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I sat in my office chair, staring absentmindedly at my screen. My mind was consumed by the night from Tuesday to Wednesday—the night that had completely upended my life. Perhaps I should say our life, because my wife had played a major role in what had happened. I knew that nothing would ever be the same again. We had done something that could not be undone.

And yet, it wasn’t even supposed to happen. Certainly not on that Tuesday night. My stomach tightened. But regret wouldn’t change anything now.

The plan had been to explore whether partner swapping might be something for us. The aim was to breathe new life into our sex life. That evening at Artemis, we wanted to meet new people and make connections. If we found a couple we clicked with, we would have taken things further on a different night. We didn’t want to rush anything. Naturally, we were still nervous going into that evening. We had been faithful to each other for twenty years. Becoming intimate with someone else after such a long time was a huge step—opening up our marriage just as much so.

I had gone into that evening half-expecting us to get cold feet. In the end, though, we didn’t even manage to find a couple. The night turned out to be a complete bust—at least that’s how it felt from my perspective. For Nora, it was a totally different story. She’d picked up a guy. Well, to be precise, Marcus Morales had approached her. He’d apparently noticed that we—like him—weren’t having any luck connecting with anyone.

I wasn’t sure what to make of it. Marcus Morales didn’t strike me as the kind of guy who’d struggle to find someone interested in him at an event all about making connections for later sexual fun.

I could probably say the same about my wife, Nora, a stunning blonde Swede who doesn’t look anywhere near her almost forty years.

If anything, my hundred kilograms might have been the real stumbling block, putting other couples off from approaching us. That said, aside from the extra weight, I’d call myself a good-looking guy and a pretty decent nerd. Compared to some of the other men who showed up at Artemis with their wives that night, I wouldn’t have been a bad catch by any stretch.

However, I’m not one for small talk and a bit introverted. Even after over ten years in the US, I never got used to how effortlessly most Americans could strike up a conversation with random strangers on the street. I was more the German type—watching or observing people but preferring not to approach them. Maybe that’s why connecting with a couple fell through.

In the end, we got Marcus Morales instead—or rather, Nora did. She got to enjoy herself with this well-built guy while I was left being just a spectator.

You’d think that night would’ve sparked a ton of conversation between Nora and me. On some level, it definitely did. But here we were, Friday already, and we still hadn’t had that crucial talk. Work had kept me swamped with overtime, and Nora suggested we let it settle for a couple of days and then hash it out calmly over the weekend.

That was pretty out of character for Nora. Normally, she’s the one in our relationship who wants to tackle problems head-on and sort them out fast.

If work hadn’t been eating up so much of my time and keeping my mind off things, I’d probably have been obsessing over it since Wednesday morning. Even so, there were plenty of moments when I couldn’t push away thoughts of that fateful night and its fallout. Fallout, not least because Nora had given herself to another man, shattering the sanctity of our marriage.

That sounds way too religious, and I’m definitely not that. Plus, I don’t want to downplay my role or dump all the blame on Nora. I had plenty of chances to put a stop to it. Maybe there was no blame to dish out at all—grown adults made choices and had some sexual fun. What’s wrong with that?

Still, it left me with an odd feeling. There were moments when I couldn’t help drifting back to that pivotal night. It could hit me at the worst times—like when I was sitting at my desk in the office, my eyes landing on a photo of my wife. Suddenly, I’d picture her in Marcus’s arms, a big, dark cock thrusting into her.

Usually, two things followed. First, I’d start worrying about what that night meant for us as a couple. Could it really leave us unscathed? I hoped our weekend talk might offer some answers and ease my mind a bit. Second, my dick would get hard. Fair enough—it’s allowed to do that when I think about my gorgeous wife. But I’d quickly swap out the guy responsible for Nora’s blissful expression with myself.

The door to my office swung open, and Timothy Allen stepped in—a colleague who had already been working here before I joined

“We’re the last ones again,” Timothy said.

“Someone has to keep the place running,” I muttered.

“The week started off easy, but since Wednesday, it’s been absolute chaos.”

I had to stifle a laugh. Timothy didn’t know it, but that hit me with a double meaning.

“How about a weekend beer at Clockwork?” he asked. It’s a little bar right around the corner from the office where we sometimes grab a nightcap before heading home to our families.

“Not tonight,” I said. After this week, getting back to Nora and wrapping her in my arms felt more urgent.

“Alright, see you Monday then.”

Timothy took off. I leaned back in my chair and let out a sigh. Maybe I should’ve gone with him to Clockwork first. But deep down, I knew that thought was just me wanting to delay the overdue talk with Nora, even if only by an hour.

I stood up, headed to the elevator, pulled out my iPhone, and shot Nora a text saying I was on my way home.
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The Friday evening traffic heading into the weekend was brutal. It was a stark reminder of why I’d rather work from home. But the past few days had demanded a ton of communication and teamwork, and that’s just easier when we’re all in the same place.

Well, maybe this time I was also secretly glad to get out of the house and away from too much time with Nora.

Thanks to a nasty accident, it took me two hours to make it home. Naturally, Nora’s car was already parked in the driveway. I pulled in beside it. The house was oddly dark—surprising, considering I’d texted Nora from the road to let her know I’d be late.

As I walked up to the front door, I waved at our neighbor. She’d pitched in as a babysitter a few times back when we first moved in.

I let out a relieved breath once I finally unlocked the door and dropped my keys in their usual spot. Weekend at last! I flipped on the light.

“Nora!” I called out through the house.

“Over here!”

Her voice came from upstairs. My gaze flicked toward the kitchen and landed on the fridge. After that long, frustrating drive, a cold drink sounded tempting. But I passed. It could wait. Instead, I’d play the good husband—greet my wife in person and kick off our weekend with a kiss.

I bolted up the stairs, taking two at a time. Not gonna lie, it wasn’t just for her—I’d get back to that fridge faster this way. “Where are you?”

“Here!” Nora called out. Definitely from our bedroom.

When I stepped into the doorway, all thoughts of a cold drink vanished in an instant. I froze, staring down at the woman sprawled across our bed, legs spread wide. Even on a regular day, I found Nora incredibly hot. But now she was rocking the red lingerie we’d tried out three years ago for our anniversary to spice up our sex life. It had done the trick—though only for one night.

Nora’s left hand cupped her breast while her right slipped under her panties.

“Like what you see?” she asked.

“Wow,” I managed, snapping out of my daze. I took two steps forward, already peeling off my clothes. In record time, I’d stripped down to nothing. My dick was rock-hard by the time I slid into bed beside her.

We kissed, and my hand nudged hers off her breast so I could take over with mine.

“Now that’s how you kick off a weekend,” I said.

“I think that's exactly what this week deserves,” Nora replied. “And before we get into talking, I figured we should blow off some steam first.”

I let out a low grunt. The thought of that looming conversation was the last thing I needed right then. I tugged her bra down just enough to kiss her nipples. Nora let out a satisfied moan, her right hand still tucked inside her panties.

My lust was screaming to just slide my dick into her right then and there. But I had enough self-control to want to make it good for Nora too—maybe spurred on by what she’d already gotten up to with Marcus this week. I had to bring my A-game.

I shifted up a bit to kiss her on the lips. She dove into it hard, her tongue darting out right away. Meanwhile, her hand grabbed my cock, and the heat inside me spiked again in an instant.

“I’ve waited long enough for you,” Nora said. “Fuck me already.”

We weren’t exactly known for dragging out our foreplay, but I’d actually planned to tease her desire sky-high before we got to this point. I wanted Nora to get as much out of this as possible—total satisfaction.

You want to prove she doesn’t need a Marcus Morales, I admitted to myself.

That tricky challenge was now up to my dick. And even though I’d had a different game plan, there was no resisting Nora’s demand. I kissed her once more, then slipped her panties off. I ran a finger through her folds—she was soaking wet. She’d clearly been lying here for a while, waiting for me to get home, keeping herself busy in her own way.

Was she thinking about me—or him?

I shoved that thought aside. No room for it now. More urgent things were calling. I guided my cock through her slickness and pressed it against her entrance. Before I could thrust in, Nora rocked her hips toward me, taking the tip inside. I slid deeper, burying myself fully in her.

I couldn’t help noticing how effortlessly it happened—no drawn-out buildup needed. Nora was primed for me, dripping with arousal. But another question crept in. Could it have had an effect that she had had a much larger cock inside her just three days ago? I had no clue. It felt a bit unlikely—like the female body wouldn’t be that straightforward. Still, the idea wouldn’t quite let go off me.

Nora pulled me down to her, and our lips met. I loved the feel of her hard nipples pressing against my chest. My wife gasped as I fucked her with a slow, deliberate rhythm—each thrust meant to stand out. Our eyes locked while we kissed.

“Fuck me,” Nora urged, her blue eyes boring into me like they could pierce right through. “Faster. Harder!”

I was all too happy to oblige, even if it threw my original plan out the window again.

“Pust it deep inside me,” she demanded.

My hips slammed into hers, and my lust spiked even higher.

“Deeper!” she panted.

She didn’t realize it at the time. She was too far gone in her own pleasure. But the truth was, I’d already hit my limit. My dick couldn’t give her any more length. I was coming up a few centimeters short of Marcus.

What would Nora do if Marcus were here instead? Would she still beg him to go deeper? Or would that even come up, with him already filling her completely?

“Fuck!” I blurted out. In my head, it was Marcus on top of Nora, pounding his cock into her. That mental image alone nearly sent me over the edge in seconds, my lust skyrocketing toward orgasm.

“Fuck me! Fuck me deep!” Nora cried out, her voice dripping with need. That did it—I was done for. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I came, my cum shooting out of me and into her. My dick pulsed with satisfaction, riding the wave of pleasure. I caught my breath and collapsed onto Nora, exhausted—though still mindful enough not to crush her or cut off her air.

Post-orgasm, the world shifted. Shame washed over me for picturing Marcus fucking her in my place. Nora’s craving for deeper thrusts threw me off. Her demands, her loudness—it wasn’t like her. This wasn’t the sex we’d been having for most of the past twenty years.

At least you get to come inside her, I reminded myself. He had to use condoms.

That thought sparked a brief flicker of triumph, but it faded fast. There were solid reasons for it. Marcus could still knock her up; I couldn’t. After a lot of back-and-forth, I’d gotten a vasectomy a few years back. Nora was sick of the pill, and it was my turn to step up and take over the pregnancy prevention.

There’d been solid reasons for that choice. Nora could ditch the pill, and I could slide into her anytime without a second thought. Plus, our family planning days were long behind us.

Still, at first, it left me feeling oddly emasculated. And now, with Marcus and his massive dick—even if he had to wrap it up—having had his fun with Nora, that old sting was creeping back.

“Paul?” Nora’s voice broke through.

Guess it was time to let her breathe. I rolled off her, settled beside her, and pressed a kiss to her shoulder. I had no clue what to say. Part of me wanted to ask how it’d been for her, but I was terrified of what she might say. I shouldn’t have finished so fast. Hell, I should’ve still been going, giving it to her long and hard. Marcus had proved that was an option.

I scooted closer and kissed her lips. “I love you,” I murmured.

“I love you too,” she whispered back.

The kiss deepened, our tongues tangling together. I could feel the heat stirring in me again. All signs pointed to round two in record time—pretty rare for us. But then Nora pulled back.

“Before we kick this off again, I need some food and a glass of wine,” she said.

“But we are kicking this off again?” I teased with a laugh.

“Later,” she promised, climbing out of bed. “Will you order something for us?”

“What would you like?”

“Pizza?”

“The usual?”

“The usual,” she confirmed.

That meant a Capricciosa for Nora and a Hawaiian with extra cheese for me. Guess we were still Swedish and German at heart—American stuff like Meat Lover’s or BBQ Chicken Pizza never really made the cut in our house.
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Forty minutes later, we were sitting on the couch with our freshly delivered pizzas in our laps, watching the latest Netflix movie—yet another reminder that a big budget doesn’t guarantee a good movie.

