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	A Suffocating Routine 



The traffic in Madrid at that hour was absolute chaos. Valeria knew it, and yet, she couldn’t help the irritation that each red light provoked, each car that changed lanes without signaling, and each motorcyclist that slipped between vehicles with the ease of a fish in water.

After crossing the northern junction of La Castellana, she managed to escape the maelstrom and enter the Pinar de Chamartín neighborhood, where they had bought their apartment. She parked in her garage space and went up with the feeling of having spent half the afternoon just on the return journey.

Upon entering, she left her keys at the entrance and dropped her purse on the sofa with a sigh. She looked at herself in the mirror with a grimace of annoyance. Deep dark circles, hair pulled back in a ponytail. She felt disappointed with what she saw. The clothes were almost worse. Straight jeans, neither tight nor loose, simply comfortable. A shapeless white t-shirt that fell ungracefully over her torso. And to top it off, white sneakers.

She sighed. When had she started dressing like this? She looked proper, functional, like a responsible woman who goes out grocery shopping or picking up children from school. Like her mother. Like her mother-in-law. Like so many other women who, at some point, stopped thinking about what they liked to wear and started prioritizing what was convenient, neutral, acceptable.

And yet, she wanted something more. She wasn’t ready to resign herself to that image. Every day she saw women who, over time, settled into that version of themselves until they forgot they were once different. Valeria didn’t want the same thing to happen to her. She still had time, still had space to be something more than a predictable and bland figure.

Perhaps routine, work, responsibilities were pushing her in that direction, but something inside her resisted. She didn’t quite know what it was or how to express it, but it was there. A small fire, almost imperceptible, that refused to be extinguished.

Valeria found herself increasingly trapped in thoughts she didn’t have before. Was this the life she wanted? Would it always be like this? The idea of a predictable existence, without surprises, caused her a dull anguish that sometimes she herself couldn’t identify.

The weeks passed like a script learned by heart. Work, dinners, conversations about trivial things. Nothing was really wrong, but everything carried an unbearable weight of normality. Was that what people called stability? If so, then perhaps stability wasn’t for her. She couldn’t help imagining herself five, ten years from now. Would they still be the same? Slowly languishing, losing intensity until becoming a faded version of what they had been? She didn’t want their relationship to fade out, but they weren’t doing anything to prevent routine from devouring them either.

And sex? She couldn’t say it was bad. In fact, there were nights when she really enjoyed herself with Alfredo. But it was also true that, over time, everything had become predictable. A caress here, a kiss there, him on top, her underneath… and then sleep. It was functional, satisfying at times, but always the same. And desire, that fire that devoured them at the beginning, now seemed more like a lukewarm ember, something that was maintained but never burned with true intensity. Would it be that way from now on? The same script, the same rhythm, the same positions?

Sometimes she felt guilty for thinking about it, as if somehow she was betraying what they had. But she couldn’t help it. There was something inside her, a growing restlessness, a longing she couldn’t quite define, but it was there, pushing her to wonder if she had really explored everything she could experience.

She looked around: the living room was a complete mess. A couple of cups on the coffee table, the sofa blanket crumpled, a pair of Alfredo’s shoes by the door, and last night’s pizza box still not thrown away.

— “Great...” she muttered to herself.



She pulled her hair up in a quick bun, rolled up her sleeves, and got to work. First, the kitchen: dishes in the dishwasher, clean countertop, coffee maker ready for the next morning’s breakfast. Then, the living room: she folded the blanket, picked up Alfredo’s shoes, and threw away that wretched pizza box.

As she tidied up, she noticed how her tiredness mixed with a slight frustration. Always the same. On Fridays, she finished her workday before Alfredo and would start cleaning up while he... well, he would usually arrive, greet her with a distracted kiss, and then announce the inevitable:

— “I’m going to lie down for a bit.”



Because on Friday afternoons, Alfredo also had time off, and his habit was to take a nap. As if the weekend couldn’t start without it.

While thinking about this, she headed to the kitchen to prepare lunch. Nothing complicated, something quick. She opted for grilled chicken breasts with salad. Although deep down she knew that Alfredo would probably eat little and go straight to the couch, only to drag himself to bed for his sacred nap.

After that, it was time for Carrefour.

Friday afternoons were the perfect time to do the weekly shopping, but also the time when the supermarket was packed. Families with overflowing carts, couples arguing about which yogurts to buy, teenagers blocking the frozen pizza aisle.

She sighed as she stirred the salad in the bowl.

— “Another Friday just the same,” she murmured.



The July afternoon sun filtered lazily through the half-open blinds of the apartment, projecting golden stripes across the living room like fingers of light that brushed the sofa where Alfredo was taking his nap, his chest rising and falling in a deep, regular rhythm.

Valeria had curled up in the wing chair by the window, her legs tucked under a faded cushion and her laptop open on her knees, the screen illuminating her face with a pale blue glow that accentuated the subtle dark circles under her eyes. She wore a light cotton dress, white and loose, perfect for the heat, but which clung to her curves when she moved, the thin straps brushing against the skin of her bare shoulders. Her fingers flew over the keyboard with contained urgency, browsing travel sites that promised dream getaways: white sand beaches in the Cyclades, endless vineyards in Tuscany, hidden coves in the Balearic Islands. Images of turquoise waters and rosy sunsets filled the screen, a carousel of paradises that contrasted with the grayness of her daily life—the endless shifts at the hospital that left her with a heavy body and an exhausted soul, Alfredo’s office meetings that returned him home with hunched shoulders and a distant gaze.

She scrolled past Sicily, with its ancient ruins and emerald seas; past Corsica, with cliffs that fell into the water like desperate lovers; but her eyes stopped on Menorca. Pristine coves with crystal-clear waters, luxury hotels hidden among ancient pines, beaches where nudism was a common option and the sun kissed your skin unhurriedly. “Menorca,” she murmured to herself, a name that rolled on her tongue like a promise, as she clicked on a link to a luxury resort in Ciutadella: suites with private terraces overlooking the sea, spas that promised rebirth in thermal waters, and a world where routine dissolved on the horizon. She booked with an impulsive click, her heart beating a little faster, already imagining the sun warming her skin, the wind tousling her hair, and a spark that could rekindle what was beginning to fade between them.

Alfredo stirred on the sofa with a hoarse sigh, sleep leaving him like a low tide, and opened his eyes slowly, blinking at the light filtering through the slits. He propped himself up on one elbow, running a hand through his short, dark hair, his wrinkled shirt sticking to his torso in irregular patches of sleep. “Valeria...” he murmured, his voice deep and drowsy, as he searched for her with his gaze, finding her curled up in the armchair with the laptop closed on her knees, and a subtle smile curving her lips.

She stood up with the white dress floating around her hips like a light cloud, and crossed the living room to sit beside him on the sofa, her hand immediately seeking his. She rested her head on his shoulder, inhaling the characteristic scent of his skin.

—We’re living a shitty life, Alfredo —she confessed, against his neck, while squeezing his hand more tightly, feeling the pulse in his wrist beating in harmony with hers—. From home to work and from work to home... my shifts that leave me exhausted, your meetings... I love you, but we’re burning out. Like a bonfire that’s consuming itself with no one feeding it.

He exhaled a long sigh, encircling her waist to draw her closer. “I know,” he murmured, as he brushed her temple with his lips in an absent-minded kiss, the stubble on his jaw grazing her skin in a familiar tickle. “Every day is the same... but life is also this... bills have to be paid, we have to keep going.”

She lifted her head, and smiled with that mischievous curve that had always been her secret weapon, her free hand rising to brush his cheek, her thumb tracing the arc of his jaw in a gesture that was very familiar when she wanted to seduce him.

—I’m going to plan a dream vacation —she announced, her voice a low purr that slipped through the silence of the apartment, as she leaned in to kiss him at the corner of his lips, a light touch that left a trace of lipstick—. In the best hotel in Menorca. Suites with terraces overlooking the sea, spas that pamper us to our souls, beaches where time stands still. Two weeks, my love... just us, the sun, and whatever we can think of to break the routine. In fact, I already have a couple of ideas...

Alfredo let out a laugh and looked at her with an arched eyebrow, his hand caressing her back until it tangled in her hair, drawing her in for a deeper kiss that tasted of nap and renewed hope.

—Sounds good to me —he murmured against her mouth, the kiss breaking into a shared sigh, while his fingers played with her chestnut locks—. Menorca... sounds great. But tell me, what else do you have in that little head of yours? Because that smile of yours promises more than beaches and hotels.

Valeria pulled back just enough to look at him, her eyes shining with mischief, and she bit her lower lip in a gesture that was a subtle invitation, while her hand moved down his chest to brush the top button of his shirt, unbuttoning it with deliberate slowness.

—We need to spice up our relationship —she confessed, her voice a husky whisper loaded with that playful tenderness that always disarmed him, while her index finger traced the line of his exposed collarbone, a touch that made his skin tingle—. Nothing too crazy... just a little fire to rekindle what we have. I want to feel alive with you, Alfredo... I want us to look at each other like we did in the early days, with hunger.

He felt a familiar tug in his belly, the kiss intensifying into an increasingly deep brush of tongues. Alfredo’s hand began to move up her thigh under the dress, stopping at the curve of her hip with a pressure that was both curiosity and desire.

—Spicy, huh? —he repeated, his voice tinged with amusement, as he pulled back just enough to look into her eyes—. Sounds tempting. But define “spicy”... scented candles and massages?

—I’ll go topless at the beach —she whispered, her hand moving lower, brushing the edge of his belt in a playful touch—. I’ll wear low-cut clothes, dresses that cling to my body like a second skin... to feel the gazes on me, the wind caressing me. I want you to see me like that, Alfredo... desired, but yours at the end of the day. I want you to get turned on watching me and seeing how others look at me.

He exhaled a broken sigh, imagining her on the white sand of a beach, her breasts free in the sun, strangers' gazes brushing over her like invisible fingers, and laughed with a mixture of amusement and that possessive tug that had always defined him.

“Maybe you’re getting too excited, my love,” he joked against her mouth, the kiss breaking into a smile, while his fingers played with the strap of her dress, lowering it just enough to brush her bare shoulder. “Menorca could just be beaches and ice cream... but if you say so, I’m in.”

After returning from shopping at the mall, the afternoon sun filtered through the leaves of the plane trees in the plaza below, casting dappled shadows on the tables of the bar’s terrace, a familiar corner where they usually stopped for beers on Fridays after grocery shopping.

They sat at a secluded table, under the shade of a plane tree, and the usual waiter, a young man with a perpetual smile, brought them two foamy draft beers crowning tall glass tumblers. Valeria sipped the first drink with a sigh of relief, the foam leaving a white mustache on her upper lip that she licked with her tongue, her eyes shining with that subtle mischief that always disarmed him, while Alfredo set the bags at his feet and leaned back in his chair, his light blue cotton shirt slightly clinging to his chest from the day’s heat.

“What a shopping trip. We always end up loaded like mules. But this... this makes up for everything. How about we stay here until the sun sets? We could even order some tapas and save ourselves from making dinner and washing dishes. I’m tired.”

“Sounds perfect, I’m exhausted too. But speaking of waiting... you caught me thinking about Menorca again.”

“Speaking of that. You’ve never gone topless before. Why do you want to do it now?”

“You’re wrong, darling. Yes, I have done it before,” she confessed, with a seductive look. “Though not with you. It was something spontaneous, on the Costa Brava... the sun so hot, the sea lapping at the shore, and suddenly, my bikini top felt unnecessary. I freed myself, and it was... an experience.”

Alfredo nodded slowly, but his eyes betrayed a flash of surprise, an echo of gentle jealousy that didn’t hurt, just stung just enough to kindle curiosity. He took another sip, letting the bitterness of the beer settle on his tongue.

“I suppose you did it with your girlfriends,” he asked with feigned amusement. “Those crazy ones, always pushing boundaries. I can imagine...”

Valeria felt a tingling rise in her chest, a mischievousness that curved her lips into a malicious smile, and she leaned a little more over the table.

“Nothing like that, my love,” she replied, her voice a low purr loaded with that playful tenderness that was her secret weapon, while her bare foot brushed his under the table, a casual contact that extended into an ascending caress up his ankle. “I did it with Marcos. My ex... Don’t you remember him?”

Alfredo blinked, the beer glass halted halfway to his lips, and genuine surprise widened his eyes, as he processed the words, an echo of old jealousy, not hurtful but curious, rising up his neck in a subtle blush.

“With that guy?” he asked, his voice tinged with disbelief and forced amusement. “But he was a textbook jerk... or was that what made it fun?”

“It was summer,” she explained, while her foot climbed a little higher up his calf, a playful caress that was part of the game of seduction and double meanings she was preparing.

Alfredo vaguely remembered him. Marcos was... special. A first-class snob, with that arrogance of a medical student who believes the world revolves around him. They had met at a midterm celebration. Alfredo had disliked him even before meeting Valeria.

“As I was saying, it was summer and the heat was scorching. I’d been dating him for a short time, and one day at Tossa beach, he convinced me that going topless was ‘liberating.’ I believed him... or wanted to believe him. It was awkward, exciting, and he looked at me like I was a goddess.”

He felt a pang in his chest, not of fierce jealousy, but of that tender curiosity that comes from knowing only half of the other’s past, and his mind went back for a moment. It had been seven years ago, at that party at the university. He had gone reluctantly, dragged by a law school classmate who claimed that “you could hook up there like in porn movies,” and he saw her for the first time: Valeria, in an emerald green dress laughing with a group of friends while a tall, stiff guy, Marcos, he learned later, had his arm around her waist with that casual possession of someone who believes himself the center of the universe. He was the classic rich kid from a good family, with perfectly gelled hair, a designer shirt that screamed money, and a smile that seemed rehearsed in front of a mirror. He exuded an aura of superiority that disguised the insecurity of someone who hadn’t yet experienced the reality of an operating room. Alfredo observed him from afar, feeling an inexplicable attraction to her, with that laugh that lit up everything and her intense gaze. But Marcos monopolized her and Alfredo had left early, his heart beating a little faster than normal.

He shook his head slowly, returning to the present on the terrace under the plane trees, the half-empty beer between his fingers, and squeezed her hand with a smile that was a mixture of nostalgia and relief.

“That stuck-up guy... I vaguely remember him,” he said, with a deep voice tinged with gentle amusement. “He looked like he stepped out of a fashion magazine for the rich. But tell me more. What did you feel when you did it? Freedom, or just the vertigo of something new?”

Valeria felt the heat rising in her chest, a blush that wasn’t embarrassment, and leaned further over the table.

“A certain excitement, above all,” she confessed. “Marcos was... intense, but superficial. He convinced me it was normal, that topless sunbathing was for 'liberated women.' I just did it. It was funny seeing how he couldn't take his eyes off my breasts.”

“Marcos was as stiff as a board,” she confessed with a low laugh. “But he never objected to seeing nice curves. At the beach, with the sun burning down, he would encourage me to take off the top of my bikini. And I... I went along with it, because of the heat, the feeling of independence, and youthful foolishness. We had fun in those days...”

“You’re trying to provoke me, aren’t you?” he said with a smile. “Talking about an ex and the little scenes you two made together. But go on... I’m intrigued by this 'stiff' guy who had no problem with others seeing your breasts.”

Valeria felt a tingling sensation rise in her chest, a mischievousness that curved her lips into a malicious smile.

“Stiff guys have their hidden charms too, my love,” she replied, with feigned innocence, while her eyes shone with a gleam that was entirely challenging. “Marcos had... presence, let’s say. And... was well-endowed, I won’t deny it. Nothing I couldn’t handle, but enough to make the summer burn a little hotter.”

Alfredo let out a somewhat exaggerated laugh.

“Well-endowed?” he repeated, his voice tinged with false amusement. “How well did he handle it, huh?”

“Very well,” she confessed boldly. “You’d be surprised... he was skillful, as in everything. He knew how to set the body on fire.”

“You won’t make me jealous, Valeria,” he said. “But I like hearing you talk like this. Go on... what else are you hiding about those summers?”

“I’m not hiding anything. Whatever you want to know... you just have to ask.”

Alfredo gave her a mischievous look which she answered with one that seemed intent on continuing the provocation. Alfredo paid the bill with a note he left on the table, and they went up to the apartment. When they reached the front door, he pushed her against the closed door with an urgent kiss, his lips capturing hers in a burning touch that their conversation had ignited.

“Come on, tell me... now,” he growled against her mouth.

“Are you sure you want to know?” she asked, winking at him.

Alfredo’s hands moved up her back to slide the straps of her dress down with impatient fingers. The fabric slipped from her shoulders in a soft whisper that left her breasts exposed to the air, her nipples hardening under his dark gaze. “Damn, Valeria... you’ve got me so turned on,” he murmured, as he lowered his head to capture a nipple with his lips, sucking with a pressure that made her gasp and arch against him. His hands moved down to her ass, kneading it firmly while pushing her toward the sofa, laying her on her back with a fluid movement that left her open and vulnerable, her legs instinctively parting.

	— 	“Go on... tell me more about that bastard, what did he do to you?” he demanded while licking her other nipple, biting it just enough to make her squirm. “Tell me what he did to you with that well-endowed cock... how he fucked you, Valeria.”




She laughed between gasps.


	— 	He would put it in slowly at first... as if he wanted to savor every inch, — she confessed, while her hand moved down to unbutton his pants, freeing his hard cock that sprang against her thigh, — He would make me kneel on the beach, and I would suck it until I was choking on it... thick, veiny, filling my throat until tears ran down my cheeks. And then he would fuck me against the rocks, hard, mercilessly, his cock opening up my pussy.




Alfredo grunted against her chest, giving her nipple a bite while adding a second finger to her pussy,

	— 	... did you like him fucking you like that, like a whore on the beach?
	— 	Yes... I loved it — Valeria gasped, wrapping her hand around the base of his cock to guide it toward her vagina—. He would grab my hair and drive it all the way in, his thick cock rubbing inside me as if he wanted to mark me, fucking me fast and deep until I came screaming his name.




“I’m such a slut when I’m drunk, you know that... And he made sure I drank. It made me super wet…”

“Do you really think this will end here?” Alfredo said to her, thrusting deeper, his cock driving into her forcefully.

“...I told him to do whatever he wanted with me… And believe me, he didn’t need to be told twice.”

“You’re such a slut…” Alfredo growled, biting her nipple while speeding up his rhythm, his hips slamming against hers in a brutal back-and-forth.

“He would fuck me on the beach, on my knees, with the sand digging into my skin. With him I had my first sixty-nine. He would push his cock down my throat, choking me with it while he sucked my pussy...”

“Fuck, Valeria... did you come like that?”

“Yes, I would come screaming, with his cum in my mouth. He would turn me around and put it in my ass, slowly at first, stretching me until it hurt and felt good at the same time...”

“Tell me he fucked you better than I do,” he demanded, his hand moving down to rub her clit with his thumb.

“I don’t know if better, but... he would drive it in hard, mercilessly, until I came. And I would beg for more, always more...”

“You’re not going to make me jealous,” he laughed, thrusting forcefully, his cock swelling inside her. “But keep going... tell me how he made you moan.”

“He made me moan like a whore, Alfredo. His thick cock rubbing inside me, fucking me until I couldn’t take anymore. But you... you fuck me with love, baby. Put it in deeper, make me yours now...”

“You’re mine, you slut,” he growled, accelerating to the limit, his thumb pressing her clit in frantic circles. “Come for me...”

“Alfredo!” she gasped, convulsing around him, with spasms that drove him to an intense orgasm, filling her with his hot stream.

They lay exhausted, staring at the ceiling, the silence broken only by their ragged breathing.

“You seemed very turned on listening to my sex stories with Marcos,” she said, turning her head to look at him, a strand of hair stuck to her sweaty cheek.

“The truth is, it got me incredibly horny.”

She smiled mischievously, rolling onto one elbow to brush his chest with her fingers.

“I have many more stories, but I never told you because I was afraid they might bother you.”

“I didn’t know you had so much previous experience,” he said, his gaze fixed on hers, with one eyebrow raised.

“Does it bother you?” she asked, her finger tracing a circle around his nipple.

“No,” he replied, pulling her closer. “It turns me on. Tell me another one... whichever you want.”

“With Marcos in his car, after a party,” she began, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I straddled him, he lifted my skirt and thrust it in with one push. He fucked me against the steering wheel, with the windows fogged up and the music blasting.”

“Keep going,” he growled, moving his hand down her thigh.

“I asked him to pinch my nipples while I rode his cock, hard as a rock. I would come screaming, soaking his pants.”

“Damn, Valeria... did you like him using you like that?” he asked, his cock hardening again against her thigh.

“Very much,” she confessed, her hand wrapping around it to pump slowly. “But with you it’s different... you fuck me with soul. Do you want me to ride you now, like I did him?”

“Yes,” he said, his voice husky. “Ride me... make me feel it.”

She straddled him, guiding him inside with a sigh.

“Like this... slowly, as if you were Marcos... but look into my eyes, my love.”

“Tell me more while I fuck you.”

“With him in the shower... he’d put me on my knees and I’d suck him until he came in my mouth,” she gasped, moving up and down. “I swallowed it all. He had an enormous cock. I almost choked on it.”

“God... you choked on his cock?” he asked, thrusting from below.

“A little... but I loved it,” she admitted, quickening the pace. “You don’t make me choke... the same way. Fuck me harder, Alfredo.”

He pushed with force.

“Tell me what else that bastard did to you.”

“He’d tie my hands with his tie... fuck me against the wall, slowly, until I begged,” she moaned, her breasts bouncing. “I’d come, soaking everything.”

“Fuck... You came in gushes?”

“Every time,” she confessed, convulsing. “But you know that usually happens to me.”

“Valeria... you’re killing me…” he gasped, spilling in hot spurts, his body trembling beneath her.

“And besides Marcos, were there others?” Alfredo asked, while trying to catch his breath.

She hesitated for a second, biting her lip.

“Yes,” she admitted, her voice husky. “In college I had some really wild years.”

“I didn’t know that side of you,” he said, his gaze fixed on hers. “I’ve always seen you as a good girl.”

“I am a good girl,” she replied with a mischievous smile. “But one who likes to fuck.”

He was thrown off balance, blinking, but said nothing.

“The vacation can be a good time to explore more between us,” she said, kissing him tenderly.

	Dinner in Menorca


The salty breeze of Menorca whispered promises at sunset when Valeria and Alfredo prepared for their dinner at a restaurant hidden in the hills of Ciutadella. They had left behind the routine of Madrid for those vacations that promised to rekindle the spark that, although never completely extinguished, sometimes needed a breath of Mediterranean wind to burn more intensely. Alfredo, with his white shirt rolled up to his elbows and khaki pants, watched her from the door of the hotel suite, hypnotized by his wife’s ritual.

Valeria had dressed provocatively, without pretense or fussiness. A tight black dress that clung to her body like a second skin, with a deep neckline that exposed the generous curve of her breasts, barely held up by the law of gravity at her recently turned thirty years. The silky, elastic fabric adhered to her wide hips and firm thighs, ending well above the knee in an asymmetrical cut that played at revealing and concealing with each step. She wore dizzying red heels that lengthened her endless legs, and her hair hung loose in wild waves that fell like a waterfall over her bare shoulders. An earthy, citrusy perfume floated around her, the same one Alfredo remembered from their most feverish nights. As she turned to look at him with a subtle smile, the neckline tightened, allowing a view of her cleavage. But what caught his attention most was that she had put on green contact lenses. Her gaze, usually deep, now appeared intense, disturbing. She noticed the effect the contacts had on him.

“Do you like them?”

“Impressive. You look like someone else. It’s like I’m going out with another woman. I like the idea. You look... lethal tonight,” Alfredo murmured, approaching to brush his lips against the hollow of her neck, inhaling her essence. “Are you sure we’ll make it to the restaurant without me tearing all your clothes off in one go?”

Valeria laughed and stepped away with a flirtatious twirl that made her skirt move.

“Behave yourself, darling. Dinner is just the appetizer. If you’re bad, I might leave you without dessert.”

They walked hand in hand along the cobblestone path to the restaurant, an intimate corner with views of the sea lapping against the black rocks below. The table they had reserved was secluded, lit by flickering candles and surrounded by hedges with flowers that perfumed the air. They sat facing each other, but their feet were already playing under the table: her heel brushing his ankle, slowly moving up his calf like a forbidden caress. She knew that foot play had always excited Alfredo.

The waiter brought the wine — a robust red from the island, with notes of berries and spices — and Valeria raised her glass, fixing her new green eyes on Alfredo’s with an intensity that made the world shrink to just the two of them.

