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The front door clicked shut behind Erin, her shopping bags rustling as she set them down on the polished marble of the entryway. She had expected the house to be empty, the usual weekday quiet stretching until six when Jack typically arrived. But there he was, sitting at the kitchen table with his laptop open, looking up as she entered.

"Jack," she said, surprise coloring her voice. "You're home early."

He nodded, not quite looking at her as his fingers flew across the keyboard. "Big deal closed. Told everyone I could work from home this afternoon." A pause, then, "What's for dinner?"

Erin let out a soft breath, the shopping forgotten for a moment. She stood there in her navy pencil skirt that hugged her hips just right, the silk satin top in deep emerald clinging to her curves in all the right places. The fabric caught the afternoon light, shimmering slightly as she moved toward the kitchen counter. Even after twenty years, her presence in a room still had that subtle pull, though Jack seemed not to notice.

"I haven't decided," she said, opening the fridge. "I was thinking maybe pasta, or I could do those salmon fillets you like."

He grunted something that might have been agreement, still focused on his screen. "Pasta's fine."

Erin's shoulders tightened almost imperceptibly as she reached for the olive oil. She ran a hand through her blonde waves, loose from being held up while shopping. The sunlight filtering through the kitchen windows caught the golden strands, making them glow. Even in casual wear like this, she carried herself with that natural sensuality that had first drawn Jack to him all those years ago.

"Something wrong?" she asked, turning slightly. The movement caused the satin to shift against her skin, the subtle curve of her breasts visible beneath the soft fabric.

"What? No, just finishing this report." He finally looked up, his eyes briefly scanning her before returning to the screen. His gaze lingered for a moment, traveling over the fitted lines of her skirt, the way her emerald top gathered softly at her waist before draping over the curve of her hips. "You look nice," he said, his voice flat, devoid of the warmth the words might once have held. "Did you go shopping?"

Erin's lips curved into a smile that didn't quite reach her bright eyes. "Yes. I Just needed a few things." She turned back to the counter, her back to him now, the skirt accentuating the gentle slope of her spine and the soft swell of her hips.

For a moment, she allowed herself to remember a time when his eyes would have lingered, when he would have come up behind her, hands on her waist, whispering something inappropriate against her ear. That man still existed somewhere beneath the lawyer, the husband, the stranger who now shared her home.

Erin pulled a cutting board from the cabinet, the wooden surface cool against her fingertips. She selected a sharp knife from the block, its weight familiar in her hand. On the counter, fresh tomatoes, garlic, and basil lay waiting.

She positioned a tomato, her fingers curling just so as she sliced through the ripe flesh with practiced precision. The blade made a rhythmic thud against the board as she worked, the juices seeping into the wood. Next came the garlic, her knife rocking back and forth until the cloves reduced to fine, aromatic bits. The scent filled the air, sharp and promising.

As she chopped, her movements fluid and efficient, she felt Jack's eyes occasionally lift from his screen. But he said nothing, and neither did she. The knife continued its steady rhythm, punctuating the silence that had become their everyday soundtrack.

Then he told her about tomorrow. The words came out while his fingers still typed, his attention split between her and whatever glowed on his screen.

"Big merger celebration at the office tomorrow night," he said, the announcement as casual as mentioning the weather. "Formal event. Black tie." His fingers paused. "I need you there with me."

Erin stopped chopping, the knife hovering above a halved tomato. She turned toward him, the knife still in her hand.

"With me?" she asked, the words softer than she intended.

"Yes. With me. It's important." Jack finally looked up fully from his laptop, his eyes meeting hers across the kitchen. The professional mask slipped for just a moment. Something close to uncertainty flickered there before being replaced by his usual composure. "Will you come?"

Erin's fingers tightened on the knife handle. She thought of all the evenings she had spent alone while Jack attended these functions, the unspoken understanding that she wasn't needed. Not anymore.

"I'll be there," she said, her voice steady.

Jack nodded, something like relief crossing his features. "Good." He turned back to his laptop.

Erin resumed her chopping, the blade finding its rhythm again. She pictured herself in the dress she had bought today, the deep blue one that made her eyes sparkle. She imagined walking into that room on Jack's arm, turning heads the way she used to.

"Someone needs to keep you from flirting with all those young secretaries," she said, her words light but edged with something sharper.

Jack's fingers stilled over the keyboard. He didn't look up, but she felt the shift in the air.

"That was years ago, Erin."

She kept chopping, the sound steady against the silence. "I know." She laid down the knife and wiped her hands on a dish towel. "But I still remember." Erin said, her voice barely above a whisper but carrying enough weight to make Jack stop typing. The words hung in the air between them, sharp as broken glass.

Jack's shoulders stiffened. "Erin, we've been over this." He closed his laptop with a decisive click, the sound echoing in the sudden silence of the kitchen. "That was five years ago."

The knife in Erin's hand trembled slightly. She set it down on the cutting board with careful precision. "Some things aren't so easy to forget."

"I've apologized," Jack said, his voice strained. "A thousand times, I've apologized."

"Words don't erase memories," she replied, turning to face him fully now. The emerald silk of her top seemed to deepen in color as the afternoon light shifted. "I still think about it sometimes. At night. When the house is too quiet."

Jack stood up, his chair scraping against the hardwood floor. He ran a hand through his hair, a gesture of frustration she knew too well. "What do you want from me, Erin? Blood? I made a mistake. A terrible mistake."

"You made a choice," she corrected, her voice soft but unwavering. "And I had to live with it."

He moved toward her, his steps deliberate. "And I've lived with it too. Every day." He stopped just short of touching her, the space between them charged with years of unspoken grievances. "I thought we were moving past this."

"We are," Erin said, her gaze unwavering. "But moving past doesn't mean forgetting."

Erin placed the knife on the counter with deliberate care, the steel blade catching the light. She turned to face Jack fully, the emerald silk of her top shifting with her movement.

"I'll be there," she said, her voice steady.

Jack's shoulders relaxed almost imperceptibly. "Good." He leaned back in his chair, his eyes finally meeting hers without the distraction of his laptop screen. "You should wear something nice. Something... special."

A slow smile spread across Erin's lips, the kind that had once made men stumble over their words. "Something special," she repeated, her fingers tracing the edge of the cutting board. "I think I have just the thing in mind."

She could see the relief in Jack's posture, the assumption that this was just another marital conversation, another settled matter. He didn't hear the promise beneath her words, didn't recognize the glint in her eye that spoke of more than just accompanying him to a corporate event. For Jack, her agreement was just another box checked, another piece falling into place in his well-ordered world.

For Erin, it was the beginning of something else entirely.


The next evening, Jack pushed through the front door, his briefcase in hand, the familiar weight of his workday still clinging to his shoulders. He loosened his tie as he moved toward the stairs, expecting to find Erin already dressed and waiting.

Instead, when he reached their bedroom doorway, he stopped.

Erin sat at her vanity, her back to him. She wore only a scrap of red lace that barely covered the curves of her bottom, the thong rising high on her hips to frame the smooth expanse of her back. No bra concealed the soft weight of her breasts, which rested against the polished wood of the vanity as she leaned forward, applying mascara with careful precision.

The afternoon light caught the golden strands of her hair, which fell in loose waves around her shoulders. In the mirror, Jack could see the concentrated expression on her face, the slight parting of her lips as she worked. The reflection showed more too—the fullness of her breasts, their pale skin dusted with a faint blush at the nipples, the way they shifted with her movements, soft and heavy.

Jack cleared his throat, the sound breaking the spell.

Erin's eyes met his in the mirror, a slow smile spreading across her lips as she continued her makeup application, seemingly unfazed by her state of undress. "You're home early," she said, her voice husky.

Jack dropped his briefcase by the door. "The party starts soon." His gaze flickered from her face in the mirror down to the bare expanse of her back, the delicate red lace of her thong, and back again.

Erin set down her mascara wand, turning partially toward him. The movement caused her breasts to sway slightly, drawing his attention again. "I was just about to get dressed." She stood, turning fully to face him now. In the soft light, he could see the full effect of her figure—the generous curve of her hips, the soft swell of her belly, the confident way she stood despite her near-nudity.

"You're beautiful," he said, the words sounding foreign even to his own ears.

Erin walked toward him, her hips swaying with each step. She stopped just before him, close enough that he could feel the warmth radiating from her skin. "I know."

He reached for her, his fingers hovering just above the curve of her hip before she intercepted his hand with hers.