“Who dreams up this nonsense?” I groaned, tossing a chunk of crust back into the box. “Same old story every time: some explosions, a charming hero, and not a shred of depth.”

Nora gave a slow nod, her eyes still glued to the screen. “And yet here we are watching it. Why do we do this?”

“Maybe because we know it’s garbage and still let ourselves get sucked in?” I ventured, chomping down on another bite.

She turned to face me, and something in her look stopped me cold. Her brow was creased, and she slid her pizza off to the side.

“Paul.” A brief pause, then her gaze locked onto mine, serious. “We can’t keep going like this.”

I blinked. “What, the movie? Trust me, I’m ready to turn it off right now.”

“Not the movie,” she said, leaning back. “Tuesday night. We’ve got to talk.”

My stomach knotted up, and the pizza suddenly tasted like cardboard. I’d been banking on dodging this talk a little longer—tomorrow would’ve worked fine. But clearly, that wasn’t her plan. No shock there; Nora’s always the one to put stuff like this on the table.

“Now?” I asked, straightening up and setting my pizza box on the coffee table. I hit pause on the remote.

“Yeah, now,” she said, her tone firm. “We’re sitting here acting like everything’s fine, but it’s not. Not after what went down on Tuesday.”

I rubbed my temples, trying to stall for time. “I thought we were just going for a chill night—tune everything out for a bit.”

“That’s the whole problem, Paul.” Her voice was steady but firm. “We’re tuning it out, but that’s not cutting it. It’s not going anywhere. We’ve got to talk.”

I glanced at her, then at the paused screen where the hero stared broodingly at an explosion. No dodging this one.

“Fine,” I said at last, my voice coming out rougher than I’d meant it to. “Let’s talk.”

Nora nodded, her eyes locked on mine—full of resolve and something else I couldn’t quite pin down. My pulse kicked up. A weird dread started gnawing at me. I wasn’t sure I even wanted this conversation. Honestly, I’d have given anything to just erase Tuesday night. Too late for that, though. What’s done was done.

Nora leaned over and kissed me. “I love you.”

“Love you too,” I croaked, my throat dry.

“So… Tuesday night,” she started. “We went out with a plan and nailed it right off the bat.”

“Half of it, anyway. Your half, to be exact.” Nora was sharp enough to pick up what I was getting at—that she’d hooked up with another guy while I hadn’t gotten the same shot with a woman. I wasn’t about to spell it out, though.

“Is that an issue? You were on board⁠—”

“Yeah, yeah,” I cut in. “I was. I had plenty of chances to shut it down. I didn’t have to cancel that Uber. There’s nothing I can pin on you. We did this together—even if it didn’t turn out the way we had imagined.”

The words came tumbling out of me. I had this pressing need to make sure Nora knew I wasn’t pissed at her. We hadn’t done anything worth fighting over. Everything that went down, we’d chosen together as a couple. Maybe not for the exact same reasons, but that didn’t really matter.

“What was it like seeing me with another guy?” Nora asked.

Her question hit me like a brick. It was bound to come up, sure, but I didn’t think it’d be this soon.

“It was… fine. Manageable,” I said, doing my best to keep it neutral. That was half the story at best. Sure, I’d gotten through it without flipping out on Marcus or unloading on Nora now. But I left out how it’d sparked something raw in me—lust, even. Looking back, it was obvious that watching her and Marcus dance at Artemis had flipped a switch. It stuck with me all night, building up, until I ended up getting off by my own hand while they went at it. “What about you?” I asked. “I mean, with another guy…” The second the words left my mouth, I wished I could yank them back.

“Good,” she said.

“Just good?” I pressed, instead of dropping it like I should’ve.

“Good,” she repeated, her tone thoughtful, like she was digging up details from some distant memory. “It’s been half my life since I was with anyone but you. Marcus was gentle—considerate. That was great. But he knew what he was doing too. I think we lucked out with him.”

“Hm,” I grunted. That luck felt more like hers than ours. Still, it could’ve been worse. Marcus had been decent to me too—hadn’t stomped all over my feelings or anything.

“You know,” Nora said, swinging a leg over me and straddling my lap so we were eye-to-eye. She brushed my hair back. “Don’t be mad at me, okay? But…”

“But?” I prompted when she trailed off.

She gave me an uncertain look. “It was the best sex I’ve had in a long time.”

I meant to respond with a calm “Okay,” but it got stuck in my throat. I’d wanted to know how good it was for her—her loudness that night had already hinted it was damn good with Marcus. Hearing it straight-up, though, hit different. Especially since it was a direct comparison to me, the only guy she’d been with for the last twenty years.

“Maybe it’s because it was all so new,” she went on. “After twenty years, you know your partner inside and out—nothing left to uncover. Marcus was different. That’s what we were after, right? Some thrill, some spark back in our bed.”

I nodded, chewing it over, though part of me wondered if she was just softening the blow after seeing how her words had landed.

“So, if we did it again, that newness wouldn’t be there anymore—would it just be regular sex then?” I asked. A flicker of hope crept into my voice, even if a bigger chunk of me knew it was a dumb question. It didn’t stop me from tossing it out there, though.

“Maybe,” Nora answered.

I grunted. Yeah, dumb question, dumb answer. That “maybe” felt like code for her expecting a repeat would still rock her world—she was just too polite to rub it in my face.

“Now the real question is where we go from here,” she said.

“Go from here?” I echoed. My mind instantly conjured up Nora tangled in bed with Marcus again—his dark arms wrapped around her, fucking her hard and relentless.

Nora pressed herself closer and kissed me.

“How we keep spicing up our sex life,” Nora said, glancing down between us. “Looks like someone’s ready for round two.” She pressed herself against my cock—yep, already hard again. “Twice in one night. It's already starting to make a difference.”

She peeled off her top and ditched her bra in one smooth move. Then she shifted up a bit, letting me latch onto her nipples. Meanwhile, I popped open her pants and tugged them down. Nora climbed onto the couch, standing to shimmy them off completely.

I pulled her toward me until her crotch was level with my face. Then I went for something that wasn’t exactly a staple in our playbook. Her going down on me Tuesday night had been a rare treat. My tongue finding its way to her? Even rarer.

Maybe we should’ve tried jumpstarting our sex life with this instead of her jumping into bed with another guy.

That wasn’t totally fair, though. Before we took the plunge at Artemis, we’d messed around with a few other ideas. None of them clicked, though, so we landed on what you could call our desperation move that Tuesday.

As I ran my tongue through her, it hit me that not long ago I’d spilled inside her. But she’d showered while we waited for the pizza, so no need to hold back. Good thing, too—it felt crucial to show her right now how much she meant to me.

Nora jumped right in, standing on the couch and pressing my head between her thighs. My tongue got to work fast.

We had to look ridiculous—here in our living room, Nora buck-naked on the couch, me buried between her legs. Lucky for us, the room was tucked away from the street and nosy neighbors.

Nora was clearly into it—her moans kept getting louder. I figured it was time to switch gears. I pulled back and guided her down beside me on the couch. Then I stood up and stripped off my clothes. Nora watched, her hand nestled between her thighs, teasing herself.

Naked, I knelt between her legs and kissed her. Then I straightened up. Time to slide my cock against her entrance.

“No, not yet. Keep going down there,” she pleaded.

I shot her a quick, puzzled look, but of course I’d give her what she wanted. “Alright.”

I stretched out on the couch. Nora bent her knees, and I grabbed her thighs. I licked and sucked for a good few minutes, and it hit her hard—she got louder, wilder, no holding back. Now it really felt like the moment to fuck her to the finish line.

“Don’t stop,” she insisted as I started to lift my head. Her hands shot out, yanking me back between her legs. I froze, thrown off. “Keep going, Paul. Please.”

I dove back in, even slipping a finger into the mix, zeroing in on her clit. Her sighs turned into full-on moans, all restraint gone. I couldn’t help but flash back to Tuesday—Marcus had pulled way more noise out of her than our usual sex ever did.

Finally, she shoved my head hard against her, letting out a scream. A little gush of liquid hit me. If that didn’t tip me off she was coming, her “I’m coming!” shouts sure as hell did.

She let go, collapsing back on the couch, eyes shut, totally spent.

I decided to focus on the upside. I’d gotten my wife off. Sure, it was just my tongue, but she’d come pretty damn close to whatever Marcus had unlocked in her. Our regular sex—me fucking her with my cock—never got her this wound up.

Which got me wondering: how many real orgasms had she actually had with me over the years? My gut twisted. Before I could spiral too far, Nora’s eyes fluttered open.

“Come here,” she said, patting the couch beside her. I sat down, and she slid off onto the floor. “Fair’s fair,” she teased with a wink.

Next thing I knew, my rock-hard cock was between her lips. It didn’t take long before I came.


CHAPTER 4
[image: ]


We didn't talk about our sex life again for the rest of the weekend. But we did have sex again on Saturday night. However, it was more of a relapse into our old pattern. I have to say that even though I came, of course, I didn't feel completely satisfied afterwards. I looked down at my wife and knew that it had probably been even less satisfying for her. But at that point it was already too late to change anything. I had already used up all my energy and desire.

For once, I was quite happy to go back to work on Monday. My to-do list was pretty long. A few important assignments were waiting to be processed. At the top of the list was a complicated case of cybercrime involving a perpetrator who knew how to cover his tracks and protect his devices from unwanted access. When things got complicated, my superiors always wanted me to be personally involved. Besides, I still had to find the time to create a report and compile digital evidence for a court hearing. I probably wouldn't be able to avoid appearing in court as an expert witness. Fortunately, it wasn't this week.

Accordingly, I had to work overtime. On the plus side, it kept me out of the evening traffic.

I informed Nora that I would be late. That was nothing new for her. She wrote me back that she would go to the gym with Laura. She also pointed out to me that in the summer I had mentioned that I might invest some of the new free time I had due to our twins moving out in my own gym visits. I took that as a hidden hint that I should slowly start thinking about my figure.

Nora even sent me a picture of her working out with weights. Instead of her physical exertion, however, I noticed her skimpy top and tight leggings. In the background stood a man who looked roughly in her direction. Perhaps he had only turned his gaze away from my wife's bottom because of the photo. In her current position, he must have offered a buxom sight.

He would certainly love to disappear into one of the showers with her and have his way with her. Just like Marcus did last week.

I was used to guys eyeing Nora. Beautiful women draw looks—it’s just how it goes. Up until now, it never really fazed me. Never made me jealous, either. Still didn’t. But something had shifted. Before, I never gave it a second thought because I knew some dude could ogle her all he wanted, and she’d still be totally loyal to me. After what went down with Marcus on Tuesday, though, that wasn’t true anymore. I wasn’t the only man in her life now.

Not that it meant she’d start hooking up with whoever, whenever—especially not without me signing off on it. Chances were, Tuesday night was a one-off.

I pulled out my phone and flipped open the case. My credit cards were tucked on the left side. Sitting on top of one was the reason I’d grabbed it: Marcus’s business card.

I slid it out: Marcus Morales - Director of Strategic Accounts - ShieldMatrix Technologies.

ShieldMatrix went public two years back. They’re valued at eight billion bucks these days. I’d run into their products now and then—decent stuff, nothing mind-blowing. I knew the company got off the ground a little over a decade ago and shot up fast. Still growing, too. That’s probably where Marcus’s cash came from. Well, that and one of those sacred buzzwords in California’s tech scene: stock options.

I checked his LinkedIn. Turns out he’d recently left ShieldMatrix, but he’d been there for about ten years. Had to be one of the early hires.

So, yeah, he had money. How much? I could only guess – ten, twenty, maybe even thirty million dollars didn’t seem out of the question. For a guy like me – thrilled to be done saving for the kids’ college but still grinding out monthly payments on a house and two cars – that kind of cash was pure fantasy.