“Let’s toast to five years of... explorations,” she said, her voice a velvety whisper. “To all the corners we’ve discovered, and those we have yet to continue exploring.”

Alfredo clinked his glass against hers, but his free foot had already found the inside of her knee, pressing with deliberate slowness.

Valeria bit her lower lip, holding back a smile as her foot climbed higher, her heel gently scratching the fabric of his pants until it brushed against the bulge that was beginning to form.

"Improvising is our thing, isn't it?"

They ordered fresh seafood—glistening oysters, juicy prawns—and turned dinner into a private game, an invisible board of provocations. Each bite was an excuse: Alfredo split a prawn with his fingers, sucking the juice slowly and deliberately, while his eyes never left hers.

Valeria took an oyster, tilted it onto her tongue with a feigned innocent moan, letting a pearly drop slide down her chin to the valley between her breasts. She extended her hand for him to clean it, but instead of a napkin, she guided his index finger to her skin, tracing a moist path.

"You clean it," she whispered. "But carefully, or you’ll get your hands too dirty. Though... you like getting dirty, don’t you? Especially when there’s licking to be done afterward."

Under the table, the game escalated: Valeria slipped off her shoe and sought his crotch with her foot, pressing firmly against his growing erection, a subtle back-and-forth that made him clench his jaw. Alfredo counterattacked by sliding his hand up her bare thigh, reaching the edge of her panties—or the absence of them, whatever Valeria had decided to wear that night. His fingers brushed the thin fabric, already wet with anticipation, and she stifled a gasp with a sip of wine.

"You know what I feel like for dessert?" he asked, his voice husky, as he withdrew his hand with feigned innocence. "Something hot, creamy... that melts in your mouth."

Valeria leaned forward, her neckline increasingly revealing itself as an invitation, and rubbed her foot more insistently.

"Well, I want something juicy that explodes when I squeeze it well." Her eyes sparkled mischievously. "But only if you promise not to leave a single drop."

The fig custard melted on their tongues. Valeria looked at him over the rim of her glass, eyes half-closed in a promise that made his pulse throb forcefully against her foot, still pressing in a subtle rhythm under the table. The restaurant, with its murmur of distant conversations and the clinking of cutlery, seemed like a blurred backdrop, as if the entire world had been reduced to that candlelit table.

"You know," she whispered, leaning in a little more, her voice a thread of torn silk, "this afternoon, while you were taking your nap... I got my pubic hair removed. All of it. Smooth as silk, without a shadow to get in the way. Just for you, so you can feel every touch without barriers."

Alfredo swallowed hard, his hand pausing halfway to the dessert, as he imagined the scene: Valeria lying on the table, expert hands gliding with hot wax, revealing that exposed vulnerability that always drove him crazy. His erection hardened under the pressure of her heel, and he let out a stifled moan, disguised as a throat clearing.

"And is that all?" he asked, his voice deep, laden with a desire that no longer fit into innocent words. "Or are there more surprises in that body of yours that you’re keeping for me?"

Valeria smiled, that malicious curve of lips he knew so well, and moved in her chair with deliberate slowness. Her thighs parted under the table, without the slightest modesty, the dress skirt riding up just enough for the cool air to brush against her freshly waxed skin. The gesture was as natural as breathing, but charged with an audacity that made Alfredo feel heat rising up his neck.

"Afterward... I waxed the entire slit, all the way to my anus," she confessed, lowering her voice until it was a secret just for his ears, her eyes fixed on his while her fingers played with the edge of the napkin. "Clean, exposed. I did it... thinking about how you’re going to explore it tonight, with your tongue or whatever else you can think of."

Alfredo’s heart hammered forcefully, and his gaze involuntarily slid toward her skirt. Although the table partially concealed them, the restaurant wasn’t empty; a couple laughed two tables away, a waiter passed with a tray, and the echo of voices floated as a reminder that they weren’t alone. But Valeria, with her legs open in that silent invitation, seemed to challenge the entire universe.

"Valeria..." he murmured, his foot responding instantly, pressing harder against her, feeling the heat radiating from her center. "Someone will see you. That skirt is a trap, and if you keep this up, someone’s going to notice how you’re glistening under the candles."

She didn’t flinch; on the contrary, she opened her legs a little wider, the friction of the fabric against her skin sending waves of pleasure that made her bite her lip. Her eyes, green and fierce, challenged him.

"So what?" she replied, her voice a playful purr, but with an edge of genuine excitement. "Would it bother you if they saw me? If they knew what I’m wearing underneath... or what I’m not wearing. Would it bother you if they looked at your little wife?"

Alfredo felt a knot in his stomach, a mixture of possessive jealousy and unexpected arousal that caught him off guard. He shook his head.

"No," he admitted, his voice hoarse, almost a growl. "It wouldn’t bother me. I think it excites me to see you like this, exposed for me... and a little for them. Just so they know that in the end, you’re mine."

"Are you sure?"

"Completely."

Valeria, with a triumphant gleam in her eyes, acted without hesitation. One of her fingers hooked the thin strap of her dress, the left one, and let it fall with torturous slowness. The fabric yielded, sliding down her shoulder, and revealed the upper curve of her left breast: the dark, erect nipple, hardened by the cool air and adrenaline, peeking just at the edge of the fabric. She moved her shoulders slightly and the neckline sank lower, offering a more indecent view, enough for a flicker of candlelight to play across her exposed skin.

Alfredo held his breath, his gaze fixed there like a magnet, while the world around seemed to stop. The nearby couple turned their heads for an instant, but Valeria didn’t cover herself; instead, she arched her back slightly, making her nipple peek out a little more, a living, throbbing challenge.

“So, shall we keep eating?” she asked, innocent as a schoolgirl, while picking up a fig with her fingers and slowly sucking it, letting the juice trickle down her chin. “Or would you prefer we ask for the check and go... explore the rest of the night.”

The fig juice still pearled on Valeria’s lips when Alfredo, his gaze fixed on the fallen strap and the exposed nipple that bristled under the treacherous sea breeze, felt that the game had crossed an invisible line. His hand, under the table, slid again up her thigh, stopping right at the edge of that freshly waxed smoothness that tempted him like an abyss. But there was something about her boldness tonight —a wild look in her eyes, a tension in her posture that wasn’t just desire— that disturbed him as much as it excited him. He leaned forward, his voice becoming a husky whisper that cut through the charged air between them.

“What’s gotten into you tonight, Valeria?” he asked, his thumb tracing slow circles on the sensitive skin of her inner knee. “It’s not just the dress, or the waxing... You’re like possessed. As if you wanted to burn the entire table with one look from those eyes.”

She didn’t rush to answer. Instead, she picked up the strap with a lazy finger, but didn’t pull it all the way up; she left it hanging there, an indecent reminder that brushed against her nipple with each breath. She took a piece of fig, and ran it over her nipple leaving a sweet shine on it. Her legs remained open under the table. With a slow, suggestive movement, she inserted it into her vagina. Her expression was tinged with playful seriousness, as if she were weighing her words before releasing them. She took a sip of wine, letting the red liquid stain her lips, and looked at him directly, without blinking.

“I’m tired of so much routine, Alfredo,” she confessed, her voice low but firm, an echo of frustration wrapped in honey. “Five years of the same: romantic dinners increasingly spaced apart, predictable weekends, sex that starts with soft kisses and ends in sighs. I want to play. Play hard. —She paused, ascending again with her foot toward his crotch, pressing with an insistence that made him gasp—. I want you to surprise me, to break me a little. To make me feel alive, not just comfortable. And I want to know... how far you’re willing to go. Would you tie me up right here, on this table, if I asked you to? Would you fuck me with everyone’s eyes on us, or do you prefer a simple missionary in bed with the lights off?”

The words hung between them like a guillotine, and Alfredo felt a shiver run down his spine. His hand moved higher, brushing the wet heat between her thighs, feeling the smooth, exposed, throbbing skin. He realized she was soaking wet. Arousal invaded him like a wave, mixing with a delicious fear of the unknown.

“As far as you want,” he whispered, his breath catching as his fingers delicately explored the edge of her entrance, feeling how she contracted at his touch. “Wherever you take me. But tell me... what does ‘playing hard’ mean to you tonight?”

The fallen strap of her dress hung like a challenge to him that she refused to finish, the exposed nipple erect in the coolness of the sea breeze, and she did nothing to cover it, not even when the waiter approached the table. Her eyes —those green eyes that seemed almost unreal— looked at him with a mixture of defiance and vulnerability, as if she were testing not only his limits, but both of theirs.

“I want you to watch other men try to hit on me,” she said, with a husky whisper that tangled with the murmur from neighboring tables, but which resonated like thunder to him. “I want you to do nothing. Just watch. How far would you be willing to go, Alfredo? Could you stay still while a stranger brushes against me, whispers something in my ear... while I smile and let him believe he has a chance? Would you let him caress my ass? Touch my thighs?”

Alfredo blinked, his mind teetering between the arousal rising up his spine —a fleeting image of her surrounded by other gazes, exposed and desired— and the possessive knot forming in his stomach. He slowly withdrew his hand from her thigh, as if it burned, and leaned back in his chair, his erection throbbing against the fabric of his pants. The waiter passed nearby, casting a quick glance at her neckline, and Alfredo felt a pang of something that wasn’t just jealousy: it was fuel for the fire she had just ignited.

“Are you serious, Valeria?” he asked, his voice breaking, leaning forward so only she could hear the tremor in his words. “Is this what ‘playing hard’ means? You want me to watch you flirt with strangers, to be a spectator while... what? They kiss your neck? They ask you to dance? Fuck, this isn’t a game of innuendos. That would be real, and I don’t know if I want to go that far.”

She didn’t laugh this time. Instead, she straightened in her chair, pulling up the strap with a casual gesture that barely covered what was necessary, but opening her legs wider, letting the skirt stay raised on her open thighs. She took her wine glass and drank a long sip, letting a drop slide down her chin to fall between her breasts, a path that invited to be licked. Her legs closed for an instant, only to open again under the table, brushing her foot against his in a caress that was both comfort and provocation.

“You said you’re willing to follow me,” she replied, her tone firm but tinged with an urgency that betrayed her own excitement, the blush rising up her exposed chest. “That you would go all the way, wherever I take you. Prove it, Alfredo. Not with words, or with stolen touches here. Prove it for real. Get up, ask for the check, and let’s go to that beach bar we saw earlier, the one full of groups of tourists with predatory smiles. Sit to one side, watch me, and don’t intervene. Let them approach me, buy me a drink, try to steal a kiss. And if you let me do it... if you can handle it... then I’ll know you’re really following me. That this isn’t just hot talk.”

Alfredo's pulse pounded in his ears, urging him to either stand up or drag her to the nearest bathroom and fuck her right there, against the cold wall, with the door barely closed. But something in her gaze—that mixture of pleading and fire—kept him in place. He asked for the check in a voice that sounded hoarser than usual, the waiter nodding with a discreet smile that seemed to know more than he should. While they waited, Valeria stood up first, smoothing her dress over her hips with a slowness that made the fabric cling to her curves. She extended her hand to him, and smiled decisively.

“Let's go,” she murmured, already standing. “The night is young, and I want it to burn. Are you coming... or staying in the routine?”

Alfredo stood up, the bulge in his pants impossible to completely hide, and followed her to the exit, the sea roaring below like an echo of the storm that had just been unleashed between them. The beach bar awaited them, with its dim lights and dancing shadows, a perfect setting to test how far his devotion would go. And deep down, a part of him—the darkest part, the one he would never admit to out loud—already yearned to see how she would shine under other gazes, only so he could extinguish her afterward with his own.

	The Game Begins 


They walked in silence along the gravel path that wound toward the beach, with the murmur of the sea accompanying them, seeming to fill the void between them. The night breeze of Menorca played with Valeria's dress, lifting the skirt in treacherous gusts that brushed against her bare thighs, and Alfredo, beside her, felt the weight of her words. Electricity crackled in the air, in every fleeting glance he cast at her, in the way she walked, as if she were already rehearsing the role she had claimed for that night.

The bar emerged before them like an improvised lighthouse: a wooden beach shack weathered by salt, with string lights hanging everywhere and chill out music playing in soft pulses. The terrace extended toward the sand, with wicker armchairs sunk into white cushions that invited laziness... or provocation. Valeria stopped at the edge, turning to him with that smile that was half invitation, half ultimatum.

“You go in first,” she told him, with complete certainty in what she wanted. “Order a drink, sit at the bar, and watch me from there. I'll stay here, on the terrace. Let the night flow and, above all, enjoy...”

Alfredo looked at her for a moment, the knot in his throat tightening at the reality that had just materialized. He nodded, but raised a hand to brush her cheek, a fleeting touch that was more of a plea than anything else.

“Just... keep an eye on your phone,” he murmured, his thumb tracing the arc of her lower lip. “Don't provoke a problem. Don't make me regret this.”

She smiled slightly, a sound that vibrated in his chest like an echo of desire, and took the phone from her tiny purse, showing it to him with a wink.

“Safe word: 'cala',” he proposed, referring to those hidden coves of the island where they had lost themselves so many times, kissing until dawn. “If I say it, or write it, everything stops. Agreed?”

“Agreed,” she confirmed, leaning in to brush his lips in a kiss that was more promise than passion. Then she slipped her hand between her legs, and took out the small piece of fig she had inserted into her pussy during dinner and put it in his mouth with a look full of lust.

“But don't write it too soon. The fun of all this is going a little beyond the usual.”

“Honey, there's nothing usual about this. But I'll try not to spoil your fun. Though I know it's going to be hard for me.”

“Don't forget the reward... The better time I have, the better the prize will be for you. Don't doubt it.”

Alfredo pushed the mosquito screen door and entered the bar. He ordered a gin and tonic at the counter, occupying a high stool with a direct view of the terrace through the open windows. His heart was beating hard as he searched for her silhouette among the shadows.

There she was, displaying herself with astonishing confidence. Valeria had sat in one of the deep armchairs on the terrace, reclining a bit more than necessary. She crossed her legs with deliberate slowness, and the skirt of her dress rode up to reveal the extent of her thighs: tanned and toned, with that soft curve that Alfredo knew by heart, waxed that very afternoon to the root, leaving the skin as smooth as silk. Her legs extended endlessly, with muscles tensing beneath the skin with each movement, inviting anyone's gaze to descend to where the skirt ended in a treacherous fold, barely covering the waxed triangle that throbbed with anticipation.

On her feet, the sandals with thin straps and dizzying red heels—the same ones she had chosen for dinner, now transformed into weapons of seduction—clung to her slender ankles, the straps gently biting into the flesh, accentuating the high arch of her feet and the shine of the crimson polish on her nails. Each time she crossed or uncrossed her legs, the heel scraped the wooden floor with a discreet click, a sound that reverberated in Alfredo's chest like a distant gunshot.

And the neckline... ah, the neckline was an open declaration of war. The loose black dress plunged into a deep "V" that framed the full curve of her breasts, supported only by the elasticity of the fabric and the memory of a bra that had never existed. The left strap, loose again, hung in a studied manner, allowing the upper edge of her left areola to peek out in a brown flash, hardened by the cool breeze that snaked in from the sea. With each breath, her breasts rose and fell in a hypnotic rhythm, the creamy skin sprinkled with light freckles that he had counted on past nights, now exposed to the curious gazes of those passing by the terrace: a group of Germans with unbuttoned shirts, laughing with beers in hand, who were already beginning to turn their heads toward her and nudge each other in complicity.

Valeria took out her phone, quickly typing a message—"Here I am. Watch me and enjoy."—before tucking it back into her purse and reclining further, opening her legs at a subtle but indecent angle, her skirt riding up another inch. Her eyes lifted toward the bar window, finding Alfredo's in the distance, and she smiled: a slow, predatory curve that said without words that the game had just begun.

A new group of Germans—three or four, with guttural accents and tight t-shirts that smelled of sunscreen and beer—approached, stumbling, drawn by the flash of her neckline and the scrape of her red sandals against the floor. One, the boldest, with tousled blond hair and a drunken tourist's smile, leaned over the arm of the chair, offering her a cigarette with a "Guten Abend, schöne Frau" that sounded more like a grunt than seduction.

She didn't even look up from her phone, where she pretended to check messages, her fingers sliding across the screen with an indifference that cut deeper than a verbal rejection. Another tried to sit beside her, accidentally—or not—brushing against the bare thigh exposed by her hiked-up skirt, but Valeria uncrossed her legs and dismissed them with a "Nein, danke," and a polite but icy smile that didn't reach her eyes, and they shuffled away muttering excuses, leaving behind the trail of cheap cologne and disappointment.

From the bar, Alfredo drained his glass. His heart was beating in an irregular rhythm that drowned out the music. It seemed that everything would amount to nothing, that Valeria's challenge was just a bluff to stoke the fire between them, and for a moment, relief washed over him like a balm. But then, he appeared: a man in his thirties, with the elegance of someone who knows he needs nothing more than his presence to be noticed. Tall, with broad shoulders under a navy linen shirt rolled up to the elbows, with suit pants that fell perfectly over gleaming Italian shoes. His dark hair, styled with calculated dishevelment, framed an angular face, with brown eyes that shone with predatory confidence, and three-day stubble that gave him a perfectly studied touch of carelessness. He wore a watch that caught the light of the string lights, a detail that quietly screamed discretion and money.

He approached without hesitation, but naturally, stopping a step away from the armchair with his hands in his pockets, as if this were the most normal thing in the world for him. “Good evening,” he said in fluent Spanish with a slight Catalan accent, his voice deep and velvety, like the rum they served at the bar. “I couldn’t help but notice that you seem to need better company than those drunk Germans. May I sit with you?”

Valeria looked up then, and something in her posture changed: her shoulders relaxed, her legs uncrossed with a slowness that let her skirt ride up another inch, revealing the beginning of that freshly waxed smoothness that pulsed beneath the fabric. Her green eyes locked onto his, not with the coldness from before, but with a curious, playful gleam, as if she had just found a new toy.

	— 	“Why not,” she responded, her voice a soft purr that made the man smile, victorious. “I’ll take a gin and tonic, double lime. And sit down, if you insist on being my savior.”




He raised a hand toward the waiter, who approached quickly with the familiarity of a local, and ordered the drinks with a naturalness that revealed frequent visits:

	— 	“Two gin and tonics, with the lime twist that the lady likes, and one without ice for me. Put it on my tab.” He sat down next to her in the adjacent chair, close enough for their knees to brush accidentally—or not—as he settled in, and the contact sent a visible current through Valeria’s body, who didn’t move away. Instead, she turned her torso toward him, the neckline plunging deeper into that generous curve of her breasts, the loose strap threatening to slip again and expose the nipple that was already standing erect against the thin fabric.




The man’s first attempts were subtle, like a hunter testing the ground before setting the trap. He started with the predictable, but wrapped in a charm that made him dangerous: “Where are you from, with that look that seems to have seen storms at sea? Madrid? I bet so; you have that authentic accent that doesn’t fade even with the breeze here.” Valeria laughed, a low and genuine sound that vibrated in her chest, and took the gin and tonic that the waiter placed on the low table between them, her fingers brushing his as she did so—a deliberate touch, prolonged a second too long.

“I’m Valeria,” she introduced herself, leaning forward slightly so that her neckline opened like a night flower, letting the light play on the creamy skin glistening with the light sweat that was beginning to pearl her body. “And you seem to know a lot about accents. Or is it that Madrid women usually fall at your feet?” He laughed, a warm sound that filled the space between them, and extended his hand to shake hers, but instead of letting go, he held it for a moment, his thumb tracing a gentle circle on the back of her wrist, a touch that was electric, exploratory.

“I’m Marc,” he replied, his eyes dropping for a fleeting second to her lips, then to her neckline, before returning to her face with feigned innocence. “And in my head, I’ve already taken you dancing under the stars, with that skirt that moves as if it wants to escape. Do you dance, Valeria? Or would you prefer I tell you the secrets this island holds?”

She didn’t respond immediately; instead, she drank from her gin and tonic, letting the acidic lime peel moisten her lips, and turned her head toward the bar window. There was Alfredo, his eyes fixed on them. Valeria looked at him directly, her green eyes narrowed in a challenge: an arched eyebrow, lips curved in a smile that was half mockery, half plea. “Watch me,” they said without words. “Prove to me that you can.” It was a challenge thrown into the salty air, a gauntlet she was throwing from the distance, and Alfredo’s pulse quickened, treacherously, as he watched Marc lean in closer, his hand now resting on the arm of the chair, a breath away from touching her thigh.

Alfredo felt nervousness climbing up his chest and his erection hardened again, mixing the jealousy that was beginning to hurt with a morbid curiosity that embarrassed him. He hesitated between barging in and dragging her back to the hotel or staying rooted there, watching as Marc’s finger now brushed the edge of her sandal, moving up her ankle with feigned casualness.

The conversation on the terrace flowed like the gin and tonic sliding down Valeria’s throat: cool at first, but with a heat that rose slowly, burning from within. Marc, with that confidence that didn’t ask permission, had stopped testing the waters; now he was claiming territory with the subtlety of a thief in the night. His finger, which had started at her ankle, tracing the strap of the sandal as if measuring the pulse of her skin, ascended with deliberate slowness up the curve of her calf, a light but insistent touch that made Valeria’s muscles tense beneath her dress. The salty air charged with electricity, and she didn’t pull away; on the contrary, she uncrossed her legs a little more, letting the skirt wrinkle on her thighs like a crumpled invitation.

“Tell me the truth, Valeria,” murmured Marc. He leaned toward her, his knee now pressing against hers, and the heat of his body filtering through the fine fabric of his pants. “That look in your eyes isn’t from someone who came to Menorca to read a book on the beach. What are you looking for tonight? A memory that makes you tremble at dawn, or something that leaves marks that won’t fade with the sun?”

His brown eyes locked with hers, but dropped fleetingly to her neckline, where the loose strap hung like an imminent threat, the hardened nipple peeking out from under the edge of the dress. Valeria felt her pulse quicken in her groin, that freshly shaved smoothness that still tingled from the razor’s passage, and she responded with a provocation that was pure sweet venom: she extended her hand and brushed his forearm, her red nails gently scratching the skin exposed by his rolled-up sleeve, leaving a pink trail that made him inhale deeply.

“I’m looking for what you’re offering, Marc,” she replied, in a velvety whisper that vibrated in the space between them, while her foot—freed from the sandal with a fluid movement—moved up the inside of his calf, the arch pressing with torturous slowness. “Something to make me forget my routine for a while. But tell me... what kind of marks do you leave? With your hands, or with something more... direct?”

From the bar, Alfredo watched everything like a voyeur trapped in his own hell: the brush of Marc’s fingers on his wife’s leg, the way she arched slightly toward him, the neckline plunging like a bottomless well. His glass had emptied, and he ordered another, a treacherous sweat running down his temple. He looked at his phone. It was a challenge, yes, but one that was tearing him apart: he wanted to barge in, reclaim her with a brutal kiss that would erase that smile from her lips, but the morbid curiosity held him back, already imagining how she would tell him about it later, breathless in the hotel bed.

Marc didn’t miss a beat; his audacity escalated like the high tide. He removed his finger from her calf only to place his entire hand on her bare thigh, just above the knee, his fingers opening in a possessive fan that brushed the edge of her skirt. The heat of his palm filtered through her skin, and Valeria looked at him directly—a gaze that was half surprise, half surrender—letting her own fingers climb up his arm to the collar of his shirt, unbuttoning the first button with a slowness that darkened Marc’s eyes.

“Marks that will last as long as you want them to,” he said, his mouth pressed against the lobe of her ear as he leaned further over her. His other hand rose to brush the loose strap, hooking it with his index finger and pulling gently downward. The dress yielded again, sliding down her shoulder and exposing the full curve of her left breast: the nipple, erect and exposed to the cool air, catching the amber light of the string lights like an indecent jewel. No one else on the terrace seemed to notice yet—or pretended not to—but Marc devoured it with his gaze, his thumb brushing the edge of the areola in a lazy circle that sent a direct charge to her center of pleasure.

“I like it. Erect, soft, sensitive…



Marc inserted his index finger into her mouth, which she licked lustfully. He brushed the excited nipple with his finger. Valeria didn’t cover herself; instead, she let herself go, arching her back to press her breast against his touch, the nipple hardening even more. Marc moved closer slowly. She shuddered under the rough brush of his beard when he bent his head and brushed his lips against her exposed skin, an open, wet kiss that left a shiny trail. Valeria’s hand on his thigh moved higher, finding the growing bulge in his pants, and she squeezed it with an audacity that surprised even herself, feeling how he tensed and grunted against her skin.

