

SEDUCED IN FRONT OF MY HUSBAND

A First Time Hotwife Story

SYDNEY COLLINS


Seduced In Front Of My Husband

Copyright © 2026 Sydney Collins

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author.

This is a work of fiction. All characters, events, and locations are products of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

All characters depicted in this work are fictional adults aged 18 and over.

Published by Sydney Collins


Contents

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven


Chapter One

The papers were always the last thing.

Chris had learned that about his wife in the first year of their marriage. No matter how late she got home, no matter how tired she was, Anna would sit at the kitchen table with a glass of wine and grade papers before she came to bed. It was one of those things he'd found mildly baffling at first and had come to find quietly, deeply attractive. The discipline of it. The way she took her work home, not as a burden, but as a responsibility.

He watched her from the doorway now, still in her work clothes. A cream blouse tucked into a charcoal pencil skirt, her dark hair pinned up the way she wore it for school. She had one leg crossed over the other beneath the table and was chewing the end of her pen, frowning at whatever student had managed to botch the American Revolution this time.

She hadn't heard him come downstairs.

He stood there a moment longer than he needed to.

Anna was the kind of beautiful that caught people off guard. It wasn't loud or obvious. She didn't dress to announce it, but Chris knew what was underneath that professional outfit. At school she was Mrs. Mercer, reliable and warm and professional. She was all cardigans and comfortable shoes, clothes chosen to disappear into a room, but with such natural beauty underneath that they never quite succeeded.

Chris knew what was underneath all those clothes the way only a lover could. The full, soft weight of her breasts that overfilled his hands, the curve of her waist sweeping into hips made for holding. And that ass. Every time she turned around, every time she walked away, he couldn't stop from looking. Every inch of her was built for pleasure, soft where it begged to be touched and firm where it begged to be held. The prim layers she wore for the world only made the secret more intoxicating, like wrapping something priceless in plain brown paper.

"You're staring," she said, without looking up.

"I'm appreciating."

She smiled at the paper in front of her. "How long have you been standing there?"

"Not long." He crossed the kitchen and bent to kiss the top of her head, letting his hand rest on her shoulder for a moment before he moved to the refrigerator. "How many more?"

"Six." She made a sound that was half sigh, half laugh. "Tyler Hutchins has written, and I want you to understand I am quoting directly, that the Boston Tea Party was when the colonists got mad about paying too much for their Starbucks."

Chris laughed, filling a glass from the door dispenser. "Kid's not entirely wrong about the spirit of it."

"I'm giving him partial credit and I'm not even ashamed." She finally looked up, tilting her head back to find him behind her. Four years of marriage and the ease between them was like a warm room. You stepped into it without thinking. "There's leftover pasta. I saved you a plate."

"Already ate. Had a late client dinner." He came back to the table and sat across from her rather than beside her. Anna had asked him about that once, early on. He'd told her he just liked to see her. She'd smiled and let it go and he'd never elaborated.

He wasn't sure what it said about him. He suspected it said something true.

"How'd it go?" she asked, uncapping her red pen.

"Good. Closed the Morrison account." He said it casually, the way he always did with good news, and watched her face do the thing he loved. The private, proud smile she tried to contain and never quite could.

"Chris." She put down the pen. "That's the big one."

"That's the big one."

"How big?"

"Big enough that maybe next time we plan a trip we aim a little higher than a Chicago weekend." He smiled. "But for now I'll take it."

She laughed softly. "Don't get ahead of yourself."

"I'm not. I'm just saying after Chicago we might be able to start thinking about some bigger trips."

She looked at him with that expression he loved, the one that was equal parts affection and mild exasperation. "Speaking of which, I was thinking about the Chicago trip."

"Me too actually," he said. He set down his glass and leaned forward. "I want it to be good. Nice hotel. Real break. You've been running on fumes since September and we both need a few days where nothing is required of us."

She looked at him for a moment. Outside the neighborhood was quiet. A dog somewhere, the distant sound of a television through a wall. Anna tired and beautiful with her papers spread around her and her hair escaping its pin. He never stopped finding her remarkable. He didn't think he ever would.

"Yeah," she said softly. "I really need that."

"A weekend away. Just us. No papers to grade."

She pointed her pen at him. "I make no promises about the papers."

He laughed. "Let’s book a nice hotel at least."

"Deal," she said. "Show me what you found."

* * *

They booked it the following day.

The hotel was a good one. Michigan Avenue, high floor, the kind of room with a deep soaking tub and a view of the city at night. Anna had pulled it up on her laptop while Chris leaned over her shoulder, and he'd watched her face as she scrolled through the photos. There was a moment, when she reached the image of the bathroom, that she exhaled slowly through her nose and said nothing, and Chris knew that exhale. It meant yes, this, exactly this.

They were going in a few days.

Something shifted in Chris after they booked it. Not dramatically. He wouldn't have been able to point to the exact moment. But he found himself thinking about the trip differently than he'd thought about their other getaways. More charged. More deliberate. He kept coming back to the same image. Anna in something fitted and low cut in a bar, other men's eyes finding her across the room, her not quite noticing and him noticing everything. He didn't examine the image too closely. He just let it sit there and returned to it more than he should have.

He thought about Anna in that hotel.

Away from school, away from the suburban rhythms of their life, away from everything that kept her contained in her careful professional shell. He thought about her in the elevator, in the lobby bar, in the restaurants they'd go to. Away from all of it, just her, in a city where nobody knew them, where she could be any version of herself she wanted. He thought about that version. He thought about it more than he probably should have.

He thought about other people seeing her.

This was the part he turned over privately, the part he examined from different angles the way you might examine something you'd found and weren't sure what to do with. It wasn't new. It had surfaced before, in smaller ways, over the years. A look held a beat too long at a party. A man at a restaurant who'd watched Anna cross the room, and Chris registering it, registering his own reaction to it, which was not the reaction he'd have predicted for himself. Something warmer than jealousy. Something he'd never said out loud but that kept showing up in the same quiet way, year after year.

He wasn't sure he had the right words for it yet.

But the trip was just a few days away, and the thought kept returning.

* * *

Anna was in the bath when he brought it up.

He'd learned over years of marriage that Anna was most herself when she was decompressing. Not immediately after she got home, when she was still running on school-day adrenaline, and not right before bed, when she was tired enough to be short. The bath was the sweet spot. Door open, candle lit, a true-crime podcast playing low from her phone on the vanity. She would soak for twenty minutes and emerge softer around the edges, the Mrs. Mercer precision washed away.

Chris leaned against the doorframe with his glass in hand. It was a comfortable, practiced posture. He'd stood here a hundred times. The bathroom was warm and smelled like whatever expensive soap she bought that he couldn't keep track of, something botanical and slightly sweet.

"Can I ask you something?" he said.

"Mm." She had her eyes half-closed, her hair pinned up, the water well below her shoulders. In the candlelight she was almost unbearably gorgeous, water droplets glittering across her skin, the swell of her breasts teasing right at the waterline. His mind went where it sometimes went when he looked at her. Other eyes on that body. Strangers seeing what he got to come home to every night. The thought sent heat straight through him and he shifted against the doorframe, already half hard, his mind dressing her in something that showed off every curve he was looking at right now.

"Are you packing anything nice for Chicago?"

She opened one eye. "Define nice."

"I don't know." He took a sip of water, kept his voice easy. "Like, a dress. Going-out dress."

Both eyes open now. She regarded him with the look she had, patient, slightly amused, attentive. Anna was very good at listening. It was part of what made her a good teacher. She had a way of holding silence that made people fill it, and Chris had never become immune to it even though he recognized it perfectly.

He lasted about four seconds.

"Something you wouldn't normally wear," he said. "Something a little..." He stopped.

"A little what?"

"I don't know. Something different. Since we're going somewhere we don't know anyone." He said it lightly, watching her face. "You always look incredible, I just thought since we're in a new city, it's a nice hotel, I thought it might be fun to find something a little more..."

"More what, Chris?" She was smiling now. Not the contained smile. The other one, the one she used when she knew precisely what he was doing and found it entertaining.

"Sexy," he said. "Just... sexy."

The word sat in the warm bathroom air.

Anna's smile didn't disappear. It became something more considered. She reached for her wine glass on the edge of the tub and took a slow sip, watching him over the rim.

"You want me to buy a sexy dress," she said.

"I thought it could be fun. We could look together."

"Together."

"Tonight. If you want."

She took another sip. Set the glass down. "Just how sexy are we talking?" she said.

Chris leaned his shoulder against the doorframe. Kept his face neutral, or tried to. "I don't know. Something that doesn't look like a parent-teacher conference."

She laughed at that, a real one, the kind that crinkled the corners of her eyes. "My work clothes are professional. I'm a professional."

"You're incredibly professional. The most professional. I just think you're too beautiful to keep covered up. I kind of like the idea of people seeing just how sexy you are."

She was quiet for a moment, turning that over. Outside, somewhere in the neighborhood, a car passed. The candle threw soft light across the water. She said nothing for long enough that he thought she might let it go entirely.

Then she reached for her wine glass and took a slow sip, the corner of her mouth curving just slightly.

"Give me ten minutes to finish my bath," she said. "Then we'll look."


Chapter Two

She came to bed in her robe with her hair down and her laptop under her arm.

Chris was already propped up against the headboard, his phone on the nightstand, the lamp on his side giving the room a low amber glow. He watched her settle in beside him, crossing her legs, pulling the laptop open across her knees. The robe had fallen slightly off one shoulder. She hadn't fixed it.

"Okay," she said. "Show me what you have in mind."

He leaned over so he could see the screen. His shoulder was against hers, his arm brushing hers when he gestured. He was aware of the warmth of her, the clean faint floral smell still on her skin.

"Just start with something and we'll go from there," he said.

She typed, the kind of generic search that returned everything from cocktail dresses to club wear. Anna scrolled slowly, and Chris watched the screen and also watched her face in his peripheral vision.

"What about this?" she said, stopping on something. A blue dress, fitted, conservative neckline.

"It's nice," Chris said carefully. "What about something with a little more..." He reached over and scrolled down, past the blue dress, to where the results got more interesting.

Anna said nothing.

He stopped on a black dress, low cut, the kind of neckline that left very little to the imagination. A model in it looked busty and deliberately so, the kind of woman who knew exactly what she was doing and enjoyed it.

"Something like that?" he said.

Anna tilted her head. She was studying it with her focused, teacherly expression, like she was assessing a piece of student work. "That's..." She paused. "A lot of cleavage."

"It's a going-out dress."

"It's a lot of cleavage, Chris."

"You have incredible cleavage, Anna. I love the idea of seeing it outside the bedroom."

"I'm a teacher."

"In Chicago for a weekend," he said. "Not at school. We won't know a single person. There's something kind of freeing about that, right? Being somewhere nobody knows you."

She looked at him sideways. "What exactly are you imagining here?"

"I'm imagining taking my beautiful wife out to a nice bar in Chicago," he said, and he meant it. It was true, it contained the truth, it just didn't contain all of it. "And I'm imagining you in something that makes you feel as sexy as you look."

Something moved across her face that he couldn't entirely read. She turned back to the screen.

"Keep scrolling," she said.

He kept scrolling.

They fell into a rhythm looking through various states of revealing dresses. Her dismissing things, him pushing slightly further each time, the two of them leaning close over the screen as the room grew silent. He was aware, with increasing specificity, of the warmth of her thigh pressed against his through the thin fabric of the robe, a slow unconscious rhythm of contact she didn't seem to notice she was keeping. The robe clung lightly where her body had begun to respond, the soft cotton leaving nothing to imagination, the hardened peaks of her nipples clearly visible beneath the fabric, straining against the thin material as though every slow scroll across the screen pulled them tighter. Her eyes stayed fixed on the images longer now. They lingered on each new dress a beat past dismissal. Her pupils were wide in the low light, her lips parted, her breathing shallow and unsteady.

He was also aware that he was, with increasing difficulty, maintaining the casual tone of the conversation.

Something had changed in the temperature of the room and they were both pretending it hadn't.

The red dress was still on the screen. Anna had clicked through all the photos, front, side, back, a close-up of those small buttons running down from the neckline, and now she was on the main image again, the one that showed the full picture. A model in the dress, red fabric pulled close across the hips, the neckline sitting daringly low, the hem not even reaching mid-thigh.

She had stopped scrolling.

The faint clean smell of her after the bath had begun to mingle with something warmer and more private. The robe had fallen open another inch or two as she leaned over the screen. He could see the curve of her, the soft shadow of her cleavage where the robe gaped, and he was working with some effort to keep his eyes on the laptop. He wondered if she had any idea what browsing through dresses like this was doing to him. He suspected she might. He suspected that was partly the point.

He shifted slightly, grateful the screen was across their knees. His heart was going fast and his thoughts had gone to the unspeakable fantasy of his wife's body being admired by other men. His cock pressed hard against his boxers, the material straining, as he let himself fully enjoy the fantasy for the first time without apology.

He thought about Anna in that dress.

He thought about her walking through a hotel lobby in it, the red fabric shifting, other eyes catching and holding. He thought about the buttons. That small, close-set row of them doing the impossible job of keeping her contained, stretched tight across those perfect tits, a losing battle from the moment she put it on. He thought about that tiny dress arriving at the front desk and Anna in the hotel room, stepping into it, turning around to look in the mirror.

He was careful to keep his face neutral as he watched her taking in that dress.

"The neckline," Anna said.

"What about it?"

"It's very low." She zoomed out to the full image and looked at it for a moment without speaking. The dress was tight from chest to hem, the red fabric leaving no room for interpretation. The hem was the other problem, or the other selling point depending on how you looked at it. Upper thigh. Dangerously short.

"It's a going-out dress," he said.

"It's barely a dress," she said. But she hadn't scrolled away from it.

"What size do you think?" he said.

She looked at the size chart. Then back at the dress. "Medium probably."

"Small," he said.

She looked at him. "That would be very tight."

"Yeah," he said.

She looked back at the screen for a long moment.

"It's very short," she said quietly. Almost to herself.

He said nothing. He let her look.

She didn't scroll away from it.

She zoomed back out and looked at the full image again. Her breathing was slightly different than it had been five minutes ago. Not dramatically, not anything you'd notice if you weren't paying close attention, but Chris had been paying close attention to Anna for years. There was a quality of stillness to her that was the opposite of calm. The stillness of a woman trying very hard not to show something she couldn't quite hide.

He looked down.

Her thighs were tightly crossed, and she was pressing them together with a slow, almost imperceptible tension. A rhythm so slight it might have been nothing. Might have been.

Chris did not react. He kept looking at the screen.

"We're not gonna know anyone there," he said. Quietly. Like they were still just talking about a dress. "Whole city, not a soul."

"You keep saying that."

"Because it's true."

"You keep saying it," she said, "like it means something specific."

"Doesn't it?"

She didn't answer right away. Her shoulder was warm against his. The robe had slipped further. He could see the full line of her collarbone now, the soft curve where her shoulder met her chest, the shadow deepening where the fabric gaped. He looked at her the way he'd thought about that dress, the shape of her, the way that little dress would fail to fully contain her.

His hand, almost before he'd decided to move it, settled on her thigh.

She went very still.

Not pulling away. Just still. Like an intake of breath before the breath.

"We'd go out," he said, his thumb tracing a slow, idle circle on the outside of her thigh, as if this were the most natural thing in the world. "Nice bar. City we don't know. Just us." His thumb moved slightly. "You in that dress."