Of course, I kept digging deeper into Marcus Morales. There were a couple of YouTube videos of him giving a sales strategy talk at some conference, plus a few interviews he’d done. Beyond that, he kept a pretty low profile. He had an Instagram, though. His latest post, from a few months back, showed him with his twins at their graduation.

The rest of his pics were spaced out by months. He didn’t post much. He claimed he wasn’t in a relationship right now, but I still scanned for any sign of a woman by his side. Nada. It would’ve given me some ammo against this dude who was just too damn nice. Nobody’s that friendly.

My office door swung open, and I jolted upright. “Timothy,” I blurted, maybe a bit too loud.

“Heading home,” he said.

“What time is it?”

“Past six already. You’re the last one here.”

“Alright,” I said. “Just wrapping up a couple things, then I’m out too.”

“See you tomorrow,” he tossed over his shoulder as he left.

I sank back into my chair. From the door, he couldn’t have seen my screen. A photo of Marcus at the beach was pulled up – him in shorts and a shirt. I knew what was under there. My mind zipped straight back to last Tuesday. Six days ago now. Not a single day had passed without it bouncing around in my head for a while.

Lately, my brain’s been a mess of thoughts popping off out of nowhere. Not all of them were about Marcus. Sometimes I’d just catch a glimpse of a hot woman and start wondering if I didn’t deserve a turn with someone else after Nora’s little adventure.

But that night with Marcus? It just kind of happened – spur of the moment. Probably not the brightest move to march up to Nora now and demand my shot with another woman, leaving her stuck watching from the sidelines this time.

Then again, maybe it wouldn’t be so bad if she jumped in…

My cock had been hard for a while now. I couldn’t resist—my hand slid to my pants, pressing it through the fabric. On my screen was Marcus at the beach. On my phone, the gym pic Nora sent me.

I had no clue how Nora and I were gonna tackle our sex life moving forward. Friday had felt like a spark—some momentum kicking in. Then Saturday hit us with a reality check, back to the same old grind. We’d talked a bit about Tuesday night but hadn’t hashed out any plans for what’s next.

And now here I was, Marcus and my wife staring back at me, my left hand in my lap, my mind stuck in Room 708 watching them go at it. Before Tuesday happened, I’d played it out in my head—back then, at least, I had a woman by my side in those fantasies. Now I was just the guy in the corner watching.

I glanced at the door. The office was empty. The cleaning crew wouldn’t roll in for a while. It was dumb—an unnecessary risk—but I unzipped anyway and pulled my cock out. I talked myself down: even if someone barged in, the desk would hide the evidence.

As I started stroking, I pictured Marcus with Nora. His big, dark cock buried in her again. Fucking her deep and relentless. Her moans loud, wild—she loved every second of him inside her.

My eyes flicked to his business card. Tuesday could happen again. I’d bet Nora wouldn’t mind. She had no idea I had his card—his mobile number right here in my hands.

Marcus seemed like a decent guy. That’s how he came off that night, even the next morning. It could have been an act to get to Nora, sure, but I didn’t buy that. By breakfast the next morning, faking it that hard would have been way too much.

My hand picked up speed. I wasn’t going anywhere until I finished. One ear stayed tuned to the door—still quiet. Like Timothy said, I was the last one here.

Of course, it would have been smarter to stop anyway. I could have at least gone to one of the restrooms. But I stayed put—too wound up to stop. My gaze bounced from Marcus’s towering frame on my screen to Nora’s curves on my phone, then landed on that damn card.

We could set something up. This week, maybe, if Marcus was free. No way he’d turn down another night with her.

I jerked faster, picturing Nora with him, wrestling with the idea of a repeat. It was tempting as hell but scared me shitless too. I wanted her happy, but pushing her into another guy’s arms for it? Kinda fucked up. I should be pushing for a couple next time—let me get a woman of mine too. Except there was this other thing nagging at me, something I couldn’t pin down. That part wanted her back with Marcus.

He gives her what she needs. And somehow, me too…

Before I could finish the thought, I came. Cum shot out, making a mess.

Fuck!

No way I could leave that for the cleaning crew. I zipped up fast and started wiping down the desk edge. My pants caught some splash too. I clicked Marcus’s pic off my screen—suddenly it felt humiliating to look at it. I shoved my phone in my pocket. Then my eyes hit his card. I crumpled it, tossed it in the trash, and texted Nora I was heading home as I bolted for the elevator.

In the elevator down to the garage, a wave of relief hit me. What the hell was I thinking with that stunt? Jerking off at work—straight-up moronic. Only dumbasses tank their careers like that. And getting off to your wife getting fucked by someone else? That’s next-level stupid. What kind of husband wants that? Good riddance to that card.


CHAPTER 5
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When I came to the office on Tuesday morning, my eyes shot straight to the trash can. The cleaning crew had emptied it. Marcus’s business card was gone for good.

Sure, it was more symbolic than anything. I still had his full name and old job locked in my head. But it would have been strange to contact him through his former employer for the things he and my wife did. I could’ve pinged him on Instagram or LinkedIn, but the guy barely showed up there—maybe once every few months. Good chance he’d never even see a message. Last option was that infamous Room 708, but that had an expiration date I didn’t know. He’d be moving into his own house soon enough.

Point is, Marcus Morales had slipped out of our lives as fast as he’d barged in.

And honestly? That felt pretty damn good. I’ll admit, watching him with Nora had lit me up in ways I didn’t expect—but it messed with me too. Especially when I started comparing our bedroom stats. The nerd in me half-wanted to get a decibel meter and clock how loud she got with him versus me. However, I feared that the result would be very humiliating for me.

Doesn’t matter now, right? No chance for a rematch. Marcus is history.

I ended up pulling another long day at the office. Back in Germany, I’d have racked up overtime—probably traded it for days off or at least gotten paid. Here in the States, overtime feels like the wrong word entirely. My contract got me grinding up to fifty hours a week, no extra perks.

By the time I dragged myself home around 8 p.m., Nora was sprawled on the couch, phone in hand. I caught a snippet of her chat and understood who was on the line.

“Hey, Tilda!” I hollered, loud enough for her to catch it.

My daughter fired back a hello through her mom. Nora nodded toward the kitchen, letting me know there was pasta in the fridge I could heat up.

While I sorted that out, I listened to Noras part of the call. They talked every week—sometimes twice, never less than an hour. I didn't hear anything exciting. It was just the usual catch-up.

As I sat at the kitchen table digging into the pasta, Nora wrapped up her call and joined me.

“Anything new?” I asked.

“Not much,” she said. “Tilda’s heading to a party.”

“On a Tuesday?” I shot her a puzzled look.

“We hit up plenty of parties at their age too,” Nora said with a shrug. “At least until life got in the way.”

“Fair,” I said. “Just saying, her life doesn’t have to take the same turn ours did back then.”

“I’ve hammered it into her enough times—how to stay on top of that. I’m way too young to be Grandma.”

Same went for our son, of course. Nora and I were on the same page: our kids should get to enjoy college and live a little before turning us into grandparents.

“She’s got her eye on some cute guy, though,” Nora added. My eyes widened. She giggled—loved poking at the overprotective dad in me. Tilda had three boyfriends back when she lived with us—some quick flings, some longer. I’d rather stay blissfully clueless, but if I’m real, she’s probably already crossed that bridge.

I put my plate in the dishwasher and plopped onto the couch with Nora.

“I’ve got my sights on a cute guy too,” she said, flashing a sly grin. For a split second, my brain ping-ponged—Marcus? Gym dude? Me? Then her lips crashed into mine, hot and sure, like she was making damn clear I was the one she meant.

After last Friday, we went at it on the couch again. Say what you will, an empty nest has its perks. Thinking back to Friday, I figured I’d take the lead this time—go down on her, no prompting. I wanted to hear her loud and worked up again.

Call it male ignorance, but I’d never put much thought in going down on a woman. Loved it when she went down on me those rare times, sure, but oral was never a big deal in our sex life. Now I’m kicking myself for that. Maybe if I’d paid more attention to her, Marcus never would’ve happened.

Friday, it had been Nora begging me to get her off with my tongue. This time, I was ready to dive in on my own, but she pulled me up so my cock pressed against her.

“Don’t you want to come first?” I asked, hesitating. Part of it was the nagging doubt creeping in—I wasn’t rocking her world with my dick like I used to think.

“You’re fine,” she said, kissing me. “But a tongue’s not a cock.”

She reached down, guiding me to her entrance. I slid in. I was already so worked up I went slow, trying not to blow it too fast.

“Faster,” she urged.

“I’ll last seconds if I do,” I shot back.

She let out a little grumble. I stuck to my slow grind, but it still pushed me closer to the edge.

“Since Friday, you given any thought to how we keep this going?” she asked, looping her arms around my neck.

“Keep what going?” I managed, a groan slipping out.

“The stuff we did… with Marcus and all that… Mmm.” Her hand slipped between us, teasing her clit.

“Not really,” I lied. “Could it be worth hitting up another one of those meetups?”

“Mmm,” she sighed. “Little faster… I dunno. Hanging around again, hoping for another Marcus? Doesn’t sound very promising to me.”

Hoping for a Marcus? How about a Marcella? Or at least a couple—that’s what the meetings are actually for! That was our plan.

I kept that to myself. “Yeah, we’ll figure it out,” I dodged, slowing down even more as my desire threatened to overwhelm me.

“Of course, we could meet Marcus again before we start looking elsewhere,” Nora said.

I locked eyes with her. She wasn’t kidding. My cock tightened, pulsing hard. I came—explosive, messy, a loud moan ripping out of me. Usually, I’m quiet even when I finish. Not this time. I couldn’t hold it in.

Nora pulled me down and kissed me. “Was that a yes?” she asked, playing innocent with a teasing edge.

I froze. My cock, softening inside her, hadn’t pulled out yet. “I don’t know,” I said after a beat. “No clue how we’d even get ahold of him anyway.”

I climbed off her. My dick was limp now. Naked, I shuffled the few steps to the kitchen, grabbing a paper towel to wipe off. Nora slipped upstairs in the meantime—I heard the shower.

Dressed again, I flopped back onto the couch. Kept the TV off and just stared at the blank screen. That was good sex. For me, at least. Not sure if I’d left Nora hanging again. But she’d wanted my cock, and she was the one who’d brought up Marcus.

Had her suggesting another round with him really sparked that sudden, explosive orgasm?

What the fuck, Paul? You dirty bastard!

I flicked the TV on. I needed something else in my head. Skipped the regular channels and went straight to Apple TV+. I’d just gotten hooked on Silo. I was deep into it when Nora’s voice piped up behind me.

“That creepy Silo thing again?” she said, shaking her head. She had never been into science fiction. “Always so grim and bleak.”

I turned to her. She was holding a book. “And you’re over there swooning over your billionaire and his baker chick. It's kind of the same hopelessness, because I don't expect to become a billionaire anytime soon.” I shot her a grin.

“If you’d married a baker, maybe you’d be loaded by now,” she fired back, giggling as she plopped down beside me.

“How far are you? Did they patch things up after their fight and declared their undying love yet?”

“Pretty much. They’re mid-make-up sex right now. Want me to read you a chunk?”

“Hit me.” I paused the show and gave her an expectant nod.

Nora cleared her throat and started reading, her voice soft but dripping with a sultry edge: “Evie pressed herself against Donovan, their bodies melding in a dance of passion. Their moans filled the room as they sank into a fiery act of reconciliation. Donovan’s towering manhood sent Evie soaring to peaks that swept them both into a world of bliss. Their raw sounds of love and lust shattered the night’s silence, wild and unrestrained.”

Maybe not the best reaction to a book your wife is into. But after that paragraph, I was doubled over on the couch, gasping for air between fits of laughter.

Nora took it in stride. “Alright, it’s a little over-the-top,” she said. “But us ladies like a bit of flourish—you know, flowers and all. Speaking of which, it’s been a minute since you got me any.”

“Duly noted,” I said, still grinning. “But seriously—‘dance of passion’? ‘Towering manhood’?”

“That last one’s just a fancy way of saying he’s got a big one swinging down there.”