“Just a kiss?” she provoked, her voice broken by the pleasure already rising in her belly, while her foot climbed higher, pressing against his erection with a subtle rocking motion. “Go all in, Marc. Make the risk worth it.”

He raised his head, his lips wet, and looked at her with a hunger he didn’t disguise: his hand on her thigh suddenly moved up, slipping under her skirt to brush the smooth shaved skin of her pubis, his fingers finding the wetness that already betrayed her, sliding in an exploratory touch that made her bite her lip to stifle a moan. The world reduced to that touch—firm, invasive—and Valeria opened her legs a little more, letting herself go completely, her gaze returning to Alfredo for an instant: a final, fierce challenge that said “Hold on... or join in.” Marc didn’t stop; his index finger traced the contour of her swollen vaginal lips, pressing just enough to enter an inch, and she surrendered to the gasp that escaped her throat, the gin and tonic forgotten as the fire between them threatened to consume everything.

Marc's finger had just sunk a little deeper into Valeria's treacherous wetness, a touch that made her arch against the armchair, her exposed nipple still moist from his kiss, when the insistent buzz of her mobile phone shattered the spell like splintered glass. The device vibrated on the low table, between the half-empty glasses, and Valeria looked at it with a blink, pleasure evaporating in a wave of annoyance that tensed her jaw. She took the phone from her purse with trembling fingers, and there, on the screen illuminated by the amber light of the string lights, appeared Alfredo's message: a single word, raw and definitive.

“Cala.”

She made a slight clicking sound like a reproach. Valeria felt a knot in her stomach, a mixture of burning frustration and guilty relief that rose through her chest, making her nipple harden again, this time not from lust, but from the sudden cold of reality. Marc, with his hand still under her skirt, raised an eyebrow, his finger pausing at the edge of her entrance as if waiting for permission to continue.

“Everything okay?” he asked, his eyes fixed on her half-open eyes.

Valeria forced a smile, removing his hand from between her thighs with a slowness that was almost a farewell caress, and straightened up in the armchair, pulling up the strap of her dress with a quick gesture that barely covered what was necessary. Her left breast still throbbed, marked by the touch of his beard, a moist secret that made her aware of every breeze that brushed her skin.

“Sorry, Marc,” she excused herself, her voice husky but firm, tinged with that annoyance she couldn’t completely disguise. “I need to go to the bathroom for a moment. I’ll be right back, okay? Don’t move.”

He nodded, reluctantly, withdrawing his hand from her thigh and examining his fingers wet with her essence. Valeria rose with elegance, smoothing her skirt over her hips — which clung stickily to her sweaty skin — and walked seductively toward the door. With each step she felt the heat between her legs that wouldn’t subside, but the word “cala” echoed in her head like an alarm that had sounded too soon.

She entered the bar. It was suffocatingly hot, and she headed straight for the bathrooms at the back, a narrow hallway lit by dim, flickering light bulbs. There, leaning against the men’s room door with his arms crossed and jaw tense, was Alfredo. His white shirt was wrinkled at the collar, as if he’d run his hands through his hair a dozen times, and his eyes — those eyes that had watched her come undone on a thousand nights — looked at her with an incredulity bordering on pain, dark and feverish.

“What the fuck are you doing, Valeria?” he hissed in a furious whisper, straightening suddenly and blocking the door with his body. “Are you aware of what you’re doing? You let him touch you like that, in front of everyone, while I’m here like a fucking idiot watching? Is this what you meant by ‘playing hard’? Having some stranger fuck you on a terrace while I have to see how much I can bear to watch?”

She stopped a step away from him, her still-disheveled neckline brushing against his shirt. She looked at him, annoyed, with cheeks flushed not only from the gin and tonic, but from the anger rising in her throat and the excitement Marc’s caresses had provoked. She extended a hand and pushed him against the door, not forcefully, but with an urgency that was half plea, half challenge.

“Unbelievable, huh?” she replied, as her other hand moved up his chest, feeling the racing heartbeat beneath her palm. “Didn’t you say you’d follow me to the end? Or has seeing his lips on me made you realize that your ‘to the end’ has a very short limit, Alfredo?”

He stared at her, incredulous. Suddenly, his hands grabbed her hips, pulling her against him with a force that made her gasp. His erection pressed hard against her belly, and Alfredo lowered his head until his nose brushed against hers, inhaling her musky perfume now subtly mixed with Marc’s scent.

“I can’t believe it,” he murmured, his voice broken. His fingers dug into the flesh of her hips as if wanting to mark her again, just for him. “I saw you open yourself to him, let him pull down your strap, kiss your breast in front of everyone without caring who might see you. And I... God, I was going crazy, Valeria. I wanted to go out there and punch him in the face, but at the same time... at the same time I wanted to see you moan under his hand, just so I could fuck you afterward. Is that what you wanted? To humiliate and excite me at the same time? Because if so, you’ve succeeded. But tell me you weren’t going to let him go further. Tell me I didn’t send the safe word too late. Or too early. I don’t know what to think. You’ve completely thrown me off, damn it.”

Valeria felt a shiver run down her spine, the brush of her body against his rekindling the fire that Marc had ignited, but now tinged with something more intimate, more raw. She bit her lip, her nails scratching the nape of Alfredo’s neck as she stood on tiptoe, brushing her lips against his in a kiss that wasn’t a kiss, just a moist promise.

“It wasn’t too late,” she confessed, as one of her hands moved down his chest to the bulge in his pants, squeezing it with the same boldness she had used with Marc. “But almost. I wanted to see if you could handle it, if your surrender was real. And look at you... you’ve gotten hard as a rock just thinking about it. And now what, Alfredo? Are you going to drag me into the bathroom and fuck me against the wall to reclaim what you think is yours? Or do we go back to the terrace and tell Marc to join us, so you can see up close how I really tremble?”

He gasped against her neck, his incredulity dissolving into a brutal kiss that crushed her against the door, their tongues tangling in a battle of teeth and saliva. She responded at first, tangling her fingers in his hair and pulling hard, but then she pulled away completely aroused, her chest rising and falling with the agitated rhythm of her breathing.

“I can’t just tell Marc I’m leaving like this,” Valeria whispered. “Not after... after what happened. I don’t dare face him, see that disappointment in his face, or worse, what if he becomes violent? Besides, it would be like admitting everything was a mistake, that I’m nothing more than a tourist playing at being wild.”

Alfredo looked at her with disbelief still pounding in his chest, now tinged with a frustration that made him clench his fists. He released her hips, stepping back a pace.

“So what do you suggest?”

She shook her head, smoothing her dress with nervous hands. She turned toward the side hallway and confirmed that Marc was still on the terrace.

“It’s better if we leave through the other side,” she said, her tone firm but pleading, pointing to the establishment’s other door. “Discreetly. I’d rather disappear than have to give explanations. Please, Alfredo... let’s not complicate things further.”

He hesitated for a second, his pride battling with the desire to end this charade, but finally took her hand and guided her through the dark hallway, exiting onto the street through the back door. The salty air hit them full force, the sea in the distance, and they walked in silence to the main street, where they hailed a taxi. They got in without saying anything more than the hotel address before pulling away.

In the taxi, the silence thickened, broken only by the sound of the engine. Valeria leaned against the door, her legs crossed stiffly. She stared out the window, the reflection of her face blurry against the island lights, the flush on her cheeks not entirely faded. Alfredo, beside her, felt the space between them like an abyss: he wanted to scream, he wanted to touch her, he wanted to erase Marc’s ghost with his hands. Finally, he extended his hand and placed it on her knee, a gesture meant to be reconciliatory, his fingers gently caressing her smooth skin.

She didn’t react. Her body remained rigid, her gaze fixed on the outside, as if she didn’t entirely welcome that caress. Alfredo’s pulse quickened at her indifference or that silent rejection he perceived, and his hand moved slowly upward, tracing the inner curve of her thigh, seeking the warmth he knew still throbbed there, wet and treacherous. His fingers brushed the edge of her skirt, slipping under the fabric to caress between her legs, finding the exposed softness and the sticky trace of her arousal.

Valeria looked at him; she closed her legs with a sharp movement, trapping his hand in a squeeze that was clearly rejection. Cold and distant, she murmured:

“Not now.”

The taxi stopped in front of the hotel, and they got out in silence. The lobby was deserted at this hour, the receptionist dozing behind the counter, and they went up in the elevator without touching. The suite door opened with a beep, and they entered the room bathed in the silver moonlight filtering through the terrace open to the sea. The air smelled of fresh sheets, chlorine, and freshly cut grass from the garden below, but tension contaminated everything.

Valeria stopped in the center of the room, turning toward him slowly. The dress clung to her curves from the sweat on her skin. Her green eyes looked at him defiantly, fierce, with a gleam that was fury and desire intertwined. She crossed her arms under her chest, pushing her neckline upward in an unconscious gesture that both tempted and wounded him at the same time.

“And now what?” she asked. “Are you going to finish here what you wouldn’t let me finish with Marc?”

The challenge was the spark that ignited the powder keg. Alfredo looked at her for an eternal second, his chest rising and falling like a bellows, desire and rage creating a knot that made him tremble. He grabbed her by the nape of her neck, his fingers sinking into her loose hair. He pushed her against the wall next to the balcony and his mouth crashed against hers in a kiss that wasn’t tender, but invasive: teeth clashing, his tongue forcing entry, tasting her saliva.

“Slut,” he whispered against her mouth, while his free hand suddenly pulled down the side zipper of her dress, tearing the tight fabric until the silky black opened like a wound, exposing her breasts to the night air coming through the half-open door. “You’re a fucking slut who opens up for anyone who promises you a touch.”

Valeria gasped, the pain in her neck a delicious counterpoint to the heat rising from her pubis, and instead of resisting, she arched her body, displaying herself in all her splendor.

“Yes,” she hissed, her green eyes shining with a ferocity he had never seen before. “Yes, I’m a slut, Alfredo. And you... you were almost a pathetic cuckold, watching me spread my legs for that bastard on the terrace. Did you like it? Did you get hard imagining his cock inside me while you stood there, drink in hand like an idiot?”

Those words were like gasoline thrown on fire and Alfredo roared. His hand released her neck to move down to her right buttock, grabbing it with brute force before delivering a spank that echoed through the room. The soft skin of Valeria’s buttock immediately reddened and she let out a slight gasp. Alfredo didn’t wait: another spank, harder. His fingers left more visible red marks. Valeria writhed against the wall, her legs trembling, but she opened her thighs in a treacherous instinct, the heat between them dripping down her shaved thighs.

“You deserve this,” he said in her ear, suddenly turning her so she faced the wall. The dress fell to her feet, leaving her naked except for the red sandals still binding her ankles. “For provoking me, for letting him touch your pussy in front of me. I’m going to fuck you until you forget his name, until you beg for mine.”

His hands moved down to her buttocks, spreading them roughly, exposing that entrance shaved that very afternoon, smooth and virgin to foreign touches but pulsating with desire. Valeria placed her palms against the wall, and pushed her ass backward in a silent challenge, the previous spank still throbbing on her buttock. Alfredo didn’t hold back: he spat in his hand, a crude, animal gesture, and smeared the saliva on her anus with impatient fingers, pressing one first—hard, without mercy—that sank to the second knuckle, making her tense and moan, her body both resisting and yielding at the same time.

“It's going to hurt, you slut!...” he growled, as his other hand spanked her again. The pain amplified the pleasure, leaving her breathless with a sensation she had never felt before. “Is this what you wanted him to do to you? Open your ass in public?”

Another spank, and Valeria screamed his name —“Alfredo!”— but it didn't sound like a plea for him to stop, but rather for more. He withdrew his finger only to unbutton his pants, freeing his throbbing erection after a whole night of restraint and suffering. He pressed the head against her slippery entrance, pushing with brutal ferocity that opened her inch by inch, the ring of anal muscle yielding in a burning sensation that made her moan. He entered halfway on the first thrust, but on the second attempt, he pushed all the way in, until his pelvis collided with her reddened buttocks. She bit her lip almost to the point of bleeding, the pain a fire that merged with the forbidden pleasure, the walls of her rectum squeezing him in a display of vice and unbridled passion.

“More,” she gasped, pushing backward, her voice broken. “Spank me while you fuck my ass, you pathetic cuckold. Make it hurt enough so I don't forget who's in charge here.”

Alfredo obeyed, his hand falling in a rain of spanks, while he thrust deeper, each blow synchronized with the savage rhythm of his hips. Her anus sucked him in, tight and hot, and he felt like an animal. One hand on her hip to move her to his rhythm, and the other alternating between spanks that left her ass marked with redness and incipient bruises. Valeria trembled, tears of exertion and ecstasy rolling down her cheeks, but her body responded: her cunt dripping, empty and yearning, while he reclaimed her from behind in a fucking that was both punishment and twisted adoration.

Sweat beaded their skin, sticky and salty, and her buttocks turned red as ripe tomatoes, furrowed with marks that burned with each touch, with the spanks that didn't cease.

“How far were you willing to go, you slut? Would you have fucked him? That bastard, with his hand in your cunt as if it were his?”

Valeria gasped. She arched her body more in a surrender that bordered on submission, but that she saw differently. She composed herself and in an attempt to convey to Alfredo that she wouldn't be intimidated, pushed backward, impaling herself further, and let out a laugh choked in a moan. Alfredo responded to the provocation with another spank that fell like thunder on her sensitive flesh.

“Of course I would have,” she gasped, her voice ragged with ecstasy, sweat pearling her body and dampening her now disheveled mane. Below, between her legs, her anus burned, stretched to the limit by his savage penetration. “I would have let him tear my ass apart. And you would have watched... and jerked off, Alfredo, with your cock in your hand like an excited loser, watching me scream with pleasure.”

Alfredo roared, the perversity of her words pushing him to the edge. He felt himself hardening even more inside her, and spanked her viciously twice in a row on the same buttock. In a paroxysm of uncontrolled excitement, he grabbed her hair and pulled back, arching her to the limit.

“Would that excite you?” Alfredo asked with rage. “To see yourself fucked by someone else, you slut? To have him tear your ass apart while I watch?”

Valeria moaned increasingly louder. The pull on her hair kept her arched with her empty cunt dripping down her thighs. She writhed against him, squeezing him tighter, and spat the words like sweet poison, between gasps that broke off.

“Yes... I want you to see me fucked by someone else,” she confessed, her voice a feverish whisper, as another spank made her contract. “To see how I open up for him, how he fills me where you can't reach.”

“By someone else?” he growled, pausing for an eternal moment, buried to the hilt, his hand falling in a final spank that made her scream.

“By others,” she replied, pushing backward with a ferocity that caught him off guard, fucking herself on his cock while the words poured out in a torrent. “Two guys. I want to be fucked by two guys at once... one in my cunt, another in my ass, and you watching, Alfredo, with your hand on your cock, begging for a turn that will never come.”

Valeria's words, that torrent of dirty confessions, of “others” and “two guys” fucking her at once, were the final trigger, a poison that ran through Alfredo's veins like liquid fire. His cock, buried in the wet heat of her rectum, throbbed with an urgency that blinded him, each thrust more erratic, more desperate, while his spanks became irregular, falling on her reddened buttocks like lost lashes. Sweat streamed down their bodies, mixing with the musky aroma of their bodies, and the sea outside seemed to roar in synchrony with their moans.

“I... I can't take it anymore,” he growled, as he pulled harder and harder on Valeria's hair to arch her neck while the orgasm hit him like lightning. “I'm coming, fuck... I'm coming inside you, slut.”

Valeria, her body trembling on the edge of her own orgasm, felt his pulse swelling inside her, the prelude to the explosion that would fill her. But it wasn't enough; she wanted more, wanted to reclaim him in the most indecent way, the most hers. She pushed back one last time, squeezing him in a spasm that made him curse, and then pulled away with a fluid movement, turning in a movement of feverish flesh to fall to her knees before him, with the red sandals as the only vestige of the clothes she had put on to seduce. The dress lay forgotten, a ball of wrinkled fabric at her feet.

“No,” she commanded, “The cum in my mouth. Come in my mouth, Alfredo. I want to taste you, to swallow what you've been accumulating in your cuckold role.”

He looked down at her, incredulous and possessed, and couldn't resist: one hand on her nape, the other guiding his cock toward those swollen red lips, open and expectant. Valeria didn't wait; her tongue emerged, licking the sensitive tip in quick circles, sucking the head with a hunger that made him arch, the muscles of his abdomen contracting in visible waves. The first jet came like a whiplash, hot and thick, hitting the inside of her right cheek with enough force that she felt the salty impact, the semen accumulating on her tongue like a viscous offering. He thrust forward, fucking her mouth in short, brutal strokes while ejaculating: the second pulse filling her palate, creamy and abundant, sliding from the corners of her lips in white threads that dripped down her chin until splattering her breasts; the third, weaker but insistent, accumulating at the back of her throat until she coughed slightly, the bitter and metallic taste invading her senses, mixing with the residual gin and tonic and the echo of a night of complete madness.

Valeria didn't swallow it; she kept it there. She felt aroused with her mouth full of his hot essence, lips closed around the still-pulsating glans of his cock while she licked the last remnants with feline delicacy, her green eyes raised toward him in triumphant defiance, the earlier tears drying on her cheeks. Alfredo was panting, his knees weakening as he placed a hand against the wall to keep from falling.

Then, without warning, she stood up with predatory grace, the semen still bubbling in her mouth, and pulled him toward her. Her lips crashed against his in a kiss that was pure profanation: open, wet, forced, her tongue pushing the salty, thick load into Alfredo's mouth in a viscous exchange that made him choke at first, the taste of himself mixed with hers invading his palate in a twisted communion. He grunted, licking the semen from her lips with an avidity that bordered on desperation, swallowing what she gave him while their tongues tangled in a dance of saliva and forbidden pleasure, the kiss prolonging until the last trace dissolved between them, leaving only the echo of their shared breath and accelerated pulse.

After a few moments of rest, they returned to the charge in a frenzy of lust that had made them lose control. When they finished, exhausted, they lay on their backs on the suite's bed, the sheets rumpled like a battlefield where sweat and fluids dried in irregular stains. The Menorcan moon filtered through the half-open curtains, tinting their naked bodies in silvery blue that highlighted the marks on Valeria's buttocks, red and throbbing. A map of spanks that would take days to fade. The air smelled of raw sex: musk, residual semen, and traces of their secretions. Neither covered themselves; she with her legs slightly open, her pussy still swollen and wet, he with his chest rising and falling in heavy breaths, his cock flaccid, but his heart beating as if he were still inside her.

Too many things had happened that night: the dinner with double meanings, the terrace with Marc and his invasive hand, the taxi loaded with piercing silence, and then that brutal fuck that had been catharsis and confession in equal parts. Alfredo turned his head toward the ceiling with his eyes fixed on the exposed wooden beams, while his mind spun like a whirlwind. The excitement had possessed him—seeing her exposed, hearing her confess forbidden desires—but now, in the post-orgasmic silence, fear crept in like cold fog. Had they opened a door that should have always remained closed? A crack in their five-year marriage, forged in comfortable routines and predictable kisses, that now let in hurricane winds? He imagined Marc laughing on the terrace, alone, and then her with two men fucking her mercilessly, and him watching like a spectator who paid to see a show. The kink excited him, but panic gripped him: what if he couldn't close that door? What if he lost her in the process?

Beside him, Valeria lay still, but her body also transmitted the storm raging within her. She was aroused, feeling a dull and constant tingling between her legs that wasn't extinguished by the semen she still felt in her mouth, the shared kiss that had been her dirtiest victory. She thought about what could have happened: Marc's finger sinking deeper, his cock replacing Alfredo's in her shaved anus, the taste of a stranger in her mouth while Alfredo watched. But it wasn't just the “could have”; now she knew she wanted it to happen. She wanted that total surrender, that loss of control that routine had eroded. Her hand, almost without thinking, moved slowly down her belly, brushing the soft, exposed triangle of her pubis, a finger tracing lazy circles around her sore clitoris, without quite touching it. The touch made her bite her lip, a stifled moan escaping her throat, and she turned her head toward him, green eyes shining in the dimness with a mixture of tenderness and renewed hunger.

“Alfredo,” she whispered at last, breaking the silence, “You keep thinking. I can hear it in your breathing. Tell me... are you still scared, or maybe you're seriously considering it?”

He swallowed hard and turned his face toward her, meeting her gaze. His hand, instinctively, covered hers between her legs, stopping the touch, but without removing it.

“A bit of everything,” he admitted, his voice deep, loaded with that vulnerability that only emerged on nights like this. “It excites me so much it hurts, Valeria. I'm fucking terrified by what happened tonight... what if we can't go back? What if when we return to Madrid this consumes us alive?”

She smiled, that mischievous curve that had made him fall in love and now terrified him, and turned toward him, resting her head on his shoulder while her free hand traced the line of his jaw, moving down his chest until brushing his semi-erect cock, a light touch that made him inhale deeply.

“Then let's not go back,” she murmured, her warm breath against his skin. “Let's make it real.”

Alfredo suddenly sat up, as if an invisible spring had catapulted him upward. The room, still charged with the thick aroma of sex, seemed to shrink around him. His face, illuminated by the ashen light, was pale beneath his incipient beard, eyes wide open with a terror that was pure panic, that of a man who had just peered over the edge of a precipice and had seen, for an instant, the void below. He turned toward her and looked at her as if she were a stranger who had occupied his wife's body.

“Are you serious, Valeria?” he asked, running his fingers through his disheveled hair as if trying to tear out his thoughts. “Two guys? Really? In our real life, not in some porn movie? Jesus, Valeria... what are we doing? Is this what you want? For me to watch you... to watch you with other men and just stand there like an idiot?”

Valeria felt the change in the air like a slap as she observed his expression. She noticed it wasn’t excitement shining in his eyes, but genuine terror—the look of someone who had seen his world of five years of marriage cracking under the weight of a confession too raw. She sat up slowly. She felt her sensitive nipples brush against the fabric. She extended a hand toward his shoulder but stopped halfway, aware that she had crossed an invisible line, one that separated play from a real problem. Her heart pounded in her chest, not from desire now, but from a regret that terrified her: she had pushed too far, stoked the fire to a point that threatened to burn them both.

“Hey, hey, stop,” she said, her voice soft but firm, backtracking with the grace of someone taking a step back without completely stumbling, as she sat closer, brushing his thigh with her knee in a touch meant to be conciliatory. “No, Alfredo, I’m not serious. I mean... yes, I said it, and in the heat of the moment, with your cock in my mouth and my ass burning from your spanking, it sounded like the hottest fantasy in the world. But that’s all they are: fantasies. Dirty talk to make us come harder, to make you feel like you’re breaking me and make me feel like I’m controlling you. I’m not going to a swingers’ bar tomorrow with a little sign saying ‘available wife.’ God, can you imagine? It’s fun to fantasize about, but in practice... catastrophic?”

The terror in Alfredo’s gaze softened a bit at the humor she injected like an antidote, and his mouth twisted into a smile that, although it didn’t reach his eyes, seemed sincere to her. He let himself fall back against the headboard, exhaling a shaky sigh, but his hand sought hers, intertwining their fingers with an urgency that was almost childlike.

“Really, my pathetic cuckold,” she joked, with a touch of humor that brought lightness to her tone, but with a tenderness that made him lower his guard and relax. “Fantasies for crazy nights in Menorca, not for the couch at home with Netflix. And now promise me you won’t wake up at six in the morning thinking I’m some out-of-control nymphomaniac. Because if you do, I’ll spank you instead, and believe me, it’ll hurt more.”

Alfredo let out a brief laugh, the sound liberating, and pulled her toward him, kissing her forehead with a pressure that conveyed both relief and renewed possession. Fear still lurked at the edges, a shadow that wouldn’t completely disappear that night, but her humor—that ironic balm that had always been his lifeline—kept him afloat. They stayed like that, intertwined in a silence that was now complicit, the sea whispering promises of a new day where lines wouldn’t be crossed... or perhaps, just perhaps, they might brush against each other a little more.

“It’s been a crazy night,” he finally murmured against her ear, his other hand tracing lazy circles on the curve of her back, moving down to her marked buttock where the spanks still throbbed. “It all started with that dinner, with your feet under the table and that dress that drove me crazy... and ended with... with this. With us talking about things we wouldn’t have dreamed of saying a year ago. What the hell happened to us, Valeria? Is it the island, or was routine suffocating us without us realizing it?”