"That very short dress," she said. Her voice was even. She had not moved.

"That dress that was made for your body." His hand was still on her thigh, not moving anywhere yet, just present. A fact. "And you'd feel..."

"What?" she said softly. "What would I feel?"

He looked at her. The lamp behind them made her hair warm, made her skin warm, made the open edge of her robe glow faintly. Her eyes were on him and not on the screen anymore and there was something in them he recognized, something that Anna kept in a particular room she didn't open often. He recognized it immediately.

"Sexy," he said. "You'd feel so damn sexy."

She held his gaze for a long moment. Searching. He let her look.

"I think you mean..." She stopped. Her eyes were on the screen. A beat of silence, the kind that had weight to it. "Slutty," she said finally. Quiet. Almost to herself.

The word hung in the air between them. She didn't take it back. Didn't laugh it off or follow it with something light to cut the tension. She just let it sit there and her cheeks went pink and she didn't look at him and he could see from where he was sitting exactly what saying that word out loud had just done to her.

He felt it go through him like a current.

His hand slid slowly up the inside of her thigh this time, not the outside, and the difference was not subtle. The robe fell open as his palm moved upward, certain and intentional, and her skin was impossibly warm beneath his hand, warmer the higher he moved, and he kept his eyes on her face because her face was everything right now. The slight parting of her lips. The way her jaw had gone soft. The concentrated effort it was taking her to stay still.

She wasn't staying still.

Her hips had shifted toward him by a fraction she probably didn't know about. Her body moving toward his hand before his hand had given it reason to. He filed that away and felt his cock stir at the sight of it.

Her cheeks were flushed and her throat was flushed and the flush ran down past her collarbone into the open robe and he followed it with his eyes the way you followed something you'd been waiting a long time to see. Anna didn't unravel dramatically. She never had. She came apart quietly, in small detailed ways, and he knew every single one of them by heart. The color of her skin right now was one of them. The way she was breathing was another.

She was already gone and he hadn't even reached her yet.

Her thighs parted. Just slightly. Just enough.

His hand moved inward and found warmth and heat and the unmistakable, startling fact of how long she had been sitting next to him in this exact state, pretending to browse dresses, pressing her legs together, being very careful not to show him anything. The wetness met his fingertips immediately, warm and abundant, sliding against his skin as he parted her gently and felt the swollen, sensitive folds yield under his touch, her clit throbbing once against his palm in a silent, desperate greeting. She had been containing this for minutes, maybe longer, her body quietly begging even as she kept her voice steady and her eyes on the screen.

"Anna." His voice had gone low.

"Don't," she said, and then immediately: "Don't stop."

His hand moved with more purpose now.

"I..." She exhaled sharply. "You're not playing fair."

"I'm in sales," he reminded her.

A sound escaped her that was half laugh, half something entirely different. Her hand came up and gripped his wrist, not stopping him, just holding on. Like an anchor.

"Say it, Anna." His fingers moved faster, relentless, reading every response her body gave him. "Say you want everyone to see you in that dress."

"Fuck..." The word came out broken, barely a whisper. Her body was way ahead of her mind now, her hips moving with his hand in a rhythm she wasn't trying to control anymore. "Yes," she breathed. "I want it."

"The small," he said against her ear. He could barely breathe, barely think, his own want a physical ache he was doing nothing about right now because this, watching her come apart, was everything. "Tell me you want the smaller size of that slutty little red dress."

"Oh fuck." Her voice cracked on it. "Chris." His name in her mouth like a prayer and a curse at the same time. "Yes. Yes."

Her thighs clamped around his hand and her thighs quivered as she came, harder than she had in a long time, her whole body shaking with it, her nails in his shirt, her face buried in his neck, the sounds she made swallowed by the dark quiet of their bedroom.

He only gave her a brief moment before he kissed her. He was overcome with a need that could no longer wait.

She kissed him back hard, the laptop sliding sideways, her hands pulling him toward her. He reached over and completed the order in the thirty seconds she gave him before she pulled him back, and the confirmation screen glowed briefly on the nightstand before he knocked it to the floor and stopped thinking about dresses entirely.

She was already so wet, so ready, that he slid into her in one slow, deep thrust, both of them gasping at the sudden, perfect fit. Her legs wrapped around his hips, urging him deeper. He moved with steady, deliberate strokes at first, savoring the way she clenched around him, the way her nails raked down his shoulders, but the rhythm built fast, driven by the hours of buildup, by the red dress still open on the screen somewhere in the dark. She arched beneath him, meeting every thrust, her breaths turning to soft, broken moans against his neck until they both shattered together, her body pulsing hard around him as he spilled inside her, the world narrowing to nothing but heat and release and the quiet after.

Afterward, she lay with her head on his chest and he drew slow shapes on her shoulder with his fingertips and the room was warm and dark.

"Nobody we know, huh?" she said softly. A hint of a laugh underneath it.

"Nobody we know," he agreed, smiling.

A long pause.

"I can't believe I just let you order that dress," she murmured. The way she said it wasn't quite a complaint and wasn't quite regret. It was something softer than both. Something that sounded a lot like anticipation wrapped in the costume of protest.

He said nothing. He drew another slow shape on her shoulder. Her breathing slowed toward sleep.

He stayed awake a while longer, staring at the ceiling, thinking about Chicago. Thinking about a red dress at a hotel front desk. Thinking about Anna pressed against him just now, flushed and undone, her body already answering questions her mouth hadn't asked yet.

Thinking about one word in particular. The word she'd said.

The word that had made her wet before he'd even touched her. Before his hand had moved an inch. Before he'd given her body a single reason to respond.

Just a word. Her word.

He stared at the ceiling in the dark and thought about Chicago. It couldn't come soon enough.


Chapter Three

Chris had packed her bag.

She'd asked him to. Or rather, she'd mentioned offhandedly the day before that she hadn't started packing. He'd offered to handle it and she'd said sure without looking up from her papers. Thirty-two essays on the causes of World War One weren't going to grade themselves.

She didn't look at it before they left. She should have looked.

She discovered what he'd done somewhere on the highway, an hour into the drive, when she unzipped the carry-on to find her book and her hand closed on a sports bra. She pulled it out and looked at it. She looked at the bag. She looked at Chris, who was driving with an expression of complete and total innocence.

"Chris."

"Mm."

"What's in this bag?"

"Your stuff." He kept his eyes on the road. "What you need for the weekend."

She reached in and conducted a brief inventory. Workout clothes. A couple of tiny cami tops. Cotton shorts. Underwear. Her toiletry bag, her book, her phone charger. Everything a person needed for a comfortable, practical weekend.

Nothing a person could wear downtown for a night out.

Nothing except a red dress waiting for her at a hotel front desk. Chris had ordered it to be delivered to the hotel as part of his plan.

She put the sports bra back in the bag. She zipped it slowly. Chris was still watching the road.

"You planned this," she said.

"I packed efficiently."

"You planned this from the beginning."

He glanced over, and the innocence on his face ceded to something else. That look he had, the private one, the one she'd fallen in love with and occasionally wanted to throttle. "You're going to look incredible," he said simply.

Anna turned back to the passenger window. Outside, the flat geometry of the midwest stretched to the horizon, orderly and certain.

She told herself she was annoyed.

She was not particularly convincing.

* * *

The hotel was everything the photos had promised.

Michigan Avenue, forty-second floor, a room that made Anna stop in the doorway for a moment before she stepped inside. The city spread below them through floor-to-ceiling windows, Lake Michigan in the distance gone silver in the late afternoon light. The bed was enormous and dressed in white linen and there was indeed a deep soaking tub, visible through the open bathroom door, and a bottle of champagne in a bucket of ice on the credenza with a card from the hotel.

"Chris," she said.

"I know."

"This is..."

"I know." He set their bags down and came to stand beside her at the window, his hand finding the small of her back. They stood there together for a moment looking at the city forty-two floors below, all that noise and motion rendered silent by glass.

"There was something at the front desk for you," he said. "I had them send it up."

She turned. On the luggage rack near the closet, she hadn't noticed it. A flat cardboard box, the kind clothing shipped in, with a hotel card tucked under the ribbon.

For Mrs. Mercer. Enjoy Chicago.

Anna looked at the box. She looked at her husband.

"We should go to dinner first," she said.

* * *

The hotel restaurant was the kind of place that was good without being intimidating about it. Low lighting, a decent wine list, the easy murmur of a Friday night crowd settling in for the weekend. Anna was still in her travel clothes and barely noticed what she was eating. Her mind kept drifting upstairs to the box on the luggage rack. She found herself scanning the room quietly, taking inventory of what other women were wearing, how much they were showing, what they were comfortable with.

She noticed the women who were dressed for the city rather than for practicality. Two of them at the bar when they first came in, friends, it looked like, out for the night. One in a black dress that ended well above the knee, the other in something silky and low-cut that caught the bar light when she moved. They were laughing at something, comfortable and easy in their clothes, and Anna found herself watching them the way you watched people who seemed fluent in a language you'd studied but never quite spoken.

"I bet you like those dresses," she said. There was a smile underneath it, the kind that wasn't quite innocent.

"You'd look better in them," he said.

She looked at him for a moment, like she was deciding whether to let him have that. Then she picked up her menu. "You're biased."

"Doesn't make me wrong though." He said it into his own menu, casual, like he was reading the specials.

She ordered wine with dinner and then a second glass, and Chris told her about the Morrison account and she told him about Tyler Hutchins and his Boston Tea Party Starbucks theory, and he laughed the way she loved, fully, without self-consciousness, and for a while it was just them being them, easy and warm and familiar. She almost forgot about the box upstairs.

Almost.

Chicago on a Friday night had an energy to it, a kind of held-breath anticipation Anna could feel even from their table. The women at the bar were still there when Anna glanced over. The wine was doing its job. Somewhere in the back of her mind a small persistent thought was turning itself over like a coin.

Nobody knows us here.

She finished her second glass.

"I think," she said carefully, "that I'd like another glass of wine before we go upstairs."

Chris looked at her. He said nothing, just flagged the server.

She had the third glass slowly, watching the city through the window, watching the bar, watching the women in their dresses laughing at something she couldn't hear. They looked, she thought, like women who had decided something. Like women who had made a choice and then fully inhabited it.

She set down her empty glass.

"Okay," she said. "Let's go up."

* * *

The box sat on the luggage rack and Anna sat on the edge of the bed and looked at it.

Chris leaned against the dresser with his arms crossed, watching her, and he had the good sense not to say anything.

She reached for the champagne instead, poured two glasses, handed him one. She took a long sip of hers. The city glittered through the windows, indifferent and beautiful.

"If it doesn't fit," she said, "that's it. We order room service and watch a movie."

"Fair," Chris said. He was very carefully keeping his face neutral. She'd known him long enough to know how badly he wanted to take her out in that dress.

She opened the box.

The dress was redder in person. Photographs hadn't quite captured it, the specific shade, something between cherry and crimson, the kind of red that had intentions. She lifted it out by the hanger and held it up and it was, undeniably, barely a dress. The hem would hit her upper thigh. The neckline sat in a deep square cut, low and daring, a small row of buttons running from the top down to mid-chest, holding everything together. Below that the fabric was smooth and fitted and left absolutely nothing to the imagination.

"Okay," she said.

She carried it to the bathroom.

She undressed and hung the dress on the back of the door and stood in front of the mirror in her bra and underwear, a matching set she'd picked herself, nude lace, the kind she wore when she felt like herself rather than like Mrs. Mercer, and looked at her own reflection for a moment.

She was thirty-one years old. She had a body worth looking at and she knew it, even if she'd spent years acting like she didn't. Chris had always known it. She could see it in the way he looked at her, had always been able to see it, and standing here in the quiet of the hotel room she let herself believe it the way she usually deflected it. Fully. Without arguing.

She unhooked her bra and took it off and reached for the dress.

She stepped into it and pulled it up over her hips, the fabric hugging her immediately, and slipped her arms through. She reached for the first button at the neckline and fastened it. The second. The third she managed, though it didn't look entirely committed to the arrangement. The next button would not close.

She tried.

She tried again.

The dress was too small. Not unwearable exactly, but not something she could walk out of a hotel room in. Her body had won the battle against the top two buttons and the neckline fell open in a deep V, the fabric parting across her chest in a way that showed considerably more than the dress had promised on the screen. The inner curves of her breasts were visible in a way that was...

Exposed.

She was exposed.

She made herself look in the mirror. Really look. And the word that came to her, unbidden and unwelcome but somehow not entirely so, was naughty. She looked naughty. The short hem, the unfastened buttons, the red fabric. She looked like a woman who had decided something, the way those women at the bar had looked.

She looked like someone she didn't usually look like.

Her heart was beating faster than it should have been for a woman who was just trying on a dress.

"How's it going in there?" Chris called.

She opened the bathroom door.

* * *

The look on his face. The raw, unguarded quality of it, the way it lasted only a second before he composed himself, but that second was long enough. She had been looked at by her husband for four years and she knew all his looks, but this one she felt in the base of her stomach like a pull.

"The buttons," she said. "Two of them won't close. It's too small."

He said nothing. He was looking at her.

She was aiming for exasperated and landing somewhere in the vicinity of breathless. "The buttons won't close, which means no bra, which means..." She gestured at her chest in a way that made the point without finishing the sentence. "And the hem is..." She looked down at the hem, which was making its own compelling argument. "There’s no way.”

He crossed the room.

He kissed her. Not a casual kiss. The other kind, the purposeful kind, his hand coming up to her jaw and his mouth finding hers with an intent that bypassed argument entirely. She melted into it with an ease that was unlike her. Her hands went to his chest, not to push him away.

"Chris..." she started, when he finally pulled back.

"You look," he said quietly, "incredible."

"I look like I'm about to fall out of a dress."

"Yes." His hands were at her shoulders now, moving slowly. "You do."

She should have said something sharp. She had something sharp ready, logical and reasonable, waiting in the back of her throat. But his hands were on her shoulders and then sliding slowly down her back, tracing the line of the dress, following her curves all the way down. His fingers found the bottom of it and slipped underneath, finding her ass with an ease that made her breath go unsteady. The sharp thing dissolved.

Oh, she thought. Oh, I'm in trouble.

Because here was what Anna could not say out loud, what she was nowhere near ready to say out loud, what lived in the private interior of her where the things she hadn't examined yet tended to reside:

She had looked at herself in the mirror in that dress and she had felt something.

Not horror. Not the reflexive Mrs. Mercer mortification she'd expected. Something warmer than that, something that had started between her thighs and then all over. She had stood in that bathroom and looked at herself, exposed, naughty, red, and she had thought about the bar downstairs. She had thought about the city outside. She had thought about strangers' eyes and what they would see and her body had responded with a need that she was not going to examine right now because Chris's hands were on her and she had not felt this level of wanting since...

She couldn't remember since when.

"Nobody will know you," he murmured against her jaw.

She closed her eyes.

"The dress is too small," she said. Weakly.

"The dress is perfect," he said.

His hands moved down her sides, over the red fabric, following her shape with a slow attention that made thinking difficult. She was aware of herself, the dress, the exposure, the city glittering below, in a heightened, almost uncomfortable way. Aware of her own body the way you were aware of it when someone was seeing it.

She was wet.

She had been since she looked in the mirror, if she was being honest, which she was trying not to be.

"One drink," he said softly. His lips were at her neck now. "Just downtown. Just one."

"Chris..."

"Nobody we know. Just us. One drink and if you're uncomfortable we come straight back."

