt...different. Actually, she almost didn’t feel anything at all. Other than a vague happy buzz, her brain was utterly silent. Usually, it was hyperactive, planning out the next few minutes, the next hour, the next several days, doing everything all at once. It was kind of nice to just have some peace and quiet for once.

But...but wait! She coaxed her silent brain into action, trying to figure out what had happened. When had she lost consciousness? How long had she been out? Checking her phone, she saw that it was almost six p.m.; that was over two hours since she’d returned to the hotel. That meant that she’d been out for the whole length of the tape. And that it had made her feel strange when she had come back to the waking world.

Oh well. Honestly, it didn’t really matter. Nothing really mattered. Rachel’s newly-chilled-out brain just couldn’t focus on anything that wasn’t completely positive and happy. Happy things, like...well, she was in Paris with her husband! That was amazing! They’d been saving for this trip for so long, and now they were finally doing it! Vaguely, she remembered some kind of problem or issue that had happened earlier in the day. Well, who cared? Little things like that shouldn’t get in the way of an amazing vacation.

Just then, it hit her: The dinner reservation! It was at a little bistro she’d read a lot about on the Internet, a place she’d been looking forward to eating at for months now. They’d fought about it for some reason, hadn’t they? But it was going to be their special thing together! Whatever they’d argued about wasn’t worth losing a wonderful dinner out over.

In fact...how long had it been since Rachel had surprised Austin with anything? Maybe tonight was the night to show that she cared. Her brain went from empty to buzzing when she started to think about her makeup, what to wear, what to do with her hair. She would impress her husband, take him back to when they had just met and were madly in love.

Finally, at seven, she was almost ready to go. Checking her reflection in a mirror, she wondered why she didn’t wear makeup more often. It had come out really well this time! Sure, the look was a little, or maybe a lot, more dramatic than she usually went with, but that just meant that more people would notice how nice it was.

Now to put on her dress. She couldn’t remember packing her suitcase, so she had no idea why there was so much in there that fit her so poorly. Even the t-shirts were too small. It was like she’d forgotten how big her boobs and ass were, or the sheer width of her hips!

It was even stranger than that, though. Even the bra she had on at that exact moment was too small, much too small. Oh well. She wouldn’t be running or anything in her dress, so it probably wasn’t super important to wear one. But she’d need to get one when she got back home; with boobs like hers, a good bra was an absolute necessity.

Pulling on the dress she’d packed, she looked at herself in the mirror and smiled widely. There was no way Austin could do anything other than sit up and take notice when he saw her in this. It was funny, though; she vaguely remembered intending the garment to be pretty casual, but it was shorter than she intended, and way tighter around her boobs. Actually, you could see her nipples! She giggled; her husband would sure be getting an eyeful.

Rachel grabbed a pair of heels, slipped them on, and then headed out of the hotel room towards the restaurant. It wasn’t a long walk – she just needed to go a few blocks – but she found herself a little bit lost partway through. She didn’t mind. Parisian men seemed to be unable to keep their eyes off of her, and more than a few Parisian women had the same issue. The dress was making her feel sexier than ever. The file thingy really had worked! She found herself taking her time, luxuriating in the attention. After all, she was doing this for Austin...but not only for Austin. She was her own person too!

At last, she caught sight of the bistro’s sign, and of the crowd of people she’d read often flocked there at the last minute, hoping against hope for a table to open up. She was happy she had made a reservation. Weaving through the throng, she made it to the host, whose expression shifted from the focused frown typical of restaurant workers to an open stare when he caught sight of her. After a moment, he remembered to greet her. “Ah, mademoiselle, may I have your name?”

“I’m Rachel,” said Rachel, “but the reservation is, like, under my husband’s name, I think. Austin. Austin…” She realized that she couldn’t remember her husband’s last name, or, for that matter, her own. In her defense, who thought about last names all that much? After a few seconds’ pause, it finally came to her. “Freeman! It was, like, Freeman.”