She lifted her head slightly, resting her chin on his sternum, her green eyes meeting his in the moonlit dimness. A slight smile curved her lips, but it wasn’t the mischievous one from before; it was soft, almost vulnerable, as if his words had touched a wound she didn’t know she carried.

“What happened is that we let ourselves go,” she replied, her voice a soft thread, while her fingers played with the hair on his chest, tracing distracted spirals. “That, for once, instead of hiding what really excites us, we let it out. And it hurts, doesn’t it? But it also... liberates. As if we’d opened a window in a room that had been closed for too long.”

Alfredo nodded slowly, but his expression darkened, the earlier fear appearing again in the furrow of his brow. He tightened the embrace, as if afraid she might evaporate, and his voice dropped to a hoarse whisper, laden with a raw honesty that was difficult for him to express.

“I almost died when I saw you in another man’s arms,” he confessed, the words coming out like an exile, his hand stopping at the curve of her hip. “There, on that terrace, with his mouth on your breast and his hand... fuck, Valeria, his hand between your legs. I felt my heart stop. It wasn’t just jealousy; it was like having a piece of me torn away. I wanted to kill him, drag you back, but at the same time... I couldn’t move. It was like watching my worst nightmare and my dirtiest dream at the same time.”

Valeria remained silent then, her body motionless against his, her chest rising and falling in a measured rhythm that betrayed her internal struggle. There was no easy answer to that; her eyes got lost in the ceiling, where the shadows of the curtains danced, swayed by the breeze. The silence stretched, heavy but not uncomfortable, broken only by the distant murmur of the waves, as she chewed on her words and her silences in the darkness.

	A day at a very special beach


She raised her head, brushing the edge of his jaw with her lips in a fleeting, almost chaste kiss, before breaking the silence with a soft but determined voice, as if she had been pondering the plan throughout the silence.

“I don’t want to go to the hotel pool,” she said, her fingers tracing an absent-minded pattern on his chest, moving down to his navel in a touch that was both innocent and provocative. “It’s too... predictable. Let’s find a nude beach, something wild, far from tourists with their striped towels and their sunscreens with SPF fifty.”

Alfredo tensed beneath her, propping himself up on his elbow to look at her in astonishment, eyes wide open in the dim light, as if he’d just heard her propose skydiving without a parachute. The fear from the previous night, which had begun to dissipate, resurfaced in a flash: another door left ajar, so soon after the storm? His hand, still on the curve of her back, stopped, fingers rigid against her skin.

“A nude beach?” he repeated, his voice an incredulous whisper, eyebrow arched in a mixture of alarm and fascination. “Seriously, Valeria? After what happened tonight? Damn, didn’t we have enough adrenaline yesterday? Or are you trying to finish me off completely?”

She laughed softly and sat up, straddling his hips with a feline movement, the sheets sliding away to reveal her breasts and the pink marks on her buttocks that still burned slightly. Her green eyes sparkled with renewed mischief, but there was seriousness underneath, a genuine yearning to break the invisible chains.

“We’re on vacation, Alfredo,” she explained, her voice a soft purr as she leaned down to brush her nose against his, an intimate gesture that contrasted with the boldness of her words. “I want to feel free, without rules, without judgmental looks from the edge of the pool. Just the sun on my skin, the sea lapping at my feet... and nothing else. Doesn’t that tempt you? Imagine us there, naked, free.”

He swallowed, his pulse quickening under her touch, and reached for the nightstand, grabbing the phone he’d left charging. The screen lit up and he typed with clumsy fingers—“nude beaches Menorca hidden coves difficult access”—while glancing at her, as if afraid she might vanish if he blinked. The results appeared in a torrent: Binigaus, Macarelleta, but his eyes fixed on one that promised exactly what she was looking for: Cala Trebalúger, a pristine cove in the south of the island, with white sand and crystal-clear turquoise waters, surrounded by pine trees and cliffs that made it a paradise difficult to access. It could only be reached by a steep, wooded path almost a kilometer long, which guaranteed privacy... or at least, a selective intimacy.

“Look at this,” he murmured, turning the screen toward her, his voice a thread between excitement and vertigo. “Cala Trebalúger. Spectacular, they say. Water like a mirror, but you have to go down a goat path that looks like something out of an adventure movie. Nudist, pristine... and almost deserted if we get there early.”

Valeria leaned over the phone and smiled with a slowness and complicity that made Alfredo’s heart skip a beat. She turned off the screen with a casual gesture and lay back down, but this time her hand traveled down his stomach, stopping at the edge of his shaved pubis.

“Perfect,” she whispered, her eyes locked on his with an intensity that stripped him more than any stranger’s gaze. “I promise I’ll exhibit myself naked in front of everyone there. I’ll walk on the sand with the sun kissing every inch of my skin... and I’ll let them look at me. Would you like to see how they devour me with their eyes, Alfredo? Those strangers imagining what only you can touch?”

The Mediterranean sun rose lazily over the horizon, painting the sky a salmon pink that reflected on the calm waters of Cala Trebalúger like an impressionist canvas. They had arrived early, after a silent breakfast at the hotel where the words from the night before floated like ghosts not fully exorcised: promises of freedom, whispered fears, and her promise—“I’ll exhibit myself naked in front of everyone”—which had made Alfredo drive the rental car along the winding road with his pulse throbbing in his temples. The descent path had been challenging: loose stones, pine trees scratching at their ankles, and the echo of their nervous laughter to dispel the tension. Now, the cove stretched before them like a perfect scene created by an artist’s hand: fine white sand, turquoise waters lapping the shore with gentle waves, and only a handful of figures scattered across the beach. It wasn’t a crowded paradise, but enough for gazes to exist.

Valeria set the backpack on the sand with a sigh of relief, the translucent sarong she had chosen—a semi-transparent white linen veil, loosely tied at the neck and brushing against her thighs—billowing in the sea breeze. Underneath, nothing: just her sensitive skin, nipples already hardening against the thin fabric from the touch of the cool air. She turned to Alfredo, who was spreading out the large towel with clumsy hands, his tight black swimsuit betraying the incipient bulge that mere anticipation had awakened.

“Here we are,” she said, her voice a playful purr that cut through the silence of the cove, as she approached him and brushed his arm with her fingers, a touch that was like a spark. “Free at last. Ready for the ritual?”

He looked up, dark eyes fixed on the sarong that revealed glimpses of her curves, and nodded nervously, not quite knowing what to expect.

“Damn, Valeria... you already have me at the edge and you haven’t even started,” he murmured, his gaze drifting for a moment toward a group of bathers chatting obliviously about fifty meters away, close enough to see what was happening if they looked in their direction.

She smiled, mischievously, and stepped back, her back to the sea but facing the cove, facing the world that was beginning to wake up. The sarong pulled taut against her silhouette as she raised her arms above her head, stretching like a cat in the sun, the fabric clinging to her breasts in a silhouette that was an indecent promise: dark nipples clearly visible, the curve of her hips widening in a hypnotic arc. She untied the knot at her neck with deliberate slowness and let the sarong fall, sliding down her shoulders, brushing her breasts on its descent—a touch that made her bite her lip—until it ended at her ankles.

Completely naked, her creamy skin exposed to the rising sun that bathed her, Valeria stood still for a second, letting the heat kiss her inch by inch: the flat stomach, wide hips, smooth shaved pubis that shone without shadows, buttocks still flushed from the previous night’s spanking. She then turned slowly, facing Alfredo but with her body oriented toward the cove, toward those distant figures who were beginning to look up: a couple of young guys lying less than thirty meters away, or the dark-haired man in his forties with the tattooed torso already turning his head shamelessly, his eyes devouring her in a sweep that was pure hunger.

“Do you see how they’re already looking at me?” she whispered, her voice a velvety thread that only he could hear, as she walked a step toward him, the sarong forgotten on the sand, her breasts swaying with feline naturalness. “Just from taking it off. Their eyes on my skin... as if they want to lick every mark you left on me last night. Does it excite you, Alfredo?”

He suddenly stood up from the half-spread towel, his erection now evident beneath his swimsuit, and looked at her with a mixture of panic and lust that reddened his cheeks. The young couple murmured something, one laughing under his breath, and Alfredo felt vertigo rising in his chest, but his hand was already seeking hers, pulling to bring her closer.

“Come here, you slut,” he growled, his voice husky, as he drew her against his bare chest, the heat of their bodies colliding like a promise. “You’re not pushing me to the limit, no... you’re taking me to the edge of the abyss.”

Valeria pulled away from Alfredo’s arms with a flirtatious twist that made her breasts bounce freely in the salty air, exposed to the morning sun that was already warming her exposed skin like an avid caress. Cala Trebalúger was buzzing with deceptive stillness: more groups of tourists had appeared and spread their towels a little closer, their murmurs reaching them more clearly now, and the tattooed man was now watching with his gaze shifting every few seconds toward her. Valeria felt those eyes like invisible fingers brushing her body—her shaved pubis, her buttocks still pink from the night’s spanking, her nipples hardened by the breeze and adrenaline—and instead of covering herself, she let the arousal course through her like an electric current, hardening her clitoris.

“Help me spread this.” she said, handing him a bottle of suntan oil. “I want to shine for them... so they die of desire for what only you can have.”

She lay on her back on the large towel, with her legs slightly parted at an angle that left the smooth triangle of her pubis exposed to the sun and nearby gazes. The heat from the sand rose from below, filtering into her back, while the sea licked the shore a few meters away, a rhythmic counterpoint to her quickened pulse. Alfredo knelt beside her, his swimsuit taut against his growing erection, and took the bottle, pouring a generous stream into his palm: the oil was warm, with a coconut aroma that mingled with the saltiness.

“Start with the shoulders,” she requested, but her tone was playful, dominant, as she arched her back so her breasts rose like offerings, her erect nipples pointing skyward like arrows. “But slowly, love. I want it to last... I want them to see everything.”

He obeyed, spreading the oil on her shoulders with circular movements, the liquid extending into a shine that made her skin gleam. Valeria sighed, a low and falsely innocent sound that drew a direct look from the tattooed man, who sat up on his towel to "adjust" his umbrella. His hands moved down her arms, tracing veins and curves, but Valeria had already taken over: she snatched the bottle and poured a stream directly onto her left breast, the oil falling in a thick thread that slid down the full curve, soaking the areola and dripping to the valley between her breasts. The liquid was warm, viscous, and spread with a tickle that made her giggle.

“How nice!” she exclaimed, as her fingers sank into the oil, massaging her breast with torturous slowness: her thumb and index finger pinching the nipple, pulling it until it darkened and glistened with excitement, the oil smoothly lubricating each touch. “Look how my tits shine,... oiled up like a whore ready to be fucked. Do you see that bastard over there? The tattooed one... I bet he’s getting turned on just watching me play with my nipples. I love it... it makes my pussy run like a river.”

Alfredo held his breath, his gaze jumping between her body and the distant group. Seeing his wife like this was a new experience for him. Arousal and jealousy mixed in a strangely exciting combination. The tattooed man, who was now smoking a cigarette with his eyes fixed on Valeria, had crossed an arm over his lap as if trying to hide a growing erection. Alfredo, while pouring more oil into his palm and spreading it over Valeria’s belly, observed that they had become the attraction of the beach. He slid his hand over Valeria’s warmed body, with the liquid sliding down her skin, accumulating in her navel in a pearly drop that she licked with a playful finger, sucking it with a movement full of lust. She laughed, a guttural and lascivious sound, and took the bottle again, tilting it over her pubis: the stream fell directly onto her shaved mound, soaking the smooth skin in a shine that made her outer lips gleam like moist petals, the oil filtering toward the crease and dripping to her entrance, where it mixed with the wetness that already betrayed her.

“Fuck, this is... amazing,” she moaned, as her fingers moved down, opening her lips with her index finger and thumb in an explicit gesture, the oil dripping over her swollen clitoris that peeked out pink and throbbing. “Look how I’m coating my pussy,... slippery, open to the sun, to their perverted eyes. Feel this...” She extended an oiled hand and grabbed his, guiding it between her thighs so his fingers brushed the soaked heat, her clitoris hardening under their shared touch. “I’m so wet that the oil is mixing with my lubrication. Can you imagine if I put my fingers in now? If I came here, in front of everyone, screaming like a bitch in heat... that tattooed guy would come running to lick it.”

The ritual then became complete, a deliberate and exhibitionist masturbation that made the air in the cove thicken with her scent: Valeria sank two fingers into her pussy, the oil facilitating penetration with a wet and obscene sound, wisely curving them to brush that internal spot that made her arch, her breasts bouncing with each movement of her hand. Her thumb pressed her clitoris in quick circles before moving to less sensitive areas, the oil flying in fine droplets that spattered the towel and sand, while her other hand returned to her breasts, alternating pinches and massages that left her skin reddened and shining. She moaned without restraint. The tattooed man watched her shamelessly while the two young men whispered with wolfish smiles, one taking out his phone as if wanting to immortalize the spectacle.

Alfredo was paralyzed beside her. Valeria looked at him then with half-closed eyes, her face flushed and lips parted in an expression of pleasure, oil or a drop of saliva pearling on her chin where a droplet had slid down.

“Come... help me with my back now,” she panted, sitting up just enough to turn face down, her buttocks raised in an indecent curve, the pink marks from the spanking gleaming under the sun. “Spread it here, where it still hurts from last night... and let them see your hands on my ass. Spread my cheeks. Let them see everything you touch, but imagine it’s their tongues licking off the oil.”

Her knees separated a bit more, and she raised her ass to offer a perfect view on all fours. Her thighs trembled slightly, and she arched her back in a curve that lifted her exposed backside with her shaved, sensitive anus still throbbing from the memory of the night before. Alfredo, kneeling beside her with the bottle in hand, poured a generous stream directly over the curve of her crack: the oil fell in a thick, warm thread, sliding over the reddened skin, soaking the marks and filtering toward the forbidden fold, where it mixed with the moisture already dripping from her pussy, treacherous and abundant.

“Fuck, yes... there,” she moaned, pushing her hips upward, offering her ass like an indecent offering. “Feel how hot it is from the torture and your spanking last night..., the oil makes it burn more, like you’re fucking me again. Put a finger in me.”

He obeyed with a choked gasp, his oiled fingers sliding over the greased flesh: first a broad caress over her buttocks, massaging the marks with firm thumbs that pressed just enough to draw a hiss of pleasure from her. The observers had fallen completely silent and kept their eyes fixed on the scene like wolves on the prowl—the tattooed man with the cigarette forgotten between his lips took out his phone from a backpack and began recording them without the slightest care about being seen. Alfredo felt vertigo climbing up his chest, his cock painfully hard against his swimsuit, but he couldn’t stop: his fingers slid toward the center, roughly spreading her buttocks, his index finger circling her anus in an oiled motion that made her contract, and then moving down to her pussy, where he plunged two fingers suddenly into the soaked entrance.

Valeria swayed her ass from side to side. Her loose hair stuck to her sweaty cheek while her hips moved in an instinctive back-and-forth, fucking herself on his fingers as if they were a cock. “Look how I’m dripping, Alfredo... the oil and my wetness mixed, dripping down my thighs like a bitch in heat. Is that tattooed bastard touching himself yet? Can you see him? I bet he’s jerking off while imagining licking my ass. It makes me so horny... thinking they’re masturbating to me...”

“Valeria... That guy is recording us. Let’s hope we don’t end up on some porn site...”

“Fucking awesome. Your little wife being the object of desire for millions of jerkers. What more could you ask for?”

Valeria reached back with one hand, grabbing his wrist to guide him faster, while her other hand went between her legs from the front, her thumb pressing her clit in frantic circles, the oil facilitating the friction. Her body tensed and she moaned shamelessly, the profanities flowing in a torrent between gasps: “Fuck, yes... tear my pussy apart with your fingers, you bastard... and let them record me. I’d like to know how many times they’ll jerk off watching me.” The orgasm hit her like a wave, her vagina convulsing around his fingers in perceptible spasms, a hot, clear stream splashing onto the towel and her thighs, the muffled moan escaping her throat in a “Holy shit!” that made the tattooed man start masturbating while recording the scene.

Alfredo held her as she trembled, withdrawing his fingers slowly so as not to break the spell, his own excitement throbbing beneath his swimsuit: who was this woman? Valeria, his Valeria of romantic dinners and quiet weekends, had never been like this—had never even considered going topless, and at that moment, she seemed like a nymphomaniac about to lose what little composure she had left. Fear and arousal tangled in his chest, a knot that excited and terrified him in equal measure.

She rose slowly, her body gleaming with oil and sweat, her face flushed and green eyes shining. She turned toward him, brushing his erection with her bare foot in a playful touch and smiled at him with that sensuality that disarmed him.

“Come,” she said, her voice husky and satisfied, as she stood up. “Let’s take a walk on the beach. After this... let’s go for a walk. I want them to see me properly, and I want you to take photos. Lots of them. So that later, in the room, we can look at them and come again. You’ll have a memory of the best vacation of your life.”

Alfredo looked at her, dumbfounded, his phone already in hand by instinct, but his mind silently screaming: What’s happening to you, Valeria? This isn’t you... or maybe it is, and I never saw it. He followed her steps toward the shore, his heart pounding in his throat, while she walked ahead, her hips swaying with a freedom that seemed to defy the sun itself.

Valeria stopped at the shoreline and turned toward him, posing like a porn actress in an improvised session: one hand on her hip, the other raised to gather her hair in a messy bun that left her neck exposed, her body arched in a perfect S that pushed her breasts forward, her oiled nipples gleaming like jewels. “Do I look good like this?” she asked with a smile, turning sideways so the sun would capture the curve of her ass, one leg flexed to accentuate the arch of her foot in the wet sand. Then, more boldly: she leaned forward, hands on her knees, her ass raised toward the beach and the distant gazes, her still swollen and glistening pussy peeking between her spread thighs. “Another one like this, but with my tongue out... as if I were begging for cock.” Alfredo took photos with his trembling phone, the zoom betraying his erratic pulse, each pose—her on her knees in the foam, fingers brushing her parted lips; her back turned, bending to pick up a shell that left everything exposed—pushing him to the limit of his confusion.

The walk along the shore continued for quite a while. She posed shamelessly. The verbal fantasy flowed from her lips: “Look how they’re watching me, Alfredo..., doesn’t it turn you on? Don’t you want to see me like this, broken and dirty for you afterward?”

“That's enough, Valeria,” Alfredo murmured. “Damn it, Valeria... let's go. Now. This... is getting out of control.”

She looked at him and nodded without protest. They hurriedly gathered the towel and the sarong, she wrapping herself in the translucent fabric with a fluid movement that barely concealed the essentials, and they climbed back up the steep path to the car. She squeezed Alfredo's hand for a second and gave him a mischievous smile.

The journey back to the hotel was a slow ascent along winding roads, with the midday heat filtering through the open windows. Alfredo drove with his hands on the wheel and his eyes fixed on the road that disappeared among pines and cliffs, but his mind was a whirlwind of images, dirty words, and gestures that echoed like a lascivious refrain. Valeria sat in the passenger seat with the sarong wrapped around her body, legs crossed and head leaning against the window, gazing at the sea relaxedly.

“What the hell is wrong with you, Valeria?” he asked in a deep, trembling voice, slowing down at a curve to glance at her. “Since when are you... like this? You wouldn't even go topless before, and now look at the scene you've created at the beach. Damn, you seem like a different person. My wife doesn't... doesn't come in public shouting obscenities, doesn't pose like an amateur porn actress. Is it the island? The heat? Or is there something you haven't told me?”

She turned her head slowly and exhaled a long sigh. The wind coming through the windows played with her loose strands, and for a moment, she seemed smaller, more vulnerable, the goddess of the cove reduced to the woman he knew from exhausting shifts and cold dinners.

“Vacations are for enjoying yourself, Alfredo,” she finally said, her voice soft but firm, tinged with a fatigue he recognized instantly, that of sleepless nights. “For letting go, for breathing without the clock suffocating you. I feel like the life we lead is suffocating us... from the hospital to home, long shifts, on-call duties that leave me exhausted, smelling of disinfectant and other people's death. I get home and it's always the same: quick dinners, bills, the crowded subway. I want to feel alive, damn it... not just survive.”

He gripped the steering wheel. Surprise mingled with a pang of guilt, because deep down he knew that his days at the office, predictable and gray, weren't much better.

“That's real life, Valeria,” he replied, almost paternally. “The hospital, the shifts, the routine... it's our life, and I don't think it's so bad. We can't live on a nudist beach forever, posing and living in a fantasy. What will happen when we go back? Will you still want to 'enjoy yourself' like that on the rush-hour subway?”

She looked at him intently then, the sarong slipping a little from her shoulder in an unconscious gesture, but with a harder expression.

“Real life is disgusting, Alfredo,” she spat the words. “It's a shitty cycle that steals our breath, leaves us dry as mummies. And if we don't break it here, on this vacation, when? At retirement, when we no longer have the strength to scream? I don't want to suffocate anymore... I want to burn, even if it's just for a while.”

	The Proposal


The room still smelled of sex. The phone clock showed three-thirty, and in the silence, only the hum of the air conditioning at full blast could be heard. Alfredo lay on his back, one hand under his head, staring at the ceiling. Valeria was smoking, wrapped in the sheet, her gaze lost in some invisible point in the air.

They had returned from the beach and hadn't even gone to eat. They made love again, roughly, savagely. Without words, without tenderness, with a fervor that bordered on the unknown. And now, when the body finally calmed down, a question remained floating between them, dense, inevitable.

“What are you looking for, Valeria?” Alfredo asked, without looking at her.

She exhaled the smoke slowly, almost listlessly.

“I don't know... maybe I just wanted to break the routine,” she said, and shrugged. “To feel something different, even if just for a while.”

Alfredo turned his head toward her. His tone held no reproach, just a kind of sad curiosity.

“Break the routine? Like this?” he asked. “And then what? Go back to pretending nothing happened?”

Valeria looked at him for the first time, tired, but without guilt.

“I'm not looking for anything else, Alfredo. I just want to feel that we're still alive, and that the routine isn't going to swallow us up.”

“And what am I supposed to do with that?” he said, almost in a whisper.

Valeria put out the cigarette in the ashtray, placed it on the table, and sighed.

“I don't know what you expect me to say. I'm not planning anything. I don't want to leave or destroy what we have. But I don't want to keep pretending everything is fine either.”

He sat up, concerned.

“Then tell me what you intend to do to get out of this supposed monotony. If this,” he said, gesturing toward the messy bed, “is part of the plan, I want to understand it.”

She observed him for a moment, trying to measure her words.

“It's not a plan, Alfredo. It's... desperation. Not with you, but with us. Sometimes I feel like we're only alive in memories, and that the present passes over us without us doing anything about it.”

Alfredo remained sitting on the edge of the bed. The sheet barely covered his legs, and his hands were interlaced with a rigidity that betrayed his contained anger. Valeria, on the other hand, seemed comfortable in her nakedness, walking around the room unhurriedly, with the air of someone who believes they have control over something that was actually already slipping away.

“Is blatantly flirting with strangers part of your plan?” he asked, without raising his voice. “Or showing yourself naked to everyone on the beach?”

Valeria stopped, turned her face slightly and looked at him over her shoulder.

“Damn it, Alfredo,” she said, exhaling with annoyance. “It was part of the game. We didn’t do it for anyone else. It was between you and me. The proof is that we’ve had the best sex of our lives.”

He didn’t respond immediately. He knew it was true. What had happened that night and after the little scene at the beach had an intensity that had almost frightened him. But he also felt they had crossed a line, one of those that can’t be undone with explanations or laughter.

Valeria sat on the opposite edge of the bed and picked up her phone. The bluish light illuminated her face, highlighting the tired curve of her eyes. She began sliding her finger across the screen, distracted, looking for something Alfredo couldn’t see.

“What are you doing?” he asked, with a mixture of curiosity and distrust.

“Nothing,” she replied, without looking up. “I just want to show you something.”

“Something like what?”

Valeria paused. The room filled again with the distant hum of the refrigerator.

“Something that could really get us out of the monotony,” she said finally, and a half-smile formed on her face.

Alfredo observed her in silence. He knew her well enough to know that smile wasn’t innocent.

“What are you plotting now, Valeria?” he asked, almost in a whisper.

She looked up, holding his gaze, defiant.

“Give me a moment,” she replied.

The screen’s glow reflected in her pupils as she continued searching.

Alfredo felt a slight shiver, a mixture of desire and fear. For the first time, he wasn’t sure if Valeria wanted to save their marriage or push it, with a smile, toward the edge of the abyss.