"Not now," she said, her voice soft but firm.

Jack's gaze dropped to the scrap of red lace that barely covered her curves. The thong rode high on her waist, accentuating the smooth indentation of her spine as it tapered toward the gentle swell of her hips. The fabric, stretched taut across her generous bottom, revealed more than it concealed. Through the sheer red material, he could just make out the shadow of what lay beneath, the hint of soft folds barely hidden by the delicate lace.

"Wow," he breathed, his eyes traveling over her. "Your ass looks amazing in that."

Erin's lips curved into a knowing smile as she released his hand. "I'm glad you approve."

He moved behind her as she hooked her thumbs into the sides of the red lace thong. The fabric slid down her hips, a whisper against her skin, then pooled at her feet. As she bent forward to retrieve the dress from its garment bag, the position offered him an unobstructed view of her most intimate places. There, in the soft bedroom light, he saw the smooth, freshly shaven expanse of her pussy, the delicate lips soft pink against her pale skin. The slight parting of her thighs revealed just a hint of the darker flesh within, the subtle glisten of her arousal catching the light. The sight sent a jolt through him, unexpected and potent, a reminder of what he had been missing without even realizing it. Erin seemed unaware of his intense focus, her movements fluid and unhurried as she prepared to dress for their evening out.

"I can't wait to taste that smooth pussy tonight," he said, his voice thick with desire.

Erin turned, her expression unreadable as she met his gaze. "Don't expect that unless you're an obedient boy," she said, her words soft but firm. A small smile played on her lips as she added, "Besides, you haven't really looked at me in months."

The words hit him like a physical blow, sharper than any argument they'd had in years. He took a step back, his eyes widening as he truly saw her—the confidence in her stance, the determination in her eyes. This wasn't just about tonight; this was about all the nights before, all the moments he'd taken for granted.

"I... Erin..." he started, but she held up a hand, silencing him.

"We're going to be late," she said, turning back to the mirror as if the conversation had never happened. But the air between them had changed, charged with new meaning.

She glided to her closet, the movement fluid and deliberate. When she opened the bottom drawer, Jack's breath caught. That drawer. The one she reserved for special occasions, for when their world narrowed to skin against skin and the rustle of silk. She selected a set of purple lace thong so tiny it seemed almost an afterthought, matching bra that would barely contain her curves. Black stockings followed, their delicate fabric whispering as she smoothed them up her legs.

As she dressed, Jack watched, his throat tight. The purple lace bra lifting her breasts into fullness, the thong disappearing between the round globes of her ass. The stockings ended in delicate bands halfway up her thighs, creating an expanse of pale skin above that seemed to glow in the soft light.

From the garment bag, she lifted the dress, a slip of pale green satin that shimmered like captured moonlight. The fabric was whisper-thin, designed to drape rather than conceal. She raised it overhead, the material pooling for a moment before sliding down her body. The cool satin kissed her skin as it settled, clinging to her curves with liquid grace. The dress was cut daringly low across her full breasts, the soft fabric gathering beneath them before flowing over her hips and ending mid-thigh.

At the closet, she selected black heels, the kind with impossibly thin spikes that would add inches to her height and an unassailable confidence to her stride. She sat on the edge of the bed, extending one leg. The delicate black stocking ended just above her knee, leaving a tempting expanse of pale thigh. Her fingers fastened the strap around her ankle, the leather cool against her skin. She repeated the motion with the other leg, then stood.

The transformation was complete. In the soft light of their bedroom, Erin was no longer just his wife, she was a woman who knew her power, who had decided to wield it. The green satin clung to her every curve, the black heels elevating her both literally and figuratively. She turned toward the mirror, adjusting a strap before meeting Jack's eyes in the reflection.

A silent challenge passed between them, unspoken but unmistakable.

Jack's jaw went slack. Before him stood a woman who seemed to have stepped from the pages of a high-fashion magazine, every curve accentuated, every movement deliberate. The green satin clung to her like liquid moonlight, the black heels elongating her legs until they seemed impossibly long. Heat bloomed in his groin, his body responding with an urgency that felt both familiar and strange.

"Are you really wearing that?" The words came out hoarse, his eyes tracing the daring neckline, the way the fabric draped over her hips before ending mid-thigh.

Erin met his gaze in the mirror, her lips curving into a slow smile. "I am." She turned from the mirror, lifting the dress's hem in a fluid motion. The satin swirled around her thighs as she gave him a slight spin, revealing the purple lace thong nestled between her ass cheeks. "It's time I made an impression tonight."

"I'm getting rock hard just looking at you," Jack managed, his voice strained as he gestured vaguely toward the unmistakable bulge straining against his dress pants.

Erin's smile widened as she crossed the room, her hips swaying with purpose. She stopped directly before him, her fingers brushing against the expensive fabric of his trousers before pressing firmly against his erection. He gasped, his hips bucking involuntarily at her touch.

"That's the point," she whispered, her warm breath fanning his cheek. Just then, a car horn blared from outside, their cab had arrived.

"Time to go," she said, stepping back and smoothing her dress. As she turned toward the door, she cast one last look over her shoulder. "Try to compose yourself before we get there."


The cab pulled up to the venue, a grand hotel with crystal doors that spilled warm light onto the sidewalk. As Jack paid the driver, Erin emerged, the green satin of her dress catching the streetlights and reflecting them back in liquid waves. The moment she stepped onto the curb, heads turned. The doorman's eyes widened slightly as he reached for the handle, his professional smile faltering for just a heartbeat before he recovered.

Inside, the air hummed with conversation and the smooth melody of a jazz trio with saxophone, bass, piano. The music was elegant but subdued, perfect background for the clinking of glasses and the murmur of voices. As they entered the main ballroom, a space adorned with chandeliers and draped in soft gold fabric, the flow of conversation around them shifted. People stopped mid-sentence. Eyes lifted from phones and champagne flutes. A woman at the bar raised her glass slightly, a gesture of appreciation, before whispering to her companion.

Jack, one hand resting proprietarily on the small of Erin's back, felt the collective gaze of the room. He straightened his tie, a flicker of pride warring with something else, something uncomfortable and possessive as he led her further into the room. Erin seemed unaware or, more likely, unconcerned. She moved with an easy grace, her hips swaying just enough to make the satin shimmer, her head held high. When she smiled, it wasn't for the room, but for Jack, a private curve of her lips that somehow made her presence even more magnetic. The saxophone wailed a sultry note, and for a moment, the entire room seemed to hold its breath.

Jack guided Erin toward a small gathering near the far wall, where a distinguished-looking man with silver hair held court. "Erin, this is Arthur Davies, one of our board members."

Arthur's eyes swept over Erin, his professional smile widening into genuine appreciation. "Delighted to finally meet you, Erin. Jack's been keeping you quite the secret."

Before Erin could respond, an older couple approached them, the woman's face lighting up with recognition. "Well, well, Jack Richardson. I was hoping we'd see you here tonight." The woman turned her attention to Erin, her gaze frank and admiring. "And this must be your lovely wife. It's about time we met you properly. You are absolutely gorgeous, my dear."

Erin offered a gracious smile, but her eyes caught the woman's husband, whose gaze had dropped from Erin's face to her chest. The green satin of her dress left little to the imagination, and the man's stare was undisguised, lingering on the generous curve of her breasts where the fabric draped low.

His wife noticed too, her smile tightening at the corners. A faint flush rose up her neck as she placed a proprietary hand on her husband's arm. "Well," she said, her voice suddenly brisk, "we shouldn't monopolize you. There are so many people to catch up with tonight."

With a final, slightly forced smile in Erin's direction, she steered her still-staring husband away, their departure as awkward as it was swift.

As Erin and Jack began to move away from the awkward encounter, a younger man approached them. He was perhaps thirty, tall with an easy confidence that made his expensive suit look casual rather than ostentatious.

"Jack, Erin, good to see you both." The man's voice was smooth, his eyes warm as they met Erin's before turning to Jack.

"Russell," Jack replied with a genuine smile. "Glad you could make it tonight. Erin, this is Russell Timmons . He's one of the owners from Nexus Dynamics, the company we're merging with."

Russell extended his hand to Erin, his touch brief but firm."It's a pleasure to finally meet you, Erin." Russell's eyes crinkled at the corners. "Jack has mentioned you on several occasions, but now I see why he keeps you away from these corporate events." His gaze swept over her, lingering on the daring neckline of her dress. "You'd be quite a distraction." He shifted his weight, his attention returning to her face. "I have to admit, I didn't expect Jack to have such a beautiful wife."