Oh. Right. Could’ve guessed that…

“So that’s what you women are after,” I muttered. My mood flipped fast—the lightness drained out of me.

“Huh?” Nora gave me a puzzled look, like she didn’t catch my drift. I’d bet she was playing dumb.

“Come on, you didn’t seem to mind Marcus swinging something hefty between his legs.”

“I love you—everything about you,” she said, leaning in for a kiss.

“A politician couldn’t have dodged that better.”

“Paul,” she groaned, half-annoyed at my jab.

“Look, we started down this road to shake up our sex life. It’s not gonna work without some real talk.”

Nora shrugged. “It was a change of pace,” she said, keeping it vague as hell. “Like what you did earlier—and Friday.” Clearly a nod to me going down on her.

“I love you—everything about you,” I parroted back.

She laughed. Now I was the one pulling the politician card.

“Whatever,” I said with a sigh. “Back to the Silo people. Maybe they’ll get a happy ending one day in some future season.”

“My books come with a guaranteed happy ending.”

I grabbed the tablet off the table to start playing the series again, but Nora stopped me before I could hit play.

“About earlier,” she said. “You know… meeting up with Marcus again. I’m not saying we have to. But if we wanted, we could.”

She slid a small, rectangular card across to me. I stared at it, gut-punched. I’d crumpled that thing and chucked it in my office trash—the cleaning crew had long since cleared it out. No way it was the same one. Marcus must’ve slipped Nora one too, back on Tuesday. I picked it up—the text was identical to the one I had.

“Everything’s outdated except his phone number,” she said. Same line Marcus fed me.

“Sounds like seeing him again matters a lot to you.”

Her eyes glinted as she looked at me. “I thought we were in this together. Same goal, right?”

“Sure, but the deal wasn’t for just one of us to get off with someone else.”

“Find a woman you’re into who’s down to fuck you, and you can have your fun. I’m not gonna apologize for clicking with a guy who’s into me right off the bat.”

“Nora,” I rasped, my voice a weird mash-up of scolding her for going so crude and apologizing—though I wasn’t even sure what for.

She plucked the card from my hand and set it on the table.

“Sleep on it,” she said. “Ball’s in your court.”

She leaned over, tapped play on the tablet, and my series kicked back on. Then she buried her nose in her book.

Ten minutes later, I picked up the tablet and paused the episode—about halfway through now. Nora glanced up at me.

“You’ve flipped three pages in the last ten minutes,” I said. “Either the make-up sex between the baker and the billionaire is next-level, or you’re pissed at me.”

She stared at me for a few long seconds. I braced myself for a full-on marital blowout, but then she set her book down and slid off the couch. Kneeling in front of me, she started undoing my pants.

“Okay…” I said, thrown off.

“I’m pissed, so now we’re having make-up sex.”

She might’ve been angry, but only so much. If Nora were really mad, we wouldn’t be anywhere near sex right now.

Twice in one day again, just like last Friday. Can’t say the Marcus thing hasn’t paid off for me too.

My cock was already rock-hard. Nora gave it a quick stroke, then took it in her mouth. Oral’s been off the charts since last Tuesday—another perk I’m not mad about, especially when I’m the beneficiary.

Her tongue swirled around the tip, and I let out a sharp “Fuck!” Nora grinned up at me, pleased as hell, then pulled back to lick along the shaft.

“What’s up with the ball?” she asked.

“The ball?” I blinked, totally lost.

“You know—the ball in your court.”

Oh, that—whether we’d hit Marcus up for round two. She seriously wanted to discuss that now? She didn’t push it further, though—just took me deep again and went to town with a hell of a blowjob, sucking hard. I ditched any ball-related thoughts and enjoyed the moment.

Nora ramped up my lust fast. I’d just come not long ago, so I could still hold off—but it got even easier when she pulled back and started peeling off her clothes in a rush. No return to the blowjob this time. Instead, she climbed onto me, easing my cock inside her. She rode me with slow, deliberate ups and downs. My hands settled on her ass, my eyes locked on her breasts bouncing with every move. It was fucking gorgeous. If she’d picked up the pace even a little, she’d have pushed me over the edge in no time. Given the choice, I’d have been all for it—I’d never turn down an orgasm. But this felt like one of those moments where I should just let her run the show.

“Ball? Court?” she pressed. She wasn’t dropping it.

“You need an answer right now?” I asked, half-exasperated.

“Yeah.”

“Then tell me why you’re so hell-bent on seeing him again. Is he that amazing?”

“Paul,” she whined, pouting. “Don’t start that again. You’re my husband—the one I love. Marcus is just the guy I fucked last Tuesday.”

“And the guy you want to fuck again?”

“And the guy I’d like to fuck again,” she echoed, damn near word-for-word.

“Because he was that good?”

“He was good,” she said, point-blank.

I held her stare, urging her on with my eyes. That wasn’t enough—I needed more, even if I dreaded what she might say next.

“He was…” She faltered, glancing at me with a flicker of doubt. “It was hot as hell. I haven’t had sex that good in a long time.”

That wasn't exactly what I had wanted to hear. But once again, I was a fool for even asking such questions, when the only honest answer would be along those lines. Nora didn't want to do it again with Marcus for no reason. She was even considerate enough to say that it hadn't been the best sex ever.

“Because he has a big cock?” I pressed anyway, barreling ahead despite my thoughts. Some dumbass part of me was on autopilot, chasing answers I didn’t even want.

“Or maybe I just love getting fucked while my husband watches and jacks off?”

Not a word about the length of Marcus's cock. I suspected that was on purpose. Whether her little counter-question was supposed to make me feel better, I couldn’t tell right off the bat. Getting sidelined as the guy jerking off while my wife gets her pleasure from another man—that wasn’t an easy pill to swallow.

Nora kicked her riding into high gear. My arousal shot up instantly. Only because I’d come not long ago and still had some grip on myself, I managed to hold off the finish line a bit longer.

“Fuck!” I barked, pressing her down with my hands on her ass every time she dropped, driving my cock fast and deep into her. My eyes kept darting to her breasts, nipples stiff, bouncing like crazy. She was sighing, moaning, totally into it.

“Got an answer yet? Does Marcus get a repeat performance, or do you need more time to mull it over?” Nora pressed.

“Been there, done that—ready for round two,” I said with quiet a bit of sarcasm in my voice.

“So that’s a yes?”

“Yes,” I shot back, short and sweet this time.

Sure, my head was elsewhere—chasing that orgasm—but I also figured watching Nora with Marcus again could be hot as hell. It’s not like it hadn’t been looping in my brain for the last seven days. No denying my approval was heavily influenced by the climax roaring up in me, one I was dying for right then.

My yes lit a fire under Nora. She ditched all restraint and went wild, riding me like a storm. Her tits smacked my face a couple times. I loved that. She wasn’t the only one letting loose either. I stopped fighting the wave crashing in and came inside her—second time in an hour.

She wrapped her arms around me and kissed me. “I love you,” she whispered.

“Love you too,” I said, then squinted at her. “Wait—did you just manipulate me with sex?”

“Figured if it works for a baker, it’d work for me,” she said, laughing. “No offense, but after twenty years, I’ve got your strengths and weaknesses down. Sex? Always your kryptonite.”

“Fine,” I grumbled, throwing in the towel for good. Round two with Marcus would be happening.

“Are you texting him, or me?” she asked.

“You,” I sighed. The second it left my mouth, I kicked myself. If I’d done it, I’d have died of shame asking another man to bang my wife again. But letting her text some guy? That felt fucked up too—especially for a booty call.

What the hell was I supposed to say anyway? Hey Marcus, Paul here—Nora’s husband. Remember her? The one you railed in your hotel room last Tuesday? Got time to give her another hard go? She’s itching for it.

Like always when I’m stuck in a messy, gut-punch situation, I leaned into sarcasm. It was too late now—the die was cast.


CHAPTER 6
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Nora didn’t text Marcus until the next day—while I was at work. She shot me a quick message right after, though, saying we were going to meet up on Saturday night.

She didn’t spill much about their chat. One thing stood out: he’d asked if I’d be there too. Right away, I had my doubts about his integrity. Was he angling for a solo meet-up with Nora behind my back? She brushed that off. Said his first question was whether I was cool with it, then followed up asking if I’d tag along. No pushback from him on that front.

It still looked like he was the stand-up guy he’d come off as so far.

Didn’t stop me from getting more jittery by the day about seeing him again. All the sex Nora and I were having didn’t dial that down either.

I did find it weird that Marcus suggested kicking the night off at a club.

I’d wrapped up some stuff in my home office and wandered into the living room around 7 p.m. Nora was sprawled on the couch, phone to her ear, chatting with our son.

“You take forever—better start getting ready soon,” I said under my breath.

“Wow, it’s that late already?” she said, glancing at the clock. “Your dad and I are heading out in a bit.”

I didn’t love her dropping that on our son. Felt off—wrong, somehow. Like we were about to sneak off and do something shady we had to bury deep. I didn’t want anyone I knew catching wind of what was going down for the second time tonight. Our twins were used to their parents going out now and then—nothing odd there, nothing to hide. Still, it didn't feel good.

“He could call more often,” Nora griped after hanging up.

“That’s just how us guys roll,” I said, throwing my hands up with a mock shrug. I wasn’t exactly Mr. Chatty myself—phone calls weren’t my thing.

“I’m hitting the bathroom.”

Meaning the one off our bedroom. Smart planning for two wild teens had landed us a second bathroom, so I hopped in there for a shower. After, I padded naked into our room. Nora was—of course—still camped out in the bathroom. I threw on dark pants, a white shirt, and dark brown leather shoes.

Nora was still buzzing around like crazy when I stepped into our bathroom. “Half an hour left if we want to be on time,” I informed her.

“I’ll hurry,” she said.

I brushed my teeth and tamed my hair. Nora popped in and started messing with it.

“There—now you look a bit sharper,” she commented on her work. She was right.

I hung out in our bedroom while she finished up. She’d already laid out her outfit: a black dress, definitely on the short side—maybe the shortest she owned. Bought it two years back, worn it once. Perfect for a nightclub, probably not even that risqué. What really caught my eye was the underwear stacked on top: a playful black bra and a barely-there black thong.

“Is that new?” I asked her.

“You ever seen me in it?”

“Nope—never seen you in so little fabric.”

“Picked it up Wednesday,” she said. The day she arranged the meet-up with Marcus—probably right after he pitched Saturday and the club. “It’s the best match for the dress—avoids weird lines. I could always skip it entirely, though.”

“That’d be something,” I said, playing it cool. “But it’s fine. You want to look hot for him, I get it. Just didn’t peg you for the thong type.”

“You like it?” she asked. “If it feels good tonight, I might grab a few more.”

“Honestly? Neither me nor Marcus would let you keep it on for long.”

“Men,” she said, rolling her eyes.

I shrugged with a grin. She giggled.

She took her time with her makeup, so we headed out a little late. First stop: Marcus’s hotel. We parked there and met him in the lobby.

“Hey,” he said, lighting up. “You look amazing.” He gave Nora a peck—chaste, just on the cheek, not the lips yet. “Paul.” We shook hands. “Hoped we’d cross paths again.”

He ordered an Uber—ten minutes to his club of choice. Nora and I hadn’t been to places like that in ages—one of those things you have to give up when you become parents as young as we did.

There was a small line in front of the Orion. Marcus breezed past it, heading straight for the bouncer. I figured he’d slip him some cash, but nope—he just dropped his name. He was on the guest list.

“Club’s owned by a buddy,” Marcus said to us. “Same guy who runs Artemis.”

“Artemis and Orion,” Nora mused. “Makes sense.”

“Does it?” I asked.

“Totally,” she said. “Both from Greek mythology—tight companions. Some stories even hint they were more than that.”

“You’re full of surprises.”

“I might’ve read a steamy romance about them once.”