Her hands gripped the front of his shirt.

"The dress," she started.

"Looks like that on purpose," he said. "Because you look like that."

She felt his mouth smile against her neck and then his hands were moving downward, finding the backs of her thighs, sliding the dress up slowly until it was bunched at her waist. Her knees had the sudden structural integrity of warm caramel.

He guided her back toward the bed.

* * *

She was on her back on the white hotel linen, Chris kneeling over her, the red dress still bunched at her waist. He hadn't taken it off and neither had she and something about still being in it was turning her on in a way she couldn't currently grasp.

She was having those resources significantly depleted at present.

His mouth was on her inner thigh, moving slowly, unhurried, with the patience that he had deployed against her on various occasions over the years and that she had never, not once, successfully resisted. He knew exactly what he was doing. She was aware that he knew exactly what he was doing. This awareness did nothing to diminish its effectiveness.

Her fingers were in his hair.

"Chris," she said. It came out less authoritative than she'd intended.

"Mm." He did not stop.

"This is..." She lost the sentence as his mouth moved higher. "You're doing this on purpose."

"Everything I do is on purpose," he said against her skin, and then his hands were at the waistband of her panties, sliding them down and off with a patience she currently found both admirable and infuriating, and then his tongue was on her and Anna stopped constructing sentences.

She was soaked and there was no version of this where she could pretend otherwise. His hands knew. His mouth knew. There was nothing left to hide. Some small part of her felt the heat of shame at exactly how wet she was, how obvious, how completely her body had given her away. Soaked from wearing a dress her husband had chosen for other men to look at her in. But the shame did what shame sometimes did when the body was already this far gone. It made it worse. It made her wetter. It made her surrender to it.

His tongue moved slowly, deliberately, learning her the way he always did even though he already knew, relearning, finding every pleasurable place, and Anna's hand tightened in his hair and her hips moved toward him and the city glittered beyond the windows and she did not think about any of it except his tongue and what it was doing. Heat was building at the core of her with only one possible release, and she needed it with an urgency that had stopped being subtle.

She was close. Embarrassingly, desperately close, the kind of close where her whole body had stopped negotiating, thighs trembling, swollen clit throbbing wildly against his tongue, every nerve screaming for release and not accepting alternatives.

He stopped.

The sound she made was desperate and not something Mrs. Mercer would have recognized, but tonight she was just Anna.

She was right there, right at the edge, the kind of close where stopping felt almost cruel, her whole body clenched around the want of it, her hips trying to follow his mouth as he pulled back.

"Chris." His name came out ragged. Desperate in a way she didn't care about right now. "I swear to god..."

"One drink." His voice was low, slightly rough, and she could hear in it that this was costing him too. That he wasn't unaffected, that holding back was its own kind of discipline. "That's all. One drink and then we come back and I finish this properly."

She was shaking, her thighs still trembling, her clit still throbbing with a need he'd built up and then abandoned.

"You're doing this on purpose," she managed.

"Yes," he said simply.

He pressed one last kiss to her inner thigh, gentle, almost tender, a promise and a torment in equal measure, and came up beside her. She lay there breathing hard at the ceiling, her body a single sustained ache, wound so tight she felt it everywhere.

He was watching her. She could feel his eyes on her in the dark.

"One drink," he said softly. "And then I'll take care of you."

She closed her eyes.

She understood, in this moment, what he was doing. He wanted her like this, out there, in this dress, in this city, wanting. Unsatisfied. Using her own body against her to get her to comply. He wanted to put her in that bar, with her body on display and her cleavage showing and other men's eyes roaming over her, while she was this wet and this needy underneath it all. While her pussy was aching and nobody in that bar would know it except him. He wanted to watch her move through a room full of people who could see the outside of her while only he knew what was happening underneath. The thought of it made her hips roll against nothing. She was going to wear this dress tonight and she was going to be soaking wet inside it and Chris was going to know it the entire time. That knowledge alone was almost enough to push her over the edge right now.

The terrible thing was that it was working.

"One drink," she said. Her voice came out steadier than she felt.

She sat up. Smoothed the red dress back down over her hips. When she stood her thighs were still trembling slightly, traitors, giving her away even now.

Chris was already at the mirror, fixing his collar, looking at her reflection with an expression she caught before he could contain it. Warm and dark and proud, the way he looked at things he wanted.

"Ready?" he said.

She found her shoes and stepped into them. She glanced at herself briefly in the mirror, the dress riding high on her thighs, the open buttons, the generous display of her cleavage, and she did not think about her panties, which were on the floor, because she was warm from more than just the wine and champagne and still close enough to the edge that thinking about anything practical was a significant ask.

"Ready," she said.

She picked up her clutch. She followed her husband to the door.

It wasn't until the elevator doors closed and she felt the cool recycled air on her bare legs that it occurred to her.

She pressed her thighs together.

Oh.

She was in a red dress that didn't fully button. With no bra. On her way to a bar full of strangers.

With no panties.

She looked straight ahead at the elevator doors. Her heart was pounding.

She could go back. It would take two minutes. Chris wouldn't even question it.

She didn't move. Chris's hand found the small of her back, warm through the thin red fabric.

"You okay?" he said.

She swallowed.

"Fine," she said.

Her body, quietly and without her permission, said something else entirely.

The elevator descended.


Chapter Four

The parking garage was quiet.

That was the first thing. The silence of it, the concrete echo of their footsteps, the yellow wash of fluorescent light on Anna's red dress as they walked toward the car. They passed a handful of vehicles but no people, no eyes, just the two of them and the sound of her heels on the ramp floor and the city noise filtering in from outside like something happening on a different planet.

Chris clicked the key fob. The car's lights blinked.

He opened her door. She got in, smoothing the dress under her as she sat, and he noticed, couldn't not notice, the way she kept her knees together and her gaze forward, like she was concentrating on something. He closed her door and walked around to the driver's side and got in and started the car and neither of them said anything for a moment.

The ramp exit opened onto Michigan Avenue and then they were in it. The city on a Friday night, all light and motion, people on the sidewalks, music from somewhere, the charged energy of a place that had decided to be awake and alive and loud about it.

Chris drove.

Anna looked out the window.

He was on antibiotics, had mentioned it at dinner, a minor thing, a course he'd started for a sinus issue, and she'd laughed and said that was very responsible of him and that was the end of it. Two glasses of wine with dinner was his limit tonight. He was completely, inconveniently sober.

Which meant he was aware of everything.

He was aware of her bare legs in the passenger seat beside him, the dress doing very little to cover her thighs, the way she had her hands folded in her lap with a careful stillness. He was aware of his own body, the low persistent ache of wanting that had been running through him since the hotel room, since he'd knelt over her on that white linen and watched her come apart and then deliberately, carefully, not let her finish. He was aware that his heart rate was elevated in a way that had nothing to do with traffic.

He was also aware of something else. Something that had been sitting quietly in his chest since they got in the elevator, growing incrementally louder.

Nerves.

Not cold feet. Not that. He didn't want to turn around. But somewhere beneath the wanting was a question he hadn't fully answered for himself, a thing he'd been circling without landing on. What would it actually feel like? Out there, in a bar, with other men noticing her, wanting her, not being able to help it. Not the abstract fantasy of it, but the real thing, the raw reality of other eyes devouring her and him watching it all from close proximity.

His cock was hard enough that shifting in his seat was a calculated operation.

He didn't know how he was going to feel and he was hard as a rock and both of these things were simultaneously true and he had no idea what to do with that except drive.

Beside him, Anna was quiet. He glanced over at a red light.

She was looking out the window, her profile clean and still in the city light. She had her lower lip caught slightly between her teeth, a tell he recognized, one she deployed when she was thinking about something she wasn't saying.

She was nervous. He could feel it coming off her.

She was also, he knew from the hotel room, still wound up in a way that had nowhere to go yet. He'd made sure of that. He'd left her soaking and needy and desperate enough that putting her body on display in that dress around strangers would feel like exactly what she wanted, and he was not going to pretend otherwise, even to himself.

The champagne and the wine were still warm in her blood. He could see it in the slight looseness of her posture, the way she was leaning into the seat rather than holding herself upright the way she usually did. Without that warmth, without the liquid courage of the evening, he knew with complete certainty she would have asked him to turn around by now.

She hadn't asked him to turn around.

He found parking two blocks from the bar district. He killed the engine. They sat for a moment in the sudden quiet.

"Okay," Anna said. To herself, mostly. A small word doing a lot of work.

"We don't have to..."

"I know." She turned to look at him. Her eyes were bright in the dim light of the parking structure, and she had that expression, the unguarded one, the one she didn't wear in the classroom or at the kitchen table. "I know we don't have to."

She opened her door and got out.

He watched her stand, smooth the dress, straighten to her full height in her heels. The parking structure was mostly empty but not entirely. A couple walking toward a car twenty yards away, the man's gaze catching on Anna for just a moment before the woman beside him said something and he looked away.

Anna didn't notice. Or if she did, she didn't show it.

Chris got out and came around and they walked toward the street together, and just before they reached the sidewalk, where the city opened up and the Friday night crowd was visible in both directions, he felt her hand find his.

He held it.

They walked into the light.

* * *

She felt every eye.

That was how it seemed, anyway. Like the city had a heightened awareness of her, like she moved through the Friday night crowd inside some kind of charged field that people responded to without knowing why. She knew it was her imagination. She knew it was the champagne and the wine and the fact that she was acutely, uncomfortably aware of herself in a way she never was.

No bra. No panties. A dress that showed everything she had and then asked for a little more.

She held Chris's hand and walked and told herself she was fine.

Men looked. She felt each one land with a precision that she found both mortifying and something else, something that sent a flush across her chest and made the ache she'd been carrying since the hotel room pulse steadily between her thighs, warm and insistent and impossible to ignore.

They were fine. She was fine. They were just going for a drink.

The bar Chris had found was on the corner, the kind of place that had a velvet rope on weekends but wasn't using it yet, the night still young enough that the crowd was manageable. Through the windows she could see a large dance floor already filling up, colored light moving across bodies, the deep thud of bass she could feel in her sternum before they even opened the door.

Inside was warm and loud and smelled like good whiskey and something sweet from the cocktail menu. The bar ran along one wall, long and dark-wooded and backlit. The dance floor was to the left, the tables to the right, and it was the kind of place that was designed to make you feel like the night could become anything.

Anna felt her shoulders drop a fraction. It was nice. It was the kind of place where a red dress made sense.

"Bar?" Chris said close to her ear.

"Bar," she confirmed.

They found two stools.

* * *

The bartender was not what she'd expected.

She'd expected the usual, some college kid working his way through a communications degree, pleasant and efficient and completely forgettable. What she got instead was a man about her age, maybe a year or two older, with the kind of build that suggested he'd spent significant time thinking seriously about it. Tattoos down both forearms, dark and detailed. A jawline that could have been architectural. He moved behind the bar with a physical confidence that was almost performative, like he knew exactly what he looked like and had made his peace with it years ago.

He set down coasters in front of them and looked at Anna.

Not a passing glance. A look.

His eyes moved over her with a frank appreciation that was just on the right side of professional, and then he smiled, slow, like it was something he'd decided on rather than something that just happened.

"What can I get you?" he said.

His voice was low. She felt it more than heard it over the music.

"Vodka soda," she said. "Please."

"You got it." His eyes moved to Chris.

"Just water," Chris said. "Thanks."

The bartender held her gaze for just a moment longer than necessary before he turned to make her drink, and Anna looked down at the bar top and told herself her heart rate was perfectly normal for a woman who had walked two blocks in heels.

She could feel Chris beside her. Could feel the quality of his attention, that coiled stillness he got when he was watching something carefully.

Her drink arrived with professional care, set in front of her like it mattered that it landed exactly right.

"You in town for the weekend?" the bartender asked her. Not Chris. Her.

"Yes, actually," she said. "We drove up today."

"You should come to Chicago more often," he said. His eyes made it clear he wasn't talking to both of them.

She laughed. She didn't plan to laugh. It just came out, easy and warm, and his mouth curved at one corner like he'd been expecting it.

They talked for a few minutes. Nothing, small things, the bar, the city, a restaurant he recommended for breakfast if they had time in the morning. He was funny in a dry, easy way. He talked to her like Chris wasn't there, and she talked back the same way, and it was only when he moved down the bar to help someone else that she came back to herself and remembered where she was.

She turned to Chris.

He was looking at her with an expression she couldn't immediately categorize. Not upset. Not quite. Something more complicated than that, something that lived in the same neighborhood as the look he'd given her in the hotel room, but with an edge she hadn't seen before.

"You okay?" she said.

"Yeah." He picked up his water. "You seem like you're having a good time."

She studied him for a moment. "Was I flirting?"

"A little."

"I didn't mean to."

He looked at her steadily. "I know," he said. And then, after a beat: "It was kind of..." He stopped.

"Kind of what?"

He shook his head slightly. Looked down at his water. "Nothing."

She held his gaze for a moment longer, reading him the way she'd learned to read him. She saw something there that she filed away, something that connected to the hotel room and the dress and the way he'd very deliberately not let her finish.

She turned back to her drink. She shifted on the barstool and felt the slick warmth between her thighs that had been there since the hotel room and showed no signs of resolving itself.

She thought about the bartender. The way his eyes had dropped and come back up and the small involuntary thing that had happened in her body when they did. She didn't want to acknowledge what it meant that a stranger's eyes on her cleavage had made the warmth between her thighs pulse once, distinct and unmistakable. She was a married woman in a bar in a dress her husband had chosen and she was sitting here getting wet from the attention of men she didn't know and would never see again. Her mind wanted to reframe it, minimize it, file it under something innocent. Her body wouldn't cooperate. Her body had its own accounting of the way men were looking at her and it was keeping score and it was not confused at all about how good it felt.

* * *

Chris saw her from across the bar.

He'd been gone maybe four minutes, long enough to navigate to the men's room and back, long enough for the bar to have shifted and rearranged itself the way crowds did, people moving and settling into new configurations. He came around a pillar and stopped.

Anna was alone at the bar with the bartender in front of her, leaning on his forearms across the wood, and she was leaning slightly forward too, and they were talking. He could see her face from this angle, the animation in it, the way she was listening to whatever he was saying with her full attention, that quality she had of making the person she was talking to feel like the only person in the room.

He'd always loved that about her.

He stood where he was.

He didn't know why he didn't walk back to his stool. Some instinct held him in place, behind the pillar, watching. Anna laughed at something. He couldn't hear it but he could see it, the way it moved through her, the way she tilted her head back slightly and her hair caught the bar light.

Something moved through him that he didn't have a name for.

Hot. That was the only word. It was hot in a way that made no rational sense, watching his wife laugh at something another man said. His chest was tight and every nerve in his body was lit up and he was, he realized, gripping his phone harder than necessary.

He looked at her, at the red dress, the exposed cleavage, the way she was sitting with her elbows on the bar and her back slightly arched, and if he didn't know her he would have assumed it was intentional. That posture, that arch, the way the dress fell open just enough. It looked like a woman who knew exactly what she was doing, who had positioned herself at that bar with the express purpose of making sure nobody missed what she was offering. It looked like an invitation. He knew Anna well enough to know she hadn't done it on purpose. He also knew her well enough to know that some part of her had. He thought about every other man in this building who had the same view he did right now. Every pair of eyes that had tracked her since they walked in.

He lifted his phone and typed.

You look like you belong here.

He watched her feel her phone buzz. Watched her look down, read it, look up and scan the room until she found him. Their eyes met across the bar. She raised an eyebrow.