A faint blush crept up Erin's neck, a delicate pink against her fair skin. She lowered her gaze for a moment, a subtle acknowledgment of the compliment that made her seem both flattered and slightly overwhelmed.

Jack's hand, which had been resting lightly on her back, shifted possessively, his fingers curling slightly as he drew her closer to his side. "Russell," he said, his voice tighter than before. "We're here for the merger celebration."

Russell's smile didn't falter, his attention remaining fixed on Erin. "Of course, Jack. Business must be done." He gestured toward the bar with his glass. "But it seems your wife might prefer something more... interesting. How about you join me for a drink, Erin? We could let the men handle their talk while you and I get better acquainted."

Jack's jaw tightened. "Actually, Russell, we need to get to our table." He nodded toward the front of the room where a small dais was being set up with microphones. "The speeches are about to start."

Russell raised an eyebrow, his gaze lingering on Erin for a moment longer before turning back to Jack. "Right, speeches." He took a slow sip of his drink, his eyes still holding a hint of challenge. "Another time, perhaps."

As Russell walked away, Erin looked up at Jack, her expression unreadable beneath the dim lighting. The air between them crackled with unspoken tension, the moment stretching uncomfortably as they stood amid the murmuring crowd.

As they made their way toward their table, Erin glanced back over her shoulder. Russell stood near the bar, his drink halfway to his lips, his eyes fixed on the sway of her hips under the green satin. He made no attempt to hide his appreciation, his gaze lingering as she turned away.

After a while, Erin leaned close to Jack, her lips brushing against his ear. "I need to use the restroom," she murmured.

Jack nodded, his eyes already scanning the room. "I'll be here."

Erin moved through the crowd, the green satin of her dress catching the light with each step. As she pushed through the heavy door of the ladies' room, the chatter of women filled the air, their voices echoing against marble and tile. She slipped into the first available stall, the lock clicking into place. Through the thin walls, she could make out snippets of conversation from a nearby group of women.

Then she caught her name in their conversation, cutting through the general chatter.

"he never brings her anywhere," one woman said, her voice carrying clearly through the stall door. "Did you see that dress? She looks like she was hired for the night."

A burst of laughter followed, sharp and brittle against the marble.

"I heard about Jack's affair with his secretary," another voice chimed in. "Can't imagine why, when he's married to... well, that."

There was a pause, then the first voice again. "Maybe she's like a cold fish between the sheets. All that beauty on the outside, but nothing going on when it counts."

More laughter, this time with an undercurrent of cruelty that made Erin's hands clench on the door lock. "Probably terrible at blowjobs," another voice chimed in, dripping with venom. "Makes sense why Jack's secretary had to pick up the slack. Can't blame a man for seeking satisfaction elsewhere."

The door to the restroom clicked open and shut as the women departed, their laughter echoing off the marble tiles.

Erin remained in the stall, her knuckles white where she gripped the lock. The women's words replayed in her mind, each syllable a sharp reminder of exactly why she'd chosen tonight to be seen. To be remembered.

Erin pushed through the restroom door, the marble tiles cool beneath her heels. The women's voices still echoed in her mind, each laugh a sting. She took a steadying breath, her reflection in the polished surface a stranger in green satin with fire in her eyes.

The bar stretched along one wall, a polished expanse of dark wood backlit by glowing bottles. As she approached, a man turned from his drink. He was perhaps fifty, silver threading his temples in a way that spoke of experience rather than age. His suit was tailored, his smile easy.

"Well now," he said, his voice a low rumble that cut through the jazz trio's saxophone solo. "A woman shouldn't wander alone looking like that." He gestured to the empty stool beside him. "Can I buy you a drink?"

Erin offered a tight smile, the practiced social mask slipping into place. "Thank you, but I should be getting back to my husband."

The man's gaze swept over her, lingering on the daring neckline of her dress before meeting her eyes again. "Your husband is a lucky man." He leaned closer, his cologne a subtle spice in the air. "But a woman like you deserves more than luck."

"I'm flattered," Erin said, her voice cool despite the heat blooming in her cheeks. "But I'm not interested."

The man raised his hands in mock surrender, his smile unwavering. "Axel," he said, extending a hand. "And you are?"

"Erin," she replied, her fingers brushing his in a brief, impersonal touch. "And I really must be going."

"Married to Jack Richardson," Axel said, his tone shifting from flirtation to recognition. "Of course. The merger celebration." He swirled the amber liquid in his glass. "I'm with Sterling Investments. We're quite interested in how this all plays out."

Erin straightened, her mask hardening. "Then you'll understand why I can't stay."

"Of course," Axel said, his voice suddenly all business. "My apologies, Mrs. Richardson. I didn't realize." He gave a slight bow, his earlier flirtation vanished. "I hope you enjoy the rest of your evening."

Erin gave a curt nod. As Axel retreated, she spotted Jack at their table, his eyes scanning the crowd. The moment he saw the man walking away from the bar, Jack's focus snapped back to the stage.Just as she turned to leave, a hand settled on her lower back, the touch lingering as it brushed down to curve over her ass. A jolt went through her—part alarm, part something she refused to name. She knew whose hand it was before she even looked.

Russell stood beside her, a lazy smile playing on his lips as he leaned in. His voice was a low murmur against the jazz trio's sultry saxophone. "Couldn't let you get away without saying hello properly. I see you're becoming quite the attraction tonight, Erin."

The way he said her name, like something to be savored, made her skin prickle. She stepped back, creating a sliver of space between them. His smile didn't waver; he simply slid his hand back to her lower back, a proprietary gesture that sent a fresh wave of heat through her.

"Enjoying the attention?" he asked, his eyes scanning the room before returning to hers. "You should. You've certainly earned it."

"What do you mean, I've earned it?" The question hung in the air between them, her voice low but sharp as broken glass.

Russell's lazy smile faded. He turned to face her fully, his gaze dropping from her eyes to the generous swell of her breasts straining against the green satin before slowly, deliberately, rising to meet her eyes again. The jazz trio swelled in the background, the saxophone wailing a sultry note that seemed to underscore the tension.

"Look around you, Erin," he said, his voice smooth as aged whiskey. "Every man in this room—married or not—has been watching you since you walked in. They're imagining what's under that dress." His eyes flickered down to her cleavage again, lingering. "Wondering if they're as perfect as they look."

He leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear. "You could have any one of them. And you know it."

His eyes dipped to her thighs, visible where the green satin ended. "Tell me," he murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her. "What are you wearing under there?"

Erin didn't answer.

Russell's lips curved into a knowing smile. "Let me guess. Something expensive." His gaze traveled slowly up her body, pausing at her hips before returning to her eyes. "I know you're wearing stockings. Good ones." He leaned closer, his breath a whisper against her ear. "But what else, Erin? What else is hiding under that dress for me?"

A slow smile curved her lips, her eyes glinting with mischief. "If I told you, I'd spoil the fun."

Russell's hand slid from her lower back, his fingers tracing the curve of her hip before settling over her ass. The green satin of her dress offered little barrier to his touch, and he gave a light squeeze, his thumb pressing into the soft flesh.

"Mmm," he murmured, his voice low and rough. "What color is this sexy thong?" She pushed back against him, creating space between their bodies. Across the crowded ballroom, Jack's gaze found hers with a direct, unwavering stare that cut through the haze of conversation and jazz. His hand, resting on the white tablecloth, lifted slightly, two fingers gesturing toward him in a silent summons to return.

Russell's eyes followed her line of sight. A muscle tightened in his jaw as he saw Jack watching them. He took a deliberate step back, creating a professional distance between them that belied the intimacy of his previous touch.

"We'll continue this later," Russell murmured, his voice low enough to be lost in the room's murmur but carrying an unmistakable promise. His eyes lingered on hers for a moment longer before he turned, melting back into the crowd as smoothly as he'd appeared.

She moved through the crowd, each step drawing stares that rippled across the room like stones dropped in water. Men's eyes lingered, some subtle, others undisguised. At their table, Jack's back straightened. He watched every glance, every appreciative smile directed at his wife, his jaw tight enough to grind diamonds. The saxophone's final note hung in the air as Erin approached, and Jack didn't offer a smile, only a silent, possessive pull of his gaze that told her everything words couldn't."So?" Jack's voice was low, his gaze fixed on her across the table. "What did he want?"