Marcus had taken the lead. Now that we’d cleared the entrance and stepped into Orion, he slid up beside Nora, sandwiching her between us. The DJ was already spinning, and even though it was early, a handful of people were cutting loose on the dance floor.

“Got a table reserved—Marcus Morales,” he told a waitress.

“Right this way,” said a cute brunette with a plunging neckline.

She led us to a spot and jotted down our drink orders.

“Santiago around?” Marcus asked her.

“Don’t think he’s in tonight.”

“Okay.”

That gave us a breather. Nora and I scoped out Orion. Big dance floor, a slew of bars lining the edges, plus a balcony with extra seating and another bar up top.

“So this is what clubs look like these days,” Nora said, echoing my exact thought.

“Not all, but Santiago’s got it dialed in,” Marcus replied.

“An old friend?” I asked.

“Yeah,” he said. “One of the few I’ve never totally lost touch with. We’d catch up whenever I swung by to see my folks.”

Drinks hit the table: three cocktails—a French 75 for Nora, a Mezcal Negroni for Marcus, and a classic Old Fashioned for me.

“Cheers,” Marcus said, raising his glass. “To an exciting night.”

“Skål,” Nora chimed in, then doubled down with Marcus’s “To an exciting night.”

I stuck with a plain “Prost.”

In a way, just being in a nightclub was a thrill on its own. Sure, I mostly kept my eyes on Nora and Marcus, but the sea of gorgeous, young women didn’t slip by unnoticed. Plenty were dressed way more daring than Nora—next to them, she looked downright classy in her black dress, which I dug.

Our chat wasn’t exactly electrifying, and that suited both Nora and me just fine. Marcus and I swapped a few words about my job and the long hours I had to work this week.

“Good thing you’re unwinding tonight,” he said, nodding at my story. I caught a weird double edge in his words—me unwinding, while my wife would end up in another man’s arms before the night was through.

Work talk linked Marcus and me, but Nora, as usual, couldn’t care less. She perked up when the conversation shifted to Marcus’s house—renovations, interior design. That was her lane; she jumped in while I faded to the background, just listening.

“I’m moving in next week,” Marcus said. “Finally ditching the hotel.”

We didn’t get into where his place was—could’ve guessed the price tag from that—but it wasn’t some shack. Multiple bedrooms, naturally, so his twins could crash there. A pool too, though that wasn’t rare. Still months off from being finished, he said.

I was quietly relieved when the house talk fizzled out. Nora had kept it going way too long with her questions, and Marcus had answered every one in exhaustive detail.

“Nora, care to hit the dance floor?” he asked, then flicked his gaze to me. “If there are no objections from you?”

He’d danced with her back at Artemis when we first met. That was a closed crowd—swingers only. Orion, though? Wide open to anyone. I pictured some random acquaintance spotting us here, Nora wrapped up with another guy. Gave me the creeps just thinking about it.

“What if someone we know shows up?” I asked her.

“Here?” she said, skeptical. “That’d be a hell of a fluke.”

Flukes happen, I almost shot back, but I bit my tongue, stuck in limbo.

“Barely anyone over thirty-five is in this place,” she added, scanning the room.

Point being, most of the people we knew—especially the close ones—wouldn’t wander into a spot like this. Plus, she was clearly itching to dance with Marcus again.

Thing is, we both had younger coworkers. And some of our twins’ old high school buddies still lived local. At nineteen, they shouldn’t get past Orion’s twenty-one cutoff, but that rule’s never been ironclad.

I’m not one to chase risks, so I was leaning toward shutting it down. Trouble was, part of me wanted to see Nora in his arms again. And, yeah, there was a twisted kick to it happening out here, in public, with a crowd watching.

Real talk—if you’re straight with yourself, the odds of someone we know popping up in a sprawling LA club tonight are next to zilch.

“Paul?” Nora prompted, eyes on me. They were waiting.

“Okay.” It’s all I could choke out.

She planted a quick kiss on my cheek. “Thanks.”

Marcus and her got up. She let him steer her to the dance floor. From our spot, my view was half-blocked—frustrating as hell. But every time they swung into sight, my pulse spiked, and a fresh wave of heat hit me. I couldn’t peel my eyes off them.

Right out the gate, Marcus and Nora were way cozier than last time. Closer, laughing easy and loose. Barely a few minutes in, they were pressed up tight, no hesitation.

It shouldn’t have shocked me—they’d been way more intimate in bed. But seeing it play out in public? Different beast. Maybe because it wasn’t sex. My gut clenched. My head pounded, nausea creeping in. Yet my cock throbbed, rock-hard.

No reining in my thoughts or my hard-on. This was flat-out wrong. Fucking reckless. Months ago, we were a happy little family of four. Now? My wife was in another man’s arms.

Nora pushed for this, sure—but like last time, I’d had a dozen chances to slam the brakes. Missed every damn one.

I stood up. I needed a better angle—somewhere I could lock eyes on them nonstop.

Up to the balcony I went. Lucked out—a spot by the bar rail opened up just as I got there. A perfect perch to scan the dance floor from above. I spotted Marcus and Nora in the crowd.

They were glued together now, bodies mashed tight. Marcus leaned in, yelling something in her ear over the thumping bass. She tilted her head, glanced back toward our table—empty now.

Her eyes flicked back to him—and then it happened. She kissed him. My heart flatlined. My wife—my Nora—locking lips with another guy, right here, out in the open. What kind of insanity was driving us to such foolishness?

The distance and dim lights made details tricky to see. It was a deep kiss, no question—they turned away mid-makeout, leaving me with just the back of her head. I couldn’t tell if tongues were in play.

What the hell are we doing here? I asked myself. These past two weeks—since Marcus had entered our lives—my emotions had been a damn rollercoaster. Doubts piling up, sure, but plenty of heat too from what we’d dared to pull off. Seeing Nora and Marcus out here in public, though, flipped a whole new switch. Fear ripped through me. Could this slick, ripped, not-exactly-broke guy actually steal my wife out from under me?

I tried to calm myself. Neither Nora nor Marcus had gone into this with that intention in mind. And what’s a kiss compared to them rolling naked in the sheets later tonight? Or Marcus sliding his big dick into her for a second round?

The shaking in my bones started to fade. Looking back, it was obvious—Nora wanted Marcus again for the sex. Plain and simple. That alone could twist a guy up. Who likes hearing they’re not cutting it for their wife? I flipped the script in my head: Marcus was the sex toy juicing up our marriage. Instead of us ordering a big dildo on the internet, nature had already given him a big penis.

With the help of my sarcasm, I pulled myself out of my fear. My desire surged back to the forefront. I realized that my cock was still hard. Might’ve stayed that way through the whole freakout.

“So we meet again,” a voice cut in beside me.

My heart flatlined. Busted? No choice but to turn toward it. My arms went shaky. I recognized her instantly. I had only seen her once before.

“Hey, you still breathing?” she asked.

Shock must’ve been plastered all over my face. For seconds, I had only been able to stare at her in disbelief. But slowly I came back to life and my nerves calmed down a second time. This time faster, because she didn't pose a problem or even a danger.

“Here,” she said, sliding a glass my way. “Looks like you need this.”

I didn’t ask what it was—just grabbed it and knocked it back. Whiskey.

“What are you doing here?” I croaked.

“Working,” she shot back, half-questioning, throwing her hands out like I’d asked the dumbest thing ever.

Across the bar stood the bartender I’d swapped a few words with at Artemis. Long blonde hair, piercing blue eyes—unforgettable.

The bartender leaned over, craning for a clear view of the dance floor below. Her breasts pressed together, giving me one hell of a show. Then I felt a finger under my chin, tilting my head up until our eyes locked.

“Music’s down there—at least for you,” she said. She didn’t seem fazed that I’d been caught sneaking a peek at her cleavage. More amused, really. She knew the effect she had on guys, no doubt. Behind that bar, dealing with sloppy drunks night after night, she’d probably brushed off worse than a stray glance.

Her finger slid from my chin to my cheek, nudging gently until my head turned. No more eye contact—just me staring back down at the floor, at Nora and Marcus. They were wrapped up tight now, swaying like lovers do.

But I didn't worry about that this time. Instead, I became even more aware that the bartender knew exactly who Marcus was dancing with down there. My wife, throwing herself at another man.

My heart was pounding, but my cock pulsed right along with it. Embarrassing as hell—yet my lust wouldn’t let go of me.

“Need anything else?” the bartender asked.

“Nah, I’m good,” I said. “What do I owe you for the whiskey?”

“It’s on the house.”

“You don’t have to⁠—”

“On the house.”

“Alright, thanks.”

She turned back to her work, and I bailed—hustling down to our reserved table. Marcus and Nora had beaten me by a hair, already sitting there.

“Hey, there you are,” Nora said, sliding close and planting a kiss on me. The same lips that’d been locked on Marcus not long ago. She stuck by me after, no inching away. A little buffer stayed between her and Marcus, though. It was a little strange. I could only guess why—maybe she wanted me to feel I was still her guy, the one she’d roll home with come morning. Whatever her motivation was, having her pressed against me calmed me down. She even let Marcus and me ramble on about work again without a peep.

The waitress swung by, and we ordered another round. The whole point of tonight faded a bit as our third set of drinks fueled talk about deeper, personal stuff. For twenty years, family had been the core for Marcus, Nora, and me—everything else took a backseat. Different angles, though. We’d had a mostly smooth ride with ours; Marcus, meanwhile, kept butting heads with his ex, Marcella.

“Come on, let’s dance,” Nora said, standing up and pulling me up with her.

“For real?” I asked, thrown off.

She didn’t give me an out. Marcus watched us head to the dance floor, unbothered. Even with a few drinks in me, I felt out of place. I have never been a dancer—always felt awkward as hell about it.

Nora knew that, of course, but it didn’t faze her. She flowed like she owned it, pressing herself against me. Three, maybe four minutes in, I loosened up and gave it a shot—best I could, anyway. Then she closed the gap, pressed tight, and kissed me.

It hit me like earlier—watching her with Marcus from the balcony. What’d the bartender think if she peeked down now? Good for him—he reclaimed his wife?

That thought got torched fast. Nora looped her arms around my neck, her whole body flush against mine.

“Time to head back to the hotel and kick off the next part of the night,” she let me know.

That had to happen eventually. It was the whole damn reason we were here. I hadn’t forgotten it, but it’d slipped to the sidelines. Now it slammed back, front and center. Before, it’d been this mix of dread, worry, and a twisted thrill. This time? No lust—just a pit in my gut, swelling with fear.

“Did he say that?” I asked.

“Not exactly,” Nora replied, kissing me again. “But isn’t that what we wanted from this night?”

My heart hammered. My shoulders sagged like all energy drained out of me. Flashbacks from last time burned through my head—Marcus driving into her, me just watching. Nausea churned.

She kissed my chin, trailing down to my neck, sucking there. I stood stock-still.

Nora is usually pretty damn good at reading me. This time, she failed completely. Of course, I have to blame myself for not telling her what was going on in my mind. Instead, she kissed me just below my ear and mashed her breasts against me.

It’s not like I was dissecting every choice that landed us here. My head was too foggy for that. My feelings were running the show, my body throwing up red flags like it was trying to scream: Once is a fluke, but if you let it happen a second time today, and that excuse is toast.

Nora's lips finally found their way to mine. I’m not the guy for big public makeout sessions—a quick peck on the lips, that’s normally my limit. But Nora was hungry for more right then. I let her roll with it. The longer it went, the more I leaned into it. Packed in tight with a swarm of strangers, a few drinks buzzing through me, it wasn’t hard to get swept up in the moment.

Then my eyes snapped open. Nora grinned, all mischief. Her hand had slipped to my crotch, rubbing my cock through my pants.

“Nora,” I gasped, but it just made her giggle. It didn’t take long and my cock was rock-hard. The dance floor was a madhouse; she could pull it off without turning heads.

At least, I hoped no one saw it.

She leaned into my ear. “Is my hot husband all worked up to fuck me later?”