The host gave her a strange look. “Well, we do have an Austin Freeman here tonight. Your...husband is sitting inside. If you’ll just follow me.” Picking up a menu, he conducted Rachel through the maze of narrow walkways between the restaurant’s tiny bistro tables. They worked their way through the outdoor area and then through the doors into the art-nouveau interior. It was everything she had dreamed of for her trip to Paris; intricate ironwork, beautiful lighting, and an atmosphere that was lively and friendly even as it was also clearly very expensive. How did French people get these places so right?

At last, the host seated her at a small table in front of a very confused-looking Austin. “Rachel? What are you doing here?”

“I’m here for dinner, silly,” said Rachel, laughing. “Why else would I be at this, like, fancy restaurant?”

“Um, but…” Austin sighed. “Look, we don’t have to talk about it that much, but we had that fight earlier, and I was worried you wouldn’t come because of that. I was wrong to say the things I did; I’m sorry.”

“Don’t worry about it, babe!” Rachel giggled. “Like, I barely even remember what we fought about. We’re in Paris, aren’t we? Let’s just enjoy this vacation!”

“Good point,” said Austin. His eyes crept down to Rachel’s newly-expanded bust. “Um...you look beautiful tonight.”

“Oh, thank you,” said Rachel. “I just dressed up a little. This is, like, a nice restaurant, right?”

“R-right,” said Austin. Rachel felt like he had a question on the tip of his tongue – probably a question about how she’d suddenly become a completely different person – but he didn’t ask it. He probably thought he was going insane. She giggled. She would, if she were him.

Dinner came and went in a blissful blur of wine, tasty little appetizer plates, and delectable steak frites. As they ate, Rachel and Austin flirted like they hadn’t in a long time, smiled, laughed. It was as if all of the conflict from the more recent years of their marriage was gone, had never happened. Lucy had been right; that file had been almost magical.

At last, after coffee, a delicious dessert, and an eye-watering bill, the much-happier couple stumbled out onto the street, the cool, slightly fragrant Parisian night air greeting them with open arms. “That was, like, great,” said Rachel, taking Austin’s hand. “The wine was a lot better than back in Texas.”

“You always find these places,” said Austin. “You should teach me how sometime. I should really be doing more of the planning on these trips.”

“Yeah, I should,” said Rachel, “but, like, I’ll give you a hint: It starts with Google.” Just then, one of her high heels got caught between two cobblestones, and she fell forwards with a shriek. Austin was right there, thankfully, pulling her back upright with strong, steady arms. She was lucky to have him, she really was. “Thanks, babe.”

“No problem,” said Austin, grinning.

“Don’t look at me like that! I felt your hands on my boobs!” Rachel laughed. “Of course, like, you’re welcome to more...back at the hotel.” She didn’t know what it was – maybe it was Paris being the city of love or something – but she suddenly found Austin irresistible. Normally, her sex drive was far lower than his, but now she was practically boiling with lust. In fact, she realized, she had been all day. She didn’t know why it had happened, but that didn’t matter; what did matter was that she was about to be all over Austin.

At last, they found the hotel and made their way back up to their room. As soon as the door was shut behind them, Rachel wanted to jump on Austin, but she gave him a chance to get settled in, to take off his shoes and lay back on the bed. It was only then that she made her move, lying down next to him and looking into his eyes. “It would be, like, a shame to end the night here.”

“You think?” said Austin. “I don’t know, I’m pretty tired. A good dinner always makes me sleepy.”

Rachel’s eyes widened. “But, but, but, I mean, like...it’s still only ten, right? You don’t normally go to sleep at ten.”

Austin looked over at her, a smile on his face. “Look, Rach, I know what you want. And I’m happy to give it to you. I’m just surprised you never asked before, is all.”

Relief spread through Rachel’s body. The feeling was so intense that she forgot to be embarrassed that she hadn’t seen through her husband’s teasing. She was about to say something else when he leaned over and kissed her.