She typed back.

Are you watching me?

He hesitated. Then typed:

From across the bar. You look like you're alone. It's kind of hot.

He watched her read it. Watched something shift in her face, a stillness, then a slow, private smile she directed at the bar top rather than at him. She typed.

Is that so.

Not a question. He didn't respond. He just watched her put her phone down and say something to the bartender, and he laughed, and Anna's posture had shifted almost imperceptibly, something slightly more open about it, something that hadn't been there before.

She knew he was watching.

He stayed where he was another few minutes, just watching. Anna had turned back to the bartender. He was leaning on the bar now, closer than he needed to be, and she was laughing at something he'd said, her head tilting back slightly, her hand coming up to touch her collarbone in that way she did when she was genuinely charmed by someone. The bartender's eyes dropped to that hand and what was beneath it and came back up and Anna either didn't notice or had decided not to. Chris couldn't tell which and wasn't sure which answer he preferred.

He pulled out his phone and typed: he seems to like you.

He watched her phone light up on the bar beside her drink. She didn't look at it. She was saying something to the bartender now, leaning forward slightly, and the bartender was leaning in to hear her over the music and the angle gave him a direct view down the front of that dress and he was absolutely taking it. Chris watched the man's eyes and felt something hot move through his chest that was equal parts jealousy and something considerably more complicated.

He typed again: he's looking.

Her phone lit up a second time. She still didn't look at it. Her fingers were wrapped around her glass and she was laughing again, easy and warm, the laugh she gave people she liked, and the bartender was grinning like a man who had just won something small but satisfying.

Then a group of women at the far end of the bar started waving for service and the spell broke. The bartender held up one finger at Anna with a smile that promised he'd be back and pushed off the bar and moved away down toward them. Anna watched him go for just a beat longer than necessary. Then she reached for her phone. She read the messages. A small smile crossed her face as she set the phone back down without replying and picked up her drink.

Chris put his phone back in his pocket and pushed off the pillar and made his way back to the bar.

His heart was doing something complicated in his chest and his cock was doing something considerably less complicated.

* * *

He'd been back on his stool for ten minutes when two women appeared beside Anna.

Late twenties, dressed for the night, the easy confidence of people who came to places like this regularly. They ordered drinks and fell into conversation with Anna the way women sometimes did, quickly, warmly, with an immediate familiarity that men rarely managed. He watched Anna laugh at something one of them said.

One of them leaned in and said something close to her ear. Anna glanced at Chris.

"They want me to dance with them," she said. She was reading his face.

"You should," he said.

"You don't dance."

"No," he agreed. "You do though."

He looked at her for a moment. The bar light moved across her face and she was so beautiful he felt the familiar disbelief of it, the same wonder he'd felt a hundred times before and never gotten used to. That this woman, in this light, with that body, was his.

"Okay," she said.

She took her drink and followed the two women toward the dance floor, and Chris turned on his stool to watch.


Chapter Five

She could dance.

He knew this, had danced with her at their wedding, at friends' weddings, in their kitchen occasionally on weekend mornings when the right song came on and the coffee was good. But watching her now was different. The dance floor was crowded and loud and the light was low and shifting, and Anna moved through it like she'd decided something. Like the dress and the city and the long wound-up evening had burned away whatever layer usually kept her careful and contained.

She looked like herself, he thought. Some version of herself he didn't get to see very often.

He was genuinely enjoying just watching her dance.

He almost missed him.

He came from the edge of the dance floor, not rushing, not pushing, just moving through the crowd with the certainty of someone who had decided where he was going. He was big and Black. Tall, easily six-two, with the kind of build that came from years of serious work, broad through the shoulders and chest in a way that filled out his shirt completely, his arms thick and defined below his rolled sleeves where tattoos covered both forearms. He had close-cut hair and a jaw that looked like it had been designed to make women lose their train of thought, and he carried all of it with the easy confidence of a man who had never once in his adult life struggled to get a woman's attention and knew it. He moved through the crowd and people made room without being asked. Men shifted. Women noticed. He didn't appear to register either.

His eyes were on Anna.

Chris felt it before he fully processed it, a charge moving through him, something electric and sharp, starting in his chest and radiating outward. He watched the man approach Anna from behind, watched him enter her orbit, watched the moment she became aware of him and turned.

Even with her heels on he towered over her. The difference between them was stark and Chris felt it everywhere at once, her smallness next to his size, her pale skin in contrast to his, the red dress suddenly looking even more indecent next to all of that. Chris could not look away.

He couldn't see her expression from here but he could see her posture, and her posture didn't say no. It said something much more complicated than no.

They started dancing.

Not together yet, near each other, in that preliminary orbit that dance floors allowed for, close enough to be intentional and far enough to be deniable. Chris watched. His hand on his water glass was very still. His pulse was doing something he couldn't regulate.

Should he go over there?

He didn't move.

He should go over there.

He didn't move.

The man came closer. Anna moved with him. The space between them closed by degrees, by songs, by the natural gravity of a Friday night and a crowded dance floor and whatever was happening in the six inches of air between them. Chris watched the man's eyes and saw in them something direct and uncomplicated. Hunger, plainly expressed, making no apologies for itself. The same man who had walked through that crowd and turned every head in the room without trying, the man who could have crossed that dance floor and had his pick of anyone in it, had decided on Anna. Had narrowed the whole room down to her and was making that fact known in the clearest possible way. Chris felt something detonate quietly in his chest and stayed exactly where he was.

He watched his wife not step back.

The distance between them went from six inches to three to none, the man's hands finding her hips from behind, and Anna, Chris watched this, watched every second of it, tilted her head back slightly and let it happen.

Why can't I move?

His cock was so hard it was almost painful.

What is happening to me?

He didn't move.

* * *

She had forgotten he was watching.

That wasn't quite true. She hadn't forgotten, exactly, but the awareness of it had shifted from something anxious to something else, something that added a layer to what was already happening rather than interrupting it. She was aware of Chris at the bar the way she was aware of the music and the light and the warmth of the room, part of the atmosphere, while another man had stolen her attention.

He danced the way he moved, with certainty and confidence, and his hands on her hips were large and warm and he knew exactly what he was doing, and Anna's body, already wound up, already running at a temperature three degrees above normal, already lit up from two hours of deliberate want, responded to all of it without consulting her.

She didn't know his name. She didn't know anything about him except the size of his hands and the hard muscle of him pressed against her back and the way he moved, and her body didn't seem to require any additional information. That was the part she couldn't rationalize away. She had always thought of herself as someone whose attraction was tied to knowing a person, to history and context and the slow accumulation of trust. But there was nothing slow about what was happening right now. This man was a stranger and he was enormous and beautiful and relentlessly certain and her body had made its decision about him instantly. She could feel the sheer physical presence of him at her back like a field of heat and her body was turning toward it the way a plant turns toward light. Helpless. Instinctive. Completely beyond argument.

She was lost in it. She could feel the music thudding deep in her chest and the thin red fabric offering almost no barrier between her skin and his hard body. She was wet, had been slick and aching for hours, and every slow grind of his hips against her ass only spread the wetness further, coating her inner thighs in a warm slippery reminder that her body had long since stopped listening to reason.

His hands moved.

Upward from her hips, slowly, along her sides, and she felt them register the absence of a bra, the way the fabric lay without it, the softness beneath, and his hands slowed there. His thumbs grazed the outer curves of her breasts, fingers briefly brushing the hardened peaks of her nipples through the dress. She inhaled sharply and he did it again, less accidentally this time, and she should have stepped away.

She didn't step away.

His hands grew bolder, moving over the front of the dress with a directness that made her breath go short and ragged. His large palms covered her breasts completely, fingers kneading the soft weight while his thumbs dragged across her rigid, oversensitive nipples, rolling them slowly until they peaked even harder, sending jolts of pleasure that made her knees weaken and her clit pulse hard against the thin red fabric below. She looked up at him and he looked down at her and in his eyes was that same uncomplicated thing. Intent, expressed simply, waiting to see what she'd do.

The next song started. The dance floor was dark and full, the kind of dark where anything could happen and the night would keep it.

His hands left her breasts slowly, trailing down over her stomach, over the smooth red fabric, like he'd already decided how this was going to go. She felt them moving lower, dangerously close, and she should have stopped him there. She didn't. His hand pressed between her thighs, feeling her pussy through the thin red fabric, and she knew he could feel it, the heat of her, her wetness soaking through the dress from the pressure of his fingers. The fabric doing nothing to hide how completely her body had already betrayed her. Behind her he was hard, unmistakably, undeniably hard, grinding slow and deliberate against her ass through his pants like a promise.

She thought about Chris at the bar.

She thought: he wanted this.

She thought: I want this.

She stopped thinking entirely.

* * *

She came back to the bar flushed and warm, the red dress clinging to her damp skin with every step, her hair slightly undone from its careful arrangement. The man came with her, his hand at the small of her back like she belonged to him. She was aware of the dress as she walked, the way it rode her body, the open buttons, the way the air moved against her bare skin underneath, and she had one dizzying moment of seeing herself the way Chris must be seeing her right now. Flushed. Disheveled. A stranger's hand on her back.

Chris could see it from where he stood. A small dark spot on the front of the dress, low, where the fabric had been pressed against her. He knew exactly what it was.

She felt, rather than saw, him register it.

She stepped up beside him and the contact was brief and deliberate, her hip pressing lightly against him, just enough to feel what she was looking for. And she found it. Hard. Straining. Unmistakable. It told her everything she needed to know about how Chris was feeling about all of it.

She kept her face composed.

"This is..." She realized she didn't know. She turned to the man behind her. "I'm sorry, I don't..."

"Marcus," he said. He was looking at Chris.

"Marcus." She turned back to her husband. "Marcus, this is Chris. Chris, Marcus."

The two men looked at each other.

Chris put out his hand. "Hey."

Marcus shook it. His grip was brief and his eyes were direct and his expression said, with perfect clarity and without saying anything: I know exactly what's happening here. He looked at Anna then, and the look he gave her was different, warmer, more private, a thing meant only for her.

Chris watched Marcus's hand at the small of Anna's back and felt something shift in his chest. The fantasy and the reality were two different things, he was discovering. His body and his nerves were at war. His wife had never looked sexier to him. She also looked, from where he was standing, like another man owned her tonight.

"We should probably get going," he said. His voice came out even. Almost.

"Yeah," Anna said. She wasn't looking at him.

She was looking at Marcus.

"Where are you staying?" Marcus asked. He asked it conversationally, his eyes on Anna rather than Chris.

"The Marriott," Anna said. "On Michigan."

Something moved across Marcus's face. Not surprise. The opposite of surprise. "Funny," he said, with the slyness of a man who had decided something and was now simply executing it. "That's where I'm at tonight." He let that sit for a moment, long enough that all three of them understood exactly what was happening. "I was going to grab an Uber."

Anna turned to Chris with wide, hopeful eyes. The kind of eyes that knew exactly what they were doing. "Chris hasn't been drinking tonight," she said. "We drove up." A small pause. "You wouldn't mind, would you? It seems silly for him to get an Uber when we're going to the same place."

Chris said nothing for a moment.

"Sure," he said.

The word came out before he'd decided to say it.

Marcus's eyes moved to him, calm and level. The eyes of a man who had just lied smoothly and without apology, who knew that everyone in the conversation was aware of it, and didn't care even slightly. He knew he was going to get everything he wanted tonight.

"I appreciate it," Marcus said.


Chapter Six

The walk to the car was quiet.

They weren’t even out the door of the bar when Marcus's hand found Anna's. Not reaching for it, not asking, just finding it as they exited to the sidewalk, his fingers closing around hers with a calm possession that assumed the answer before the question was asked. Anna's breath caught and she didn't pull away.

She didn't pull away.

Marcus fell into step beside her naturally, the way he seemed to do everything, without hesitation, like the space beside her was somewhere he'd already decided to be. His hand in hers said the same thing his eyes had been saying all night. She's with me now. Chris walked on her other side with his hands in his pockets and his heart doing something complicated and said nothing.

To anyone passing on that sidewalk it looked exactly like what it was and also exactly like something else entirely. A woman and the man she was with, and someone else walking alongside them.

Chris was the someone else.

He was aware of his own hands in his pockets. Aware of Anna's small pale hand inside Marcus's large dark one, out in the open on a Chicago sidewalk, brazen and unapologetic. Not the dark of the dance floor. Not deniable. Just a man holding his wife's hand like it belonged to him.

His cock was so hard he could barely think.

The parking structure swallowed them. The city noise dropped away. Their footsteps echoed.

Chris clicked the key fob. The car blinked.

Marcus walked to the rear door, Anna's hand still in his, and opened it. He stood there without a word, Anna beside him. He didn't look at Chris. He didn't need to. He simply stood there holding the door for her, and the whole thing communicated with a clarity that no words could have improved on.

She had followed where his hand took her. She was standing where he'd brought her. She had let him find her hand in a crowded bar without pulling away. She had let his hands move over her body on a dark dance floor without stopping him. She had let him roll her nipples between his fingers and rub her pussy through her dress and feel exactly how wet she was, and her body had responded every single time without asking her permission first. He hadn't needed words all night. Her body had been obeying him long before her mind caught up.

He didn't need to say anything at all.

She looked at Chris across the roof of the car.

"Actually," she said. Her voice was careful. Thoughtful. Like she was working something out as she said it. "It seems a bit rude, doesn't it? Leaving Marcus in the back by himself." She tilted her head slightly. "Would you mind if I sat back with him? Keep him company? It's only a few minutes."

The parking structure was silent.

Chris looked at his wife across the roof of the car. Her hair was loose from the dancing, her nipples hard and visible through the fabric, like they had been since she met Marcus, and she was looking at him with an expression he understood completely after years of learning her.

She was asking.

Not just about the seating arrangement. She knew that. He knew that. Marcus, standing beside the open door with his arms loose at his sides, knew that.

She was asking if Chris was truly okay with this. All of this.

She was asking carefully, with a question she could walk back from if she needed to. It's only polite, it's only a few minutes, it's only keeping him company. She was watching his face for the answer, and her eyes were very bright and her body was very still.

He thought about the hotel room. The dress. A few days of turning something over in his mind that he hadn't had a name for.

He thought about standing behind that pillar watching her laugh.

He thought about her at the bar, hip brushing against him, and what he'd felt in that incidental contact, and what it had told him.

"Yeah," he said. His voice came out steady. "Of course."

Something moved across her face. Something he would think about for a long time afterward. Not quite relief, not quite excitement, but something that lived between the two, something that looked like a woman who had just heard an answer she'd been waiting for.

She opened the rear door.

Chris watched his wife climb into the backseat with another man.

He stood alone by the car for one more second. The parking structure was quiet and the city hummed beyond it. Marcus got in and Anna moved against him in the backseat, closing the space between them like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Chris got in the driver's seat.

He adjusted the mirror.

In the rearview, his wife was looking out the window, and Marcus was looking at her, and the city lights were moving across all of it.

Chris put the car in drive.

* * *

The backseat was dark. Chris drove and could hear them but couldn't really see them. There were sounds he couldn't quite identify, soft and close, a rustling, something that might have been nothing and might have been everything, and he drove and said nothing and his hands were very still on the wheel.

Then the first streetlight hit them like a camera flash.