Erin reached for her water glass, condensation cool against her fingertips. "Nothing special." She took a sip, the crystal cool against her lips. "Just the usual small talk."

Jack's fingers tightened around his own glass, the stem creaking faintly. "The usual small talk doesn't usually involve him touching you."

Erin set her glass down with deliberate care. "He was just being friendly." She smoothed a wrinkle in the tablecloth, her movements controlled. "You're imagining things."

The waiter arrived with their appetizers, the interruption doing little to ease the tension coiling between them. Jack's fork scraped against his plate, the sound cutting through the nearby conversation like a warning.

The dinner plates had just been cleared, their remnants of the celebration meal swept away by efficient staff. Jack excused himself, a quick press of his hand on Erin's shoulder before he navigated toward a cluster of executives by the stage.

Erin found herself alone at the bar, tracing the rim of her water glass with one manicured finger. The jazz trio struck up a sultry melody, the saxophone's smooth notes weaving through the room's chatter.

"Leaving you all alone?" Russell's voice materialized beside her, smooth as the whiskey he swirled in his glass. "That's a mistake no sane man should make."

She turned, her green satin dress catching the bar's low light. "Jack has business to attend to."

"Business can wait." Russell set his glass down with a soft click, extending a hand. "They're playing our song."

"They're playing everyone's song," Erin countered, but her lips curved into a subtle smile.

"A dance, then." His eyes crinkled at the corners. "Just one."

After a moment's hesitation, she placed her hand in his. "Alright. One dance."

Russell's fingers closed around hers as he led her toward the small clearing where other couples were moving to the music. His other hand found the small of her back, the green satin warm beneath his touch. He drew her close, their bodies swaying to the rhythm as the saxophone soared around them.

The saxophone's solo melted into a slower, more sensual melody as Russell pulled her closer. His palm flattened against her back, the pressure gentle but unmistakable as it glided over the green satin. Each sway of their bodies brought his hand lower, tracing the curve of her spine until his fingers brushed the dimples above her ass. The dress, thin as water, offered little resistance. He paused there for a beat, testing boundaries, then let his hand drift lower still. His palm settled over the swell of her cheek, the touch proprietary as he gave a light squeeze, the satin shifting under his fingers.

A soft sound escaped her lips, something between a gasp and a sigh. His hand moved lower still, pressing deeper into the curve beneath the satin. The wrongness of it the public place, her husband somewhere in this very room, warred with the thrill that coursed through her veins. Heat pooled low in her belly as she tilted her head back, eyes fluttering shut for a moment. The space between their bodies vanished, his breath warm against her cheek as his lips nearly grazed hers, the unspoken kiss hanging suspended in the smoky jazz air.

"God, you're beautiful," Russell murmured, his voice rough against her ear. "And so incredibly sexy." His gaze dropped to her lips. "I want to kiss you."

Erin didn't speak. She gave a slight, almost imperceptible nod, the movement sending a tremor through her body.

Russell knew. With a fluid motion, he spun her out, then pulled her back flush against him. Both hands settled on her hips, the green satin whispering under his palms. His left hand drifted, tracing the curve of her stomach until it cupped her mound through the thin fabric of her panties. The heat of her pussy radiated through the satin and lace, his fingers pressing gently, possessively, as the saxophone wailed its final, sultry note. His thumb pressed against her clit through the satin, the pressure enough to make her knees weak. "Tell me," Russell murmured against her ear, his voice low and commanding. "Are you always this wet?" Erin shook her head, a tremor running through her as his fingers tightened. "Never," she whispered. Her gaze swept across the ballroom, catching on a familiar figure moving through the crowd. Jack. For a moment, his eyes were elsewhere, scanning the room with practiced ease. Erin's breath hitched, and she stepped back from Russell, creating sudden distance between them. The green satin swirled around her ankles as the movement caught Jack's attention. His head turned, eyes locking onto them. The relaxed set of his jaw vanished, replaced by something hard and possessive.

He crossed the space between them in long, measured strides, ignoring the dancers who parted before him. When he reached them, his hand came to rest on Erin's waist, the touch proprietary, his thumb pressing into her side.

"I believe it's my turn," Jack said to Russell, his voice dangerously smooth. His eyes never left Erin's face. "I'll take it from here."

A knot formed in Erin's throat as Russell gave a slight nod and stepped away, melting back into the crowd. The space where his hand had been moments earlier felt suddenly cold against her skin. Jack's fingers tightened on her waist, pulling her closer as the saxophone's sultry notes washed over them. The thrill that had surged through her veins moments ago evaporated, leaving behind an ache she couldn't name.

The saxophone's final note faded into applause, but Jack kept his hand firm on Erin's waist, guiding her from the dance floor. The green satin whispered against his suit trousers as they navigated between tables, each step measured. At their table, another couple sat chatting—Catherine and Mark from accounting, their wine glasses catching the candlelight.

"There you are!" Catherine exclaimed, her smile genuine. "We were wondering where you'd disappeared to."

"Business," Jack said smoothly, his arm still possessively around Erin's waist. "And then I had to reclaim my wife from Russell."

Mark chuckled, swirling his merlot. "Russell's been making quite the rounds tonight." His eyes flickered to Erin, lingering just a moment too long before catching Jack's gaze. "Can't blame him, though. You clean up well, Erin."

Jack's thumb pressed into Erin's side, a silent warning. "She always does."

Erin reached for her water glass, the condensation cool against her palm. "How are the kids, Catherine? Sarah must be, what, starting college this fall?"

Catherine's eyes lit up. "Next month! Can you believe it?" She leaned forward, her voice dropping conspiratorially. "She's decided to major in art history, of all things."

The conversation flowed around them, wine glasses refilled, laughter punctuating the jazz trio's new melody. Erin's fingers tightened around her water glass. "Excuse me," she said, pushing her chair back with a scrape that cut through Catherine's laughter. "I need the ladies' room."

Catherine's smile didn't falter. "Of course, dear."

Jack's hand lingered on Erin's lower back as she stood, a possessive pressure that made her breath catch. She extricated herself from his touch and moved away, the green satin swishing around her ankles as she navigated between tables.

At the bar, Jack's attention returned to their companions. He picked up his wine glass, swirling the deep red liquid as Mark launched into a story about Sarah's high school graduation. The conversation continued around him, words flowing like wine into glasses, but his eyes kept flicking toward the restroom door.

More colleagues drifted to their table, conversations flowing like wine into glasses. Jack nodded along, his smile fixed, but his attention kept straying toward the ladies' room. The minutes stretched, each one pulling taut like wire. When one of the new arrivals mentioned their upcoming vacation, Jack's gaze swept the ballroom again. The jazz trio's smooth notes wrapped around the room, but all he heard was the absence of her footsteps. Empty chairs. No flash of green satin. Nothing. His hand tightened around his wine glass. The minutes stretched, pulling taut like wires under tension. One became ten, then twenty, each marked by the jazz trio's next melody. Jack's wine glass stood half-empty, the deep red liquid catching the candlelight as he swirled it, his smile fixed but his gaze never straying far from the restroom door. Thirty minutes. Forty. The conversations around him blurred into background noise—laughter, clinking glasses, the saxophone's smooth notes—but all he registered was the silence where her footsteps should have been. His fingers tightened around his glass, the stem creaking. At fifty minutes, Catherine's laughter at something Mark said grated against his nerves. When the clock chimed the hour mark, Jack could take no more.

"Excuse me," he said, his chair scraping against the marble floor. He didn't wait for a response.

He moved through the crowd with purpose, his strides long and measured. At the restroom entrance, he called her name, the sound swallowed by the ballroom's din. Nothing. He pushed the door open, the scent of lavender and vanilla wafting out. Empty. Each stall door stood ajar, confirming what his gut already knew. Jack backed out, his jaw tight enough to grind diamonds, and scanned the bar. No flash of green satin. No cascade of dark hair. Nothing.

He began to move through the crowd, his eyes scanning every corner, every alcove. The ballroom lights caught on cocktail glasses and glinting jewelry, but there was no flash of green satin. Each polite smile, each nod to a colleague who caught his eye, felt like a mask over the knot tightening in his stomach. His stride grew longer, his movements more purposeful as he navigated through clusters of people whose laughter and conversation seemed to mock his search.