Her words pegged me as the one doing the fucking, not Marcus. Though, honestly, if she’d swapped my name for his, I’m not sure it’d have changed much. My fear? Gone. Replaced by a flood of lust. The only dread left was someone spotting her hand, still working my crotch, now gripping my stiff cock harder as it strained against my pants.

She tilted her head. I tracked her gaze—Marcus had elbowed his way over. He laughed and danced happily on the spot. Nora hooked an arm around me, facing him.

“Shall we go?” Nora yelled over the thumping beats of the music.

Marcus glanced at me. I shrugged. Why drag it out? We left the dance floor. I aimed for our table.

“We’re good to go,” Marcus said. “I've already paid.”

“You didn’t have to do that,” I said. I would’ve rather covered it myself. Last week at the hotel bar, he’d grabbed the tab too. I didn't want Nora and I to sell ourselves to him for a couple of drinks.

“It was just a few bucks,” Marcus said, shrugging it off.

We stepped outside. Before I could blink, he’d already ordered an Uber. So he would pay for that too.

But that wasn't the last predicament he got me into. Before I could move, Marcus and Nora piled into the car—her on the driver’s side, him on the passenger’s, hogging the outer edges of the backseat. Not wanting to stand there like a chump, I slid into the front next to the driver. It was a short ride anyway. The guy behind the wheel was in a good mood, all American, diving right into small talk. My head was miles away, but the distraction wasn’t unwelcome.

“Busy night out there,” he said, flicking me a quick look.

I nodded. “Yeah, Orion’s still jammed.”

“Oh, Orion! Heard it’s a killer spot. Picked up plenty of folks there, never checked it out myself. How was it?”

“Good music, even better drinks,” I tossed out. Small talk pulled straight from my ass, as usual. Half-true—the drinks were solid, but the music? Not my scene.

Then the driver’s focus shifted. His head kept twitching toward the rearview, too much for it to be casual. I swore I caught a wet smack.

No way Marcus and Nora were bold enough to go at it right here in the Uber… right? I couldn’t picture it. Then again, they’d locked lips back at Orion—in front of a way bigger crowd.

My pulse kicked up. I eased my head to the side, eyes straining left as far as they’d go. I didn’t need to be sneaky—those two were too wrapped up in each other to notice me. Nora was almost halfway on Marcus’s lap, their lips smashed together, tongues tangling. His big hand cupped her breast.

Fuck. Not here!

“Looks like those two have plans tonight,” the driver muttered, low and sly, shooting me a knowing grin.

Not as knowing as you think, I fired back in my head. That guy’s making out with my wife. What’s your quip for that?

He might’ve pegged me as a freak—my dick was stone-hard. I turned back to the back seat. It was hard not to look. Was this the hottest damn thing I’d ever seen, or us crashing our lives into a brick wall?

The Uber rolled to a stop. We had reached the hotel. Next up: elevator to the seventh floor.

Chaos, catastrophe—whatever mess this might spiral into didn’t matter right now. Only one thing did: sex. Release. Not just for Nora and Marcus—for me too. My cock wasn’t the only thing throbbing; my whole body buzzed, trembling on the edge. I needed that orgasm like air.


CHAPTER 7
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The makeout session in the Uber felt like a distant memory once we stepped out. Nora strolled beside me through the lobby, all prim and proper. There was barely a word spoken between us. To me, it was the quiet before the storm. I was keyed up, wondering what the night had in store—and how it’d hit me seeing Nora with Marcus again.

Even after we stepped into room 708, the vibe didn’t flip right away. Marcus rummaged through the minibar. Beers for him and me. Nora was done with booze and opted for a Coke.

“Caffeine for a long night,” she quipped, smirking at her choice.

It was the first hint since we’d walked in about what was coming.

I glanced at the clock. Not even midnight. Orion was probably just hitting its stride. For us, the party was shifting gears here, in a whole different way.

Like last time, Nora and I sat on the sofa, Marcus solo in the armchair. I took a few pulls from my beer while Nora pressed herself against me.

It was a strange atmosphere. Like we were all holding our breath, waiting for someone to make the first move. One thing I knew for damn sure: it wasn’t gonna be me.

“I'll freshen up,” Nora said, turning to Marcus. “Give me five minutes.”

“Okay,” he replied.

She kissed my cheek. “Love you.” Another kiss. “Join us when you’re ready.”

Nora got up, eyes flicking from me to Marcus. Smiling, she sauntered toward the bedroom, where most of the action had taken place the last time as well. Her handbag was slung over her shoulder. At the door, she tossed us a look, damn near grinning. She was buzzing—borderline giddy, teetering on euphoria. Not rare for her—she didn’t always play the icy Scandinavian. But this? This sex-charged version? I have never seen it before.

Marcus and I sipped our beers. I caught him checking his Apple Watch. Probably timing her five minutes.

Now it was just me, face-to-face with the guy about to screw my wife. I had zero fucking clue what to say.

“Well,” Marcus said, looking as stumped as I felt. “Guess now’s when Nora wouldn’t care if we spoke about work.”

I cracked a laugh. “I'm hoping that my next work week will be a little quieter, especially after this weekend.”

“If I didn't have to supervise the renovations and constantly deal with my interior designer, I probably wouldn't know what to do with my time. For the last ten years, I've rarely worked less than fifty hours.”

“Paid off, though,” I said, letting out a sigh. “With a little more luck, we might’ve been in the same boat.”

“Luck?”

“Came to the U.S. on an H-1B visa. Worked at Cloudstrike…”

“Oh.”

“Two months in, bam—the big hack hit the company. Next six months, clients bolted and lawsuits piled up. To calm the investors, they axed two hundred of us. Me included. New guy, easy cut.”

“They pulled through, went public. Cloudstrike is worth forty billion now,” Marcus said.

“Stock options would’ve kicked in at twelve months,” I said, flashing a half-crumpled grin.

“Oof,” Marcus winced. “Still, those what-if scenarios? Bad idea. I’ve got my own pile of regrets I’d redo if I could.”

“Hätte, hätte, Fahrradkette,” I tossed out in German, catching his blank stare. “Straight translation: If, if, bicycle chain.” His frown deepened, which cracked me up. “Roughly: Shoulda, coulda, woulda.”

“Exactly my point—skip the what-ifs. Just breeds discontent and drives you nuts.”

“Easier said than done. Flip side, I’m damn lucky. H-1B gave me sixty days to land something else, or we’d have been shipped back to Europe. My current employer won’t make me rich, but with a family, then a mortgage, college funds—stability trumped all.”

Marcus glanced at his watch. “Good catching up on the job front. Let’s pick it up another time. But you don’t keep a lady waiting, right?”

He got up, gave me a nod, and headed for the bedroom door. I stayed put. Even after he slipped through, I didn’t budge.

Join us when you’re ready. Nora’s words still echoed in my head. Part of me took it as a sign that she wouldn’t mind if I took my time again. But maybe she also thought I needed a moment to prepare myself before seeing her with Marcus again—intimately.

I dropped a hand to my crotch, pressing against my pants. My hard-on didn’t need any warm-up—it was raring to go. In my mind, they were already naked, tangled up on the bed.

Still, I stayed put, ears perked. I wanted to give them a head start, let them get lost in each other so I could slip in quiet. The thought of them both turning their focus on me while Marcus fucked my wife? Too damn weird. I’d rather fade into the background and be a silent watcher.

Finally, I got up. Three minutes had passed. The bedroom door was cracked open as I edged closer.

Marcus sat buck-naked on the bed. Nora knelt in front of him, hands wrapped tight around his cock. One alone would certainly not have been enough to fully embrace him. Her lips were stretched over the tip of his cock.

She gave him a blowjob, sure—but nothing like what I’d gotten from her before. This was straight out of a porn flick. Blame Marcus’s massive, girthy dick. It didn’t just slide between her lips—it forced its way through. If she’d tried taking it all, it’d be halfway down her throat. For now, she couldn’t manage that. Her hands clamped around the base kept him from plunging too deep.

I’d been spoiled with more blowjobs lately, and damn, I’d loved it. But this? Whole other league—not just because I was on the sidelines. It was the full picture: his dark cock pushing past her pink lips. Nora's behavior was also much more uninhibited than last week.

Marcus glanced up and grinned. “Come on in,” he said, beckoning.

Nora paused, pulling off to look at me. Spit glistened around her mouth. She flashed a quick smile, then her gaze dipped to my crotch—my hand kneading my dick through my pants. Her smile widened. Without a word, she turned back to Marcus, shifting so she could still see me. She kept her eyes locked on mine and fed his cock back between her lips, inch by inch. She hit her limit fast, though.

I stood frozen, rooted to the floor. My heart was hammering like it was trying to bust out. This was the hottest thing I’d ever laid eyes on. Blew last week out of the water—when Marcus fucked my wife. Topped every porn scene I’d ever watched.

Here was my wife, losing herself on another man’s cock right in front of me.

I stayed mute, stock-still. All Nora gave were slurps and moans—no words possible with that thick dick stuffed in her mouth.

“Fuck, just like that,” Marcus groaned as she cranked the blowjob up a notch. “You’re amazing.”

Nora had long since forgotten about me. Her focus was locked on Marcus, his pleasure her sole mission.

Maybe I don't even exist for her right now...

The thought didn't fill me with bitterness, as one might expect. If anything, it jacked up my arousal in some twisted way. My wife, zeroed in on a guy giving her what I couldn’t, apparently.

That blowjob would’ve finished me off ages ago. Marcus looked close too, barreling toward the edge. But before he tipped over, he eased her back.

“Get on the bed. I want to fuck you,” he said, voice thick.

Nora didn’t hesitate—leapt up, rolled to the middle, and spread her legs wide.

He didn’t dive right in, though. First, he buried his tongue in her pussy. I’d bet she was already slick enough for that monster cock. Maybe he wanted to edge her closer to coming, pay her back for the blowjob, or buy his dick a breather.

From the door, her new position blocked my view. I finally shook myself loose and stepped inside. Not wanting to just hover at the door like a lost idiot, I dropped into the same chair as last time. The urge to rip my pants open and let them hit the floor was screaming high—but I couldn’t quite go there yet.

Marcus stretched over her to the nightstand, his long cock dangling above her body. In wise foresight, he had placed the condoms directly at the bed this time. That saved me from having to hand them over. I watched him tear the packet and roll a condom down his shaft. No stalling—he lined up at her entrance.

“Fuck me,” Nora demanded, raw.

“Your wish, my command,” Marcus shot back, sinking into her slow and steady.

My eyes were glued to the sight. I even found myself wishing I could get closer, to see up close how his cock parted my wife’s pussy and slid into her inch by inch. Marcus was probably taking more time than Nora needed. She seemed relaxed, almost content—peaceful, as if his thick cock was massaging places inside her that desperately craved it. Or maybe it was just a flood of endorphins washing through her.

Then, out of nowhere, a sharp “Fuck!” burst from her lips. “Fuck me! Fuck me hard!” The sudden shift in her mood hit me like a jolt. If it was even possible, it made my cock stiffen further.

Marcus gave in to her demand. He shed his earlier restraint and did exactly what she’d begged for. He pulled his cock nearly all the way out before slamming back into her, fast and hard, their bodies smacking together with each thrust.

It didn’t leave me unaffected. My lust overpowered the last shred of shame I had left. I fumbled with my pants, yanking them down along with my underwear. My hand wrapped around my cock, stroking it frantically. It wasn’t as if my shame had vanished entirely—it lingered, nagging at me, accusing me. To that part of me, I was a perverse, pathetic excuse for a husband. Bad enough that my wife was screwing other men, but to get off on it and jerk myself silly? That was beyond the pale.

Yet that’s exactly what I did. The desire inside me demanded it.

They’d been going at it for a few minutes when Nora seemed to remember she had a husband in the room. She glanced my way and caught sight of me, her masturbating spouse. It was one of those moments that tangled me up in conflicting emotions. Still, lust held the upper hand.

