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The silk of my chemise brushed against my skin as I stood before the full-length mirror, no longer the woman I was a few weeks ago. Since that night with Alex, I had awakened.

I had become a woman transformed. Where once I dressed for practicality, now every choice was deliberate, every layer a tease, a question, an invitation. The world felt different now; every man was a possibility, every interaction a potential spark. I could feel the weight of their glances, the subtle shifts in their attention when I walked into a room. I had become attuned to it, reveling in the power it gave me.

My marriage, once a safe haven, now felt like a stage, a backdrop for the performance I couldn’t stop playing. The world was full of opportunities now, and I was ready to take them. All of them.

My husband’s voice, muffled and cheerful, drifted up the stairs. “Toast is almost ready, Angie!”

“Be right down!” I called back, my tone a perfect, practiced melody of wifely affection. The sound of it felt foreign in my mouth, a costume I was putting on. Inside, my thoughts were elsewhere. Who will walk into the gallery today? Who will notice the small, deliberate choices I’ve made? The questions lingered in my mind like a delicious secret.

The silk of my chemise slid over my skin as I reached for the hem, my fingers trembling ever so slightly. With a deliberate motion, I pulled it up and over my head, letting it fall to the floor in a whisper of fabric.

My breasts fell free, the weight of them a sensation I had grown acutely aware of since that night with Alex. They were full, the soft curves of them begging for touch, for the press of hands or lips. My nipples were already taut, hardened by the anticipation that seemed to linger in the air around me. I traced my fingers along their edges, feeling the delicate texture of my skin, the way it tightened under my touch.

I opened the lingerie drawer, my gaze fixed on the black lace that lay waiting. My fingers, once so predictable, bypassed the sensible nude cotton and reached for the intricate design of straps and underwire. It was a piece meant to entice, to transform my body into a spectacle, an offering.

I fastened the bra, watching in the mirror as it lifted and shaped my breasts, the lace cupping them as if presenting them to an unseen audience. The ache of my nipples pressing against the delicate fabric was a constant now, a low hum of desire that seemed to pulse through me. My hands drifted down my sides, over the curve of my waist and hips, feeling the smoothness of my skin.

Reaching into the drawer, I pulled out the matching black lace panties, their delicate material a promise of what lay beneath. I stepped into them slowly, savoring the way they hugged my hips, the subtle pressure of the elastic against my skin. As I tugged them up, they settled into place, the lace framing and accentuating the curves they concealed.

I stood there, naked save for the black lace, and let the moment linger. My body was no longer just mine; it was a canvas, a stage, a weapon. And I was ready to wield it.

Pulling on a pair of sheer, black stockings was a slow, deliberate ritual. I smoothed the cool nylon up my calf, over my knee, and high onto my thigh. I fastened them with a garter belt I’d secretly bought last week, the clips snapping into place with a definitive, satisfying click. Each snap was a tiny rebellion. This is for me. This hidden knowledge is mine.

My thoughts spiraled out, away from this sunlit bedroom. Julian Beaumont, the wealthy art collector whose private collection I’d been desperate to display for an upcoming exhibition. He was older, refined, discerning. I could wear this under my dress to our meeting today. The black lace, the garters, the stockings, each piece a silent promise of something more. I could cross my legs just so, let the hem of my skirt ride up a single, calculated inch. Would he notice? Would that discerning eye, trained to appreciate beauty in all its forms, catch the hint of what lay beneath? Would he want to be the man who peeled it all away, layer by deliberate layer? The idea no longer made me nervous. It was… intoxicating. A negotiation I was suddenly eager to close, on my own terms. This was a game I was ready to play.

I stepped into a sleek, pencil skirt, the grey wool a severe contrast to the filthiness beneath. I zipped it up the side, the fit punishingly tight. It reminded my body of its constraints even as my mind ran wild. The new installer, the one with the strong, capable hands and the easy grin… Leo mentioned he’s expensive. I could change that. A lingering touch when I hand him the coffee. A dropped pen, a slow bend to retrieve it right in front of him. What would his broad, work-roughened hands feel like on my stockings? Would he give me a discount just for the promise? For the sight?

“Angela? Everything okay?” Leo’s voice was closer now, at the bottom of the stairs.

“Perfect!” I sang out, my voice a little too bright. I am perfectly corrupt. Perfectly hungry.

I buttoned a crisp white blouse, my fingers moving deftly. I left the top two buttons open. A small thing. A nothing thing. But it felt enormous. It felt like an invitation to any man with eyes to see it. Come and look. Wonder what else is open for you.

I stood before the mirror once more. The professional curator stared back: polished, composed, her hair in a neat chignon. But I saw the other woman screaming just beneath the surface. The one who remembered the suffocating fullness of Alex, the one who craved that feeling of being utterly taken, stretched to her absolute limit. The one who now looked at every man and saw a potential key to a lock she never knew she had.

My husband appeared in the doorway, leaning against the frame with a smile, holding a piece of toast. “You look beautiful.”

“Thank you, sweetheart,” I said, walking over to kiss his cheek. He smelled of soap and toast. Simple. Good. It was a scent that belonged to my old life.

As I passed him to go downstairs, my stocking-clad thigh brushed against his trousers. A jolt, sharp and electric, went through me. It wasn’t for him. It was for the memory it triggered. The feel of rough denim against my bare skin. The possessive grip on my hip.

I picked up my bag, my mind already at the gallery, already walking through the doors where it all began. Who will walk in today? I thought, a slow, secret smile touching my lips. And what will I be able to get them to do for me? The world wasn’t just a place anymore. It was a menu. And I was suddenly, ravenously.

The morning passed in a blur of emails and logistics, a mundane rhythm that did little to quiet the hum still vibrating under my skin. I arranged paperwork, made calls, but my mind kept drifting back to the couch in the dim light, the phantom sensation of being full and claimed. Every time I shifted in my chair, the whisper of my black lace lingerie against my skin was a secret reminder. A promise of the woman I was now.
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