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The lingerie was a mistake.

I knew it the second I put it on. Black lace. Bra, thong, garter belt, stockings, the whole thing. I'd ordered it three weeks ago from a website that promised "rekindle the spark" and had a stock photo of a woman arching her back on satin sheets looking like she'd never paid a mortgage in her life. Two hundred and fourteen dollars. Shipping took eleven days. I hid the box under the bathroom sink behind the tampons because Mark never looked behind the tampons. Mark never looked behind anything.

I was standing in front of the full-length mirror in our bedroom. The one Mark had hung crooked two years ago. I'd stopped mentioning it. Mark's answer to everything was "I'll get to it this weekend."

Eight years married today.

Eight years. Anniversary dinners at Moretti's. The same booth. The same wine. The same tiramisu. The same drive home in silence because we'd run out of things to say somewhere around year four.

And the sex. Saturday nights. Always Saturday. Always the lights off. Always him on top because he'd tried from behind once in 2019 and kept slipping out and gave up after the third time and never tried again. He'd roll onto me at ten fifteen — I knew it was ten fifteen because the news had just ended and the weather was starting — and he'd push my t-shirt up to my ribs. Not off. Up. Just enough to get to what he needed. He'd pull my underwear to the side. Not down. To the side. And he'd push in — five inches that I sometimes felt and sometimes didn't — and he'd move. The same motion. Hips forward, hips back. Mechanical. Steady. His elbows locked beside my head. His eyes closed. His mouth making a shape that was either concentration or mild discomfort.

I'd lie there. Staring at the ceiling fan with the wobble he'd been meaning to fix since year two. Feeling him move inside me but not really feeling it. Not where it mattered. My hands on his back, because that's where hands go. My legs apart, because that's where legs go. Making the right sounds at the right times — a soft "mmm" here, a quiet "yeah" there — because if I was silent he'd stop and ask if something was wrong and then it would take even longer.

Three minutes. Sometimes two. A grunt. A shudder. His weight dropping onto me for five seconds. Then he'd roll off. Pull his boxers up. "Was that good for you?" Already reaching for his phone on the nightstand. Already checking the score of whatever game he'd missed.

"Yeah," I'd say. "That was great."

It was never great. It was never bad. It was nothing. A hundred and four Saturday nights a year and not one of them left a mark on my body or my memory. I couldn't tell them apart. They all started with the weather forecast and ended with him snoring.

Happy anniversary to us.

I turned in the mirror. Looked at myself. Really looked. Head to toe. I hadn't done that in years.

I was wrong not to.

The bra was doing things. Pushing my tits up and together into a line of cleavage that didn't exist in my sports bras or the beige cotton ones I wore to work. C-cups. Still firm. Full and round and spilling over the lace. The black lace against my skin. I was pale — the kind that burned in April and never tanned — and the black looked good against my skin. My nipples were hard behind the fabric. I could see them through the lace. Pink. Pushing against the pattern.

My stomach was flat. Pilates three times a week for six years. Not washboard — I wasn't twenty — but tight. A soft line down the center. My waist dipping in and then flaring out to my hips. I'd always had hips. Wide. My mother's hips, she called them, like it was a curse. I'd hated them at sixteen. At thirty-four I turned sideways in the mirror and watched the way my ass filled the thong and decided my mother's hips were the best thing she'd ever given me.

The thong was obscene. I'd never worn a thong. Mark had never asked me to wear a thong. Mark had never asked me to wear anything. Mark's idea of lingerie was when I didn't wear the oversized Braves t-shirt to bed. The black lace sat high on my hips, the front panel barely covering anything — a triangle of fabric over my mound, the strings disappearing into the crease where my thighs met my pelvis. I turned around. My ass was out. Completely. Round and full and split by a string of lace that I could barely feel. I flexed. Watched the muscle tighten under the skin. Six years of Pilates. Worth every cent.

The garter belt clipped to the stockings. Black. Sheer. The clasps sitting on my upper thighs. The stockings made my legs look longer — I was only five-five, but in the four-inch heels I'd found in the back of the closet, legs in black stockings, I looked like someone who got taken to dinner, not someone who ate leftover pasta standing over the sink while her husband watched SportsCenter.

I looked good.

I looked really good.

I looked like a woman whose husband should be running home. Not a woman whose husband had texted twenty minutes ago — *Stuck in meeting babe. 30 min. Sorry!! Happy anniversary!! Love u* — four exclamation marks and an abbreviation for love, sent while he was probably half-listening to a quarterly review about shipping logistics.

Eight years. He was in a meeting. I was standing in two hundred dollars of lingerie in an empty house talking to a mirror.

I turned to the front again. Ran my hand down my side. Hip to waist to the swell of my breast. My skin was smooth. I'd shaved everything this morning. Everything. Legs, underarms, bikini line — all of it
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