One second of clarity, the orange-white wash of sodium light flooding the backseat, and Chris saw them. Anna's face turned up toward Marcus's, her lips parted and her tongue meeting his, her hand at his jaw like she'd been wanting to put it there all night, kissing him the way you kissed someone when you had stopped thinking about anything else. Not tentative. Not exploratory. Like they had already crossed whatever line existed and were somewhere on the other side of it.

The streetlight passed.

Darkness again.

Chris drove.

He had just watched his wife kiss another man. The stark reality of it, the image already burned into him, was something he was going to be living with for a very long time.

Another flash of amber clarity, longer this time, and what Chris saw was different from the last. They were closer now, deeper into each other, Anna half turned toward Marcus on the seat, one of her legs drawn up, her body turned toward him seeking more contact, closing every available inch of space between them. Marcus's large hand was at her waist, sliding upward along her side, and Anna's fingers were on the back of his head, pulling him closer, and she was kissing him like she had forgotten entirely that they were in a moving car. Like she had forgotten her husband was driving. Like she had forgotten everything except his mouth and his hands and everything he was making her feel.

Chris watched his wife press herself against another man and felt something enormous move through his chest and keep going, down through his stomach and lower, settling somewhere it had no intention of leaving.

Then they hit a stretch of the avenue where the streetlights ran close together, one after the next, and the darkness that had been protecting Chris from what was happening behind him stopped being available.

He could see them almost continuously now.

He saw Marcus's hand leave her waist and move slowly up her side, finding the open neckline of the dress, fingers working their way inside the buttons like he had every right to be there. He saw the moment his hand found her, the exact second Marcus's palm closed over her bare breast for the first time, no barrier between his hand and her nipple, and Anna's reaction was immediate and barely controlled. Her back arched hard, pressing herself into his hand, her fingers on the back of his head tightening, and the sound she made was not quiet. It was soft but it was real and it filled the car and Chris felt it everywhere.

He saw Marcus's thumb move. A slow deliberate circle, finding her nipple, and Anna's whole body responded to it, her hips shifting, her thighs pressing together, her head dropping back against the seat with her lips parted and her throat exposed to Marcus’s tongue and the expression on her face was the most nakedly aroused thing Chris had ever seen. Not Mrs. Mercer. Not anyone he recognized. A woman with another man's hand on her bare tits in the backseat of a car, her nipple hard and oversensitive under his control, her body lit up from the inside and clearly struggling to hide it.

Marcus rolled her nipple slowly between his fingers as his mouth devoured her neck.

Anna whimpered.

He saw Marcus pull back just far enough to look at her. Just for a moment. The way you looked at a woman when you knew exactly what you were going to do to her.

He saw Anna look back at him with the eyes of a woman who had stopped thinking and started wanting, purely and completely, in a way Chris had never quite seen directed at himself.

Whatever passed between them in that look Chris couldn't read from the mirror, but he felt the weight of it, the gravity of two people deciding something without words, and then Anna's mouth found Marcus's again and Marcus's hand moved slowly, deliberately, inside the open dress, and Anna moaned between kisses in a way Chris never heard before. He became aware, dimly, that one of his hands had left the wheel.

It had found the front of his pants, pressing hard against himself, and the relief of it was minimal and the need behind it was enormous. He was so hard it had crossed the line from want into something closer to pain, a throbbing insistence that had been building since the hotel room and had found no resolution and was now responding to the sounds from the backseat with a single-minded urgency that had bypassed every rational thought he had left. He pressed harder, the pleasure almost unbearable just from pressure against his pulsating cock. His breath came out unsteady. In the backseat Anna moaned again, soft and helpless, and his hips shifted involuntarily in the driver's seat and he ground against his own hand like a teenager who had just learned what need felt like.

A light changed ahead. He stopped the car on instinct, muscle memory doing the driving, and in the stillness of the red light the backseat was very close and very clear. He pulled his hand away from himself with some effort, because another thirty seconds of that and he was going to embarrass himself completely, and placed both hands back on the wheel at ten and two. His heart was going so hard he could feel it in his throat. His cock was still throbbing against his slacks with a persistence that was going to be very difficult to ignore for the remainder of the drive.

Marcus's hand had left her breast and was moving downward, slow and certain, tracing the curve of her waist, her hip, finding the hem of the dress and sliding beneath it. Anna's legs were parting. Not being pushed apart. Parting. Her body opening for him of its own accord, her thighs falling apart in the backseat of her husband's car with a willingness that required no encouragement, and Marcus's hand moved between them and found her pussy as Anna's whole body went rigid for one suspended second and then dissolved completely. Her hips rolled toward his hand. Her head went back.

"Oh fuck." And then his name, drawn out and helpless: "Marcus."

The light turned green.

He drove.

Darkness again.

Chris was aware of his own breathing. He was aware that it had become effortful, that something as automatic as breathing was requiring his attention, requiring him to remember to do it. He was aware of a physical reality in his own body that was impossible to ignore and impossible to do anything about, a wanting so acute it had passed through discomfort into something almost meditative, a fixed point his body had organized itself around.

That’s my wife, some part of him said. I should stop this.

He knew that.

He also knew, with a clarity that shamed him and electrified him in equal measure, that he was not going to say anything. That he had, somewhere on the dance floor of that bar watching a stranger's hands find his wife's body, made a decision without consciously making it. That the decision had been made before that, even. In a hotel room, in a bathroom mirror, in the soft light of their bedroom at home with a laptop between them and a red dress on a screen.

He had chosen this.

His wife was choosing it too.

In the dark behind him he heard her breathing change.


Chapter Seven

The sounds told him things he couldn't see.

This was the particular torment of the drive. The darkness that gave him almost nothing and the sounds that gave him everything, the noises that his mind assembled into images that were almost equally arousing. He heard the shift of her on the seat. He heard Marcus's low murmur, too quiet for words. He heard Anna's breathing, faster now, less controlled, punctuated by small involuntary sounds that told him exactly where his fingers were and exactly what they were doing to her. And beneath all of it, in the quiet of the car, he could hear her wetness, the slick sound of Marcus's fingers working against her soaked pussy, and his cock throbbed so hard he had to press his hand against himself again just to breathe.

He heard her building toward something. He could hear it getting closer.

Another row of streetlights. Several seconds of clarity, and what Chris saw made his hand tighten on his own cock without thinking.

Anna's dress was bunched at her waist. Fully. The top fallen open, her tits bare and exposed, rising and falling with every ragged breath, her nipples hard in the light. Marcus's big hand was between her spread thighs, finger fucking her with a thoroughness that her whole body was responding to, her hips rocking to meet every thrust of his hand with a desperation that had no shame left in it. Her knees, the knees she'd kept pressed together in the passenger seat the whole drive to the bar, holding herself in, maintaining herself, were wide apart now, opening herself up to him completely. Her tits moved with every roll of her hips, her small body moving around his giant fingers, and her head was back against the seat, her mouth open, completely lost.

"Oh fuck. Fuck yes…" Her voice was broken and breathless. "Marcus…I'm going to…I’m gonna cum."

Chris yanked his hand off himself.

He did it because he had no choice, because another second of that and it was over, and he gripped the wheel with both hands and held on. It didn't help. His cock was so far gone that it didn't need his hand anymore, pulsing on its own, and he felt the wet warmth spreading slowly through the fabric of his boxers, a steady leak of precum soaking through as his wife's voice broke in the backseat and she came hard on another man's hand.

He heard her cum. Every second of it. The sounds she made, his name nowhere in them.

He drove with a wet spot spreading through his pants and both hands on the wheel and said nothing at all. His cock still aching for a full release.

* * *

The streetlights passed overhead as they continued toward the hotel.

Anna turned toward Marcus, her body angled across the seat, her dress still bunched at her waist, her tits still bare, completely undone and not caring even slightly. Her hand was in Marcus's lap. Moving. Feeling him through his pants with a focused, hungry attention that told Chris she had found something that had her full interest.

She was squeezing, tracing, learning the shape of him through the fabric, and she looked like a woman who had waited all night for this and nothing was going to stop her, her whole body humming with a need that one orgasm only made worse.

Chris knew that about her. That foreplay never fully satisfied her, it ignited her. That the moment she came she needed to be fucked, immediately and completely, her body tipping from release straight into a deeper, more urgent need. He was always the one that gave her that.

Tonight she had a need for someone else.

He caught her face in the mirror for just a second and then his eyes moved to her hands and he understood why her expression looked the way it did.

She had pulled his cock out.

Even in the passing light, even from the mirror, the size of it stopped his breath. Her hand was wrapped around it and her fingers couldn't close all the way, the thick dark head standing free above her fist, and Anna was looking at it the way you looked at something that made you reconsider everything you thought you knew. Her lips were parted. Then her other hand found it too, wrapping around him just below the first, and even with both hands stacked one on top of the other there was still plenty of cock visible, standing proud above her grip. She stroked him slowly and Chris watched his wife's face in the mirror and felt something shift permanently inside him.

She looked like someone he didn't entirely recognize. She looked like the woman that slutty little red dress had always been intended for, naughty…slutty, and utterly lost in it, and he had never wanted her more in his life.

And underneath that want was something else, something complicated and nameless. Something that lived in the same place as jealousy but wasn't jealousy, something that was almost its opposite.

Chris pressed against himself through his pants and didn't bother bringing his hand back to the wheel this time.

He was soaked through the fabric, the warm slick of his own precum spreading against his cock as he pressed, and he had to slow his hand down, moaning to himself, trying to hold onto every bit of what this night was doing to him for as long as he possibly could.

From the backseat, Marcus said something low. Anna responded with a sound rather than words. Then silence, a different quality of silence, anticipatory, the silence before something...

The sound that followed was a new one.

It took Chris a full three seconds to understand what he was hearing and when he did his vision went slightly white at the edges.

Another row of streetlights hit.

Anna's head was in Marcus's lap. Her dark hair spread across his thighs, her head moving slowly and with purpose, and Marcus's large hand resting at the back of her head, fingers loosely curled into her hair, like she was his to use however he pleased. In the brief light Chris could see the wet gleam of his wife's saliva coating that thick dark cock, glistening where her mouth had already been.

Darkness.

But the sounds remained. The specific, unmistakable, wet sounds of his wife's mouth working in the backseat, the soft rhythm of it, and underneath that the sound of her breathing through her nose, steady and focused, a woman who had found exactly what she wanted and wasn't coming up for air anytime soon. Marcus made a low sound that was barely a sound at all, more of an exhale, the sound of a man trying to stay composed and not entirely succeeding.

Another row of lights. "That's it." Marcus's voice was low and tight, the cool certainty of earlier in the night stripped back to something rawer. "Good girl." A sharp exhale. "Fuck."

From the driver's seat, barely audible, came an echo.

"Oh fuck…"

Chris hadn't meant to moan it out loud.

Marcus looked up.

Not at Anna. Not at the window. At the mirror. At Chris.

Their eyes met.

Marcus's expression was certain and entirely, devastatingly clear. It said: I see you. It said: I know you're watching. It said everything else without saying it, a complete and wordless communication between two men about what was happening in the backseat of this car, about who was in control of it, about the fact that Chris was in the driver's seat and Marcus was in possession of everything that mattered. Marcus held his gaze for one long moment and then looked back down.

Her lips were stretched around him. That was the first thing Chris registered, the erotic visual of it, the sheer size of what she was trying to take, her lips forming a tight wet ring around that thick dark cock, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, her head bobbing slowly, taking what she could and working the rest with both hands. She looked, from the mirror, completely consumed by it. Like there was nothing in the world except the cock in her mouth and the low sounds Marcus was making for her.

Chris drove. His hand was pressing so hard against himself he could feel his own heartbeat through his cock.

Her mouth had found a rhythm now, deeper than before, and Marcus's hand at the back of her head had stopped being passive. His fingers were curled gently into her hair, guiding rather than forcing, and Anna was following his lead the way she had followed his lead all night, her body doing what it had been doing since the dance floor, obeying without being asked. She pulled back to the tip, her tongue working the head, and even from the mirror Chris could see the string of spit that connected her lips to his cock when she pulled back, and he made a sound in the driver's seat that he would have been ashamed of under any other circumstances.

Chris was about to have the biggest orgasm of his life. He ripped his hand away as his cock throbbed and leaked more precum, his breath coming in ragged pulls, and drove three more blocks with both hands on the wheel and sounds coming from behind him that he would fantasize about endlessly.

* * *

They arrived at the hotel parking garage.

He turned in slowly. Ticket machine. The familiar concrete dark. He pulled into a space and put the car in park and sat for a moment with his hands on the wheel, his cock still throbbing, his breath still not entirely his own.

In the backseat: rustling. The sounds of rearrangement, of a woman putting herself back together. He watched the mirror and saw Anna sitting upright, pulling the dress back up over her tits, fastening what buttons she could, running a hand through her hair, composing herself with an efficiency that was almost surreal given what he'd just watched her doing. Beside her Marcus was tucking himself away, and even the brief glimpse Chris caught in the mirror of that thick dark cock disappearing back into his pants made his own throb in response. Marcus was hard and unsatisfied, worked up and denied, badly needing release and everyone in that car knew it.

Anna looked up.

She caught his eyes in the mirror.

For one moment they just looked at each other, his wife and him, over the distance of two feet and the whole strange territory of the last twenty minutes. Her expression was unreadable to him in the dark garage, her face a pale shape in the mirror, and he couldn't tell what she was reading in his.

He got out of the car.

He came around to the rear door and opened it and stood back. Marcus got out first and then Anna, and when she stood and smoothed the dress and finally looked at him directly, really looked, face to face, no mirror between them, he watched her eyes drop.

Drop to the front of his pants.

He had soaked through the fabric, obviously, visibly, in a way that would have been mortifying under any other circumstances and was instead the most honest thing about him right now, documented plainly.

She looked back up at his face.

She was not doing a particularly good job of containing her expression.

It wasn't triumph, exactly. It wasn't cruelty. It was something warmer than that, something knowing, something that understood what it had found and was deciding what to do with it. He watched something settle in her expression, a decision made, and then she looked at him with those eyes that knew him better than anyone.

"I'm not tired," she said.

Her voice was entirely normal. Mrs. Mercer voice. Informational.

"No?" he said.

"I thought maybe a nightcap." She glanced at Marcus, briefly, casually, as if this were a natural thing to think of. "We have a minibar."

Marcus said nothing. He was looking at Anna with that same direct expression he'd had on the dance floor, in the car, the expression of a man who had already decided and was waiting for the formalities to conclude.

Anna turned back to Chris.

"Is that okay?" she said. Sweet. Perfectly, infuriatingly sweet. The plausible deniability reduced now to a single thin thread, frayed almost to nothing, both of them able to see through it. But she held it anyway, held it for him, gave him the shape of a choice even now.

He looked at his wife.

He thought about four years. He thought about the kitchen table and the papers she always graded last. He thought about the way she laughed and the way she'd looked when she opened that bathroom door, something in her expression he hadn't seen before, like she'd found something out about herself in that mirror that she hadn't been expecting.

"Yeah," he said. "Of course."

She smiled.

It was a small smile. Private. A smile that had a room in it he hadn't been inside before, a room she was opening for the first time, and she aimed it at him for just a moment before she turned toward the elevator.

Marcus fell into step beside her.

Chris followed.

The elevator doors opened.

They got in.


Chapter Eight

The elevator opened onto their floor. The hallway stretched ahead of them, silent and carpeted and indifferent, lit by the particular flat light of hotel corridors at midnight.

Chris had the key card. He always had the key card. Anna lost key cards. It was a known fact of their marriage. He kept them, she teased him about it, one of those small domestic arrangements that accumulate over years into the texture of a shared life.