On the bed, they switched positions. Marcus took her from behind now. They’d angled themselves sideways across the mattress, with Nora’s head pointed toward me. It gave me less of a view of the action, which I didn’t exactly love. Plus, Nora was staring down at the sheets, mostly lost in her moans. That changed when Marcus grabbed a fistful of her long blonde hair and yanked her head up. Her torso arched, and I got a clear look at her face, etched with raw pleasure. Finally, Nora’s eyes found mine again.

“Paul,” she moaned, dripping with lust.

My ears perked up.

“Oh, fuck… Paul.”

“Yeah?” I croaked, half-confused.

“He fucks me so good.”

No shit, Sherlock—kinda hard to miss! raced through my head first. I kept my mouth shut.

“So deep… so fucking deep.”

I jerked myself faster, wilder. Nora thrust back against Marcus, her moans hitting a pitch where words couldn’t squeeze through.

“Fuck! I’m coming!” she screamed, louder than I’d ever heard.

She wasn’t alone. I blew two loads, splattering the hotel carpet without a damn care. Marcus joined the party third, like he’d been holding out for her cue.

We were all still gasping when a sharp ring cut through the post-orgasm haze. The phone on the desk behind me.

“Mind grabbing that?” Marcus said, catching his breath.

I eyed it—two more rings. I had to pick it up.

“Hello?” I mumbled, shaky.

“Hi, this is the front desk,” a woman’s voice chirped.

“Uh, okay?”

“Could you maybe keep it down a bit? We’ve had complaints from neighboring rooms about the noise.”

“Oh, uh…” I shot Marcus a clueless look, but it was on me. “Sure.”

“Thank you,” she said, polite but firm. “Have a good night.”

“You too.”

I hung up. Marcus and Nora stared at me, curious. I gawked back, stunned, needing a sec to pull it together.

“Let me guess,” Marcus said, breaking into a grin. “We—” he glanced at Nora, “or, well, Nora—got too loud?”

“Yep,” I said. “Neighbors called the desk.”

Marcus smirked. Nora looked floored and embarrassed.

This all went down right after we’d finished. Marcus slid his cock out of Nora, the condom tip milky white. When he pulled it off, it became even more apparent that it was well filled.

Like last time, he knotted it off and chucked it in the trash. Clothes stayed strewn on the floor as he strutted naked to the door leading to the living area.

“I get us some champagne,” he called out, pulling the door mostly shut, leaving a thin sliver.

Nora and I locked eyes. She stretched out long on the bed. “You coming?” she asked. I shuffled over and dropped beside her—still no pants or boxers, just socks and a shirt. She nestled in fast, burying her face in my chest.

“So embarrassing,” she whined.

“The call?” I asked.

“Of course,” she snapped back, a little snappy, like it could be anything else. She tilted her head up from my chest. “What else?”

“Maybe nothing to you,” I said.

“Meaning?” Her brow creased.

“I watched you at Orion, dancing with another guy. Sat shotgun in an Uber while you made out with him in the back. Then sat in that chair while he fucked you—apparently so damn good half the hotel’s wide awake.”

Yeah, I stretched the truth a bit, but I’d worked myself into a rage. Post-nut clarity plus that receptionist chat had snuffed out every spark of lust. Now all the stuff my horniness had kept locked down—or even twisted into fuel—was spilling out. Like someone dumped ice water over me or flipped on the lights, forcing me to stare at the ugly truth.

We were doing things that a married couple shouldn't be involved in.

“You’re way late with any kind of accusations,” Nora hissed, shoving off me a bit. “This isn’t my solo act. I’m not sneaking into random hotel rooms. I’m not cheating. We both signed up for this.”

Did we, though? Our original plans had been quite different—another couple, something for both of us, more caution, and all the secrecy we could mount up.

I wasn’t itching to kick off a full-blown fight. Not here, not now. But I wasn’t about to let it slide uncontested either.

“You’re not cheating. We both wanted this,” I echoed her words. “But this wasn’t the plan. Maybe we're about to turn onto the wrong path?”

“Do you need another woman that bad? Am I not enough? Something’ll come up eventually.”

Nora was still in fight mode. Twenty years in, I’d seen this enough to know now wasn’t the time for a real talk. That fire in her had to cool first.

I edged closer, cupping her cheek.

“You’re the woman I need,” I said, soft and dead honest. “The one I love. That’s exactly why this isn’t simple. The way you were with Marcus just now…”

“Yeah?” she pressed, cutting in as I trailed off. Her blue eyes bored into me, practically begging me to spit it out.

“You’re not like that with me.” I sucked in a breath. “We’d never have the front desk ringing us up.”

“Oh God, don’t bring that up again. So mortifying… We’ll have to sneak past them tomorrow.”

“Your mess, your problem.”

We stared at each other, quiet, each lost in our heads. Those last words had loosened the tension. Nora’s edge softened. She slid back into me, head resting on my chest again.

“I can’t help it,” she murmured.

“Hm?” I grunted. “Can’t help what?”

“When Marcus… like just now… I lose it. It just happens. I can’t control it.”

That much was clear as day. Hell, if I’m honest with myself, it hit me too. How else could I explain jerking off instead of flipping the damn table? A real man would have cried murder.

I wrapped an arm around her, tugging her tighter. We stayed silent.

“Everything cool with you two?” Marcus asked, strolling in with a champagne bottle and three glasses. Our little spat hadn’t slipped past him. Still naked, his cock—impressive even soft—swung between his legs.

Nora shifted up, whispering in my ear. “Should we go?”

She dumped the call on me. Fair bet she’d rather stay, though. I wasn’t so sure. What was best for our marriage? Cutting out now, calling it a night—safer, right? At least to get our heads straight.

“We’ll talk tomorrow,” I whispered back. I nudged her off me and sat up. “We’re good. Hit us with that champagne.”


CHAPTER 8
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It was all a bit strange and disturbing. Just recently, I had had a small argument with my wife. Right before that, she’d fucked another guy. Now here I was, perched on a bed in just a shirt and socks, sipping champagne with Nora and a buck-naked Marcus. At least the champagne tasted fantastic.

Nothing in my life had prepped me for this. Up until recently, I’d been coasting through a pretty ordinary life with few highs and few lows. Biggest hurdles? Becoming a dad to twins way too young and later hauling a family of four to the U.S.

Those were normal hurdles, though—stuff plenty of folks had to tackle. Me? I’d leapt way past that, green-lighting my wife to sleep with another man. If Nora had screwed someone behind my back, that’d be a far more common way of a wife having sex with another man than her husband. I would have been gutted, sure, but I wouldn’t hide it from family or friends. Hell, I’d probably shout it from the rooftops—let the world see what a snake she was and make damn sure everyone knew who torched our marriage.

That’s not how it went down, though. No cheating, no broken vows. She had my blessing—twice now. If anyone should feel like a fool here, it was me.

Still, I settled down. No panic creeping in. Partly the booze, sure, but also Marcus—he played it so cool, like this was no big deal. Nora’s mood was bouncing back too, and it started rubbing off on me.

Marcus launched into his last twenty years. Started with how he and Marcella got together, then the marriage—ups and downs. When he hit the post-divorce stretch, Nora perked up, tossing out questions.

“No way women weren’t all over you,” she teased, laughing as she leaned into his shoulder.

“Had bigger fish to fry,” Marcus said. “Watching Diego and Camila grow up—work, mostly.”

“Come on, don’t act like there were no women.”

“I had my shots,” he admitted with a shrug. “Sometimes you get those friends-with-benefits deals that stick around a while.”

Nora pressed herself tighter against him. “Any married women in the mix?”

“Nope,” Marcus said, firm as hell.

“No?” Nora’s voice tilted up, almost let down.

He flicked a quick glance my way before turning back to her. “I’d never wreck a marriage. Not after Marcella. Wouldn’t put another husband—or their kids—through that.”

“But the wife’s fair game?”

“Well,” Marcus shrugged, “she chose her fate. The others didn’t. Look—Marcella didn’t exactly fight clean during the divorce. Took years to smooth things out, and to keep her from turning nasty, I always paid a little more than I had to.”

Nora looped her arms around his neck. “So it’s cool with me ‘cause Paul’s in the loop and on board?”

“You two made the decision together, right?”

Marcus looked right at me, as if it were up to me to confirm that I let Nora have sex with him of her own free will and with my permission. I forced out a “Right,” feeling cornered. It was true, sure, but saying it out loud always churned my gut.

“We’re here for what gets us all off,” Marcus said, casual as ever.

Marcus, I grumbled to myself. You’re so damn nice it’s borderline creepy. There’s gotta be a catch somewhere—can’t not be.

“Fun’s the magic word,” Nora chimed in, her hand sliding to his cock. Her lips met his. They kissed.

Raw sex? One thing. Kissing? Whole different beast. Something way more intimate, personal. Especially this kiss I was watching. Not some frantic clash—this was deep, almost tender. Like lovers. It stabbed me right in the chest, hurt a hell of a lot more than if Marcus had just grabbed her and pounded away. That’d be pure sex—chasing a quick release.

But this slow burn? It looked like making love, not just fucking. Twisted my stomach into knots—yet my dick still went hard. Without thinking, I grabbed it. I didn’t stroke, just squeezed it. I scooted to the bed’s edge, back against the headboard. Not ‘cause I was freaking out about brushing Marcus by accident. Just… more space from them felt right. They were the ones about to go at it.

They shifted—Nora flat on her back now, Marcus stretched out beside her. But they dove right back into kissing. His hands roamed over her body—grabbing her breasts hard, kneading them.

Their foreplay dragged on. If I’d had my way, Marcus would’ve buried his cock in her already. Not just because this was starting to look too much like lovemaking, but my own ache for release was climbing fast. Still, I wasn’t about to finish next to them while they hadn’t even kicked off the main event.

Finally, they moved forward. Nora took his cock in her mouth again—second time tonight. I’d never been this close. Mesmerized, I watched his thick shaft force her lips apart. Like before, she only took part of it, her mouth stretched wide. I had my eyes locked on how his girth pried her open.

Then she switched it up, and the view was gone. Suddenly, her ass was pointed my way. She pulled off Marcus for a sec and turned toward me.

“Lick me,” she said, voice low and commanding. “Get me ready so Marcus can slide deep inside.”

Words I’d never have pictured coming from Nora until now. Break it down, and she was telling me to prep her for him. Humiliating, yeah—but fuck, it turned me on. My grip tightened on my cock. I stared at her wiggling ass for a solid few seconds.

Maybe it was wanting to feel closer to her that finally got me moving. I started licking from behind—not my favorite. So I slid underneath, between her spread legs, right under her pussy. My hands clamped onto her ass.

She sighed as my tongue traced her slit the first time. She was soaked. She didn’t need any warmup for Marcus’s cock, that was for damn sure.

I was into it, though. Only downside? My own dick was left hanging—rock-hard and begging for a touch. It was probably a good thing, letting it cool off for a bit. Coming too soon would’ve knocked me out of the game, and from that moment, I would feel quiet out of place on this bed—maybe even in this room.

From where I was now, if I craned my neck back, I could peek under her. Through the gap between her tits, I caught flashes of her working Marcus’s cock with her mouth, full-on enthusiasm.

I didn’t mind lying there, licking Nora for a few minutes. It helped that I could tell she was getting hotter—partly thanks to me. But my neck and tongue weren’t exactly in peak shape, so it started wearing me out fast.

I was relieved when Marcus called an end on the blowjob. He snagged a condom from the nightstand and handed it to Nora to roll on. First time I’d seen him not do it himself, letting her take charge.

Then he grabbed her, spun her 180 degrees—her head back toward me now.

From where I was, I couldn’t see his cock sliding in. Still, her face was a dead giveaway. There I could read every move Marcus made—when he pulled out until just the tip brushed her, then slammed back in deep.

First touch of his cock against her pussy? Pure anticipation lit her up. Eyes widening? That’s when he nudged the tip inside. Deeper he went, tension climbing—lips parting, a sharp yelp of pleasure slipping out. Cheeks flushed red. When he bottomed out, her eyelids fluttered like crazy.