Rachel obviously knew what it was like to kiss Austin. They’d done it probably thousands of times over the years; the passionate makeout sessions at the beginning, the romantic meeting-of-the-lips at their wedding, and all the different good-morning, goodnight, and goodbye pecks they exchanged almost every day, even sometimes when they were angry at each other. But this one was different; there was a kind of passion, a kind of lust in the air that had been present only a few times before. She felt herself melting into her husband’s arms.

The moment was romantic indeed – but Rachel wanted more than romance. She wanted Austin’s body, his strong arms and the cock that, even in the rough patches of their relationship, she’d still lusted after. Reaching down, she felt his bulge through his pants, massaged it gently. Smiling, her husband broke off the kiss. “Impatient tonight, are we?”

She grinned. “Like, I don’t know about patience or whatever. This cock is all mine tonight, so why should I wait?”

“Good point,” said Austin. “But fair’s fair – let me get you out of that dress first.” Pulling Rachel’s dress over her head, he revealed his wife’s naked body. “You...went commando? That’s freaky. I like it.”

“I...did?” Rachel remembered that she hadn’t worn a bra, but panties? Looking down, she realized that she definitely wasn’t wearing any. She must have forgotten. Since when had she been the kind of person who’d forget that kind of thing? “Well...um...you know how I like to make it romantic.”

“You sure do,” he said. “That’s what I love about you, Rach. I’m not somebody who plans a whole awful lot, but the way you do...it’s so fucking hot to me.”

She laughed. “Like, give yourself more credit. I’d never even be in Paris if not for you. This whole trip was your idea.”

Austin smiled. “And, look, I’m getting another. Why don’t you see what you can do with this?” Unzipping his pants, he pulled out his rapidly-hardening cock. “Your choice. Seriously. Drive me crazy, huh?”

“You don’t, like, have to tell me twice,” said Rachel. The sight of a cock triggered something new within her. She felt an uncontrollable hunger, a desperate urge to shove her husband’s rod into her pussy and ride it until the end of time. But she also knew that restraint would make the payoff even better. Maybe it would be a good idea to get him warmed up first?

Actually, she had a good idea about how to do just that. Sliding down the bed, she looked up at Austin and traced a finger along his cock, feeling the pattern of veins underneath the skin and the firm, spongy flesh in between. It was beautiful, it really was, maybe the most beautiful thing about him.

It was so beautiful that she couldn’t wait any longer. Grabbing her husband’s cock with one hand, she guided it to her mouth and began to suck on the tip, swirling her tongue around the fleshy shaft, feeling it stiffen further in her tongue’s warm, wet embrace. With her other hand, she rolled his balls between her fingers. They were bigger than normal, a bit swollen; come to think of it, they hadn’t had sex for almost a week. Unforgivable! How could Rachel have had access to this wonderful man and not taken full advantage of everything he could offer her?

Well, that changed now. Eagerly, she slid her mouth further onto her husband’s cock, letting it go deeper into her mouth. It had that same delicious flavor she was so used to, but she was so desperate for it now that it seemed to taste even better. She began to bob her head up and down, pumping his cock in and out of her mouth, giving him every ounce of pleasure she could. It was for her own sake too; the more she gave him, the wetter she got with the knowledge that she was all his, his slut, his toy. And she wouldn’t have had it any other way.

Rachel felt Austin’s pulse quicken, heard his breathing speed up. She knew he liked so much warming up and no more – it stressed him out to get too close to the edge. But he probably wasn’t quite where he wanted to be yet. She upped the pace, sucking a little bit harder, moving a little bit faster. She vaguely remembered not liking giving blowjobs much. Why on Earth had that been? Old Rachel had been kind of weird, honestly.

After a couple of minutes, Austin sucked in breath. “G-get off, or I’m gonna -”

Rachel lifted her head off his cock. “Gotcha, but, like...are you ready to kick things up a notch?”