Valeria settled against the headboard, the phone between her hands. Alfredo watched her from the other end of the bed, arms crossed and brow furrowed.

“Come closer and listen to this,” she said. “I just want you to read this with me, okay?”

“What is it?” he asked.

“An article. About open relationships.”

Alfredo snorted.

“Oh, great. Are we going to educate ourselves with magazine philosophy now?”

“Let me read, please,” she responded, without getting upset, and began reading aloud in a neutral tone, as if trying to keep her own emotions in check.

“‘An open relationship isn’t a disguised betrayal or an excuse to sleep with anyone. It’s an agreement between two people who recognize that desire doesn’t extinguish when signing a commitment, and that fidelity can be something more than physical exclusivity.’”

“Well, look at that!” Alfredo muttered. “So, an elegant way of saying you sleep with others without calling it infidelity. Or an excuse to fuck whoever you want without saying you’re unfaithful. I don’t know if I want to continue with this. Do you think you should continue down this path? Don’t open a door you can’t close later, honey.”

Valeria ignored him and continued reading.

“Opening a relationship doesn’t mean you stop loving each other, but accepting that love isn’t always expressed in the same way. It involves talking, negotiating, setting boundaries, and, above all, hiding nothing. It’s the opposite of cheating: it’s telling everything, with brutal honesty.”

“Brutal honesty,” he repeated, with a bitter smile. “How nice it sounds when it’s written by someone who has nothing to lose.”

She lowered the phone for a moment.

“May I continue?” she asked, looking at him calmly.

“Go on. I’m enjoying the lesson.”

Valeria took a deep breath and returned to the text.

“In an open relationship, sexuality is understood as a shared territory, but not an exclusive one. Each member is free to explore, as long as they do it with respect and communication. It’s not about replacing the other person, but recognizing that human desire is complex, changing, and sometimes needs air to avoid suffocation.”

“And what if that ‘air’ ends up becoming a storm?” Alfredo interrupted. “Who picks up the pieces afterward?”

She glanced at him.

“Maybe the idea is not to break anything,” she said, almost quietly. “Or to learn not to be afraid of something breaking.”

She continued reading.

“Couples who open up don’t always do it out of boredom, although routine can be the trigger. They do it because they feel the bond can evolve, that love can survive even freedom.”

Alfredo let out a dry laugh.

“And what happens if one of them doesn’t want to evolve? If love, for him, is still about closing the door to everything else?”

Valeria placed the phone on her legs.

“Then perhaps that love is stagnant,” she replied. “And what’s stagnant, sooner or later, dies. Like stagnant water.”

For a few seconds, neither spoke. The blue light of the phone remained on, illuminating both their faces with an almost cruel clarity.

Finally, Valeria slid her finger across the screen and read the last paragraph:

“An open relationship doesn't always work. Some break when trying it, others discover new ways of being together. But all learn something essential: that love isn't possession, but choice. Choosing each other even when there are open doors.”

She closed the article and continued searching for other related pages.

Silence settled between them again, thick and full of thoughts neither dared to speak.

Alfredo finally spoke, in a low voice, almost a whisper.

“And you, Valeria... if you open that door, do you think our marriage wouldn't break into a thousand pieces? Don't you care?”

“Don't be so dramatic, Alfredo. We're just talking. Listen... It says here that there are different types of open relationships,” she began, almost as if she were reading a recipe. “That not all function the same way, that each establishes its own rules.”

“Perfect,” said Alfredo, sarcastically. “Classifications of desire. How modern.”

She frowned, but continued.

“'Some couples opt for occasional sexual openness, without emotional involvement. These are specific experiences, agreed upon, sometimes shared. They seek to rekindle desire within the relationship itself.'”

“Shared?” Alfredo interrupted, incredulous. “You mean I would be there, watching you sleep with another man? Is that what you're reading in your wonderful manual of self-destruction?”

Valeria sighed, with a patience that he found exasperating.

“Nobody is saying that, Alfredo. I'm explaining how it works for some people.”

“Some people,” he repeated, getting up from the bed. “Of course, there are always 'some people.' There are always examples to justify any madness.”

She didn't follow him with her gaze; she continued reading, though her voice trembled a little.

“'Other couples prefer more stable parallel relationships, where emotional intimacy is also permitted. It's called polyamory. In that model, love isn't reserved for just one person, but is shared, diversified.'”

Alfredo laughed, but the laugh sounded bitter.

“Sharing love? Like it's a piece of bread? And when am I supposed to get my portion?”

“You don't understand,” she said, putting the phone down on the sheets. “It's not about dividing, but about making space.”

“Of course I don't understand!” he suddenly shouted, with a fury that even he didn't expect. “Because what we had wasn't that! It wasn't an experiment, or a laboratory to see how much love can endure.”

Valeria looked at him, in silence. Her eyes were moist, but she wasn't crying.

“Listen, I'm just reading,” she whispered. “I'm trying to understand why people do it.”

“I'm not interested in why others do it,” he replied, moving closer. “I'm interested in why you're thinking about doing it.”

She picked up the phone again, as if that small object could serve as a shield.

“There's also the 'don't ask, don't tell' modality,” she read in a low voice. “A tacit openness: each can seek outside what they need, but without telling. Desire is assumed, but the pain of details is avoided.”

Alfredo clenched his fists.

“That already has another name, Valeria. It's called living with lies. Pure, hard infidelity with a very cool name.”

She nodded slowly.

“That's why I don't like that type. It's the most cowardly,” she said, almost to herself. “But also the most common.”

There was a long, heavy silence.

Alfredo's breathing was the only thing that could be heard.

Valeria, after a few seconds, slid her finger and read another fragment:

“In the end, every open relationship is a constant negotiation between freedom and fear. What is gained in desire is risked in stability. What is explored outside inevitably changes what is felt inside.”

Alfredo remained standing, looking at her, his eyes between anger and sadness. Valeria had remained silent for a while after the last argument. Alfredo, exhausted, had sat down on the bed again. She, still with the phone in her hand, seemed to be debating whether to continue reading or leave it all there, like a failed experiment.

“Look... this isn't the same as open relationships. Philosophy of exchange,” she said, in a low voice, as if trying to convince herself first. “It's something more... structured. It has another logic.”

“What are you talking about now?” asked Alfredo, not hiding his weariness.

“The swinger world.” She pronounced the word slowly, observing how her husband's shoulders tensed. “Here they consider it a philosophy of life, not just a practice.”

Alfredo let out a short, incredulous laugh.

“A philosophy... of course. As if it were a school of thought. Between sophism and stoicism.

Valeria ignored the irony. She accessed the article and began to read, though now her tone sounded more reflective, almost didactic:

“The swinger philosophy is based on the idea that a couple isn’t defined by exclusivity, but by complicity. That the bond doesn’t break when sharing a space with others, as long as everything is consensual, visible, and chosen by both partners.”

“Visible?” repeated Alfredo. “And what exactly does that mean?”

“It means there are no secrets,” she answered. “That nothing is done behind closed doors. That trust becomes a kind of living contract. It’s not so much about physical desire, but about control, communication, mutual respect.”

“Respect?” he said, with a mixture of anger and laughter. “I find it hard to see respect in something like that.”

“I know.” Valeria lowered her gaze for a moment, then continued reading. “The swinger world has variations: some couples only attend social gatherings, without active participation; others share collective experiences, but always with agreed-upon limits. Sometimes there isn’t even physical contact: just the game, the conversation, the gaze. The important thing is that nothing is imposed and everything is agreed upon.”

Alfredo looked at her in silence, with narrowed eyes, as if trying to measure how much truth was in her words.

“So,” he finally said, “it’s about putting rules on chaos.”

“Exactly,” Valeria responded, with a calmness that disconcerted him. “About turning what could be a threat into a controlled space. About understanding desire not as betrayal, but as a shared extension.”

“That sounds great in theory,” he replied bitterly. “But people aren’t that controlled, Valeria. We’re not robots. Feelings get mixed up. Jealousy, insecurity... those don’t disappear just by signing an agreement.”

“No, of course not,” she nodded. “In fact, many try and can’t do it. But some can. And the curious thing is that couples who function within that world often say they know each other better than before. That absolute transparency forces them to talk about everything: their fears, what they feel, what they desire.”

Alfredo sighed, running his hands over his face.

“And you think that would save us?” he asked, exhausted. “That we’d go back to being ourselves if we become... that?”

Valeria put the phone away and left it on the table.

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “But I feel that if we don’t find a way to breathe, we’re going to end up suffocated. And I don’t want what we have to die from lack of air.”

Alfredo observed her for a long time.

In his gaze there was something new: not just anger, but also a deep sadness, the understanding that Valeria wasn’t speaking from provocation, but from desperation.

“Do you really think what we have would survive that?”

Valeria didn’t respond immediately. She looked at the darkened phone, as if she could still see the words behind the screen.

“I don’t know,” she finally said. “But what we have isn’t surviving as it is.”

Alfredo lowered his gaze. For an instant, he seemed more tired than furious.

“After your exceptional explanation,” he said, each word with venom, “what the hell are you proposing to me? Because I still don’t know. You’ve been reading from that encyclopedia of knowledge for an hour, and I still don’t know what the hell you want.”

Valeria looked at him without backing down. For a second she seemed to hold back, as if formulating the response in her head before letting it out. Then she spoke, slowly, with a clarity that terrified him because it was so unexpected.

“I’m not proposing a ready-made menu,” she said. “I’m not suggesting we run out looking for people or change our lives tomorrow. I’m proposing an experiment in honesty, and a plan with clear steps. A living contract that we can accept, modify, or break together.”

Alfredo snorted; his disbelief exploded in an abrupt gesture.

“A contract? Seriously? With clauses and everything?”

“Yes,” she answered. “With clauses. But not legal ones: emotional ones. Let me explain how I see it.”

Valeria sat up, held the phone for a moment and placed it face down on the table. Her hands moved with more confidence than her voice.

“First: a period of controlled exploration. No sex with strangers the first week or the first night. We start by going to events as observers: attending a social gathering, seeing how it works, not participating. You come with me or you don’t go. Nobody forces you to do anything that hurts you.”

“And what if it provokes more curiosity and makes me angry?” Alfredo spat. “What if I feel humiliated seeing you look at someone else?”

“Second point: signals and non-negotiable limits,” said Valeria. “Each of us makes a list: what we won’t accept under any circumstances. There’s no negotiation on these things. If you say ‘no getting naked on the beach for others,’ that’s respected. If I say ‘no exchanging numbers without consulting each other,’ that’s respected. Those are the basic rules.”

Alfredo clenched his jaw; the idea of lists seemed ridiculous and humiliating to him, and yet something in her calmness made him stay quiet for a moment.

“Third: reversible trials,” she continued. “Everything we agree on will be provisional and subject to evaluation. We do a one-month trial: one or two controlled activities that don’t involve intense physical contact or intimate encounters, and then we sit down and assess it. If one of us feels bad, we stop. Period.”

“And what if one of us doesn't want to stop when the other asks to stop?” he asked, with bloodshot eyes. “What if it doesn't work?”

“Fourth: an emotional safe word,” Valeria responded. “It doesn't have to be a physical word; it could be a gesture, a call, a message. When someone uses it, everything stops immediately and the couple meets. If we don't follow that, none of this counts.”

Alfredo collapsed onto the bed, his clothes wrinkled, his breathing rapid. He felt humiliated and, at the same time, surrendered to the possibility that she had thought through each step.

“All of this for what?” he murmured, as if searching for reasons that might save him. “To replace what we were? To turn our marriage into an emotional checklist?”

Valeria looked at him with contained fury, but without losing her precision.

“So that we learn to say what hurts us before it explodes. To recover our capacity for surprise without doing it behind each other's backs. So that risk isn't devastating but negotiable.”

She paused and, for the first time, added something that wasn't in any text or manual: an intimate, personal reason.

“I'm also proposing this because I want to find myself again,” she said. “Not because I want someone else, but because I want to stop losing myself in the image of 'us' that no longer fits. And I want us to do it together, not in secret.”

Alfredo looked at her, not at the form but at the substance: she was talking about reclaiming a personal boundary she hadn't known how to maintain. That hit him hard.

“And what about reciprocity?” he asked, trying to catch his breath. “Will I have the same rights? Because I don't want to feel like this is designed for you to have fun while I just put up with it.”

“It will be reciprocal,” she assured him. “Everything one person can do, the other can evaluate and accept or reject. If there's emotional asymmetry—and there will be—we admit it, work on it, and address it in therapy. It's not permission for one person to do whatever they want; it's an agreement to reassess ourselves.”

The room seemed to grow smaller for a while, as if the words were setting new boundaries in the air. Alfredo swallowed and let out a bitter chuckle.

“Sounds like modern couple jargon,” he said. “Like a thousand pretty-sounding things to sell books.”

“It might sound that way,” Valeria conceded. “But it's not a trend for me. It's a tool. And if it sounds like jargon, then let's write our own. Let's make our own rules if necessary: a roadmap with schedules, a clause of 'not discussing encounters for 48 hours,' whatever you need to feel like you're not being changed by surprise.”

He observed her. In his face there was anger, yes, but also a thread of furious curiosity, like an animal sniffing at prey it couldn't quite understand.

“And if I say I don't want to?” he finally said, with a harsh voice. “What do you do then?”

Valeria looked at him honestly, but without softening.

“I'm asking for trust because I love you,” she said. “And I understand that the prospect of losing you terrifies me as much as it does you. That's why I'm including you in every step. I can't guarantee you won't suffer. I can guarantee I won't deceive you.”

There was a long silence in which both seemed to measure the weight of the words. Alfredo, with anger still hot, found beneath it a kind of weariness he couldn't name. Valeria, with the radicalism of someone who puts their own vulnerability on the table, waited for an answer that might never come.

Alfredo could no longer contain himself. His breathing came in gasps, as if each word scratched his chest.

“You know what I think, Valeria?” he said with a hard, broken voice. “That all this 'emotional contract' business, the lists, the therapies, and the shared freedom... is nothing but an excuse. An elegant alibi to do whatever you want and feel at peace with yourself. All this... the beach, the photos, the fantasies... it's nothing but an excuse to sleep with others, Valeria. You just dress it up with grandiose words about 'freedom' and 'enjoying vacation.' Damn it, it's just a fucking cover so you can screw whoever you want without feeling like a whore!”

Valeria looked at him in silence. She didn't try to deny it.

“Don't look for so much meaning in it,” he continued. “Don't talk to me about philosophy or agreements. What you want is to sleep with others and not feel guilty.”

She lowered her gaze. For a moment she seemed to hesitate, but then she held it, firmly.

“And if that were true... do you really think it all comes down to that?” she asked.

Alfredo took a step toward her, his voice now trembling between rage and sadness.

“What happened with Marc on the terrace...” he said. “It didn't go further because I stopped you. But don't lie to me, Valeria, if I hadn't stopped you, I know perfectly well it would have gone further. And don't give me that 'routine' excuse,” he continued, his voice rising until it broke into a growl, sweat beading on his forehead from the heat and tension. “If I hadn't sent the agreed-upon word, his cock would have ended up in your mouth. You would have let him fuck you right there, against the chair, with everyone watching.”

Valeria observed him for a long time. Then she nodded, without drama.

“Yes,” she admitted. “It's true. I was attracted to him. And yes, I would have crossed the line. I would have fucked him. I was attracted to him, I got excited, and you were the beneficiary of that excitement. From the first touch on the terrace, with his hand on my thigh and his mouth on my breast... I wanted to fuck him. I wanted to feel him inside me, but I didn't want to deceive you.”

Alfredo looked at her in disbelief, his face pale beneath the flush of anger, as if he had been punched in the stomach, robbing him of breath.

Alfredo took a step back. His disbelief mixed with a sadness that loosened his hands.

“I can’t believe you’re saying this to me,” he murmured.

“You’d prefer that I lie to you,” she responded, almost tenderly. “But I don’t want to lie to you anymore, or to myself. This isn’t about Marc, or anyone else. It’s about me. I look at myself and I don’t recognize who I am, Alfredo. I’ve become a domesticated shadow, a quieter version of who I used to be. And the worst part is that I got used to it.”

Alfredo ran a hand over his face, searching for words he couldn’t find.

“And you still say you love me?” he finally asked.

“Yes,” she said without hesitation. “I love you. But loving isn’t the same as being tied down. I love you, but I need to feel that my life can still move, that it hasn’t rusted over. I don’t want another man, I want another spark. I want air. I love you with everything I am, with the on-call shifts and routines and the five years we’ve built together. But I need more spark in my life... something that makes me feel alive, not just a cog in the machine. If not, I’ll burn out, and I’ll burn us both out. You ask if I liked it?” she continued. “Yes, man, I liked it. I liked feeling desired, I liked the excitement, the transgression. But it wasn’t just the act itself, it wasn’t just the possibility of sex. It was what it represented. It was the feeling of breaking a barrier I never thought I’d cross. It was seeing you there, watching me... and not feeling guilt, but something different, something I still don’t know how to name.”

He looked at her for a long time. He didn’t know if he understood her or if he hated her for the clarity with which she spoke.

Valeria took a step toward him, her voice trembling.

“I’m not asking permission to destroy us,” she said. “I’m asking if we’re still capable of changing before everything breaks apart through inertia. But I do want you to know something: this doesn’t change what I feel for you. It doesn’t change what we are. Last night wasn’t a betrayal, and now I know it wasn’t a mistake either. It was an experience, an experiment... that perhaps showed us things about ourselves we never even imagined.”

Alfredo looked away. For an instant, his anger transformed into something deeper: fear. Fear of losing her, and fear of recognizing that, perhaps, he had been feeling the same way for some time. His voice trembled between fury and desperation.

“And what am I supposed to do now, Valeria?” he asked, with a thread of voice that broke with each word. “Consent? Nod like an idiot while you go out hooking up, while you search for that spark that, according to you, we no longer have? Do you expect me to watch, to participate, or to celebrate with you?”

She tried to speak, but couldn’t.

“And what if I don’t want to?” he continued, almost shouting. “What if I can’t? Will you leave me then? Will you go with someone who does want to play that game?”

Silence fell suddenly, dry. Valeria remained motionless, as if she suddenly didn’t know what to do with her hands. Her breathing accelerated, her eyes filled with tears without warning.

“I don’t want to leave,” she whispered, barely audible. “I don’t want this to end.”

“Then stop pushing me toward something I don’t understand,” said Alfredo, more tired than furious. “Stop giving new names to what’s tearing me apart inside.”

Valeria’s tears rolled down slowly. She tried to wipe them away, but they kept falling, stubborn, as if they no longer obeyed her.

“I don’t know what to do,” she said between sobs. “I just know that I don’t want to continue like this, pretending everything is fine when it’s not. I don’t want to look at you one day and feel nothing anymore, not anger, not desire, not fear... nothing.”

Alfredo observed her. His anger was crumbling into an old sadness, made of shared years and accumulated silences.

“I’m afraid too, you know?” he said, with a hoarse voice. “But mine is different. I’m afraid of losing you if you continue like this.”

She covered her face with her hands. The crying shook her shoulders, disordered, without consolation.

“I don’t intend to hurt you,” she said through tears. “I just want to find a way for us to feel alive again.”

“Well, here I am,” Alfredo answered. “Alive. Shattered, but alive.”

Valeria raised her eyes. Her face was wet, vulnerable, without any possible defense.

“Don’t leave me like this,” she murmured.

“I don’t know,” he responded, lowering his gaze. “I don’t know if I can stay in the middle of something I no longer recognize.” “And what if I don’t want to do all this? If I decide I can’t accept this type of relationship, that I can’t handle it... What happens then?”

Valeria didn’t hesitate. Her voice was calm, but firm.

“If you can’t, Alfredo, I’ll be the one who has to accept it. I’m not going to force you to do something you can’t bear. But I also want you to know that this is something I need to explore. And if you can’t share it with me, if you feel it’s not what you want, then our relationship will probably take a different turn. Because surely, an important part of me will remain incomplete, and that will eventually be bad for our marriage. Not because I don’t love you, but because what I’d like to do doesn’t fit with what makes you feel good. I don’t want this to become suffering for either of us.”

Alfredo observed her intently, searching for any doubt in her words, any sign of uncertainty. But he found none. Valeria was determined, calm in her decision, and that disconcerted him even more.

“And what about our plans for the future? Having children, the house in the suburbs...?”

“Regarding having children,” she said softly, “this changes nothing. It’s a desire we’ve always had, and it remains part of our future, if we want it. What we’re talking about now is experimenting and, if we continue down this path, it will be something that makes our sex life more... exciting. But that has nothing to do with children, with family. And about the house in the suburbs... A private place, away from prying eyes. Our retreat to do whatever we want.”

Alfredo suddenly stood up.

“I can’t continue this conversation. I need to breathe. I’m drowning in all this bullshit...”

	An unexpected turn


The door of the room closed behind him with a dull thud. Alfredo went down the stairs aimlessly, keys in hand and a pressure in his chest that wouldn’t release. He needed air. Or at least the illusion that air would help. He walked without checking the time. The area around the hotel was quiet, though a few meters below, facing the main promenade, terraces and beach bars were beginning to fill with tourists. The afternoon was sliding into a mild evening, and he felt his life slipping away like water down a drain. The growing bustle of the street seemed to challenge his bewilderment.

He lit a cigarette, though he hadn’t smoked in months. The smoke tasted glorious. As he walked, Valeria’s phrases repeated in his head like a persistent echo: “I don’t want another man, I want another spark. I want air.”

Part of him wanted to hate her for saying that and everything else, but another part, deeper and more tired, understood all too well what those words meant. He too had silently felt that everything was slowly fading away.

He thought about what happened on the terrace, about Marc, about that suspended moment before things went completely wrong.

He remembered the way she had looked at him, and how she had let herself go, without feeling the slightest guilt.

There was something in that look—a spark, yes, exactly the word she used—that he found unbearable.

He stopped in front of an empty park. The swing moved slightly, pushed by the wind. It seemed the perfect portrait of his marriage: movement without progress, noise without direction.

He sat on a bench. He ran his hands over his face and thought about everything she had said: the contracts, the boundaries, the transparency, the brutal honesty... What irony, he thought. We talk about honesty when what she really wants is...

The phone vibrated in his pocket. He ignored it at first. Then, looking at the screen, he saw her name.

Valeria.

The message said:

“Where are you? I’ve been wondering all afternoon.”

For a moment he didn’t know whether to respond. He felt the impulse to write something cold, hurtful, as revenge for her confession. But the anger mixed with fatigue, and what came out was just the truth.

He wrote slowly:

“Taking a walk. Needed to think.”

He took his time before hitting send. He looked at the message again and added, almost without thinking:

“Don’t know when I’ll be back.”

The screen stayed lit for a few seconds before going dark.

The reflection of the sky, now growing dark, blended in the phone’s glass with his own face: tired, suddenly old. He leaned back on the bench. He didn’t know if he wanted to go back, or if there was anything to go back to.

When Alfredo returned to the hotel, evening was already falling. Valeria was on the terrace, with a glass of wine in her hands. She said nothing when she saw him enter. Neither did he.

For a few seconds, the silence was so dense that you could hear the sound of the sea in the background, as if the sound were muffled by guilt.

“Shall we have dinner out?” she finally asked, without looking at him.

He nodded.

There was no strength left to argue, nor to fix anything. Only automatic gestures remained, the inertia of the everyday.

They walked to a classic restaurant at the port, one of those with wooden tables, lanterns, and the smell of fresh fish. The waiters spoke in low voices, the laughter from other tables sounded distant.

They ordered without thinking much: grilled squid, bread with tomato, and white wine.

They ate slowly, in a silence broken only by inconsequential comments about the food or the weather. Every time they looked at each other, something seemed to stand between them: a kind of invisible wall made of everything unsaid, of contained phrases, of questions that neither dared to repeat.

Valeria smiled at times, but her smile was a reflection, an imitation of habit.

Alfredo, meanwhile, thought about how easy it was to pretend normalcy when nothing normal remained. They talked about the sea, the wine, the weather. Nothing more.

When they returned to the hotel, she stood gazing at the horizon line from the terrace, and he, from the sofa, realized that they had been living with this same distance for years, only now it had a name. The vacation in Menorca had started as a promise. An attempt to reconnect, to escape the noise of routine, to remember who they had been before becoming “them.”

The first days of their vacation had been peaceful. Walks along the coves, leisurely breakfasts on the terrace, swims in the pool. Long breakfasts on the terrace, hikes along the cliffs, effortless laughter. For a moment, Valeria had come to believe that everything could go back to how it was before: two young people in love, escaping from the noise of the world.