The air grew cooler as he left the main ballroom behind, stepping into a corridor where the jazz trio's sultry melody faded to a distant hum. Here, polished marble floors gave way to hushed carpeting, and the walls were lined with framed photographs of the hotel's history. His footsteps were the only sound, each one echoing his growing frustration.

Down a hallway to his left, a series of small conference rooms stood with their doors slightly ajar, golden light spilling onto the carpet. The first two were empty, chairs neatly arranged around polished tables. But as he approached the third The third door stood open, revealing another door at the far end of the room that was ajar, beckoning. From within, a low moan drifted through the silence, cutting through the jazz trio's distant melody. He approached the door, his footsteps silent on the carpet.

His heart hammered against his ribs. Another moan drifted through the doorway, clearer this time, followed by a low, throaty laugh he recognized instantly. It was Erin's voice.

He moved silently to the door, his breath held tight in his chest. Through the narrow gap, the scene unfolded like a nightmare in slow motion.

Russell stood there in nothing but his boxer briefs, his back to the door. Erin faced him, her green satin dress nowhere in sight. Instead, she wore a matching set of deep purple lingerie, the lace and silk glinting in the room's soft light. Black stockings traced up her legs to garters that hugged her thighs.

Russell's hands roamed her body, one cupping the curve of her ass while the other tangled in her hair. He leaned in, his lips meeting hers in a kiss that was anything but casual. Erin responded, her arms wrapping around his neck, pulling him closer.

Jack stood frozen, the sight searing into his memory. The air left his lungs in a rush, his fingers curling into fists at his sides. Every muscle in his body screamed to act, to charge in, to make them stop, but his feet remained rooted to the floor as if the carpet had turned to quicksand.

Russell's hands explored her body, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her ass. He pulled the cheeks apart, the lace of her thong taut against the skin. With a deft motion, Erin reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. The silk and lace fell away, exposing her breasts to the room's dim light.

His hands moved from her ass to cup her breasts, thumbs brushing over the lace of her bra. He leaned in, his mouth capturing one nipple through the silk as she arched against him. The lace of her bra gave way as he tugged, exposing her to the room's soft light.

"Take my cock out," Russell murmured against her skin.

Erin's fingers fumbled with the waistband of his boxer briefs, then drew the fabric down. His erection sprang free, hard and thick against her palm.

"Now the panties," he said, his voice rough with desire.

Without hesitation, she hooked her thumbs into the sides of her thong and slid it down her legs. The purple lace pooled at her feet, leaving her exposed save for the stockings and garters.

From the doorway, Jack watched, his breath catching in his throat. The speed of her compliance, the eagerness in her movements, it was a side of her he'd never seen.

"What do you want?" Russell asked, his voice low, thick with need.

Erin's eyes dropped to his erection, jutting hard and thick from his body. A slow smile curved her lips as she looked back up at him.

"I want to taste you," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "I want to suck your cock."

Russell's grin widened, a predatory glint in his eyes. "Then get on your knees," he commanded, his fingers tangling in her hair. "And beg for it."

Without hesitation, Erin sank to the plush carpet, her stocking-clad knees pressing into the fibers. She looked up at him, her dark eyes wide with wanton hunger.

"Please," she breathed, her hands resting on her thighs. "Please let me suck your cock. I need to taste you, to feel you in my mouth."

Her voice grew more urgent with each word, her body trembling with anticipation. "I've wanted this all night. I want to wrap my lips around you, to take you deep until I can't breathe. Please, Russell. Let me have your cock."

Each word from Erin's lips was a dagger twisting in Jack's gut. Begging. His wife, his Erin, was on her knees begging another man. And not just begging—begging to use her mouth, a intimacy she'd denied him for months. His own body betrayed him, aching at the image she painted, at the memory of her mouth on him, warm and willing. But that was another lifetime ago, before the distance had grown between them, before she'd started turning away from his touch in the night. Now here she was, offering everything so freely to someone else. The contrast burned like acid.

Russell wrapped his fingers around his length, his thumb spreading the beaded moisture across the tip. His grip tightened as he began to stroke, the motion slow and deliberate.

"Now," he said, his voice thick as honey. "Show me how much you want it."

Erin leaned forward, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth. The first inches slid in smoothly, but then he hit resistance. Russell's fingers tangled in her hair, guiding her deeper. She gagged, eyes watering, but didn't pull away. His hips began to move, setting a rhythm that pushed her limits. Saliva trailed down her chin, glistening in the soft light as she adjusted to his size. Her movements grew more confident, taking him deeper with each thrust until his entire length disappeared between her lips.

Every muscle in Jack's body coiled tight as he watched. He'd never seen Erin like this—not with him, not with anyone. Her movements, the way she took Russell deeper, the sounds she made—it was all so foreign, yet undeniably hot. The sight seared into his memory even as his gut twisted with a possessive rage that made it hard to breathe. Each gag, each wet sound from the room beyond the door was a fresh assault on his senses, a twisted cocktail of desire and fury that left him trembling where he stood. She pulled back just enough, a string of saliva still connecting them, and spat directly onto his cock. The wetness gleamed in the dim light as she swirled it with her tongue before taking him in again. Jack's breath caught in his throat. In all their years together, Erin had never done that with him. The rawness of it, the deliberate obscenity, sent a jolt straight to his groin. A scream built in his chest, but it wasn't outrage—it was something darker, something that twisted his insides with a shamefully intense arousal. His own body betrayed him, growing hard as he watched his wife perform acts with another man she'd never shared with him.

Slowly, Erin rose from her knees, her movements fluid and deliberate. She turned away from him, presenting herself as she bent at the waist, her palms flat against the carpet. The curve of her spine arched in invitation, her ass pushing back toward him.

"Fuck me," she breathed, the words ragged with need. "I've been waiting for this all night."

"Fuck me like a slut," Erin breathed, the words ragged with need. "I've been waiting for this all night."

Russell's fingers slid between her legs, teasing her folds before plunging inside. She was already slick, her body ready for him. He worked her with two fingers first, stretching her, preparing her. When she was gasping, pushing back against his hand, he positioned himself behind her.

His cock pressed against her entrance, thick and demanding. The first thrust stretched her painfully, and she cried out, her fingers digging into the carpet.

"Easy," Russell murmured, his voice low. He held still for a moment, letting her adjust before beginning to move.

The pain faded quickly, replaced by a pleasure that made her tremble. His rhythm built steadily, each thrust deeper than the last. The room filled with the sounds of their bodies meeting, with her cries and his grunts. Erin pushed back to meet him, matching his pace, her body completely surrendering to the intensity.

From the doorway, Jack watched them, his blood running cold and hot at the same time. His wife, his Erin, was begging to be fucked like a slut. And Russell was giving her exactly what she wanted, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her again and again. Each thrust was a betrayal, each of Erin's cries a knife to his heart, yet his body remained frozen, trapped by the horrifying spectacle unfolding before him.

Erin broke away from their coupling, her movements fluid as she shifted to the nearby sofa. She positioned herself on all fours, the plush upholstery dipping under her weight as she arched her back. The curve of her spine created a deliberate invitation, her ass elevated and exposed in the dim light.

Russell stepped closer, his shadow falling over her. His fingers traced the line of her back, following its dip to the swell of her cheeks.

"Play with my ass," Erin said, her voice breathy and direct.

Jack flinched at the doorway, his knuckles white where he gripped the frame. The words echoed in his mind, words she'd never spoken to him, boundaries she'd never hinted at crossing.

Russell leaned in, his warm breath ghosting over Erin's skin as he gathered saliva and let it fall onto her tight opening. The wetness glistened in the dim light before his finger traced circles around her puckered flesh.

Erin's breath hitched as he pressed inside, the initial resistance giving way slowly to his gentle pressure. A soft moan escaped her lips as his finger sank deeper, her body adjusting to the unfamiliar invasion.

"More," she breathed, pushing back against his hand. "Add another finger."

Russell obliged, slipping a second finger alongside the first. The stretch made her gasp, her fingers curling into the sofa cushions as he worked both fingers deeper, scissoring gently to prepare her. Each slow retreat and deliberate push drew another sound from her throat, her body arching to meet his touch.

"Fuck my ass," Erin whispered, the words hanging in the air between them.

Jack's vision blurred at the edges. His world narrowed to those three words, spoken by his wife to another man. A tremor ran through him, hot and violent, like something deep inside had finally snapped.

Russell positioned himself behind Erin, his hands gripping her hips. He pressed his thick length against her tight opening, the initial resistance drawing a sharp intake of breath from Erin. Slowly, deliberately, he applied pressure.