He swiped it now. The light went green. He pushed the door open and stood back.

Anna went in first. Then Marcus. Then Chris.

The room was exactly as they'd left it. The white linen, the city through the floor-to-ceiling windows, the champagne bottle on the credenza, nearly empty now, two glasses beside it. The lamp on the nightstand threw warm light across the bed and the sitting area. It was a beautiful room, designed with romance in mind, and the three of them standing in it had a quality that was almost surreal, almost funny, almost something Chris couldn’t believe.

Chris sat on the bed.

It was instinct. His side, the right side, where he always slept, where he'd sat earlier tonight when Anna was getting ready. Marcus was looking at the single armchair in the corner by the window, the good chair, the one with the view of the city, and he crossed to it and sat down in it like a man settling into something he'd been offered.

Chris waited for Anna to come sit beside him.

She was looking at Marcus in the chair.

"That's my spot," she said.

Her voice had that lightness to it, the warmth of the evening still in it, something underneath that he recognized and that made his chest tighten. She was looking at Marcus with a smile that was almost performative, almost aren't I being silly, almost nothing at all. He knew that smile. He knew exactly what it was covering.

Marcus looked at her.

He patted his thigh. "Plenty of room," he said. His voice was light but his eyes weren't, and they both knew which one to believe.

The room was very quiet.

Anna laughed, a light easy laugh, and reached for the folded blanket at the foot of the bed. She picked it up, she crossed to the chair, and she sat down on Marcus's lap facing forward, her ass on the center of his lap, and she spread the blanket to cover them both.

Chris watched this happen.

He watched his wife arrange the blanket over herself and Marcus, smoothing it at the edges, ensuring their lower bodies were covered, with the focused domestic attention she brought to things, the same attention she brought to making the bed, to folding laundry, to all the ordinary careful maintenance of their life. She arranged the blanket and then she settled back against Marcus's chest and looked at Chris across the room with an expression that was entirely normal.

She's cold, some part of his brain offered. The room is air conditioned. She's just cold.

He knew better.

She knew he knew better.

They were both going to pretend.

"So," Anna said pleasantly. "How long are you in Chicago?"

* * *

They talked.

Chris could not, afterward, have reconstructed much of what was said. The conversation had the quality of something happening at a distance. He was present for it, he responded when addressed, he heard his own voice making normal sounds, but the foreground of his attention was elsewhere.

The blanket.

Specifically: what was happening under it.

Nothing yet, maybe. Or something. He couldn't tell and the not-telling had a slow unbearable tension that had no release valve. Anna was talking to him, asking him something about whether he wanted to find somewhere for breakfast tomorrow, and her voice was entirely composed and her face was entirely composed and her hips...

Her hips moved.

A small thing. A shift in her seated position, a micro-adjustment, the kind of movement you wouldn't notice if you weren't watching for it. Chris was watching for it.

She adjusted again.

And then, very quietly, she laughed at something Marcus said close to her ear, a private laugh, not for the room, the kind of sound that came from warmth and closeness, and Chris saw the blanket move in a way that had nothing to do with temperature.

"What do you think?" Anna said.

He looked up. She was asking him something about breakfast, about tomorrow, about something entirely ordinary, and her eyes were on him and her cheeks were faintly flushed and her breathing was slightly elevated and she was asking him about breakfast.

"Sure," he said. "Whatever you want."

She smiled at him.

A quiet sound escaped her that she converted, smoothly, into a small cough.

“Could you pour us some drinks?" she said. "There's some in the minibar.”

She held his gaze as she said it. Her voice was steady. Her eyes were asking something else entirely, asking him to turn away, to face the other direction, to give her thirty seconds without being watched, and she was asking it in the most innocent possible language because she was Anna and this was how she was doing this, this thin thread of deniability she was maintaining against all available evidence.

He stood up.

He crossed to the minibar. He found two small bottles of something, whiskey maybe, he wasn't reading labels, and poured them over ice into two glasses and he stood there for a moment with his back to the room.

He heard nothing specific.

He heard everything.

He turned around.

The blanket was still in place. Anna was still on Marcus's lap, settled back against him, composed. Marcus's posture had shifted slightly, lower in the chair, more settled, but his pants...

His pants were around his ankles.

And so were his boxers.

The lower half of Marcus was bare from mid-thigh down, his pants pooled at his feet, and Anna was sitting on his bare lap with the blanket draped over them and her dress was still on and her face was still composed and the room temperature seemed to be getting hotter.

Chris stood there with two glasses.

The logic of the situation assembled itself in his mind with a clarity that was almost academic. Anna on Marcus's bare lap. Her dress pushed up around her waist, her bare pussy resting directly against his bare skin, nothing between them, the blanket doing nothing structural, nothing functional, nothing except providing the thinnest possible membrane between what was happening and what they were all going to acknowledge was happening.

He could picture it exactly. Marcus's bare thighs under her, that thick hard cock pressed against her somewhere, and Chris's mind kept snagging on exactly where. Against her ass, maybe. Or worse, nestled up between her thighs from behind, pressed flush against her swollen clit, the length of it running against her, hard and waiting and feeling everything. He thought about the size of it, what he'd seen in the mirror on the drive over, and the thought of that pressed against his wife under that blanket made it difficult to hold the glasses steady.

Marcus's bare cock against his wife's bare, soaking wet pussy.

He crossed the room.

He handed them their glasses.

Anna's fingers brushed his as she took the glass. She looked up at him. He looked down at her. Six inches apart, and from this angle, standing directly over them, he could see what the rest of the room couldn't. The blanket across their laps, yes, but the angle gave him everything. Marcus's cock pressed up between her thighs from behind, the thick length of it running flush against her pussy lips, glistening with her wetness. Her hips rocking in the smallest possible increments, barely perceptible, grinding slowly against him with a restraint that was costing her something. And her hand, underneath the blanket, pressing his cock firmer against her clit while she looked up at her husband with completely steady eyes and held out her hand for her drink.

She looked at him. Really looked. And what she found looking back at her was not a man who wanted her to stop. His eyes were dark and his jaw was tight and she could see, from six inches away, exactly how hard he was beneath that wet spot on the front of his pants, the fabric straining, his body giving him away completely. He had just looked down from directly above and seen everything. Marcus's cock running along her pussy lips. Her hand pressing it against her clit. Her hips moving. He had seen all of it and he was standing there holding two glasses and saying nothing and doing nothing and his cock was so hard it was visibly throbbing through his pants.

She held his gaze. Her hips kept their slow rhythm under the blanket, barely moving, and her eyes stayed on his and she let him see what she was asking. Not with words. With the dark want in her eyes and the barely perceptible movement of her hips and the soft catch in her breath and all of it aimed directly at him, waiting. Waiting to see if he was going to say stop.

He didn't say stop.

She had her answer. She looked back at Marcus.

Chris sat down on the edge of the bed.


Chapter Nine

The pretending lasted another few minutes.

Anna sipped her drink and made conversation and the blanket moved with a rhythm that was getting more difficult to characterize as anything innocent, and Chris sat on the bed and watched and said nothing. He was aware of his own hands, empty, useless, gripping the edge of the mattress.

Marcus's hands moved to the outside of the blanket. To Anna's sides, sliding upward over the red dress with a deliberateness that made no effort to hide itself. She was talking to Chris, something about the bar, something about the music, her voice entirely normal, and Marcus's hands kept moving, slow and certain, mapping her body through the fabric like he was relearning something he already knew. When they reached her tits she kept talking. Her voice didn't waver. Only her breathing did, the faintest elevation, almost nothing, and her eyes stayed on Chris like she was daring herself to hold them there.

She kept talking while his hands moved over her through the dress.

She kept talking while his fingers found the straps at her shoulders.

She kept talking while he drew the straps down.

The dress fell open.

Not the way it had in the hotel room when it was too small and the buttons wouldn't close. That had been an accident, a consequence. This was deliberate. The straps off her shoulders, the neckline falling, the red fabric parting to the waist, and Anna was sitting in Marcus's lap in the lamplight with her tits fully exposed, her bare pussy grinding against his cock under the blanket, and Marcus's large hands moving over her naked body with a thoroughness that left nothing to interpretation. He cupped her tits and rolled her nipples between his fingers.

She had stopped talking.

She was looking at the middle distance with her lips slightly parted and her glass loosely held in one hand, and Marcus's fingers were moving in slow circles and she was trying, he could see her trying, to maintain some version of composure, some final thin layer of the persona she'd been holding all evening.

"What do you think you're doing?" she said. Her voice came out slightly breathless, aimed at Marcus, with an effect of playful outrage that didn't quite cover what was underneath it. She reached up to push his hands away. "Excuse me..."

Marcus caught her hands.

He held them gently, easily, with the particular assurance of someone who knew the difference between resistance and performance, and he brought them back down and kept them there. Anna laughed, surprised, flushed, and twisted to face him, and the blanket slid to the floor.

What followed had the quality of play and the quality of something else entirely.

She stood up and turned to face him before straddling his lap. Her knees on either side of his thighs, her dress rucked up around her hips, and she was pushing at his chest with both hands. Marcus was holding her wrists and she was laughing and the laughter was real and underneath it was something that was also real and had nothing to do with laughing.

Chris was on the edge of the bed.

His wife's back was to him. He had a direct, unobstructed view of her bare back, her dress bunched at the waist, her bare ass in Marcus's lap as she straddled him. She was still pushing at his chest with both hands, still resisting in the way that wasn't really resistance, and Marcus was letting her, catching her wrists and releasing them, catching them again, the two of them locked in something that looked like a struggle and felt like foreplay. She twisted against him and he pulled her back. She pushed and he held. Grinding against his cock with every movement whether she intended it or not, her body betraying the argument her hands were making, and every time Marcus pulled her back against him she stayed a half second longer before pushing away again.

The half seconds got longer.

The pushing got softer.

The wrestling stopped.

Not all at once. It unwound gradually, the laughter becoming something quieter and the movement becoming something different and Anna's hands on Marcus's chest shifting from pushing to holding, and then to not pushing at all.

Her hips found a slow focused rhythm, her bare pussy pressing down against his cock, riding him from the outside, and Chris could see the wet gleam of her arousal on him from across the room, her body coating him completely, using him, and Marcus's hands moved from her wrists to her hips and took over the rhythm and made it his.

Marcus said something to her, low, only for her. Whatever it was made something move through her that she didn't manage to hide, her hips stuttering and she made a sound that went through Chris like voltage, a soft broken moan that she didn't quite manage to swallow, the sound of a woman whose body had just been told something it very much wanted to hear.

She made it again, involuntarily, when his hands moved.

"Refill our drinks," Anna said.

She said it over her shoulder, not looking at him, her voice doing its best impression of normal and not nearly succeeding.

Chris stood up.

He took their glasses. He walked across the room to the minibar and he poured and he did not look away this time. He faced the room. He watched.

Marcus had her. Both hands moving over her body with an openness that was no longer making any effort toward subtlety. The dress was gone, pulled off and dropped, and Anna was fully naked in the warm light of the room, her back arching as his mouth found her nipples and what came out of her was low and broken and nothing like the sounds she made at home, in their bed, in the life he knew. It was a sound that belonged to this room and this man and whatever version of his wife was currently arching her nipple into a stranger's mouth with her eyes closed and her hands wrapped around the back of his head.

Chris stood by the minibar and held two glasses and felt his cock throb against his zipper.

He was not going to make it to the other side of the room without addressing the situation in his own body. He set the glasses down and stood there for a moment, his hands at his sides, watching his wife's perfect ass and the way she was moving and the way Marcus's hands were moving over her, and then he undid his belt. Slowly. Not hiding it. Not turning away. He freed himself and wrapped his hand around his cock and the relief of it after hours of denial was so overwhelming he had to press his free hand flat against the counter just to stay upright.

He stood there and he watched and he stopped pretending he wasn't doing exactly what he was doing.

Marcus looked up.

Directly at him. The same look from the car, direct and certain and saying everything it needed to say. Chris held his gaze for a moment, his hand moving slowly, and something passed between them that had no name, an acknowledgment, a reckoning, two men on opposite sides of the same woman and both of them exactly where they had chosen to be.

Marcus looked back at Anna. Whatever passed between them took about two seconds. Then he stood, lifting her with him like she weighed nothing, her legs wrapping around him instinctively, her bare body against his, and he carried her across the room.

To the bed.

Chris moved to the chair, some instinct, some navigation of the room that happened without thought, and he was sitting where they had sat and he watched Marcus lay his wife on the hotel bed with a gentleness that was almost surprising given the size of him. She looked so small with him towering over her. She looked like herself and like someone he was still learning.

Marcus laid Anna out on the bed and she let him. More than let him. Her tiny body arranged itself across the sheets with an openness that went beyond permission, something in the way she lay there that was pure offer, arms loose at her sides, legs falling slightly apart, her eyes on him, waiting. Like she had been waiting all night and was done waiting now.

He watched his wife. He watched her face closely. The expressions that moved across it as Marcus's hands moved over her body, things Chris recognized and things he didn't, a version of Anna he had known and versions he was seeing for the first time. He had thought he knew her body completely. He understood now that he had known one version of it, the version available to one person, and that there were parts of her that had been waiting for exactly this, for someone with Marcus's size and control and dominance, to come and find her.

Marcus's mouth was on her. He started at her neck, taking his time there, his lips and tongue moving against her pulse point while his hands pinned her wrists loosely above her head, and Anna arched into it, her head falling back, a low hum escaping her that she didn't try to stop. He moved to her collarbones, her shoulders, back to her neck, not rushing, mapping her like he had all night and intending to use every bit of it.

Her nipples were already hard when his mouth found them. He took his time there too, his tongue circling slowly before he sucked, and Anna's hum became something sharper, a gasp that broke into a moan, her back lifting off the bed, pressing herself into his mouth. He moved between her nipples, sucking and rolling gently, and she was making continuous sounds now, soft and involuntary, her hips shifting restlessly against the sheets, her body trying to find friction where there wasn't any yet.

"Marcus." His name in her mouth, breathless, a request and a complaint at the same time.

He smiled against her skin and kept going. Her stomach. Her hips. The soft inside of her thighs, his mouth moving against them slowly, biting gently, and Anna whimpered and her thighs fell open, offering him everything. He bit again, higher this time, closer, and she made a sound that was almost a sob, her hips lifting toward his mouth, begging without words. She was soaked, visibly, her pussy swollen and open and glistening, a wet patch darkening the sheets beneath her, her body so far past ready, and when his mouth finally found her pussy she cried out, her hands flying to the back of his head, pulling him in.

He didn't tease. He gave her exactly what she needed, his tongue working against her, relentlessly, her hips rolling and her thighs trembling and her voice filling the room.

"Yes." A pause, just his tongue moving. "Fuck. Don’t stop. Please don't stop. Fuck — I'm going to — yes, Marcus, right there, yes — right there — "

Her thighs clamped around his head and she came, her whole body shaking, the sheets twisted in her fists, and the sounds she made as she came were filthy and desperate and nothing like anything Chris had ever heard from her in his life.

"Yes," she breathed, still shaking. "God. Yes."

Chris watched his wife come on another man's mouth from a chair six feet away and slowly, deliberately, moved his hand away from himself. He was close, had been close for a long time, but some part of him knew this wasn't it. Knew there was something still coming that he needed to be present for. Something he had been waiting for all night without letting himself name it directly.

He put both hands on the arms of the chair as his cock twitched in his lap and he waited.