But then Marc arrived, and with him, the problems. It wasn’t just what happened on the terrace, but everything that episode awakened in them. Since then, every glance, every touch, seemed to hide an unanswered question and an accusing silence. Even so, Valeria was determined to salvage what remained of their vacation. She planned excursions, sought out new coves, smiled more than she felt. If regaining balance meant giving up desire, she would do it. If she had to pretend nothing had happened, she would do that too.

Alfredo observed her in silence, aware of the effort she was making to maintain normalcy. He watched her walk along the shore in her red bikini, far removed from that untamed image at the nudist beach. He was conscious of the effort of restraint she was undertaking. For once, he understood that she was right about one thing. She wasn’t complete when hiding that part of her personality.

A couple of days later, Alfredo watched her as she dried her hair in front of the bathroom mirror.

Valeria had tired eyes, but her expression was serene, almost the same as she had at home in Madrid. For days she had been striving to maintain normalcy: a walk on the beach, a light meal, some quiet reading time on the lounger.

A rehearsed calm, almost perfect, but clearly false. Alfredo felt a mixture of tenderness and guilt. He knew she was making an enormous effort to sustain what was left of their vacation, and to prevent everything from falling apart.

“We could do something special tonight,” he said from the doorway.

Valeria looked at him through the mirror, surprised.

“Something special? What do you mean by that?”

Alfredo shrugged, trying to sound casual.

“Exactly what you’re thinking,” he replied, with a half-smile.

She put the hair dryer down on the sink. She looked at him silently, measuring her words.

“No, Alfredo,” she said finally. “I don’t want to go back to that. I don’t want to throw everything away.”

“And what do you intend to do?” he replied, moving closer. “Act like nothing happened? Turn the page without even knowing if we can handle this?”

Valeria shook her head slowly.

“Now is not the time, and it’s obvious you can’t handle this.”

“Maybe it never will be,” he answered, in a lower voice, almost a whisper. “But at some point we’ll need to know. I promise I’ll try.”

She lowered her gaze.

For a few seconds, silence settled between them like a third presence. You could hear the murmur of the sea in the distance, the footsteps of some tourist in the hallway, and the metallic sound of a zipper that someone was closing in another room.

Valeria took a deep breath. Then she raised her head, with a new, contained calm.

“Let me prepare something,” she said, without looking at him directly.

Alfredo nodded, though he didn’t fully understand what she meant.

He only knew that her voice had changed, that there was a mixture of determination and longing in it that threw him off balance.

“Alright,” he said.

She smiled at him, a fragile smile that wasn’t one of reconciliation or promise, but of pause.

“Trust me,” she added. “Just this once.”

And she went to the bedroom. Just before going into the bathroom, she turned and smiled at him seductively.

“I’m going to take a while,” Valeria said from the bedroom door, with the serene tone of someone who wants to control the situation. “Go down for a swim in the pool while I get ready.”

Alfredo looked at her without fully understanding.

“A swim? Now?”

“Yes,” she replied, with a light smile. “It’ll do you good. And it’ll give me time.”

She paused, thought for a second, and added:

“While you’re at it, reserve a table at the chill out terrace, the one from the other day. The one you liked so much, where they put lights between the palm trees.”

Alfredo raised an eyebrow.

“And you?”

“I’ll take care of the rest.” Her answer was brief, almost rehearsed.

He tried to read something more in her gaze, but she held his eyes for just a moment before turning around and disappearing behind the door.

For a few seconds, Alfredo stood still, not knowing whether to obey or insist. He had learned that when Valeria used that tone, any question was superfluous.

He sighed, put on his swimsuit, and went down the hotel hallway.

The air smelled of chlorine and sunscreen.

At the pool, only a few people remained: an elderly couple chatting quietly, two teenagers playing at dunking each other, and a waiter collecting empty glasses.

Alfredo dove in without thinking. The cold water hit his skin like a shock, instantly washing away the weight of nerves about what the night might hold. He closed his eyes underwater and, for a moment, felt safe from himself.

When he surfaced, the sky was beginning to turn violet. Leaning against the edge, he thought about Valeria: her sudden calmness, the way she had taken control, that serenity that bewildered him.

Was it a reconciliation? Or another move in a game he no longer understood?

He let his body float a while longer, trying to convince himself that tonight might serve to fix something.

Though, deep down, he knew what they were trying to do wasn’t fixing, but sustaining.

He got out of the water and sat on a lounger. He opened his phone and reserved a table for two at the chill out terrace, for nine-thirty.

As he confirmed the time, he saw the reflection of the hotel lights gradually turning on.

Menorca was falling into that calm of warm nights, where everything seems possible, even what’s already broken.

He looked toward the building.

One of the windows of their suite was still lit.

He thought that perhaps Valeria was still there, thinking about him too, or about them, or about something completely different.

Back in the room, Alfredo opted for casual but elegant attire: a navy blue linen shirt, beige chinos that fell straight over burgundy loafers. He looked at himself in the bedroom mirror with a tense face, running a hand through his short, dark hair, wondering if tonight he could bear what had been unbearable a few nights ago.

In the bedroom, Valeria removed her towel with a fluid movement, letting it fall to the floor like a shed skin, and headed to the closet. She chose a red sequined dress that sparkled under the white light of the room, a flowing garment with a deep and generous neckline that framed the full curve of her braless breasts. At the back, two thin straps crossed her bare back almost to the beginning of her buttocks. The fabric shimmered with every movement, catching reflections from the sunset coming through the open balcony, and clung to her hips like a second skin. She completed the look with golden sandals with interlaced straps that climbed up her slender ankles, making her legs seem endless. She had gone all out with a fresh pedicure in blood-red tones that made her toenails shine against her tanned skin. She let her chestnut hair fall in wild waves cascading over her shoulders and back. Her face glowed with intense makeup: smoky eyes in deep blacks that intensified her feline gaze, lips painted with a matte crimson that invited biting, and contoured blush that enhanced her high cheekbones, giving her the air of a pagan goddess ready for sacrifice.

When she emerged from the bathroom, Alfredo stopped short at the bedroom door, his shirt half-buttoned, and devoured her with his eyes in a slow sweep that rose from the golden sandals to the loose hair that brushed the exposed skin of her back. The red dress sparkled like a controlled fire, and he felt a familiar tug in his groin. “The night was going to be hard,” he thought

“You look... incredible,” he murmured, buttoning his shirt with clumsy fingers as he approached to brush her waist with his palm, a touch that was possession disguised as admiration. “That dress... damn, Valeria, where did you get it?”

She laughed softly and turned to face him, her hands moving up his torso to adjust his shirt collar, her red nails lightly scratching the exposed skin.

“And you, with that shirt that clings to your chest as if inviting me to unbutton it,” she replied, rising on tiptoe to brush his lips in a fleeting kiss, barely a touch that left a slight trace of crimson. “Let’s go, before you tempt me to stay here and I forget about dinner. Tonight comes with a surprise.”

She embraced him and gave him a soft kiss on the lips. She looked at him with pleading eyes and whispered to him to stay calm and trust her. They walked hand in hand along the cobblestone path to the village, the dusk spilling in purple and gold tones over the calm waters, and arrived at the chill out terrace just as the string lights began to turn on like premature stars. The place was a bohemian oasis: low wicker sofas sunk into white cushions, teak wood tables with flickering candles, and a DJ in the corner playing soft lounge rhythms, with bass that subtly vibrated underfoot. A scent difficult to identify floated in the air, mixed with the saltpeter of the nearby sea, and a light breeze played with Valeria’s loose hair, lifting the red dress in treacherous gusts that brushed her bare thighs.

They settled into a secluded sofa, with views of the Yacht Club already illuminated by streetlamps, and the waiter, a young man with a mischievous smile and tight black shirt who brought them menus and a bottle of cold cava without being asked, had no qualms about taking a quick glance at her sparkling neckline. Alfredo ordered tapas to share: garlic shrimp, grilled octopus, and a goat cheese salad with walnuts.

The first flirtations came with the first sip of cava, the bubbles bursting on their tongues like an effervescent kiss. Alfredo extended his leg under the low table, brushing her ankle with the instep of his shoe, a casual contact that extended into a subtle back-and-forth, moving up the curve of her calf to the edge of her golden sandal.

“That dress fits you like a glove,” he murmured, his voice deep above the soft music, as he split a shrimp with his fingers and brought it to her lips, the oil glistening on his thumb like an echo of the beach. “But tell me... what’s underneath? Or have you decided to torture me all night with what I can’t see?”

Valeria took the shrimp from his hand with her lips, sucking the juice slowly and deliberately, her tongue grazing the tip of his thumb in a lick that made him tense. Her smoky eyes locked onto his, the intense makeup accentuating the feline green of her gaze, and she let the silence charge for a second before responding, her bare foot —the red pedicure gleaming under the candlelight— ascending his calf in a touch that was pure electricity.

“Nothing,” she confessed with a velvety whisper, as she uncrossed her legs with deliberate slowness. The sequined dress moved just enough to allow him a fleeting glimpse. “No panties, no bra. Just me, soft and exposed under this tiny fabric. If it had any less material, I couldn’t wear it in public. Can you imagine the cool air slipping under my skirt? I think it will help me cool down the temperature down there.”

Dinner unfolded with exquisite restraint, a dance of veiled insinuations that made the air between them thicken. They shared the octopus in complicit silence, their forks clashing in a playful duel over the plate, while her fingers brushed his as she passed the bread, a prolonged contact that left a trail of heat. The champagne flowed in glasses that clinked with a soft tinkle, and Valeria leaned forward to whisper comments about the DJ—“That rhythm... makes me want to move against you right here.”—her loose hair falling in waves that brushed Alfredo’s arm. He responded with glances that dropped to her neckline, where the sequins caught the candlelight and outlined the curve of her unrestrained breasts.

“Try the lychee with cheese. It’s a subtle contrast,” he finally said, taking one and spreading it with creamy cheese, bringing it slowly to her mouth. “Tell me if it tastes as sweet as what you’re not wearing underneath.”

She stuck out her tongue and then bit into the fruit slowly, the juice sliding down her chin in a drop that she licked with her tongue, letting her eyes half-close in a feigned innocent moan, while her foot climbed higher up his inner thigh, pressing against the growing bulge in his chinos with a subtle insistence that made him clench his jaw.

“I prefer figs, they’re sweeter,” she replied, as she reclined on the sofa with her legs crossed again, the dress riding up just enough to reveal her smooth thighs. “But not as much as what I imagine for dessert... you, unleashed, tearing this off me in the car with the sea as our only witness.”

The night stretched on in contained laughter and stolen touches—her hand on his knee under the table, tracing circles that dangerously climbed higher; his brushing her bare back as he leaned in to smell her perfume, inhaling deeply as if wanting to imprint her in his lungs—an erotic charge that simmered beneath the surface of restraint, like lava contained in a crack threatening to erupt at the slightest touch.

Valeria sipped the last drop from her glass with deliberate slowness, her loose hair falling over her shoulders, while her smoky eyes drifted again and again toward her wristwatch. The gesture was subtle at first—a fleeting glance over the rim of her glass—but soon became insistent, as if time had suddenly acquired importance.

Alfredo noticed it on the third glance. He leaned forward over the low wooden table and fixed his gaze on hers with a mixture of curiosity and that renewed possession that the night was rapidly kindling.

“Why do you keep checking the time, Valeria?” he asked playfully. “You’re looking at it as if it’s counting down the seconds to a bomb explosion. What surprise have you prepared for me this time? Another little game like the other day, or something that will truly leave me breathless?”

She smiled with that slow, mischievous curve, setting her glass on the table with a soft tinkle against the crystal. Her bare foot brushed the inside of his thigh under the table again, a prolonged caress that climbed until it pressed against the bulge in his crotch, before withdrawing with feigned innocence as she elegantly dabbed her mouth with the napkin.

“You’ll know soon, darling. Trust me... tonight, the spark will truly ignite. Just let it flow. Don’t set limits for yourself. Enjoy our last days of vacation.”

Alfredo paid the bill with a card that he slid across the table in a quick gesture. They walked hand in hand along the cobblestone seafront promenade until they reached an elegant adjacent terrace: an exclusive corner with gray linen sofas nestled in a garden of climbing bougainvillea, polished marble tables illuminated by crystal lamps that projected prisms onto the floor, and a bartender in a black vest who prepared cocktails with professionalism. The atmosphere was more refined than the chill out where they had dined, with soft jazz floating from a live saxophone and a murmur of hushed conversations from couples dressed to impress, but the separation between tables provided a certain degree of privacy.

They settled into a secluded sofa at one end of the terrace overlooking the dark water, and ordered two mojitos with fresh mint and aged rum that arrived in tall glasses with frosted rims. Valeria reclined against the cushions with her legs crossed, the dress riding up just enough on her thighs to reveal the smooth, shimmering skin that the sun had kissed for so many days. The golden sandals dangled precariously from her toes as she swayed one foot in the air. She began her seduction with subtlety: she leaned toward him to brush his ear with her carmine-painted lips and her breath smelling of rum and mint.

“Look at me closely, Alfredo,” she whispered, her voice a husky thread that slipped above the jazz, as she uncrossed her legs with deliberate slowness, letting the dress wrinkle against her hips, exposing the inside of her thighs at an angle that invited his gaze. “...with nothing underneath, just the cool air slipping in where it’s needed. Do you want me to show you more? To lift my dress right here, under the lamps, so you can see how wet I am... We’re far enough away that I could do it without getting us thrown out.”

He swallowed hard, as his eyes traveled down the deep neckline of her dress, where the sequins outlined the curve of her unrestrained breasts, her nipples visibly hard against the thin fabric from the friction and the breeze. His hand moved up her knee, tracing an ascending path with fingers that brushed the softness of her skin, stopping right at the edge of her dress. She opened her legs wider and lifted her skirt.

“Valeria... fuck,” he murmured, his voice deep and broken, as she arched slightly against the sofa, pushing her chest forward so that the neckline plunged deeper, revealing the creamy valley between her breasts sprinkled with glitter. “If you keep this up, I’ll fuck you right here, against the railing, with the bartender watching.”

She smiled lasciviously, and guided his hand a centimeter higher, letting his fingers brush her shaved pubis and the wetness that already soaked her, before pulling it away with a wink. She reclined further, uncrossing her legs again so that the dress opened like a red flower, showing the outline of her swollen labia under the prismatic light of the lamps, a fleeting flash that left him breathless. Her foot climbed up his calf, the golden heel gently scratching the fabric of his pants until it pressed against his erection, a subtle rocking motion that made him clench his jaw.

“Patience, darling,” she said as she took a sip of her mojito and let a drop of condensation slide down her chin to her cleavage, tracing a wet path between her breasts. “The surprise is about to arrive... and it's going to leave you wanting more.”

After a while, when the jazz had given way to a melancholy piano solo and the bartender had served a round of complimentary limoncello shots, a young man approached their sofa with the discretion of a shadow. Valeria stood up and made a gesture with her eyes. The young man nodded and moved away from the table. He was thin and in his twenties, with tousled black hair and an oversized t-shirt. His arms were covered in tattoos. He had his hands in the pockets of worn jeans, but when she approached him, he stopped, took out a small silver paper wrapper from his front pocket, sliding it to Valeria with a fluid movement, almost invisible under the dimmed light.

They murmured something that Alfredo couldn't hear. Valeria nodded with a complicit smile, maintaining her seductive gaze, and took out a couple of folded fifty-euro bills from her gold purse, placing them quickly in the young man's hand with a deliberate brush of her red nails. He hurriedly put them away, turning to blend back into the crowd inside the venue without even saying goodbye.

Valeria unfolded the wrapper with steady fingers, revealing four white, round pills, shining under the lamplight like forbidden pearls.

Alfredo looked at her with concerned eyes.

“What is that?”

Valeria tucked the silver wrapper into her purse with a casual movement, as if she had just received a mint candy instead of something that gleamed with a forbidden edge under the lamplight. The jazz from the live saxophone had faded into scattered applause, giving way to a more electronic, pulsating rhythm from hidden speakers, a bass that vibrated through the floor and seeped into their bodies like a rhythmic vibration.

“What the hell is that, Vale?” he repeated. “I don't want any weird stuff. Don't ruin the night.”

She looked at him directly, with those incredibly green eyes intensified by the smoky makeup that outlined her eyelids, and took out one of the pills between her thumb and index finger, holding it at candle height. The pill was small, round and white, seemingly harmless.

“I thought of a little chemical help to take that step, darling,” she explained, with a soft voice but charged with contained excitement, as she turned the pill between her fingers, letting the light make it spin. “It's something very mild... MDMA, in a low dose. It will relax us, open our minds and bodies, make everything flow without fears or barriers. Nothing crazy; just a little push so that the spark we so desperately need burns without consuming us.”

Alfredo felt a knot in his stomach, a mixture of disbelief and that vertigo that had accompanied him since what happened on the terrace with Marc, but his gaze slid down the neckline of the red dress, where the sequins caught the reflection of the pill and outlined the curve of her free breasts, the hardened nipples brushing against the thin fabric with each breath. She leaned toward him and placed the pill in his open palm, closing his fingers around it with a warm touch.

“Let me lead, Alfredo,” she pleaded, her tone a low purr that slipped over the electronic bass, while her bare foot ascended again up his inner thigh, pressing against his erection with an insistence that made him gasp. “Trust me tonight. It's for us... to release what's suffocating us. If you don't like it, we'll stop. But tonight we need loose bodies and open minds. Accept my surprise, and I... I'll dance for you like I've never done before.”

He hesitated for an eternal second, but finally, with a sigh that was surrender, he brought the pill to his lips and swallowed it with a sip of mojito. It barely left a small bitter aftertaste on his tongue. Valeria did the same and put away the other pills.

They continued chatting then, with an affected restraint. The music changed. The rhythm became more electronic, enveloping them in waves that seeped into their veins along with the chemistry that was beginning to take effect. Alfredo confessed his fear in a low voice —“I don't know if I can watch you giving yourself to someone else, Vale. That's why I accepted the pill. I need to gather my courage.”

She brushed her hand against his, intertwining their fingers on the table as the heat rose through their chests, a flush that wasn't just from the rum.

“Don't get ahead of yourself,” she pleaded. “Besides, I promise nothing will happen that we both don't want to happen. I've given you my word, and I intend to keep it. I love you, my darling. I wouldn't do anything that would endanger our marriage.”

The effect of the ecstasy came slowly: a tingling in the skin that made every touch feel like a caress, a warmth that spread from the belly to the extremities, relaxing the muscles. Valeria straightened up on the sofa, with bright eyes and dilated pupils, and placed her purse on the table with a definitive gesture. The rhythm had escalated to a soft house and the dance floor in the back was teeming with silhouettes swaying to the increasingly frenzied rhythm of the music.

“I'm going to dance,” she said, standing up with a fluidity that seemed to defy gravity, extending her hand toward him as the red dress sparkled. Alfredo made a move to get up, but she stopped him. “No, wait... me first. Stay here and watch me. I'll dance for you. Let me show you what this 'little help' awakens in me.”

Alfredo reclined, his heart beating in tune with the music, and watched her walk away toward the dance floor with steps that seemed cinematographically seductive: the golden sandals stepping with confidence, the vaporous dress clinging to her hips in a sway that made the sequins reflect every light, projecting red sparks around her. She looked as if her body was on fire. The dance floor was an open circle about ten meters across, surrounded by sofas with casual spectators, girls drinking cocktails, groups of friends chatting animatedly, and cuddling couples. The air was charged with the scent of subtle air freshener and expensive perfumes.

Valeria positioned herself in the center, under a sparkling LED spotlight that bathed her in a purple and golden glow, and began to dance with a sensuality that bordered on the obscene, a movement that wasn't choreographed but instinctive, liberated by the chemistry coursing through her veins. Her hips swayed in wide, slow circles at first, the dress tightening and rising up her thighs with each turn, revealing the smooth skin of her legs. In one of those movements, Alfredo caught a fleeting flash of glistening wetness before the fabric fell again to hide what wouldn't take long to reveal once more. Her hands moved up her sides, brushing against her unrestrained breasts beneath the fabric, her fingers tracing the curve of her breasts in a circular massage that made her nipples harden and stand out clearly against the sequins, a peak that emerged with each arch of her back.

The rhythm accelerated, and she let herself be carried away in a dance that showed more than was politically correct: she turned her back to the audience. A group of young men whistled, and the comments among them were obviously disrespectful.

Alfredo knew what was coming. Valeria was beginning to behave like the other night. He observed that some slightly older couples couldn’t take their eyes off her, and spoke among themselves with a certain gesture of reproach, but Valeria didn’t flinch; instead, she turned to face forward again, with her arms raised above her head in a stretch that lifted the fabric of the dress to offer another instantaneous glimpse of her pubis.

Her movements became more fluid, more invasive: one hand moved down her belly, caressing it through the fabric in circles that simulated a caress, the dress wrinkling against her fingers while her hips undulated in figure eights that made the fabric rise in gusts, revealing flashes of what shouldn’t be shown so easily. She danced with her loose hair whipping her bare back with each turn, sweat beading on her collarbone and sliding down the valley between her breasts. The crimson of her lips spread into a predatory smile directed at Alfredo, who watched her from the sofa with his jaw clenched, unable to take his eyes off her.

The dance was pure provocation, a challenge to the decorum of the elegant terrace. Breasts, thighs, everything was exposed in those turns that also left her bare back exposed. The thin straps could barely hold the fabric, and Alfredo feared that in one of those movements they might come loose. The spectators were witnessing an immodest and gratuitous show. Whispers and confidences mingled with looks of desire, but Valeria was dancing only for him, for Alfredo, with her green eyes fixed on his across the distance, an invisible bond that tightened the chemistry in their veins and made the world shrink to that rhythm, to that body in flames that exhibited itself shamelessly, inviting the abyss with each undulation.

At that moment, when Valeria was leaning forward in an undulating movement that plunged the neckline of the dress until it revealed her breasts almost completely, what Alfredo had been fearing for a while happened: a couple of men broke away from a group on the periphery of the dance floor and approached with the confidence of predators in a familiar hunting ground. They were attractive, the first one tall and broad-shouldered in a white shirt, with wavy black hair falling over his forehead and a trimmed beard that outlined a square jaw; the second, more slender, with penetrating light eyes and a cocky smile, dressed in a tight t-shirt that accentuated the muscles of his torso and dark pants that fell straight over gleaming Italian shoes. They positioned themselves beside her, moving to the rhythm with calculated steps, the first one brushing her hip with the back of his hand in an “accident” that was totally intentional, while the second leaned in to whisper something in Valeria’s ear.

Valeria didn’t stop, but her body tensed for an instant. She turned, arching her back so that the dress showed the beginning of her buttocks, and gave them an elegant smile, with her lips curved in a measured gesture that contrasted with the vulgarity of her dance.

Her smoky eyes shifted from them to Alfredo in a conspiratorial wink.

The men retreated with the look of a harsh defeat on their faces, before melting back into the group of friends.

At that precise moment when, to Alfredo’s relief, it seemed she was about to end the dance, a figure emerged from among the people who were beginning to fill the dance floor. Alfredo contemplated her like a mirage framed in gold and bronze: a blonde beauty with tanned skin, platinum hair reaching halfway down her back, framing a face with perfect features. High cheekbones, full lips painted bright red, and turquoise blue eyes that caught the light and seemed to reflect it. She wore a gold mini dress that clung to her silhouette like a metallic second skin, fitted from the halter neckline that left her back completely bare to the mini skirt that brushed the top of her thighs, with large sequins that sparkled with each step on high golden heeled sandals with thin straps that wound up her calves like intertwined snakes to her knees. Her body was a symphony of athletic curves: firm breasts supported by the elasticity of the fabric, wide hips and endless legs that ended in arched feet and nails painted with red polish, walking with the confidence of someone who knows the world revolves around her.

She approached Valeria with determination, stopping next to her. Valeria saw her immediately, her dance had already ended, and a smile of recognition lit up her face, flushed from the exertion.

Valeria approached her and they exchanged kisses on both cheeks. They exchanged smiles and a couple of glances toward Alfredo. The blonde laughed, leaning in to brush the corner of Valeria’s lips in a kiss that lasted longer than normal for two strangers.