Erin's fingers tightened in the sofa cushions, her knuckles white. Russell persisted, his movements careful yet unyielding. The stretch made her whimper, her body tensing before gradually yielding to his advance. With a final, measured push, he breached the tight ring of muscle, sliding inside her inch by excruciating inch.

Jack's body was a battlefield of shame and desire. His stomach churned with humiliation, yet blood surged hot and undeniable through his veins. From the doorway, every thrust of Russell's hips was a fresh betrayal that both sickened and aroused him.

Erin's sounds filled the room—gasps, whimpers, and moans that Jack had never drawn from her lips. Her fingers dug into the sofa cushions, knuckles white, as Russell moved deeper into her. With each deliberate movement, her body arched to meet his, a dance of surrender that Jack had never witnessed.

Russell's hands gripped Erin's hips, his fingers pressing into her skin with enough force to leave marks. His rhythm built slowly, each thrust measured and deep. The sounds of their bodies meeting—wet, rhythmic, intimate—echoed in the small conference room.

Jack's breath hitched in his throat. His own body betrayed him, hard and demanding against the confinement of his trousers. He should have been sickened, should have turned away, but his feet remained rooted to the spot as if the carpet had become quicksand.

Erin's head tilted back, exposing the graceful line of her throat. Her hair cascaded down her back, dark strands clinging to sweat-slicked skin. Russell's movements became more urgent, his thrusts deeper, more demanding. Her cries grew louder, more desperate, filling the space between them.

Jack's hands clenched at his sides, nails biting into his palms. The sight of his wife, so wantonly responsive to another man's touch, burned into his memory. Every shift of her body, every sound from her lips was both accusation and invitation, a twisted tableau of pleasure and pain that held him captive in the doorway.

Russell's grip on Erin's hips tightened, his fingers pressing deep enough to leave marks. His pace quickened, each thrust becoming more forceful, more desperate. The slap of flesh against flesh grew sharper, echoing in the small room as his movements turned almost punishing. Erin gasped with the intensity, her body arching to meet his rhythm, urging him on.

"Fuck, Erin," Russell groaned, his voice strained. "I'm gonna.."

His words dissolved into a guttural cry as he buried himself to the hilt, his hips jerking erratically against her. Erin cried out too, a sound of pleasure and surprise as she felt him pulse inside her.

For a moment they remained joined, breathing heavily in the sudden quiet. Then Russell slowly withdrew, his spent length glistening in the dim light.

Before Erin could fully turn, Russell was already moving, positioning himself before her face. His hand wrapped around his cock, still hard and slick, stroking rapidly.

"Open up," he commanded, his voice rough.

Erin tilted her head back, her lips parting instantly. As Russell stroked his length, his voice was rough with urgency.

"Going to cum again," he warned.

Her eyes locked with his, dark with wanton hunger. The first hot spurt striped across her cheek, a stark white against her flushed skin. She adjusted without hesitation, tilting further to capture the rest in her waiting mouth.

Russell's body shuddered with each release, his hand working himself through the last of his climax. When he was spent, Erin held him in her mouth for a moment longer before letting him go with a wet pop.

A thin thread of cum connected her lips to his tip before she closed her mouth, swallowing deliberately. Her tongue darted out to catch the stray droplet on her cheek, her eyes never leaving his.

The final moments of their coupling branded themselves into Jack's mind, Russell's hands gripping Erin's hips, the guttural sounds of their release, the way Erin held him in her mouth afterward. Jack watched as Russell reached for his clothes, his movements unhurried after his exertions. Panic seized Jack's chest. He scrambled backward, his feet silent on the carpet as he retreated to the dining area, his heart hammering against his ribs.

He sank into his chair just as Russell emerged from the conference room, fully dressed and composed. Erin followed moments later, her green satin dress back in place, her hair slightly mussed. She moved with a practiced grace that made Jack's stomach clench.

Erin approached the table, her eyes finding Jack's in the dim light. She leaned in, her fingers curling around the back of his neck. Before he could react, her lips were on his, the kiss deep and possessive. Jack recoiled, his hands coming up to push her away, but her fingers tightened in his hair.

"What's wrong?" she murmured against his mouth, her voice loud enough for others to hear. "Don't you want to kiss me?"

Jack froze, the weight of their audience pressing down on him. He let his hands fall to his sides, his body going rigid as he returned the kiss. The taste of Russell lingered on her tongue salt, musk, and something unmistakably intimate. The humiliation washed over him in waves, hot and suffocating, even as his body responded traitorously to her touch. As their lips met, Jack's gaze darted past Erin's shoulder. Russell stood across the room, leaning against the doorframe with his arms crossed. A slow grin spread across his face as he watched them, his eyes dark with satisfaction in the dim light.

The party unraveled after that, each minute stretched thin and taut. Jack navigated through a haze of meaningless chatter and clinking glasses, his body moving mechanically while his mind replayed scenes in the conference room. He caught fragments of conversation about quarterly reports and upcoming mergers, words that dissolved before they reached his brain. Erin circulated with practiced ease, her smile unwavering as she laughed at anecdotes Jack couldn't hear. Russell moved through the crowd like a shark in shallow water, his gaze occasionally catching Jack's across the room—a silent, triumphant acknowledgement.

By eleven, the party began to dissolve. Jack felt a hand on his arm and turned to find Erin standing too close, her perfume suddenly cloying.

"Ready?" she asked, her voice smooth as silk.

He nodded, his throat tight, and followed her toward the exit. Outside, the cool night air offered brief relief. Yellow light from street lamps painted the pavement in stripes. A cab pulled to the curb, its headlights washing over them as the driver leaned to unlock the door.

The ride home was suffocating. Five feet of vinyl separated Jack from Erin in the backseat, but the space might as well have been five miles. She sat turned slightly toward the window, her reflection superimposed over passing storefronts. The cab smelled of air freshener and stale cigarettes.

"You seemed quiet tonight," Erin said, breaking the silence. The streetlights caught the side of her face, highlighting the curve of her cheek.

"Long week," Jack managed, the words tasting like ash in his mouth. He kept his gaze fixed on the taxi meter, watching numbers climb with each block.

The driver said nothing, just drove, his fingers drumming occasionally against the steering wheel. Buildings thinned out as they headed toward their neighborhood, where darkness pressed closer to the windows.

When they pulled up to their house, Jack threw cash at the driver without waiting for change. Erin was already halfway up the walkway, her heels clicking against the concrete. Jack followed, keys jangling in his hand, the familiar weight of them suddenly foreign in his palm.

Erin strode directly into the bedroom, not bothering with lights. Her movements were practiced as she slipped off first one heel, then the other, setting them aside with quiet clicks against the hardwood floor. The green satin dress pooled at her feet as she unzipped it, stepping out of the fabric with deliberate grace.

Jack followed, his eyes tracing the curve of her ass through the doorway, watching as she moved toward their bed in nothing but a purple thong, matching bra, and the stockings that hugged her thighs.

Erin reached behind her, unhooking her bra with practiced fingers. The purple lace fell away, revealing the pale curves of her breasts in the dim light filtering through the window. She peeled off the thong next, the fabric whispering against her skin as she discarded it on the floor. Finally, she unrolled each stocking with deliberate care, unclasping them from her garter belt before letting them join the growing pile of clothing.

Naked, she moved to the edge of their bed, the mattress dipping slightly under her weight. She settled herself at the foot of the bed, facing him, and looked directly into his eyes. Her legs parted slowly, deliberately, until they formed a wide V on the dark bedspread.

Jack's breath caught. In the faint moonlight, he could see the smooth, bare skin of her mound, completely shaven. But something else caught his attention it was a glistening wetness that seemed to cling to her folds, evidence of the mess another man had left behind.

The room swam before Jack's eyes as Erin's fingers slid from his neck to his jaw, her touch leaving fire in their wake. She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear, her voice a low purr that vibrated through his entire body.

"I know you've been waiting for this," she whispered, her breath warm against his skin. "All night. All these months. For your prize."

Her other hand traced patterns on his chest, nails scraping lightly through the fabric of his shirt. Jack's heart hammered against his ribs, each beat a frantic drum against her palm.

"To fuck me," she continued, her voice dropping even lower, "isn't that right?"