She was still shaking when Marcus kissed his way back up her body. She reached for him, both hands pulling him toward her, and when his mouth found hers she kissed him with everything she had, deep and hungry, her fingers in his hair, her bare body pressing up against his, and when he settled his weight over her she gasped into his mouth at the contact, his cock pressed against her pussy without pushing in, just there, just resting against her, and her hips moved instinctively, seeking, trying to angle herself onto him.

He didn't let her.

He held himself just out of reach, his cock sliding against her, dragging slowly along her soaked pussy lips without giving her what she was chasing, and Anna whimpered into the kiss and her hips followed him, grinding up against him, trying to catch him, and he let her feel the length of him, the thickness of him, everything she was about to take, without giving her any of it.

"Marcus." She broke the kiss. A warning. A plea. Her hips grinding against him.

He dragged the head of his cock slowly over her clit and she moaned and grabbed his ass and tried to pull him in and he resisted, completely in control, and she made a frustrated desperate sound that came from somewhere deep in her chest.

"Please," she said.

Chris heard that word from the chair and his whole body responded to it. His wife saying please. Saying it to another man, in that voice, with that need behind it, begging to be fucked while her husband sat six feet away and gripped the armrests. He released the armrest slowly and his hand found his cock, wrapping around it, and he held it there, not moving yet, just holding, his whole body coiled and waiting for what was coming next.

Marcus kept moving against her. Slow. Deliberate. The head of his cock circling her entrance, pressing just barely, just enough to make her think he was going to give it to her, and then withdrawing, and Anna was past composure, past everything, her whole body chasing him, her pussy soaked and swollen and grinding against him shamelessly.

"Please." Louder this time. Her nails in his back. "Marcus. Please. I need it."

He looked down at her.

"Tell me what you need."

She held his gaze, her chest heaving, her hips still moving against him even now, unable to stop.

"Fuck me," she said. Her voice was clear and steady and wrecked all at once. "Please. I need you to fuck me right now."

Marcus looked at her for one long moment.

Then he positioned himself and slowly pushed forward.

The sound Anna made as the head of his cock pushed inside her was unlike anything that had come before it. Not a moan, not a gasp, something rawer than both, torn out of her involuntarily, her mouth open and her eyes closing and her whole body going absolutely still like she needed every available resource just to process what was happening to her.

He stopped. Just the head. Letting her feel it.

"Oh god," she whispered. "Oh my god."

Her pussy was stretched around him visibly, her body working to accommodate something it had never accommodated before, and Chris could see it from the chair, could see the strain of it and the want of it and the way her hips were tilting upward toward him even now, even in the middle of being overwhelmed, her body asking for more.

Marcus gave her a little more.

Her back arched clean off the bed. Her nails raked down his back and left marks and she didn't know she was doing it, was past knowing anything except the slow impossible stretch of him pushing into her, her married pussy opening around a cock it had never imagined, taking it, making room for it, her whole body reorganizing itself around the size of him.

"Fuck," she breathed. Barely a whisper. "Fuck, you're so — "

More.

She grabbed the sheets. Both fists twisting into them, her knuckles white, her thighs trembling on either side of him, and the sounds coming out of her now were continuous and helpless and had no performance in them, nothing practiced or considered, just pure unfiltered sensation pouring out of her with every inch he gave her.

"You okay?" Marcus said. His voice was tight. Controlled at the edges. It was costing him something to go this slowly and they both knew it.

"Don't stop." Her voice was gone, barely there. "Please. Don't stop.”

He pushed deeper.

Anna's head pressed back into the pillow and her mouth opened and nothing came out for a long moment, just silence, the silence of someone who has gone past the ability to make sound, and then a long shaking exhale that said everything her voice couldn't.

Chris sat in the chair with his hand wrapped around his cock and did not move and did not breathe. He watched his wife take another man's cock for the first time. Her small body stretched around something that had no business fitting inside her and fitting anyway, her pussy swallowing him inch by inch while she gripped the sheets and shook.

Nothing about his life was ever going to look exactly the same as it had before tonight.

He understood that completely and he did not look away.

Marcus buried himself completely.

Anna went silent.

One second of absolute stillness, both of them completely motionless.

Then she exhaled. Long and shaking, a breath that meant full and stretched and overwhelmed and yes and finally and more, all of it at once. Her legs locked around him and pulled him in. And she said his name in a way she had never said any name before, like the name itself was part of what was happening to her body, like saying it was another way of taking him.

"Marcus."

Just that. Just his name. But the way she said it filled the room.

Marcus began to move.

Slowly at first. Pulling back just enough and pushing forward again, letting her feel every inch of him moving inside her, and Anna's whole body responded to it like a current running through her, her back arching, her hips rising to meet him, her hands finding his back and his arms and the hard muscle of him, mapping the body that was doing this to her. He was enormous above her, his shoulders blocking out the light, his arms braced on either side of her head, and she looked so small beneath him, her pale body swallowed up by his, her tiny pussy wrapped around that thick dark cock and taking it, all of it, every slow deliberate stroke.

"Holy fuck," she breathed. "Marcus. More."

He gave her more. Deeper. The rhythm finding itself, slow and relentless, and Anna stopped trying to form words entirely. What came out of her instead was pure sound, continuous and helpless, rising with every thrust, her hips moving with him now in a rhythm that her body had found without being taught, grinding up to meet him, chasing every stroke, her small body built for exactly this without ever having known it.

Chris sat in the chair and watched his wife get fucked.

There was no other way to say it, no softer version of it, no frame that made it something else. His wife was on her back on that bed with her legs wrapped around another man. Her face transported. Her voice filling the room. That massive cock moving inside her soaking pussy with a slowness that was its own brand of devastation. Chris sat in the chair with his cock in his hand and felt nothing except the raw impossible reality of what he was watching.

Anna turned her head.

She found him in the chair across the room, her husband, his cock in his hand, his eyes fixed on her, and she held his gaze for one long suspended moment while Marcus moved inside her with pace now, while her body rolled with it, while everything she was feeling was written plainly across her face for Chris to read. She looked at him the way she had never looked at him before, from somewhere past every version of herself he had ever known, and what he saw in her eyes in that moment pulled the orgasm out of him like a tide.

The first rope of cum tore out of him and he couldn't have stopped it for anything in the world.

Anna watched it happen. Watched her husband's cock pulse in his hand, watched him come apart in the chair with his eyes locked on her, ropes of cum striping his shirt and his stomach and his thighs, completely undone, completely lost, and something about it, the rawness of it, the proof of what watching her was doing to him, combined with the enormous cock buried inside her and the perfect body driving it home, sent her over the edge before she had time to brace for it.

"Oh fuck," she gasped. "Yes. Yes. Yesssss."

Her whole body seized around that cock, her back arching clean off the bed, her thighs locking around Marcus and pulling him deeper as the orgasm crashed through her in waves, her voice breaking and not stopping, her pussy clenching around him as she came, that thick cock still fucking her while her husband watched from the chair with cum covering him and his eyes still locked on her face.

His hand was still moving. He was still coming. Husband and wife, coming at the same moment. Together and not together in a way that needed no explanation and would never fully be explainable.

He was still shaking when his arm finally stilled.

Anna was still going.

Marcus had slowed.

His hips still moving, but differently now, deeper and less urgent, long slow strokes that had Anna making soft continuous sounds into his mouth because he was kissing her. Really kissing her, his hands cradling her face, her fingers in his hair, the two of them tangled together on that bed with a closeness that had no performance in it, no awareness of the room or the chair or the man sitting in it.

Chris watched them make out.

That was what it looked like from the chair. Not fucking. Something closer to the opposite of fucking, intimate in a way that the last hour had not been, Marcus moving inside her with long deep strokes while he kissed her like he had all the time in the world. Deep kisses, Anna's mouth open under his, their tongues moving together with the same slow rhythm his hips were keeping.

Anna kissed him back the same way. Her body soft and open and completely given over to it. Her hand at his jaw pulling him closer like she couldn't get enough of his mouth even now, even with all of him inside her.

It was, Chris realized with a clarity that hit him somewhere low and complicated, the most intimate thing he had watched all night. More intimate than the orgasms. More intimate than the begging. Just his wife and another man kissing slowly in the warm light of the room while he was still inside her, her tongue against his, her eyes closed, looking for all the world like a woman who was exactly where she wanted to be.

He sat with that. His heart pounding so hard he felt like the room could hear it.

Something shifted in Marcus.

The slowness of the last few minutes dissipated like fog. His hands moved from her face to her hips and he pulled her closer, deeper, and Anna moaned into his mouth and the kiss broke and she groaned in pure want, and then he was moving again, really moving, the full force of that body satisfying her.

He pulled out and flipped her over in one motion.

Anna went onto her hands and knees without resistance, her back arching naturally, offering herself, and Marcus moved behind her and pushed back inside her and the sound that tore out of her from the new angle and the new depth was the loudest she'd been all night. Her arms buckled slightly. She caught herself, braced, and pushed back against him.

Marcus fucked her.

Not slowly. Not carefully. He gripped her hips with both hands and drove into her with a power that had Anna crying out with every thrust, her whole body rocking forward, her tits swaying beneath her, her hair falling across her face. Chris could see all of it from the chair. The full expanse of her bare back, the flare of her hips, her ass rippling against his hips every time he drove forward, the soft give of her taking the full force of him. Marcus behind her, that body, those shoulders, the sheer physical force of him, a body built for exactly this, driving into his wife over and over while she took it and asked for more.

He looked inadequate sitting in that chair.

He knew it. Felt it in his bones, the reality of watching something his own body could never have given her, a size and a power and a dominance that was simply outside what he was capable of, and it should have destroyed him and it didn't, it did something else entirely, something that had his cock rising again from nothing, hardening in his hand as he watched that perfect dark body pound his wife from behind.

Anna lifted her head.

Her eyes found him across the room by accident, the way they had before, caught off guard by a particularly deep thrust that brought her head up, and for one suspended moment she looked directly at her husband. His cock in his hand. His eyes on her. The want on his face as naked as anything she'd ever seen from him, and the combination of what was happening to her body and what she saw on his face did something to her expression, something that cracked it open, and then her eyes fluttered closed and her head dropped and she lost herself completely.

"Oh god," she moaned. "Oh god, don't stop. Right there. Right there, I'm going to—"

Marcus stopped.

He pulled out and Anna's hips chased him backward, her body searching for what had just been taken away, finding nothing, and the frustrated desperate sound she made was almost painful to hear.

"No." Her voice was wrecked. "No, please. Please, I’m so close. Please."

Marcus placed one large hand between her shoulder blades and pressed her flat onto the bed. Gently but with a finality that left no room for negotiation. He turned her onto her back and rose over her, his cock hard and glistening, and he looked down at her like a man who knew exactly what he was doing and exactly what it was doing to her.

She reached for him immediately. Both hands grabbing his cock and pulling it towards her needy pussy.

He didn't move.

"Please," she said. Her chest heaving, her thighs falling open, her whole body laid out for him and getting nothing. "Please, Marcus. I need it. Please give it to me."

He waited.

"Please." Her voice broke on it. "Please. Fuck me. I need you to fuck me. Please."

Marcus looked down at her for one long moment, her tiny body beneath his, her eyes glassy with need, her pussy soaked and swollen and desperate.

"Good girl," he said quietly.

He lowered himself slowly and pushed forward.

Anna moaned. Long and deep and grateful.

"There you go, baby," he murmured against her neck. "That's my good girl."

* * *

Marcus was fucking her now. Really fucking her, the last of his control stripped away, his hips driving into her with a force and a rhythm that had Anna's whole body moving with it, her voice continuous and broken and past any pretense of quiet. The bed rocked. The room was full of sound, skin against skin, her wet pussy taking that cock over and over, her moans rising and falling with every stroke, and Chris sat in the chair and watched while he stroked his cock.

Something changed in Marcus.

Chris saw it before anything else. A shift in his rhythm, deeper and more urgent, less controlled than before, his jaw tight, his breathing audible across the room. His arms braced hard on either side of her, driving deeper with every stroke, and his whole body had a different quality to it, coiled and building, and Chris understood what he was seeing before the thought fully formed.

Marcus wasn't wearing a condom.

Had not been wearing one. The whole night. And now he was buried inside Chris's wife and his body was done waiting.

"Anna." Marcus's voice was strained. "Anna, I'm close."

She moaned in response, her hips rolling up against him, her body answering before she did.

"I'm going to—" He exhaled sharply. "I need to—"

"No," she breathed. The word barely there, her hips still moving with his, still chasing him, still pulling him deeper. "No, you can't. You can't cum inside me."

Marcus slowed.

"No," she said again, louder. "You can't. You have to pull out."

But her legs were wrapping around him. Tightening. Her ankles locking at the small of his back, her thighs pulling him in, her hips tilting upward toward him, her body making a completely different argument than her mouth, and Marcus was watching her face and reading what was actually being said and what was actually being asked and Chris was watching from the chair and seeing the same thing.

Her words said no.

Her body said don't you dare stop.

"Anna." His voice was barely controlled now, the effort of holding back visible in every line of him.

"You can't," she whispered. Her legs pulling him harder. Her hips grinding up against him. "You can't cum inside me. You can't."

He pushed deeper. Faster.

She groaned and her legs locked tighter and she stopped saying no entirely.

They were both right there. Chris could see it, could hear it, Anna's voice climbing and Marcus's breathing ragged and the rhythm between them urgent and desperate and completely beyond either of them now. Their bodies were slick with sweat, every muscle in Marcus's body working and gleaming with the effort of it, Anna's skin flushed and glistening beneath him, two bodies that had been building toward this for hours and were finally, irrevocably, arriving.

"Fuck," Marcus said through his teeth. "Anna—"

"Don't stop," she said. All pretense gone. Her voice broken and certain at the same time. "Don't stop. Don't stop."

Marcus buried himself deep inside of her and let go.

The sound he made was low and wrecked and real, a man finally losing the control he'd held all night, and Anna felt it, felt the first pulse of his cum inside her and it sent her over the edge with him, her whole body seizing, her back arching off the bed, her legs locked around him holding him deep inside her as he filled her, pulse after pulse, and the sounds she made as she came with him were the most abandoned she'd been all night, her voice breaking completely, saying yes and more and oh god and nothing intelligible at all, just pure sound, her pussy clenching around him and milking every last drop while her husband sat nearby and watched his wife take another man's cum for the first time.

Chris gripped his cock.

He didn't stroke himself. Didn't need to. His cock was so hard it throbbed in his hand and he sat completely still as he let the reality of what just happened wash over him.

Marcus stayed buried in her.

Neither of them moved.

Anna's hand found his where it rested beside her and she held it loosely and her eyes stayed closed and her chest rose and fell and the city went on outside the windows forty two floors below.

Chris sat in the chair with his cock throbbing in his hand and felt something he didn't have a clean explanation for. He needed to fuck his wife. Needed it with an urgency that was almost painful, right now, immediately, but not in spite of what had just happened. Because of it. The thought of sliding inside her while she was still full of Marcus, still warm and wet with him, sent a pulse through his cock so strong it was nearly unbearable. He didn't fully understand it. He wasn't sure he needed to.

He stayed in the chair. His cock throbbing.

His wife full of another man's cum. And he waited for his turn.


Chapter Ten

Chris heard the door.

A soft click, barely there, the sound of someone who knew how to leave a room. Then silence.

He didn't move.