They continued talking and looking toward Alfredo. Valeria nodded, with bright eyes and dilated pupils, and they took each other’s hands in a conspiratorial gesture. The blonde’s fingers intertwined with hers and together they headed toward the table where Alfredo was waiting. The blonde walked with a sway that made the gold mini dress tighten against her round, firm buttocks, the heel of her sandals intensifying the girl’s seductive walk, while Valeria followed beside her, with her red dress sparkling, her loose hair whipping her exposed back and a confidence that surprised Alfredo. Couples on nearby sofas turned their heads, whispering with knowing smiles, but they advanced indifferently, hand in hand like two models on a runway, toward the man who waited for them with eyes wide open.

The two women advanced across the elegant terrace with their hands intertwined, a duo of fire and gold that caused conversations on nearby sofas to fade into curious murmurs, as if the air had been charged with static electricity. The image of the two was striking.

Upon reaching the table where Alfredo waited, almost clutching the sofa with his mojito half-finished and his eyes dilated with surprise and fear, Valeria released the blonde’s hand with a fluid gesture and leaned over him, brushing her crimson lips against his ear in a moist kiss that left a trace of lipstick on his earlobe. Her loose hair fell like a cascade over his shoulder. Alfredo noticed the subtle sweat from her dancing, while her fingers traced a lazy path along the collar of his linen shirt, unbuttoning the first button with a red fingernail that lightly scratched his skin.

“Honey, this is Vanessa,” whispered Valeria, her voice charged with the excitement released by the pill. “Your surprise for today. All for you. Do you like what I’ve prepared for you?”

Vanessa, standing by the table with the grace of a panther, then turned on the heels of her high sandals, a slow and deliberate movement that was pure exhibition, as if her body were a living sculpture forged for the deepest sin. She was a woman made for vice, with skin bronzed like polished bronze by the sun of countless Mediterranean summers, smooth and gleaming beneath the golden mini dress that clung to her curves like a possessive lover: the halter neckline plunged between her generous and firm breasts, supported by the elasticity of the fabric with no need for anything else, allowing the upper curve to peek out in a creamy valley that invited kisses. She had a narrow waist and wide though proportionate hips, the dress was as short as Valeria’s and allowed an almost complete view of the upper part of her thighs. Her skin gleamed with some lotion, and Alfredo caught a glimpse of full buttocks that moved with a hypnotic undulation. Her legs were endless, muscular columns.

Alfredo stood there open-mouthed, with his glass stopped halfway to his lips, the ice melting in cold drops that slid down his knuckles while his dark eyes went from one to the other without quite understanding what Valeria had prepared for him.

“I don’t... I don’t understand,” he finally stammered, setting the glass down on the table with a shaky tinkle as he stood up with his eyes darting between Valeria’s smiling face and the displayed figure of the blonde.

“What is this, Valeria? Who is…?”

Valeria laughed with a spontaneous burst, a natural husky sound that cut through the tension like a ray of sunshine in a storm, as she sat down on the other side of Alfredo on the velvet sofa, her red dress rustling against the cushions and clinging to her exposed thighs. With complete naturalness, as if she were presenting an unexpected dessert at a romantic dinner, she extended a hand to brush his knee, her red nails tracing a lazy circle on the fabric of his pants, just above his growing erection.

“Vanessa is a luxury escort, love,” she explained, her voice soft and confident, with her green eyes shining with that mixture of tenderness and audacity that the MDMA amplified in her chest. “I contacted her this afternoon, while you were at the pool. Luckily she didn’t have any commitments for tonight... she’s my gift to you. To us. So you can feel that spark you need so much, without guilt or limits. She knows how to make everything burn... and I want to see you enjoy yourself, see you lose yourself in her while I watch. Or participate. Isn’t it the perfect surprise?”

Vanessa, without waiting for any invitation, dropped down next to Alfredo on the sofa with a fluidity that made the golden mini dress ride up her thighs, revealing the tanned skin that extended to some equally golden and shiny panties that caught the candlelight and emitted golden reflections. Her leg immediately brushed against his, the heat of her skin filtering through the fabric of his chinos, as she leaned forward to take his mojito glass with long fingers with nails also painted gold, taking a slow sip that left a trail of ice on her nude lips, swollen and shiny.

“Pleased to meet you, Alfredo,” purred Vanessa, her voice a velvety whisper with an accent that rolled like hot honey over the background jazz, as she turned her body toward him, her knee pressing against his in a deliberate contact that moved up his thigh. “Valeria has told me so much about you... about that fire you keep beneath the surface, waiting for someone to stoke it. I’m dying to taste you, to feel how you harden against me. I hope I’m to your liking.”

Her blue eyes locked with his with an intensity that was pure seduction, but then shifted toward Valeria, seated on the other side, and a wolfish smile curved her lips, as she extended a hand to brush Valeria’s forearm with her fingertips, tracing an upward path to the neckline of the red dress, stopping right at the edge of a sequin that brushed against her breast.

“And you, gorgeous,” she continued, her tone dropping to a conspiratorial murmur that slipped over the electronic bass, while her thumb outlined the contour of her hardened nipple through the fabric, a fleeting touch that made Valeria sigh and close her eyes. “You promised you’d let me taste you after him... to lick that skin that shines like sin. Will you keep your promise, or will I have to beg you with my tongue first?”

Alfredo felt his world turning upside down, the velvet sofa sinking like quicksand, as the chemical heat mixed with the morbid curiosity and confusion in his belly, his cock treacherously throbbing against the pressure of the legs of both women who flanked him like guardians of a forbidden ritual.

The gray velvet sofa sank under the weight of the three. Alfredo was in the center, flanked by the two women: to his left, Valeria with the red sequined dress still wrinkled from dancing, her thigh pressing against his in a warm and possessive contact; to his right, Vanessa with the golden mini dress riding up her toned hips, her tanned leg brushing against his in a deliberate touch that sent waves of chemical heat through his skin sensitized by the MDMA. The mojito had been forgotten on the marble table, the ice melted in an indifferent puddle, while the crystal lamps projected dancing prisms on their flushed faces, amplifying the tingling that ran through their veins like a river of slow fire.

Vanessa leaned forward with that grace that seemed innate since her arrival in Menorca, her platinum blonde hair falling in waves over an exposed shoulder, and took Alfredo’s glass with her long fingers with golden nails, taking a sip that left her nude lips glistening before returning it to him. Her deep blue eyes locked with his for a moment, then shifted toward Valeria in a complicit sweep, before speaking with that husky, velvety voice that was capable of seduction.

“Well, darlings,” she murmured, her knee pressing more against Alfredo’s, the heat of her skin filtering through the fabric of his chinos like a silent invitation. “What exactly are you looking for tonight? A casual touch to stoke the fire, or something that will leave you marked forever? Valeria has given me hints... but I want to hear it from both of you together.”

Valeria smiled with a certain shyness and leaned against Alfredo’s arm, while her hand moved up his thigh in a lazy path, stopping just at the edge of his growing erection. She leaned over him to brush Vanessa’s ear with her lips, to whisper a secret that was no longer one.

“We want to spice up our marriage,” she confessed, her voice a husky whisper that slipped over the distant bass, while her fingers traced circles on the fabric of Alfredo's shirt, feeling the accelerated heartbeat beneath her palm. “We've been married for five years, and we're sinking deeper into monotony... work, home, sweatpants, supermarket... nights that fade into routine sighs, sex that happens with the lights off. I want it to burn again, Vanessa. To burn like when we were dating, or on our honeymoon. I want him to see me like the first time, but with new layers... with raw desire, no filters.”

Alfredo felt a knot in his throat, the heat of the MDMA making his skin tingle with sensitivity under both women's touches, but Valeria's confession rekindled the echo of their argument, a pinprick of reality cutting through the veil of pleasure. He straightened up slightly on the sofa, his linen shirt sticking to his chest from subtle perspiration, and turned his head toward her, his dark eyes clouded by a mixture of excitement and that disbelief that wouldn't completely fade.

“Something else... I was expecting something else,” he muttered, his voice deep and broken, while his hand instinctively rose to cover hers on his thigh, a gesture that was an anchor in the tide. “I expected... damn it, Valeria, I was preparing myself for another man with you. To see you with him, fucking like in your fantasies... not for this. Not for... a woman between us.”

Vanessa looked at Valeria then, with an eyebrow arched in a wolfish smile that curved her lips, her eyes shining with a predatory intelligence that seemed to read them like an open book. She leaned over Alfredo until she also brushed Valeria's arm with the tip of her index finger, tracing an ascending path up her forearm to her bare shoulder, a light touch that raised goosebumps in its wake.

“You're a very clever little slut,” she said to Valeria, her voice a low, admiring purr that tangled with the jazz, as she withdrew her finger with deliberate slowness, leaving a trail of heat. “To make the step more attractive to Alfredo, you bring him a woman instead of a man. A gentle bridge... so he can taste the thrill without drowning all at once. I love it. It's like starting with an appetizer before the feast.”

Alfredo swallowed, the knot in his stomach loosening a bit under the weight of her words, but confusion still pulsed in his chest from the surprise she had prepared for him. Vanessa turned her face toward him again, her leg pressing more against his, the golden mini dress riding up just enough to reveal the inner curve of her tanned thigh, and looked at him directly, with that sinful smile that made her lips seem made to be bitten.

“And you, Alfredo?” she asked, her seductive tone dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, while her hand moved up his forearm, golden fingers brushing the exposed skin where his shirt sleeve was rolled up, a touch that was pure electricity amplified by the chemical. “How would you feel seeing your wife getting it on with another woman? With me, for example... licking her neck while you watch? Do you think that's easier to digest than seeing her being fucked by a man?”

He felt his pulse quicken in his groin, heat rising up his neck in a treacherous blush, and he glanced for a moment at Valeria, whose green eyes were shining, her hand still on his thigh like a living reminder. The jazz filtered into his ears like a shared heartbeat, and finally, with a hoarse sigh that was surrender, he murmured:

“I guess... it would turn me on. And yes. I think it would be easier to see her in another woman's arms than a man's,” he admitted, his voice deep and trembling, while his free hand rose to brush the back of Vanessa's, a tentative contact that was the first step toward the abyss. “Seeing her like that... lost in you, gasping against your mouth... fuck, yes. It would get me rock hard.”

Vanessa smiled triumphantly, a gleam in her eyes that was the consummation of a victory, and she turned toward Valeria with deliberate slowness, her body leaning over Alfredo's lap like a living bridge between them. The golden mini dress stretched against her firm breasts, the halter neckline dipping to reveal the upper curve of her tanned areolas, and she extended a hand to caress Valeria's cheek with the back of her fingers, tracing a downward path along her jawline to the hollow of her collarbone, where sweat from dancing still beaded her skin.

“Then, let's start slowly,” Vanessa purred, her voice a thread of torn silk that slipped over the bass, as she moved closer, her warm breath brushing Valeria's crimson lips, perfumed with rum and vanilla. “Just a game... so he can see how you come undone.”

The slow game of seduction began with an innocent touch that wasn't: Vanessa's fingers moved down Valeria's neck, sliding under the thin strap of the red dress to brush the curve of her bare shoulder, a light touch that raised goosebumps in its wake and made Valeria's nipples harden against the sequins. Valeria gasped and closed her eyes, a husky sound that vibrated in Alfredo's chest, and arched her neck in an exposed curve that invited biting, her green eyes half-closed as Vanessa leaned in closer, her platinum blonde hair falling like a curtain over her décolletage. The blonde traced a lazy circle with her golden nail around a nipple visible through the fabric, pressing just enough for the pink peak to stand out sharply, and then lowered her hand down the valley between her breasts, stopping at the edge of the dress to gently pull at the neckline, letting one breast emerge completely—round and creamy, the erect nipple catching the candlelight like an indecent jewel.

“How soft you are here,” Vanessa whispered against her ear, her hot breath sending waves of pleasure down Valeria's spine, while her other hand moved up the inside of her exposed thigh, brushing the waxed skin to the edge of the dress, where humid heat radiated like a half-open oven. “Look at her, Alfredo... how she trembles for me. Do you want me to lick her now, or would you prefer to join in first?”

Alfredo held his breath, his cock throbbing painfully against the fabric, as he watched the game with his eyes fixed on his wife's exposed breast, the brush of Vanessa's fingers moving higher, slipping under the dress to touch the smooth pubis and the swollen entrance already dripping with excitement. Valeria moaned again, her hand squeezing Alfredo's package in a lewd caress that brought him to the edge of excitement. That sofa became a private altar where sin unfolded slowly, deliberately, under the lamps that cast dancing shadows over their intertwined bodies.

Vanessa leaned back a little more against the velvet sofa's backrest, her dress tightening against her firm breasts and allowing the halter neckline to dip into a tempting valley that caught the prisms from the crystal lamps on the marble table. Her tanned leg continued pressing against Alfredo's.

“This is fine for an appetizer,” she murmured, looking around, while her eyes slid over Alfredo's face, pausing on his parted lips before returning to Valeria. “But to really let ourselves go... we need somewhere more private where we can unleash ourselves. This is perfect as foreplay, but for the real game, we'll need privacy.”

Valeria felt heat rising through her chest, amplified by the MDMA that made every brush of the breeze against her skin feel like an intimate caress, and she squeezed Alfredo's hand on her thigh, her red nails digging slightly into the fabric of his pants. She leaned forward.

“We can go to the hotel,” she suggested as her eyes sparkled, dilated from the pill that had loosened their inhibitions. “It has a very private large terrace with views of the sea and a pergola. Nobody will disturb us... it will just be us, the wind, and whatever happens.”

Alfredo swallowed hard, the knot in his throat tightening at the image forming in his mind—the three of them on that terrace, under the Menorcan moon, with the sea roaring below like an indifferent chorus.

“I see you've taken ecstasy,” Vanessa said to Valeria. “Your pupils are like saucers, love... dilated and hungry, as if the whole world were burning inside you. I love it... makes everything more raw, more real. It will take you further, if that's even possible.”

Valeria nodded with a wolfish smile, while the heat between her legs intensified, dripping in the absence of underwear beneath her dress.

“For you too, if you want,” she offered, pulling the second silver wrapper from her purse with a wink, but Vanessa shook her head, her platinum blonde hair falling in waves over Alfredo's shoulder in an accidental caress.

“I'm saving mine for the terrace,” she replied, standing up fluidly. “Shall we go now? Pleasure awaits us, and it's not wise to keep it waiting.”

They paid the bill hurriedly—Alfredo sliding the card across the marble table with trembling fingers—and left the terrace holding hands in an improvised chain that immediately attracted all kinds of looks. Looks of reproach, looks of envy, but none of indifference. Vanessa led with firm steps, her exposed back gleaming under the lights; Valeria in the middle, matching her in sensuality; and Alfredo closing the trio, his heart pounding in his chest as he looked left and right trying to capture people's reactions as they passed. The taxi took them along winding roads under a starry sky, the purr of the engine a counterpoint to the charged silence, broken only by fleeting touches in the back seat: Vanessa's hand on Valeria's knee, hers on Alfredo's thigh, a circuit of heat that made the journey seem eternal. To Alfredo's surprise, things remained within the bounds of decency, something he had doubted when all three climbed into the back.

Upon reaching the hotel suite, the door opened with a soft beep that broke the stillness of the hallway, and they entered the room bathed in the silver moonlight filtering through the partially open curtains of the large terrace. Vanessa looked around with approval. The space was, just as Valeria had described, a sanctuary: white sheets on a two-by-two-meter bed. There was a bottle of cava chilling in an ice bucket on the nightstand, and the terrace beyond featured rattan sofas with plush cushions and a couple of loungers for sunbathing. The terrace was on a corner of the building, and on the top floor, so privacy was complete, away from prying eyes.

Vanessa closed the door behind them, turning with a predatory smile that curved her lips, and took Valeria by the waist, pulling her against her body in a brush of curves that made their dresses, the gold and the red, tighten and rustle like a prelude. Alfredo remained at the terrace door, opening the bottle of cava and preparing some glasses.

“Sit down and enjoy, Alfredo,” she ordered with that husky voice that was pure seduction, pointing to one of the rattan sofas. “This is for you... watch how I prepare her, how I make her moan so you burn.”

He obeyed with trembling legs, sinking into the plush cushions with his eyes fixed on them, the sea roaring below like a distant chorus while Vanessa began the slow game of seduction with Valeria, guiding her toward the center of the terrace under the moonlight. She gently pushed Valeria against the wrought iron railing, hands on her hips to arch her back, the red dress riding up her thighs in a treacherous fold that exposed her smooth skin and the contour of her moist pubis. Vanessa pressed against her with her gold dress brushing against the red fabric in a whisper of sequins, and lowered her head to brush Valeria's neck with her lips, an open, wet kiss that left a glistening trail of saliva below her ear, while her hands moved up Valeria's sides, pausing at her breasts to knead them through the dress, thumbs pressing against the hardened nipples in slow circles that drew a husky gasp from Valeria.

“Do you like it, Alfredo? Does it turn you on to see your little slut of a wife getting it on with another woman?” Vanessa asked, turning her head to lock eyes with him while licking Valeria's earlobe with her tongue, a deliberate lick that made her arch against the railing as she felt the tingling sensation. “Do you like seeing how I suck her neck, how her tits harden under my hands? Tell me... does it make you hard imagining my tongue lower down?”

Alfredo gasped, his hand instinctively moving to his groin to squeeze the painful erection against his pants, the chemical heat making every detail—the blush rising up Valeria's chest, the way her thighs rubbed against each other seeking friction—feel amplified, as if the entire world had been reduced to that terrace.

“Yes... fuck, yes.”

Vanessa slid a finger into Valeria's vagina with torturous slowness, curving it to brush that internal spot that made her moan louder and instinctively open her legs to facilitate access. With her other hand, Vanessa pulled at the neckline of the dress, completely freeing her breasts—round and creamy, with dark nipples standing erect in the cool night air. She bent down to lick them, sucking and leaving a wet trail while her finger moved slowly inside Valeria.

“And what about this, Alfredo?” she asked again, looking up at him with lips glistening with saliva and the nipple between her teeth, nibbling just enough to make Valeria squirm against the railing. “Do you like watching me devour her breasts, sliding my fingers into her pussy until she trembles? Do you want me to make her scream your name... or mine?”

He nodded silently as Vanessa quickened her rhythm, adding a second finger that stretched Valeria’s walls in a slippery back-and-forth motion, her mouth alternating between the exposed breasts in hungry licks that left the skin red and glistening. Valeria panted against the railing, her hair loose, her body arched in a surrender that was pure fire beneath the indifferent moon.

Vanessa stepped away from the railing for a moment, her lips still glistening with the saliva she had left on Valeria’s exposed nipples, and took a step back. Valeria remained arched against the railing, her red dress wrinkled around her waist in a disheveled fold that exposed her practically naked body. Alfredo observed her swollen, dripping labia, her nipples, but above all her look of absolute surrender to passion.

With a wolfish smile curving her lips, Vanessa opened her tiny gold purse and took out a translucent crystal vial, thin as a finger, filled with fine white powder that gleamed under the moonlight. The silver cap clicked open, releasing a subtle, chemical aroma, and Vanessa tilted the vial toward her nose, sniffing a small amount with an expert movement: the powder disappeared in a precise line on the back of her hand, inhaled with a husky sigh that made her eyes narrow in ecstasy, her pupils dilating even more under the combined effect of the MDMA and this new spark.

“To make everything burn even hotter,” Vanessa murmured, as she poured a pinch of the white powder directly onto Valeria’s pubis, the fine granules falling in an irregular trail over the smooth skin, adhering to the moisture that beaded her outer lips. “Try this, gorgeous... let it dissolve into you, let it burn you from within.”

Valeria gasped at the contact, feeling the white powder being absorbed by her swollen clitoris in a tingling sensation that merged with the heat of her arousal, filtering into her entrance with a subtle burning that made her contract in involuntary spasms. She bit her crimson lip, her nails gripping the railing as the drug seeped through her sensitive skin, amplifying every sensation. The powder dissolved quickly in her wetness. She immediately felt a heat rising through her belly like a white lightning bolt: her heart beat with unbridled force, her pulse quickened, while a savage euphoria flooded her chest, making her skin tingle with heightened sensitivity, every pore open to the touch of air as if it were an avid tongue. Her pupils dilated to blackness, plunging the green of her contact lenses into an abyss of pure desire, and an electric heat coursed through her veins, hardening her nipples to the point of pain and contracting her pussy in rhythmic pulses that dripped more moisture down her thighs, a yearning emptiness that made her thrust her hips forward in an animal instinct. The coke made her feel invincible and fragile at once: stifled laughter escaped her throat in husky moans, her mind a hurricane of hyperrealistic sensations—the sea smelling like sex, the air tasting like electricity, and the wind roaring her name.

Vanessa then knelt before her. She sprinkled more white powder on her pubis and brought her nose to Valeria’s center, snorting the powder directly from her pussy with a subsequent lick that collected the remaining dust: her warm, wet tongue slid over the outer lips in a long, deliberate stroke, sucking on the clitoris, drawing a guttural moan from Valeria, who arched to the limit against the railing like a taut bow. The blonde licked eagerly, her tongue plunging into the entrance to taste the mixture of salty wetness and the chemical aftertaste of the powder, her hands moving up Valeria’s inner thighs to spread them wider. Then she turned her around and spread her buttocks, exposing her waxed anus while her fingers caressed the perineum in lazy circles.

The temperature rose like a relentless tide, the air on the terrace thickening with the scent of sex.

Both women turned toward him then, like predators scenting prey, and Vanessa took Valeria’s hand, pulling her with a playful tug toward the rattan sofa where Alfredo waited with his cock already freed from his pants, hard and throbbing under the moonlight. Valeria, with her dress hanging precariously from her waist and the tingling in her pussy like a slow fire, dropped to her knees before him alongside Vanessa, her dilated, feverish eyes fixed on her husband’s erection, the effect of the cocaine on her sex. She focused on Alfredo’s cock. It was hard as stone, with the glans shining an almost violet color, making each swollen vein look like a river of lava she longed to lick.

Vanessa initiated the legendary blowjob with torturous slowness, her mouth opening to engulf the head of Alfredo’s cock, sucking with gentle pressure that made him grunt and arch against the cushions, her tongue circling around the tip in slippery circles that collected the salty pre-cum. “Look at him, Valeria... I’m fucking him with my mouth as if this cock were mine,” she purred against the skin, before sinking deeper. She expertly relaxed her throat, swallowing inch by inch until her lips touched the hairy base, but she didn’t stop there. In a final effort, she reached Alfredo’s testicles, which she licked by extending her tongue beyond what seemed reasonable in a gag that brought tears to her eyes. Valeria watched hypnotized, the cocaine amplifying her euphoria in a wave that made her hands tremble, and she leaned in to join that war of fluids, exchanging saliva in an open kiss over the tip of his cock with both tongues tangling in a viscous duel of silvery threads dripping onto the swollen flesh.

They spat then, an indecent and synchronized ritual: Vanessa tilted her head and let a stream of thick saliva fall directly onto Alfredo’s cock, the warm liquid sliding down the shaft in a glistening trail that Valeria collected with her tongue, licking from base to head in a long stroke that made him gasp and clench his fists in the cushions. “Spit on it more,” Valeria moaned, her voice hoarse from having been invaded by Alfredo’s phallus. Vanessa obeyed, spitting forcefully again, the saliva landing on the glans and overflowing down the sides, while both licked simultaneously—Vanessa sucking the head with voracious suctions that made it swell in her mouth, Valeria licking his testicles and sucking them one by one, unable to swallow both at once. The girls’ lips brushed in stolen kisses that exchanged more saliva, a French kiss over Alfredo’s skin that drove him crazy.

Vanessa swallowed the entire cock again, fucking it with her mouth in a brutal and deep rhythm making her throat contract around him in spasms that inexorably brought him closer to orgasm. The amount of saliva was obscene, and both women challenged each other in a competition of saliva until they choked. Some of that saliva dripped down Alfredo's thighs in sticky streams that soaked his lowered pants.

“What do you think, little slut?” asked Vanessa, her voice a deep purr that rose above the roaring sea, as she licked a trail of saliva from the corner of Valeria’s mouth. “What do you think about watching me eat your husband’s cock... how I fuck his dick with my throat until he explodes? Does it make you horny knowing he’s yours, but tonight we’re sharing him like two bitches in heat?”

“Let’s go inside,” hissed Vanessa, with a dominant voice, as she took Valeria’s hand and Alfredo’s. “The bed awaits us... and you, Alfredo, are going to be the center of this fire.”

They stumbled into the suite, leaving the windows to the terrace open. Vanessa pushed Alfredo toward the bed with surprising strength for her slender figure, laying him on his back on the rumpled white sheets that still smelled of the previous night. He fell with a muffled grunt, his hard, throbbing cock bouncing against his abdomen as the two women loomed over him like predators in heat. Valeria climbed onto the bed first, crawling over his chest with her knees on either side of his hips, her breasts swinging heavy and free.