The question hung in the air between them, heavy with accusation and invitation. Jack's throat worked, swallowing against the dryness that had suddenly seized him. His gaze darted around the room, catching snippets of conversation from nearby partygoers, the clink of glasses, the low thrum of background music—all of it blurred and distant.

Erin's fingers tightened slightly on his jaw, turning his face back toward hers. Her eyes locked with his, dark and unwavering in the dim light.

"Say it," she commanded, her voice soft but cutting through the noise like a knife.

Jack's lips parted, but no sound emerged. The words lodged in his throat like shards of glass. His gaze flickered involuntarily toward the doorway where Russell stood, that slow, knowing grin spreading across his face.

"Yes," Jack finally managed, the word scraping its way out, raw and strained.

Erin's smile widened, triumphant. "Yes what?" she prompted, her thumb stroking his jawline.

Jack's eyes closed for a moment before opening again, resigned. "Yes," he repeated, the word barely audible above the party's hum. "That's right."

Jack's fingers fumbled with his shirt buttons, each one slipping through the hole with a click that seemed unnaturally loud in the quiet room. His movements felt foreign, as if watching someone else's hands at work. He took of his shirt and followed by trousers that fell around his ankles. He stepped out of them, the fabric whispering against the floorboards, and moved toward the bed with a strange detachment that didn't quite match the frantic pulse in his throat.

Erin watched him, her legs still parted wide, her hands resting casually on her thighs. When Jack reached the foot of the bed, he hesitated for a fraction of a second before lowering himself to his knees on the floor. The hardwood was cool against his bare skin. He shifted forward, positioning himself between her calves, the smooth texture of her stockings brushing against his shoulders as he moved.

Her knees bent slightly as he advanced, her thighs parting wider still. Jack's gaze traced the curve of her legs upward, past the lacy tops of her stockings where they met the pale skin of her thighs. He continued until his eyes settled on the juncture between her legs, illuminated by the soft moonlight filtering through the window.

The sight hit him with the force of a physical blow. Erin's pussy was exposed in the dim light, the delicate folds glistening with moisture that had nothing to do with him. The skin around her entrance was flushed and swollen, evidence of recent use. A thin, milky substance clung to the edges of her opening, catching the light like tiny crystals. It pooled slightly in the dip between her labia, and as he watched, a small droplet trickled slowly downward, leaving a shining trail in its wake.

A cold dread coiled in Jack's gut, each heartbeat a frantic drum against his ribs. If she noticed the tremor in his hands, the way his eyes kept darting away from hers, she'd know. The humiliation would be complete. And yet, how could he refuse? Her legs remained spread, an invitation he couldn't reject without revealing everything. The conflict tore through him: the primal urge to claim her after what he'd witnessed, warring with the sickening knowledge of who had come before. His body tensed, muscles locking in place as he knelt before her, caught between two unbearable choices.

"Lick me," Erin commanded, her voice cutting through the thick silence.

Jack's body moved before his mind could catch up. He leaned forward, the distance between them shrinking until he could feel the warmth radiating from her skin. His tongue emerged, tentative and trembling, making brief contact with her folds before retreating.

Erin's legs tensed against his shoulders. "What was that?" she asked, her tone sharp with disappointment. "I said lick me, not poke me like you're afraid to touch me."

Her fingers tangled in his hair, tightening just enough to make his scalp tingle. "Don't be shy. Give me a proper lick."

The hardwood pressed into Jack's knees as he leaned in again. This time, he let his tongue press flat against her, tasting the salt and musk of another man's release mingled with her own arousal. Erin's grip on his hair loosened, her body relaxing beneath his touch as a soft sigh escaped her lips.

Jack's hesitation dissolved as he drew her into his mouth. The taste struck him immediately sharp, saline, utterly familiar yet utterly not his. Erin's laughter came soft above him, a husky sound that vibrated through his skull. She shifted her position on the bed, her body fluid as water, sinking backward onto the mattress as one leg lifted to hook over his shoulder. The weight of her thigh pressed against his back, pulling him closer, guiding him deeper until his breath caught against her heat. Jack's tongue explored her folds, delving deeper with each stroke, his movements becoming more confident as he pushed past his initial hesitation. The taste of Russell's mingled with Erin's arousal coated his mouth, a constant reminder of what had transpired just hours before.

"I know that you saw us," Erin said, her voice soft yet cutting through the quiet room like glass.

Jack's body went rigid, his tongue stilling inside her. The words hung in the air, heavy and accusatory. Cold washed over him despite the warmth of her body.

Erin's fingers tightened in his hair, a gentle but firm pressure that urged him to continue. When he remained frozen, she shifted beneath him, her thigh pressing more insistently against his back.

"Did you get hard?" she asked, her tone dropping to a whisper that vibrated against his lips.

Jack's tongue stilled inside her. His throat worked, but no words came forth. Slowly, he pulled back, raising himself from the floor as Erin sat up, her movements fluid and deliberate. Their eyes met in the dim light of the room.

"I love getting my ass fucked," she said, her voice low but clear, each word landing with deliberate weight. Her fingers came up to trace the line of his jaw. "And you," she continued, her nails scraping lightly against his skin, "you don't get to fuck it."

Heat surged through Jack's veins—arousal, jealousy, and humiliation warring beneath his skin. His chest tightened as anger built, his lips parting to let the words out, the accusations he'd held back all night.

"Shut up," Erin hissed, cutting him off before he could speak. Her voice was low, sharp as glass. "You don't get to talk right now."

She leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear, her words a venomous whisper. "You humiliated me, Jack. In front of the entire company. Everyone knows about you and your secretary. Everyone knows she was sucking your dick in your office."

Her fingers tightened in his hair, a sharp tug that made his scalp tingle. "Did you think I'd just... what? That I would forgive you?"

When Jack tried to speak again, she shook her head, her expression cold as ice.

"Now I'm in charge," she said, her voice dropping to a purr. "This is payback."

Erin leaned back slightly, her hand resting on his chest, her fingers drumming a rhythm against his shirt. "I've been thinking," she said, her voice smooth as silk in the dim room. "If we're going to stay married, I'll be making some changes."

Jack remained silent, his body taut as a wire, his gaze fixed on the way the moonlight caught the edges of her face.

"From now on," Erin continued, her fingers stilling on his chest, "I'll decide who fucks me. And I'll decide who you can fuck."

A soft laugh escaped her lips, husky and sharp. "Though I suspect that'll be a short list. Maybe just me—if you're a good, obedient boy."

Her hand moved to his jaw, turning his face toward hers. Her eyes searched his, unblinking in the faint light. "Do you accept that? Or do you want a divorce?"

Jack's throat worked, the words catching there before he finally pushed them out. "I don't want to divorce you," he said, his voice rough with emotion. "I'm sorry. For everything."

"What do you mean?" Jack's voice was hoarse, his gaze fixed on hers in the moonlit room. "You'll decide who fucks you?"

Erin's smile was slow, predatory. "I mean exactly what I said." She shifted on the bed, her naked body gleaming in the faint light. "From now on, you're a cuckold, Jack. And I'm your hotwife."

Jack flinched as if struck, his breath catching in his throat. He started to shake his head, but Erin pressed a finger to his lips, silencing him.

"And you'll watch," she continued, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Like you did tonight with Russell. Or I might bring home some other guys. Maybe even a group."

The room swam before Jack's eyes as shock and jealousy warred within him. His hands clenched into fists at his sides, nails digging into his palms.

Erin leaned closer, her breasts brushing against his chest. "Does that scare you, Jack? Or does it excite you?"

"It terrifies me," Jack admitted, his voice barely audible in the moonlit room. He swallowed, his gaze dropping to where their bodies almost touched. "It humiliates me." His eyes lifted to meet hers again, dark with conflicting emotions. "But at the same time..." His breath hitched. "Seeing you used like that—it was the hardest thing I've ever witnessed, and yet..."

He couldn't finish the thought, but Erin didn't need him to. A knowing smile touched her lips as she waited.

"I was so jealous of Russell," Jack continued, the words tasting like bile. "That he could... that he got to..." His fists clenched at his sides. "That he got to play with your ass."

"I can't remember ever being this hard," Jack said, his voice raw. He looked at her, eyes dark with hunger and shame. "Not even when I was tasting you, knowing what was left there." His hand moved unconsciously to his crotch, pressing against the fabric that strained with his arousal. "I ate you out while you were still full of him, and I've never been harder in my life."