He sat in the chair in the dark and listened to the city outside the windows and the slow even breathing of his wife on the bed and the stillness of a room that had held three people and now held two. He sat with his cock still hard in his hand and the wreckage of the night around him and he didn't move for a moment.

Then he stood.

He crossed to the bed. Anna was on her back, her eyes closed, her hair spread dark across the pillow, exactly as Marcus had left her. Bare, warm, the sheets tangled at her feet, the evidence of the night written plainly on her skin and in the deep stillness of a woman who had taken everything that cock had to give her and hadn't moved since.

Chris looked at her.

He had expected this moment to feel like something he needed to survive. He had braced for it during all those hours in the chair, the cold clarity that would come when it was just them again, the weight of what had happened settling into something permanent and difficult.

What was waiting for him was not difficult.

What was waiting for him was his wife. The need for her had been building all night into something that wasn't just want anymore, something older and more insistent than want, a pull that lived below conscious thought entirely. He needed her to be his. She had spent the night being thoroughly claimed by someone else and now that someone else had walked out the door and left her here, warm and full of his cum and his, and his body had exactly one response to that and it was not complicated.

He needed to reclaim her.

He didn't pull her toward him. Not yet.

He moved down the bed instead, his hands sliding from her hips to her thighs, spreading them gently, and Anna stirred but didn't wake fully, just shifted, her body responding the way Marcus had just taught it to, her thighs falling open with an ease that would not have been there yesterday.

He looked at her.

Even in the dark he could see it. The evidence of the night, all of it, Marcus's cum still wet and glistening in her swollen pussy, her lips flushed and stretched and thoroughly used, her body open in a way it hadn't been twelve hours ago. She was the most erotic thing he had ever seen in his life.

Out of pure instinct, he lowered his head and put his mouth on her pussy.

Anna woke up.

All at once, a sharp inhale, her hands flying to his hair, her hips lifting toward him, and then she understood what was happening and the reality of it hit her like heat. Her husband's mouth on her in the dark, and she knew exactly what he was putting his tongue on, exactly what was there, and her first instinct was to pull him back up.

"Chris." Urgent. Almost a warning. "Chris. His cum is still inside me. You don't have to—"

He ran his tongue through her slowly and made a sound low in his throat that silenced her completely.

She stared at the ceiling.

"Chris." Her voice came out different this time. Quieter. "Oh fuck. You like it."

He made that sound again, deeper, and pressed closer, and Anna's hand tightened in his hair and stopped pulling him away entirely.

"You actually like it," she breathed. "Oh my god. You can taste him. You can taste everything he left inside me."

He answered by going deeper and she gasped and her hips rolled up to meet his mouth.

"His cum is in your mouth right now." Her voice was barely there, disbelieving and desperate at the same time, her thighs falling wider. "You're licking him out of me."

He groaned against her and she felt it move through her whole body like current.

"Does it taste good?" Her hips were moving now, grinding against his face, her fingers pulling his hair rather than pushing it. "Tell me it tastes good."

He pulled back just far enough to speak.

"You taste incredible," he said. Rough and low and completely honest. "All of it."

"Oh fuck." She pulled his face back into her. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

He didn't stop. He gave her his mouth the way a man gives something he has been waiting all night to give, his hands spreading her thighs wider, his tongue working against her with a thoroughness that had nothing hesitant in it, no reluctance, nothing held back, just his mouth on his wife in the dark tasting everything Marcus had left inside her and his cock so hard it ached.

"I'm going to cum," she breathed. "Chris. I'm going to cum with his cum in your…" She lost the sentence. "Oh god. Oh fuck. Don’t stop. Don’t stop."

He didn't stop.

Her thighs locked around his head and she came hard, her back arching off the bed, her fingers grabbing his hair, and what she said as the orgasm broke through her was not his name and not Marcus's name but a filthy honest stream of exactly what was happening to her body, her voice cracking on it, saying yes and his cum and your mouth and oh god and finally just nothing intelligible at all, just sound, pure and unguarded.

He kissed his way up her body and when his mouth found hers she didn't hesitate for a single second.

She kissed him like she was starving for it. Open mouthed, deep, her hands pulling his face into hers, and she could taste herself on his lips and she could taste Marcus and she could taste all of it mixed together and rather than pulling back from it she pressed into it, her tongue finding his, chasing it, the kiss turning immediately into something that had never happened between them before in four years of marriage.

Messy. Desperate. His mouth wet from her pussy and Marcus's cum and she was kissing him like she wanted every bit of it, her tongue moving against his with a hunger that had nothing careful in it, nothing composed, nothing of the Anna who had walked into this hotel last night. He kissed her back just as hard, just as messy, his hands in her hair holding her face to his, and what was happening between their tongues was filthy and neither of them pulled back from it for a single second.

Their tongues fought for it. That was the only way to describe it, both of them chasing the same taste, her tongue pushing into his mouth and his pushing back into hers, competing for what Marcus had left behind, passing it back and forth between them in a way that was obscene and intimate and nothing like any kiss they had ever shared before.

She broke the kiss just far enough to speak.

"I can taste him," she breathed against his mouth. Her hips already moving beneath him. "I can taste his cum on your tongue."

"I know," he said.

She kissed him again before he could say anything else. Harder this time, wetter, her tongue pushing into his mouth like she was trying to find more of it, her whole body pressing up against his, her hands pulling him closer and closer like she couldn't get enough of what was happening between their mouths.

"This is so naughty," she breathed. Another deep kiss. "This is so fucking filthy."

"I know," he said again.

"Don't stop." Her lips moving against his between words. "Don't stop kissing me."

He didn't stop.

They kissed in the dark like that for a long time, sloppy and deep and without any of the refinement that usually lived between them, their tongues competing for the taste of Marcus, trading it back and forth, her pussy grinding up against his cock, his hands moving over her body with a hunger that had been building all night and had nowhere left to wait.

He needed to fuck his wife.

Not gently. Not carefully. He needed to fuck her the way he had never fucked her before, with everything the night had built in him, every hour in that chair, every sound she had made, every time he had watched Marcus take something from her and felt the wanting detonate in his chest. He needed to show her with his body what he hadn't said with words. That she was his. That after everything, after Marcus and that cock and that whole long extraordinary night, she was still his and he was still here and he was going to make sure she felt that in every single nerve ending she had left.

He needed to make her his again.

Needed it more than he had ever needed anything.

"Anna." Her name in his mouth like a claim.

She looked up at him and whatever she saw on his face made her breath catch and her thighs fall open and her hands reach for his hips.

"Take me," she said. Giving him the words back. "Fuck me."

Something snapped loose in him.

He pushed inside her and the sound he made was low and wrecked and nothing polished about it, a man finally arriving somewhere he had been desperate to be, her pussy warm and open and soaked beneath him, and he could feel everything, all of it, exactly what was there, and rather than slowing him down it drove him forward, deeper, his hips finding a rhythm that had no patience left in it.

He fucked her like she belonged to him.

Because she did.

His hands pinned her hips to the mattress and he drove into her and she took it and asked for more and he gave her more and she wrapped her legs around him and pulled him deeper and he buried his face in her neck and said her name over and over against her skin while his body made its argument the only way it knew how.

Mine.

Mine.

Mine.

She was gasping beneath him, her nails in his back, her voice broken and continuous, saying yes and Chris and please and more, her body moving with his, giving him everything he was asking for, and he felt the orgasm building from somewhere deep and insistent and long denied, watching and waiting all converging into this single point, his wife beneath him, her pussy full of another man’s cum as his cock slid in and out of her.

"I'm going to cum," he said against her neck. Rough and desperate. "Anna. I'm going to cum inside you."

"Yes," she said immediately. Her legs locking around him. Pulling him deeper. "Yes. Do it. Cum in my pussy baby. Right where Marcus did."

Those words.

Those four words.

He buried himself and started cumming.

It tore out of him in waves, long and shaking, his whole body seized with it, his face pressed into her neck, her name in his mouth, and he emptied himself into her with a desperation that had been building since the first moment he saw her in that dress.

He stayed buried in her when it was over.

Neither of them moved.

Her hands moved slowly up and down his back. His breathing gradually slowed against her neck.

"Hey," he said finally. His voice rough and spent.

"Hey," she said back.

He lifted his head and looked at her face and what he found there was not regret and not apology and not the careful composed Anna he had driven to this hotel. What he found was his wife, open and warm and exactly where she had chosen to be, looking back at him with dark eyes that had seen everything tonight and chosen him anyway.

He pressed his forehead to hers.

She turned her face into his hand.

His breathing slowed. His weight settled. Within minutes she could tell from the heaviness of him that he was gone, sliding into the sleep of a man who had been wrung completely out, and she lay still beneath him and let him and listened to the city outside the windows.

Her body was not asleep.

Her body was very much awake. Still humming, still wound up in a way that Chris had not been able to reach, not for lack of trying and not for lack of wanting, but for reasons that had nothing to do with either of those things and everything to do with what Marcus had done to her in this room tonight. She could feel it. The absence of him. The particular wanting her body had been educated into over the last several hours, the new language it had learned, and the fact that Chris's cock, which she loved and had always loved, was not the answer right now to the question Marcus had written into her nerve endings.

She lay in the dark and felt that wanting settle into her like something that was not going anywhere.

Not tonight. Maybe not for a long time.

She turned her head and looked at the ceiling and thought about Marcus's hands and Marcus's mouth and that cock and what it had felt like to be completely and utterly owned by it, and her pussy clenched around nothing and she closed her eyes and let out a long quiet breath that she was glad Chris was asleep to miss.

She was in trouble.

She reached for Chris's hand where it rested beside her and held it loosely and closed her eyes and let the wanting hum through her as she slowly drifted off to sleep.


Chapter Eleven

He woke first.

The room was full of morning light, soft and grey at first and then warming as the sun climbed, and Chris lay still for a moment the way he had in the dark hours before, listening, orienting. The city outside. The quiet of the room. His wife beside him.

He turned his head.

Anna was asleep on her side facing him, her hair across the pillow, the sheet pulled loosely around her, one hand curled under her cheek. She looked like herself and like someone he was still learning and like the most familiar thing in his life all at once. The morning light was kind on her face. She looked so peaceful and beautiful, which struck him as almost funny given what he knew her body had been through last night.

He looked at her for a long time.

He thought about the chair. About the hours he had sat in it and what he had watched and what it had done to him and what it had done to them. He waited for the difficult thing to arrive, the doubt or the damage or whatever it was he had braced for in those hours before dawn.

It didn't arrive.

What arrived instead was this. Morning light and his wife's face and the feeling of something between them that was larger and more honest than it had been when they drove up yesterday. Not broken. Not diminished. Something that had been tested in every way that mattered and had not only held but had come back changed in a direction he hadn't anticipated.

Closer.

She stirred. Her eyes opened slowly and found him and held, the way they had in the dark, and for a moment neither of them spoke.

Then she smiled. Small and real and entirely hers.

"Hi," she said. Her voice rough with sleep.

"Hi," he said back.

She reached for his hand under the covers and found it and held it against her chest.

"I love you," she said. Simple and direct and meaning all of it, the night and the morning and the four years and everything still to come.

"I love you," he said. Same way. Meaning exactly the same things.

She closed her eyes again and tucked herself closer to him and he lay in the morning light with his wife's hand against his chest and felt something he didn't have a word for settle permanently into place.

Outside, Chicago was fully awake.

* * *

They ordered room service at nine.

Anna was in his shirt and he was in his boxers and they sat on the bed with the tray between them and ate eggs and drank good coffee and talked about nothing in particular. The drive home, whether they wanted to stop anywhere, a podcast she'd been meaning to listen to. Normal things. The ordinary comfortable machinery of their life, running exactly as it always had, and also not exactly as it always had, and both of those things were true simultaneously and neither of them felt the need to resolve that into something simpler.

She was pouring herself more coffee when the knock came.

"Room service follow-up," the voice said through the door. "Just collecting whenever you're ready."

"One second," Anna called.

She set down the coffee pot and swung her legs off the bed and crossed to the door. Chris watched her go. His shirt, her bare legs, her hair still loose from the night. She opened the door.

The young man on the other side was maybe twenty-five, hotel uniform, a collection cart. He reached for the tray handle and looked up and found Anna.

It lasted only a second. Less than a second. His eyes found her in the doorway in Chris's shirt with her bare legs and her hair and her face that still had the quality of the night in it somehow, some warmth or openness that wasn't her usual careful composure, and something in his expression shifted before he caught it and put it back.

Anna noticed.

Chris, from the bed, watched his wife notice.

It was a small thing. The slight change in her posture, the almost imperceptible way she shifted her weight, her hand on the doorframe. She looked at the young man with a directness that she let last a beat longer than necessary. Her other hand moved to the collar of the shirt, adjusting it, a gesture that could have been purely practical and was not purely practical, that drew attention to the fact of the shirt and what wasn't beneath it.

The collar slipped slightly off her shoulder.

She didn't fix it.

The young man cleared his throat and took the tray and said have a great morning in a voice that was doing its professional best and Anna said thank you with a small smile.

She closed the door.

She turned around.

Chris was looking at her from the bed.

She looked back at him. He watched it happen, watched her register what she'd just done, felt the moment she fully understood it, saw the flicker of something in her expression that was almost surprise and then something else entirely. But his eyes had already moved. The shirt had slipped off her shoulder when she'd reached for the doorframe and it was still there, off her shoulder, the neckline pulled wide and low, her cleavage on full display, and her nipples were hard.

Not slightly. Visibly, obviously hard, pressing through the thin fabric of his shirt in a way that left nothing to interpretation.

They had not been hard before she answered the door.

He looked at her nipples and then he looked at her face and she looked back at him and the corner of her mouth moved.

Not quite a smile. Something more interior than a smile. Something that was Anna finding something new in herself and discovering, to her own considerable interest, that she liked it very much.

She crossed back to the bed. She picked up her coffee.

"Good eggs," she said.

"Yeah," Chris said.

She sipped her coffee and looked out the window at the city and didn't say anything else and neither did he, and the morning sun came through the glass and lay across the bed in warm rectangles and outside Chicago was fully awake now, all of it, all that noise and life and motion, completely unaware of the two people on the forty-second floor who had driven up for a weekend and were driving home changed.

After a while Chris reached for the coffee pot.

"What do you want to do today?" he said. Meaning the city. Meaning their remaining day. Meaning whatever came next.

Anna was quiet for a moment. She looked out at the skyline and then looked down at her coffee cup and then looked back up at him with something almost shy in her expression. Almost.

"We could maybe go shopping?" she said. Light. Casual. Like it was nothing.

Chris looked at her. "Shopping?"

"Yeah." She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. "I don't know. You could help pick things out." A small pause. "Things you'd like to see me in."

The room was very quiet.

Chris looked at his wife in his shirt in the morning light, her shoulder bare, her cheeks faintly pink, and understood exactly what she was and wasn't saying. She was not fully the woman from last night. She was not fully the woman from Friday morning either. She was something in between, something new, still finding its edges, still figuring out what it wanted to be.

He was very okay with that.

"Yeah," he said. "I'd like that."

She smiled into her coffee. Small and real and slightly dangerous.

Chris looked at his wife in the morning light and felt his cock stir at the thought of standing in a clothing store while she stepped out in something he had chosen, something small and revealing and nothing like anything she had in her closet. He wanted to pick everything. He wanted to dress her and undress her and watch other men look at her.

The smile on her lips and her nipples still hard beneath his shirt told him that she was having the same thoughts.

The red dress was just the beginning.
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