He started slow, controlled. Nora moaned soft. But as he picked up speed, her volume cranked—face glowing with bliss. Everything else—me included—might as well have vanished for her.

I shot a jittery glance at the phone. I didn’t want to break their rhythm, but she was hitting decibels that would land us another call from the front desk any second. Marcus caught my look and paused mid-thrust. Nora whipped her head around, like she was about to demand he keep going.

“Why don’t you blow Paul?” Marcus suggested. “That might keep the hotel staff off our backs.”

I was propped against the headboard. All she had to do was pivot a bit to drop her head in my lap. No words—just a quick glance my way before she swallowed my hard cock.

Now my face was an open book. She had me teetering on the edge in no time, and it took everything to hold off coming right then. Marcus started pounding her from behind again, each thrust shoving her mouth deeper onto me—his rhythm syncing up with my blowjob.

He was hammering her fast now. Nora moaned and sighed around my cock—muffled enough that the neighbors wouldn’t lose sleep over it. But I didn’t even care about that anymore.

In the end, it was me again who came first. It even surprised me. All my walls just crashed down, and my cum shot into Nora—no time to give her a heads-up.

While I was still riding the last waves of my orgasm, Nora hit her peak too—like I’d fired the starting gun for her.

Marcus came last. Looked like he’d held off on purpose, waiting for her.

I stayed sprawled out, wiped. Adrenaline fading, exhaustion creeping in. Most Saturdays, I’d already be out cold by now.

Nora was the first to get up. She grabbed the champagne bottle and took a swig straight from it. Marcus followed, drinking deeply before passing it to me. I waved it off, so he finished the rest.

“I need a shower,” Nora said.

Marcus stood up. “Want a hand?”

She giggled. “Why not?”

I let them go, staying put as they slipped into the bathroom together. If it were up to me, Nora and I would have bolted to the guest room right then. It was starting to feel like a pattern—once I came, the thrill vanished. Suddenly, I’d had enough of this game, letting another man be with my wife. But I was too drained to dig deeper into it.

Turns out, I was so beat I passed out. Some things in room 708 just kept looping, didn’t they? Good thing this was the last round.

“Paul? Paul?” Nora’s nudging woke me. She was in her underwear, hair still damp from the shower.

“Nora,” I mumbled back, autopilot kicking in.

“Bedtime?” she asked.

“Think so.”

I hauled myself up. She grabbed my hand. Halfway to the door, Marcus stepped out of the bathroom, tossing us a “Good night.” I didn’t care to wonder what they’d been up to in there. I didn’t even check the clock to see how long I’d left them. I just wanted to sleep.

In the guest room, Nora curled into me, my arm draping over her. It took less than two minutes and I was fast asleep.


CHAPTER 9
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I woke up alone in bed. The doors to the bathroom and living area were shut. I strained my ears—nothing. Nora was probably in the bathroom.

I closed my eyes again, burrowing into the sheets. Before last night, I’d had a rough idea of how it would go—especially the part with Nora and Marcus getting it on. A lot of it played out like I’d imagined.

But some stuff blindsided me. Nora not holding back or showing a shred of nerves this time? That threw me. Felt like we’d been at this with Marcus twenty times, not just twice. He had been that way from the start—oozing confidence, the kind you’d expect from a guy used to calling the shots at work. Nowadays, he would probably be called an alpha. But that didn’t quite fit. He was too damn nice, too considerate for what I’d peg as that type.

I smirked thinking back to Marcus taking Nora from behind while she sucked me off. That hadn’t been on my bingo card, but hell, I could claim a threesome now and mean it. Didn’t matter that Marcus pitched it to muffle her screams. In my fantasies, it had been another woman, not him—but who knows, maybe that day is still coming.

And those screams of hers? A league of their own. I could still hear them ringing in my head, like she was belting them out right now. Was it just his bigger dick that sent her over the edge like that? Jealousy gnawed at me— insecurity too, if I’m honest.

Other moments from the night stuck with me, too. They were a bit more bittersweet. Always when outsiders got tangled up—the bartender, the Uber driver, that damn call from the front desk.

I suck at handling embarrassment. Even cringe at it in movies—want to plug my ears, shut my eyes. Last night, I lived it, over and over. Each one brutal in its own way. Yet there was this weird thrill in it too. I couldn't quite put my finger on it.

Minutes ticked by, still no sound from the bathroom. Nora’s not that quiet, usually. I dragged myself up, threw on clothes. Figured I’d find her in there. Opened the door—empty. That’s when a flood of other possibilities hit me.

Of course, every thought zeroed in on her being with Marcus. Were they at it again? Was Nora hooked on him? How dare she sneak off to him without my say-so?

I settled for a quick splash at the sink and bolted to the living area. Braced myself to catch Marcus and Nora mid-fuck—here or in his bedroom. Instead, they were just chilling at the table, eating breakfast.

“Finally up,” Nora said, tossing me a greeting.

“Morning,” Marcus chimed in.

“Morning,” I echoed. “You guys been awake long?”

My head was still spinning. Maybe they’d squeezed in a quickie before this cozy little scene.

“Half an hour,” Nora said. “It’s almost eleven.”

I hadn’t even glanced at my iPhone in the rush. I didn’t think it would be that late.

“Grab a seat,” Marcus said. “Coffee’s probably still warm.”

I sat, poured a cup from the carafe—two sugar cubes and a big splash of milk.

Marcus and Nora picked up whatever they’d been yakking about before I showed up. His house again. It seemed like Nora had to know about all the tweaks he’d made to it. From how Marcus gushed about it, he was damn proud of it.

“You’ve gotta hit my housewarming,” he said finally. “Check it out for yourselves.”

“Oh, that’d be awesome—I need to see it,” Nora blurted, practically bouncing.

“I dunno,” I said, way more guarded. “Parties mean a crowd.”

“You roll in as a couple, roll out as a couple,” Marcus shot back quick. Sounded like he really wanted us there—or at least her. “We’re just buddies. We work in the same field, give or take. Plus, I’m doing two parties—one for family, one for close friends.”

Nora’s eyes locked on me, all expectation. No question—she was itching for round three with Marcus after this.

“We’ll think about it,” I dodged.

Before anyone could push, a phone buzzed. Nora fished out her iPhone.

“Johan,” Nora said, flashing me her iPhone—our son’s name and a pic of him in soccer gear lit up the screen. She picked up. “About time you called,” she hit him with first. Told him we were out together, asked if she could ring him back in an hour. She stepped a few feet away.

“I texted him Friday—told him to check in with his mom more,” I whispered to Marcus.

He chuckled. “Diego is not big on calls either. Even when he’s broke, it’s just a text. Camilla at least dials.”

Nora wrapped up and came back.

“We better head home,” she said. “Johan’s calling again in an hour.”

We got up, grabbed our stuff. Marcus walked us to the door.

“Hope I see you at the housewarming, latest. I’ll let you know when the date is set.”

“That’d be great,” Nora said, eyes swinging to me.

I didn’t bite on her hopeful look, skipped any take on his invite redux. I wasn’t sure where we stood and needed a few days to unscramble my brain. I just stuck out my hand to Marcus instead.

That wasn’t enough for them, naturally. Marcus wrapped Nora in his arms, planted a goodbye kiss on her mouth—long, deep and hungry. I got a front-row seat.

Watching that pissed me off. Still, my breath hitched, and a buzz sparked inside me. It didn’t leave me cold. But damn, I was glad when it was over. I needed to get out of there. Stepping out of room 708 and getting into the elevator felt like a weight lifting off me.

As we passed the front desk, I couldn’t help sneaking a peek. But there was just some guy behind it, calmly helping a guest. The receptionist I’d dealt with last night? Her shift must have long ended.

We didn't talk much on the drive home. Especially not about the previous night. We were both a little tired and worn out.

At home, it didn’t take long and Nora was on the phone. I slumped in my home office, staring at nothing. Spun my chair in lazy circles now and then.

I felt hollow, wiped out, but kept poking at last night anyway. Our first time with Marcus? That just happened—spur-of-the-moment thing. This time, there were no excuses. We’d had days to decide. I didn’t dwell much on why Nora wanted round two. Here screams had made that obvious. The real head-scratcher was why I’d let it fly.

What’s wrong with you? Normal guys don’t do this shit…

I couldn’t figure it out. That bugged me as much as the fact my wife had just banged another dude—twice now.

If I were the spill-your-guts type, maybe I’d book a shrink. But that wasn’t me. I would have to figure it out mostly on my own.

Even now, those images from last night popped up in my head. They still got my pulse ticking up just thinking about them.

“Fuck,” I muttered under my breath. I decided to shelve it for now. It was Sunday and tomorrow would be the start of another demanding work week. I wanted to spend this day relaxing instead of worrying about difficult thoughts.

Marcus would come up again soon enough. His housewarming invite would make sure of that. I had no clue how I’d handle it.


AFTERWORD


Thanks for reading Back in Room 708! I hope you enjoyed the sequel. You can probably guess that this isn’t the end yet. Book 3 will take a little longer, but I’m optimistic that it will be released in the fall.

Feel free to share your thoughts on this story and my other books with me via email or through my website. Unfortunately, I wasn’t able to reach a few of the people who emailed me after the first book, as my replies just bounced back. (I’m not sure what went wrong.)

Amazon reviews are, of course, always welcome and help me immensely.

If you’d like to stay updated on my future releases, I recommend subscribing to my newsletter.

On the following pages, you’ll find some recommendations for other books I’ve written. Perhaps you’ll discover your next read there.

Thank you again for your time and support!

AutorDavidSilver@gmail.com

Follow me on Bluesky


THE CUCKOLD CLUB
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Sandra and Peter have been happily married for over ten years and settled into a normal family life. Their life takes a dramatic turn when only five hundred yards away from their house, the Cucky Club opens.

At first, they are unaware of what is going on in their immediate vicinity. Peter is the first to find out about it. But he prefers not to tell his wife. His fear of losing her to a better-endowed man is too great. Instead, he observes the events there and slowly learns what is really behind the club.

Cucky Club owner Victoria Paulsen uses the annual street party to make contact with the two. Thus their misfortune - or perhaps luck - takes its course.

Will Peter become a cuckold? And Sandra a hotwife?

The Cuckold Club is available on Amazon. Start reading now!


FRIENDLY TRAP
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Chris and Katie miss their best friends. Since they bought a vacation home, they have made themselves scarce in their lives. Finally, they invite Chris and Katie to visit. Unfortunately, while not being there themselves. But Chris and Katie want at least to learn what is so special about this place.

They quickly get to know the new acquaintances of their friends. These are three married couples and three black men. Towering above them all is Luis. A tall, well-toned, wealthy black man. He quickly makes it clear to Chris that he is just waiting for his approval to make a pass at his wife. Luis has no doubts that Katie wouldn’t be able to resist his special qualities.

For Chris, there are tough decisions ahead. Can he resist the lure or will he and his wife fall to their lust?

Friendly Trap is available on Amazon. Start reading now!


HOLIDAY TRAP
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Leonie and Jonas catch up on their honeymoon a year after their wedding. The young couple has treated themselves to a luxury vacation in Jamaica.

The hotel employee Zane picks them up at the airport. The American couple Jessica and Andrew arrive at the same time. A friendly vacation acquaintance develops. Jessica and Andrew aren't here for the first time. Soon, however, Jessica surprises the newly married couple with her closeness to Zane. Why doesn't her husband intervene?

Other wives also show an unseemly closeness to the locals in view of the ring on their finger. Again and again, Leonie and Jonas encounter unique erotic situations.

Leonie and Jonas had been looking forward to a vacation full of adventures. But instead of rafting and snorkeling, they're confronted with the temptations of a lust previously unknown to them. Can Leonie hold back her desire? Or Jonas accept he isn't adventure enough for his wife?

Holiday Trap is available on Amazon. Start reading now!
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