Erin's fingers traced a path from his jaw down to his throat, her touch light but possessive. "Do you know what I love most about this?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. "You, who's always been in charge—the dominant man I fell for, the one who runs meetings like a king on his throne—you're so soft now."

Her hand moved lower, resting on his chest where his heart hammered against her palm. "So submissive." A slow smile spread across her face. "All that control you wielded over everyone... over me... and look at you now."

Erin's fingers traced idle patterns on his chest, her touch light yet possessive. "I've been reading," she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "About couples like us. What they do to... enhance things."

Jack's body tensed beneath her touch, a knot forming in his stomach. He stayed silent, waiting.

"There's so much more we could explore," she continued, her nails scraping gently against his skin. "Chastity cages.." She watched his face, a flicker of something unreadable in her eyes. "And pegging."

The word struck Jack like a physical blow. His head reared back, eyes widening in shock. "No," he managed, the word barely audible. "Erin, that's not..."

Russell's name on her lips silenced him instantly. "Russell told me something interesting," she said, her tone casual as if discussing the weather. "Something about certain cuckold husbands."

Jack's breath caught, his throat working silently. He shook his head slowly, denial warring with the sickening curiosity now coiling in his gut.

Erin leaned closer, her voice dropping to a husky whisper against his ear. "Apparently," she murmured, her lips brushing his skin, "some of them really like to be fucked."

Jack recoiled as if she'd slapped him. "You... you actually talked about that with Russell?" His voice cracked, disbelief warring with the cold dread creeping up his spine.

Erin's smile widened, predatory. "Oh, we did." She shifted on the bed, letting her fingers trace idle patterns on his chest. "He mentioned something else, too." Her eyes gleamed in the dim light. "About how some cuckolds enjoy being dressed up. Like pretty little sissies."

"No." The word burst from Jack's lips, sharp and immediate. "That's never going to happen."

Erin's fingers stilled on his chest, her touch suddenly heavy. "Oh, Jack." Her voice softened, laced with condescension. "You still don't understand, do you?"

She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. "You're not in charge anymore." Her breath warm against his skin. "I am."

Jack's muscles tensed as she pulled back, her eyes boring into his.

"So if I decide to dress you up like my pretty little sissy," she continued, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, "you'll obey."

Jack's hand moved before he could stop it, wrapping around his erection. The skin was hot against his palm, pre-cum already beading at the tip. His hips bucked into his fist as he leaned toward the bed.

"Please," he whispered, the word tasting like shame. "Erin, let me fuck you. Just once."

Erin's lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. She rolled onto her stomach in one fluid motion, arching her back like a cat stretching in the sun. The moonlight caressed her curves, casting her ass in silver and shadow.

Her hands reached back, fingers digging into the soft flesh of her buttocks. She spread them wide, exposing herself to him. Jack's breath caught as he stared at the tight, pink pucker of her anus—still flushed from Russell's use, slightly gaped. It was an entrance he hadn't been allowed in years.

"You can look," Erin said, her voice muffled by the pillow. "And you can touch yourself." She wiggled her hips slightly, making her cheeks bounce. "But that's as close as you're getting."

Humiliation washed over Jack, hot and acidic. His cheeks burned as he continued stroking himself, each movement making him feel more exposed. Yet his cock throbbed painfully in his hand, harder than he'd ever been.

His gaze fixated on her forbidden entrance. The skin around it was flushed a deep pink, glistening with residual lubricant. As he watched, her muscles clenched, the pucker tightening then relaxing again. A drop of pre-cum slid down Jack's shaft, slicking his movements.

"That's it," Erin encouraged, her voice thick with satisfaction. "Jerk off to my ass. The ass Russell got to fuck but you never will."

Jack's hand moved faster, the slap of skin against skin filling the quiet room. His eyes remained locked on her exposed anus, the sight of what he couldn't have driving him toward the edge. Each stroke brought him closer to completion, each moment deeper into his submission.

His hand moved with a desperate confidence, fingers reaching toward the exposed flesh of her ass. Just as his fingertips grazed the sensitive skin, Erin's hand shot out, palm flat against his. The slap cracked through the quiet room.

"No touching," she said, her voice sharp as glass.

She held his gaze as she brought her index finger to her lips, sliding it past them slowly. Her cheeks hollowed as she wet the digit with her saliva. With deliberate slowness, she withdrew her finger from her mouth.

Jack's breath hitched as she reached back, her hand disappearing between her spread cheeks. He watched, transfixed, as she pressed the wet finger against her anus. The pink pucker yielded to her touch, opening to accept the intrusion. His eyes widened as she pushed deeper, her finger disappearing inch by inch into her ass. In their years together, through countless encounters, he had never seen this—had never been granted access to this part of her, had never witnessed her taking herself in this way. The sight hit him with the force of revelation, a private spectacle he was being allowed to witness but not permitted to touch.

"I thought... you didn't like anal," Jack stammered, his eyes fixed on the intimate display before him.

Erin's laughter was soft but sharp. "Oh, I love it." She pressed deeper with her finger, her breath catching slightly. "I just never let you use my ass."

She watched his reaction, enjoying the way his jaw dropped. "In fact," she continued, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, "I have a buttplug I wear around the house sometimes. Even when you're here."

The words hit Jack like a physical blow. Heat surged through his body at the thought of her wearing a plug during their everyday life, during dinner, while watching television, all without his knowledge. His hand moved faster on his cock, the image seared into his mind.

He came with a guttural cry, thick ropes of cum splashing across her exposed ass cheeks and the small of her back. His body trembled with the force of his release.

Erin shifted, glancing over her shoulder at the mess. "Clean it up," she commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Jack leaned in, his breath catching as he neared her. He flattened his tongue against her skin, tasting himself as he licked his cum from her ass cheeks. The salty flavor mixed with the musk of her arousal, creating an intoxicating cocktail that made his head spin. Emboldened, he let his tongue circle her anus, teasing the sensitive flesh. When he pressed inside, the tight muscle yielded slightly, and he felt her body tense beneath him.

Erin's breath hitched, a soft moan escaping her lips. For a moment, she arched into his touch, her body responding despite her earlier declarations. Jack's heart raced as he explored her deeper, his tongue delving into the forbidden territory he'd been denied for so long. The scent of her ass rose to meet him, musk and something uniquely Erin. Against his thigh, his cock stirred, stiffening despite his recent release.

Then, just as suddenly, she stiffened. "That's enough," she said, her voice firm but not unkind. "We need to sleep."

Jack pulled back, his lips still tingling from the contact. Erin pushed herself up from the bed, her movements fluid in the dim light. She glanced over her shoulder at Jack, who still knelt on the floor.

"I need to clean up my makeup," she said, her voice casual despite what had just transpired between them.

Without waiting for a response, she turned and walked toward the bathroom, her naked hips swaying slightly with each step. The bathroom door clicked shut behind her, leaving Jack alone in the silence of the bedroom.

Minutes stretched in the silence before the bathroom door clicked open. Erin emerged, her naked form catching the dim light that filtered through the curtains. She moved toward the bed with deliberate grace, sinking into the mattress beside Jack. The sheets rustled as she settled, her hip pressing against his.

"I'm sorry," Jack whispered, the words raw in the quiet room. "For everything I've done to you."

Erin turned to face him, her expression unreadable in the shadowy light. "That doesn't matter now," she said, her voice low but clear. "What matters is what comes next."

She propped herself up on one elbow, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on his chest. "From now on," she continued, "you'll need to earn your way back to me. Until then, you're my cuckold."

Jack's breath hitched at the word, his body tensing beneath her touch.

"Or maybe forever," Erin added, a hint of satisfaction in her tone. "We'll see how well you obey."Jack recoiled, the words tumbling from him before he could stop them. "I need you back. Erin, please..."

Erin's fingers traced his jawline, her touch deceptively gentle. "I needed you too, Jack," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "For the last five years, I needed you."

She leaned in, her lips pressing against his. The kiss was soft at first, then deepened, her tongue sliding past his lips as if claiming him. When she pulled back, Jack was breathless, his heart hammering against his ribs.

"I love you," Erin whispered against his mouth, "but things have changed forever."

Her thumb brushed his lower lip, her eyes boring into his. "So you'll obey me completely, or we're getting a divorce."

Jack flinched, his shoulders curving inward as shame washed over him. "No divorce," he managed, his voice cracking around the words. "I don't want... I can't..." His gaze dropped to his trembling hands clenched in his lap. "I'll do whatever you want, Erin. Just... don't leave me."
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