“Fuck,” he said, “you’re eager tonight.”

“Why wouldn’t I be?” she said. “Like, I have a hot husband with a nice cock. I’d be a fool not to.”

“I’m not gonna disagree,” he said. “Now c’mon, spread ‘em. To be honest, I think you’ve turned me on more tonight than ever before. I don’t know why it would happen now, five years into our marriage, but I feel like I did the first time we fucked.”

“Oh, Austin,” giggled Rachel as they got into the missionary position, “that’s really nice of you to say. Now fuck my brains out, would you?”

Austin smiled, and then their lips met once again as his cock slid into her soaking pussy. Sometimes they needed lube, if Rachel was dry for some reason, but that wasn’t an issue tonight. Instead, Rachel felt pure, unadulterated pleasure as Austin pushed himself into her. Before they’d committed to each other, she’d had a couple of hookups, but none had ever compared to sex with her husband. His cock just fit so perfectly into her vagina, and she heard herself gasping with arousal as it slotted in once again.

Slowly, he worked himself further into her, towards the spot that he was always able to hit somehow. Her vagina stretched to accommodate him, but not so much that it was painful; the feeling of being stretched added to the pleasure somehow. He began to manhandle her breasts, tweaking her nipples and massaging her soft flesh, and she could only gasp under his gentle assault. He knew exactly what she liked.

Once Austin was all the way in, he began to thrust, pounding Rachel’s pussy with a slow but steady rhythm. She cried out; each movement sent pleasure arcing through her, sparks shooting through her veins. Combined with his attack on her tits, she felt that the sensations were pooling, slowly building up and up towards the climax she knew would come soon. She needed that orgasm, she realized, needed it more than anything else, and she wouldn’t rest until she got it – more than one, if possible. It was her singular driving purpose.

Her husband sped up, and soon she lost track of his individual thrusts. Both lovers fell into almost a haze of pleasure, a blur of gasping, sweating, thrusting, moaning. Time passed, but they paid no attention to it; there was simply no need. They were a single well-oiled machine, each synchronized motion sending sensations swirling through their bodies. It didn’t matter how long that lasted, just that it did.

But nothing can go on forever, and eventually Rachel felt her arousal building towards a breaking point. Her husband was clearly almost there as well; his ragged breathing and desperate thrusts were those of someone very close to orgasm. “Oh, fuck,” she moaned. “Oh, fuck, I’m almost there, babe, fuck me, oh shit…”

He made no reply, but drove his cock into her even harder. These titanic thrusts were too much for her; she teetered at the edge for a moment, and then, screaming, went over. Pleasure coursed through her, overwhelming her senses. Her toes curled, her fingers dug into Austin’s back, her limbs trembled, but she couldn’t master the sensations flowing through her, couldn’t even consciously appreciate them; they were simply there, and she was happy for it. Gasping, moaning, she let the pleasure overcome her.

And then, at last, she began to come down. Austin had clearly blown his load as well; she felt the warm, sticky seed inside of her, felt his cock softening as he pulled it out. That had been...indescribably wonderful. “Fuck, Austin, you...that was, like, awesome.”

“Y-yeah,” said Austin. “It’s been years since I’ve felt that good, but...damn, I think this is why we got married.”

“We might fight,” agreed Rachel, “but in the bedroom, those problems, like, go away.”

“Damn right,” he said. “But, uh...it’s not over yet, if you don’t want it to be. Give me ten minutes, and I’ll be ready to go again.”

“Oh, definitely,” she said. “I need more of your cock. Let’s, like, light up the City of Light, babe.” Sinking back onto the bed, she allowed herself a moment of rest. She didn’t know why their relationship hadn’t always been this wonderful, but that didn’t matter now, did it? All that mattered was that that file thing had completely turned everything around.

Rachel did have some other concerns, though. For one thing, her wardrobe didn’t have nearly enough pink in it.
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