Vanessa positioned herself in front of them. “Here we are... in bed at last,” she murmured. “Let’s start the game slowly... to savor everything.”

She bent her head toward Valeria first, capturing her crimson lips in a soft but insistent kiss, a brush of mouths that slowly opened into an exchange of warm breath. Vanessa’s tongue slid delicately over her lower lip, tracing the contour before plunging into her mouth in a slow, wet duel, sucking with a pressure that made Valeria gasp against her, her hands instinctively rising to the blonde’s nape, tangling in the platinum mane that fell in loose waves down her back. The kiss deepened, tongues entwining in a back-and-forth that left threads of saliva hanging between their lips as they separated.

“Lie down, handsome,” ordered Vanessa, as Valeria knelt beside him at the edge of the bed, her dilated, feverish green eyes fixed on his erection that throbbed against the fabric of his chino pants. “Let us take care of you... excite you until you beg.”

“The moment of truth,” whispered Vanessa, as she hooked her thumbs into her golden panties, lowering them with torturous slowness down her tanned thighs, the fabric sliding down her oiled skin until it fell in a dark puddle at her feet. What she revealed then was a burning, forbidden secret: beneath the smooth, shaved pubis, not the pussy they had imagined, but a large, thick cock with pronounced veins and a dark head that throbbed in the fresh air, hanging heavy between her toned legs, the contracted and smooth scrotum underneath like an unexpected promise.

Alfredo froze for an eternal second, his dark eyes opening wide in a mixture of surprise that cut off his breath, unable to look away from that immense phallus, caught between the shock of the unexpected and a treacherous morbid curiosity that rose through his belly.

“What...?” he could barely stammer, but his traitorous cock throbbed more forcefully against his abdomen, hardening at the sight of that foreign erection, thick and ready, contrasting with Vanessa’s feminine figure. Her firm, high silicone breasts, the gleaming brown skin, the platinum mane falling like a veil. The surprise was a punch to the stomach, a vertigo that made him feel exposed and small, but the excitement tangled like poisonous ivy, a heat that hardened his cock to the point of pain, already imagining the brush of that flesh against Valeria’s, in a forbidden desire that terrified and drove him crazy in equal parts.

Valeria laughed beside him, her green eyes shining with a mixture of curiosity and renewed hunger, but Vanessa only smiled, that wolfish curve that was pure victory, as she approached again, her cock bouncing heavily against her thigh with each step, dripping a clear drop of pre-cum that slid down her bronzed skin. “Surprise within the surprise,” she finally said, kneeling again between Alfredo’s legs, her hand with golden manicure wrapped around the base of his cock, pumping it once, the brush of her own erection against his thigh in a fleeting contact that sent an electric shock down his spine.

Vanessa pulled away from Alfredo’s lips with a wet pop that left a thread of saliva hanging between their mouths, a shining trail that broke into a slow drop that slid down her brown chin until it was lost between her breasts. Her blue eyes, loaded with desire, fixed on his with an intensity that was an order disguised as an invitation, while her hand, still wet with pre-cum and shared saliva, went down his chest to press against his abdomen, pushing him firmly.

“Sit there, handsome,” murmured Vanessa, pointing to the leather armchair. “From there... watch how your wife sucks me off. Enjoy the show before joining in.”

Alfredo obeyed with trembling legs, sitting down with a muffled grunt, his cock hard. The leather creaked under his weight, cool against his hot skin, and Vanessa turned to Valeria with a wolfish smile that curved her lips, extending a hand to draw her in by the waist.

Valeria allowed herself to be guided, her feverish green eyes fixed on Vanessa’s cock, and she knelt before her with her knees sinking into the Persian rug next to the bed. Her hands moved up the blonde’s toned legs, brushing the golden sandals before ascending the brown calves, stopping at the thighs to scratch the skin with red nails that left pink furrows in the polished bronze of the transvestite’s skin. Vanessa spread her legs with deliberate slowness.

She had a torso sculpted in gyms, operating rooms, and hormones that flowed in perfect feminine curves—high cheekbones, full lips, platinum mane falling in waves over her shoulders—until the gaze lowered and collided with that thick, veiny cock, a shaft of masculine flesh that throbbed incongruously between the smooth legs, hanging heavy and hard against the shaved pubis, the dark, large head like a living and forbidden intrusion in a temple of impeccable femininity.

Valeria moaned against the flesh, her mouth sinking deeper into a throat that contracted around the cock. Trying to imitate Vanessa’s technique, she swallowed it to the base while her hands rose to knead the firm buttocks like steel, with her fingers sinking into the tense, round flesh that contracted under her palm, a touch that made the blonde push her hips forward, fucking her mouth with short, deliberate thrusts that splashed saliva over Valeria’s lips, dripping down her chin until soaking her breasts. The contrast was hypnotic, obscene: Vanessa’s perfect breasts bouncing with each thrust, firm and high like ripe fruits ready to be bitten, the bronzed skin gleaming under the moon while the cock—thick, veiny, and masculine—sank into Valeria’s throat, the blunt head emerging glistening with saliva before disappearing again, a shaft that didn’t fit but excited in its discordance, hanging heavy between the feminine curves like a secret that burned from within.

Alfredo watched from the armchair, his cock painfully hardening against his thigh, the earlier surprise dissolving into a morbid fascination that consumed him, his heart pounding in his throat as Vanessa moaned loudly, her hand tangled in Valeria’s hair to guide the rhythm.

Alfredo sank deeper into the black leather armchair, the backrest creaking under his weight as surprise hit him like a cold wave amid the chemical heat coursing through his veins. His cock betrayed him, hardening at the sight of that thick, veiny flesh hanging between Vanessa’s perfect curves. But for a moment, he hesitated. He shifted uncomfortably and shook his head. His wife, watching him, noticed the battle that had erupted in his mind.

“Hey, love... look at me,” Valeria whispered, raising her eyes to him. “Breathe... I’m here. With you. This... this is just us exploring, releasing what binds us. No taboos tonight, only desire. Feel my hand... feel how I love you, completely, with everything this surprise brings.”

Alfredo swallowed, feeling a lump in his throat, but the debate raged in his chest: the excitement hardened his cock to the point of pain, already imagining the touch of that foreign flesh against Valeria’s, a morbid curiosity that both embarrassed and attracted him like a magnet; the taboos, echoes of a lifetime of whispered norms, tightened his stomach in a vertigo that made him break into a cold sweat, his mind wavering between “this isn’t for me” and “damn, I want to see.” His free hand rose to touch her cheek, his thumb tracing the arch of her cheekbone in a hesitant gesture, while Valeria leaned in closer, her bare chest brushing against his knee.

“Valeria... it’s just... I don’t know if I can,” he confessed, his voice deep and trembling, as his thumb moved down to brush her lower lip, feeling the warmth of her breath against the tip. “It makes me... fuck, it turns me into a beast. But it hurts, like I’m betraying something. What if this changes us forever? What if tomorrow I can’t look at you without seeing... this?”

She shook her head slowly, her loose brown hair falling in waves over her shoulder, and squeezed his hand tighter, guiding it to her chest so he could feel the racing heartbeat beneath his palm, a shared pulse that was raw and vulnerable love. She stood up slowly and straddled his lap, her knees sinking into the cushions of the armchair on either side of his hips, her wet pussy pressing against the bulge of his cock in a warm, slippery touch that made him gasp. Her hands moved up his neck, tangling in his hair to arch his head back, and she kissed his forehead first, a soft brush of crimson lips that left a moist trail, then his temples, his cheeks, moving down his jaw in a shower of tender kisses that were balm for his storm.

“It doesn’t change us... it opens us,” she whispered against his skin, her warm breath brushing his ear as one hand moved down his chest. “Feel this, Alfredo... my mouth on your neck, my body against yours. It’s love, not betrayal. What you feel now, that fire mixed with fear... it’s real, and I want all of it. You are my life, always. Let Vanessa do her job... but in the end, it will be you and me. Relax... let me love you like this.”

Her caresses were a language of tenderness: fingers tracing the line of his collarbone, moving down his chest to brush his hardened nipples with red nails in lazy circles that made him arch against her, a sigh escaping his throat; her mouth kissing his jaw, nibbling his earlobe with gentle teeth that didn’t bite, only grazed, while her hips rocked slowly against his, her slippery pussy rubbing against his cock in a motion that was erotic comfort, not urgency. “I love you so much... with your doubts, with your fire,” she murmured against his neck, licking a salty trail of sweat that ran down his skin, her flat, warm tongue leaving a moist path that cooled in the air, making him tremble beneath her.

Alfredo felt the knot loosen, the taboo giving way to the love that Valeria wove with each caress, his hand rising to tangle in her hair and pull her in for a deep, slow kiss, tongues entwining in a dance that tasted of mint, rum, and shared vulnerability, while his hips pushed upward in an instinct that no longer fought against itself.

At that moment, Vanessa approached from behind, her brown body brushing against Valeria’s back in a warm sandwich of skin, and leaned over her shoulder to capture Alfredo’s lips in a kiss that was a gentle invasion: her lips pressing against his with a suction that left him breathless, her tongue sliding into his mouth to taste the echo of Valeria’s kiss, a shared flavor that intertwined with the blonde’s. Vanessa kissed with deliberate slowness, nibbling his lower lip before deepening, her hand moving up Valeria’s neck to tangle in her hair and draw her into the kiss, making the three tongues brush against each other in a wet and obscene triangle, saliva exchanged in threads that dripped down Alfredo’s chin, a kiss that was a bridge between their love and the fire of the night.

“Come... let me fuck you slowly in front of him,” Vanessa whispered, leading Valeria to the bed by the hand. Valeria obeyed, lying on her back on the white sheets with her legs open in a gentle but unmistakable invitation of what she wanted. Vanessa knelt between her legs, her erect cock brushing against the inside of her brown thigh in a fleeting touch that made Valeria gasp, the contrast of that thick flesh against her creamy skin sending waves of forbidden pleasure down her spine.

With deliberate slowness, Vanessa positioned herself, the glans pressing like a battering ram against Valeria’s labia, sliding in the dripping wetness before sinking inch by inch, the smooth and slippery stretching making her arch her back with a low moan, the inner walls contracting around the veiny shaft in a warm vice that sucked it deeper. “Yes... like that, slowly,” Valeria murmured, her hands rising to knead Vanessa’s breasts, feeling the impeccable firmness of the silicone breasts that tensed under her palms, the dark nipples hardened like peaks begging to be licked.

Vanessa pushed with a restrained rhythm, her hips undulating in a gentle back-and-forth that made her cock slide in and out in a wet fuck. Her hands moved down Valeria’s sides, brushing the exposed breasts to delicately pinch the nipples, twisting them just enough to make Valeria arch and moan against her mouth, a kiss that opened into an exchange of hot breath and residual mint, tongues brushing in a lazy dance that didn’t urge, only kindled.

Alfredo watched from the armchair, lust gaining ground over taboo in his chest, his hand pumping his cock with a rhythm that matched Vanessa’s, the leather creaking beneath him as desire consumed him slowly, like a flame that doesn’t burn all at once.

The temperature rose in gentle spirals, Valeria’s pussy dripping juices that slid down Vanessa’s cock in clear threads that dripped onto the sheets, her waxed anus contracting with each deep thrust that brushed against that internal spot, drawing hoarse moans from her that Vanessa silenced with kisses on her mouth, nibbling her lower lip before licking the sweat from her collarbone. “

The orgasm built slowly in Valeria, a wave accumulating in her belly like a burning knot, her walls contracting around Vanessa’s cock in spasms that also brought her to climax, the pleasure amplified by the chemicals running through their veins until it broke with a long, muffled moan —“Yes, fuck... I’m coming!”— her body arching in a feverish bridge, hot juices splashing from the union of their bodies in a subtle stream that soaked Vanessa’s thighs.

At that moment, Alfredo rose from the armchair as if propelled by a spring, crossing the room in two strides to capture Valeria’s lips in a deep and loving kiss, his tongue sliding into her mouth to taste the echo of Vanessa while she convulsed beneath him, his hands tangling in her hair to hold her close. “I love you so much... you’re mine, always, in every fire you light,” he whispered against her mouth between gasps, and words hoarse and loaded with tenderness, his cock brushing against Vanessa’s thigh in a fleeting contact that deepened the kiss, a bond of love amid shared desire.

Her green eyes, clouded by pleasure and tenderness, turned to Alfredo, who watched her with a mixture of adoration and longing in his dark gaze, his chest rising and falling in an accelerated rhythm. With a soft and loving smile, she extended her hand to him, their fingers intertwining in a bond that was a promise of shared intimacy.

“Come, my love,” Valeria whispered, her voice a hoarse and affectionate thread as she gently drew him toward the bed. “Lie down for me... let me feel you close, as close as only we know how.”

Alfredo obeyed with a sigh of surrender, his body heavy with desire and emotion, letting himself fall onto his back on the white sheets that still held the warmth of their bodies. Valeria sat up, positioning herself with her knees on either side of his head, her trembling thighs opening slowly over his face, her pussy swollen and glistening with her juices and Vanessa’s semen inside her.

“Lick me, darling,” she murmured, her voice a loving and pleading whisper, as she lowered herself slowly, the humid heat of her center brushing his chin in a warm and slippery touch. “Clean everything from me... make me feel yours again, with your mouth so sweet on me. Please, my life... just a deep kiss, to unite us again.”

Alfredo felt her scent enveloping him and a knot formed in his throat, a resistance that tightened his chest like an invisible hand. His dark eyes closed for an instant, the tenderness of her voice colliding with the echo of taboos that still whispered in his mind, the desire to please her warring with a modesty that made him hesitate. “Valeria... I don’t know if...” he stammered, his voice deep and trembling, his hands rising to her hips to hold her, not to pull her closer, a protective touch that was pure love but laden with doubt.

Suddenly, a warm, thick thread began to emerge from inside her, Vanessa’s semen sliding slowly down her labia in a thick white drop that dripped onto Alfredo’s chin, salty and viscous against his skin. A retch rose in his throat, an involuntary reflex that made him tense beneath her, his eyes opening wide in a mixture of surprise and rejection that reddened his cheeks, his body rigid under the weight of his wife as if the world had suddenly collapsed.

Valeria felt the tremor in his hands, the way his body tensed like a bow, and her heart tightened with infinite tenderness, leaning forward to brush her forehead against his, her breasts swaying softly over his chest in a warm touch that was comfort. “Shh, my love... I’m here,” she whispered, her voice a hoarse and affectionate balm, while one hand lowered to caress his cheek, her thumb tracing the arc of his jaw in slow and loving circles, cleaning the treacherous drop with a gentle touch. “It’s nothing that isn’t us... just the echo of a night that has united us more. Lick me, honey... make me feel clean with your mouth, with your love. Please, my life... let me feel you like this, so close, so yours.”

Alfredo swallowed hard, the knot in his throat loosening under the warmth of her gaze, the touch of her skin against his, and finally, with a trembling sigh that was absolute surrender, his tongue came out to brush her swollen lips in a deep lick, collecting the fluid in a salty taste that merged with her familiar essence. Valeria gasped, a sound of pleasure and relief that vibrated in her chest, and she lowered herself more, pressing her center against his mouth in a slow and loving rhythm, while her hands tangled in his hair to hold him close, not to force, just to connect.

“Like that, my love... just like that. It’s the ultimate surrender,” she murmured, her voice a hoarse whisper of affection, as he licked with more confidence, his tongue sinking slowly into her to clean every trace, every drop, with deep and tender kisses that made her arch against him, pleasure reborn in gentle waves that filled her with a warmth that was more than flesh. “I love you so much... you’re my everything, always. Feel how I tremble for you... only for you.”

While Alfredo tenderly licked Valeria’s center, his tongue sliding in soft and deep strokes across her swollen lips, collecting every trace of moisture with a devotion that was pure love wrapped in desire, Vanessa moved with the silent grace of a shadow in the moonlight. She knelt behind him on the bed, her brown hands moving up Alfredo’s thighs with light caresses, brushing his skin until reaching the curve of his buttocks, separating them delicately to expose his contracted anus. Her warm breath first brushed the sensitive skin, a whisper of salty vanilla that made Alfredo tense under Valeria’s weight, a tremor that vibrated against her pussy, but she calmed him with a low moan, her fingers tangled in his hair to guide him closer.

Vanessa bent her head, her platinum mane falling like a curtain over her exposed back, and began to lick with reverent slowness, tracing lazy circles around the contracted sphincter, a warm and slippery touch that barely sank in a little, sucking with gentle pressure that sent waves of forbidden pleasure up Alfredo’s spine. He gasped against Valeria’s pussy, his tongue pausing for a moment in a stifled kiss, his body rigid between his wife’s love and this unexpected caress that awakened buried taboos — echoes of a society that whispered to him “no, not for men like you,” a vertigo that squeezed his chest like a claw, excitement crashing against shame in a knot that made him tremble, at the edge of a precipice where desire merged with the fear of breaking.

Valeria felt the change in him instantly — the way his tongue faltered, the tremor that rose from his thighs to her center, the accelerated pulse beneath her palm when she brushed his cheek — and her heart tightened with infinite tenderness, recognizing in his silence the weight of those taboos that society had imposed on him like invisible chains. She rose slowly from his mouth, with a hoarse sigh that was relief and affection, her pussy still pulsing in the void he had left, and slid beside him on the bed, kneeling next to his head with her knees sinking into the rumpled sheets. She took his face in her hands, her thumbs caressing his cheekbones in soft, loving circles, forcing him to look at her with dark eyes clouded by the internal storm.

“My love... shh, I’m here,” whispered Valeria, her voice a hoarse and sweet balm that filtered above the roaring sea, as she leaned down to brush his forehead with her lips, a tender kiss that left a warm trail of crimson. “Feel my hand on your cheek... feel how I love you, completely, with every part of you that trembles now. There’s nothing wrong with this, darling... just us, letting go together. Let yourself go, my life... surrender to what you feel, to me, to this moment that is ours. I love you so much... let me kiss you, let me hold you while you flow.”

Her lips captured his in a deep and loving kiss, their tongues touching with a slowness that was comfort, not urgency, their saliva mixing in a sweet exchange that tasted of fluids and semen and their shared essence, while one hand went down to take his, intertwining their fingers over his chest. “I love you... my man, my love, my fire,” she murmured against his mouth between soft kisses at the corners, on the jaw, down the neck in a shower of touches that were promises, her body pressing against his in an embrace that enveloped him, her breasts brushing his torso in warm caresses that calmed the trembling.

In that moment of surrender, Vanessa pushed with reverent slowness, her cock pressing against Alfredo’s anus, sliding in the saliva she had left with her previous licks, a gentle touch that sank slowly into the contracted ring, stretching it centimeter by centimeter in a burning that was pleasure mixed with vulnerability. Alfredo gasped into Valeria’s mouth, the kiss breaking into a thread of saliva that slid down his chin, his body tensing in an arch that she calmed with a loving whisper — “Breathe with me, my darling... feel how I open you, how I deliver you to the pleasure you deserve” — her lips returning to his in a kiss that drowned his moan, her tongue sliding into his mouth to taste his surrender while Vanessa pushed deeper, the cock making its way into his slippery interior that brushed dormant nerves, the soft scrotum pressing against his buttocks in a warm and full contact.

Valeria kissed him with devotion, nibbling his lower lip with gentle teeth that didn’t bite, only grazed, while her hand masturbated him slowly, “I love you... let yourself go, my life, you’re perfect like this, open for me,” whispering against his skin between kisses on the neck that left moist trails, her body pressing against his side in an embrace that was a shield against the world. Vanessa alternated the rhythm with delicacy, withdrawing slightly to push again, the gentle and deep stretching making Alfredo arch with a hoarse moan that Valeria captured in her mouth, her tongue entwining with his in a loving dance that anchored him, while the blonde’s cock sank to the base in a vise-like heat that filled him, the forbidden pleasure merging with his wife’s love in a spiral that left him trembling on the edge.

Alfredo felt the orgasm arrive like an inevitable wave that had accumulated in his belly all night, a knot of pleasure and emotion that unraveled in a deep and trembling pulse, his cock contracting in Valeria’s mouth with a force that left him breathless. The first jet came out warm and thick, filling her tongue in a salty and creamy wave that she welcomed with a soft moan, her throat working in tender suctions to swallow every drop, the semen sliding down her palate in a taste that was only his, of their shared love. She didn’t let anything escape: she sucked with devotion, her tongue brushing the sensitive head to receive the second and third jets, the excess sliding down the corners of her crimson lips in a white thread that she licked with delicacy, swallowing everything with a hoarse sigh that vibrated against his flaccid skin, her hand caressing the base of his cock in loving circles to calm the residual trembling.

She pulled away slowly, with her lips shining and swollen, and leaned over him to capture his mouth in a deep and slow kiss, their tongues touching in a sweet exchange of breath and shared taste, the semen still warm in her saliva passing to him in an intimate bond that was absolute surrender, a kiss that tasted of raw love and vulnerability, unhurried, just union. Alfredo gasped into her mouth, the kiss breaking into a choked sob that rose from his chest, tears rolling down his cheeks in hot tracks that Valeria kissed tenderly, licking the salt from his skin with soft lips, her hand on his face to hold him close, as if she could absorb his storm.

“My love... shh, I’m here,” whispered Valeria against his wet cheek, her voice a hoarse and affectionate thread that filtered above the roaring sea, as she drew him to her chest, her soft breasts enveloping him in a warm and protective embrace, her skin against his in a touch that was pure comfort. “Cry if you need to, darling... let it out. You’ve just given me the greatest proof of love a man can give: you’ve given yourself completely, with your fears and your fire, opening yourself to me like a gift I don’t deserve, but that I treasure with all my being. I love you so much, my life... with every tear, with every sigh, I love you more.”

He sobbed against her neck, tears wetting her skin in a salty trail that she kissed again and again, her hands tangled in his hair to rock him like a child, her body enveloping him in a cocoon of tenderness. Vanessa, a silent witness in the threshold of the terrace, picked up her golden mini dress from the floor with a fluid and discreet movement, sliding it over her brown silhouette without a word, her platinum mane falling like a veil over her back. She looked at them for a moment with blue eyes softened by the scene, a fleeting smile curving her lips, and left silently through the door, leaving the room wrapped only in their embrace, in the love that was rebuilding drop by drop under the Menorcan moon.

	The Return




The last day of vacation dawned with a golden light that poured over Menorca like a balm, painting the sky an immaculate blue and the sea a turquoise that invited surrender. Alfredo and Valeria had agreed, over a quiet breakfast in the suite, to spend it at the beach to rest, but not at a wild, nudist cove like Trebalúger. “Something normal,” he had said, with a tentative smile that still carried the echo of the previous night’s vulnerability, “to end things calmly.” She had nodded, brushing his hand across the marble table with a touch that was both tenderness and apology, but in her green eyes sparkled that renewed glimmer, as if the island had etched itself onto her skin forever.

They drove the rental car along cobblestone roads that wound between vineyards and centuries-old olive trees, the warm wind coming through the open windows and tousling Valeria’s loose hair, which fell in chestnut waves over the bare shoulders of a minimalist black bikini—two triangles of thin fabric that barely covered her generous breasts, and high-cut bottoms that clung to her wide hips like a second skin. Alfredo, in dark blue swim trunks and a white t-shirt, drove with one hand on the wheel and the other on her knee.

They arrived at Santo Tomás beach, a long strip of white sand guarded by pine trees that cast dappled shadows over the gentle waves. It was the classic family beach filled with families under striped umbrellas and older couples reading novels beneath the midday sun. Children splashing at the shoreline, street vendors offering lemon ice cream, but Valeria, with that boldness the island had awakened in her, untied the strings of her bikini top as soon as they spread the large towel over the hot sand, letting the black triangles fall aside like a discarded secret. Her breasts were freed to the salty air, round and firm with pink nipples that instantly hardened from the cool breeze on her tanned skin.

The stares came like inevitable waves: a group of young men in faded t-shirts chatting near an umbrella turned their heads discreetly, one whistling to alert the rest; a middle-aged couple on a nearby towel pretended to adjust their chair, but the man didn’t take his eyes off the valley between her breasts; even a mother with a child in her arms cast a fleeting glance before covering him with a cap. Alfredo felt the familiar knot in his stomach, sharp jealousy mixed with an arousal that no longer caught him off guard, but he reclined on his elbows and looked at her with a crooked smile that was both pride and possession.

“You’re still looking for trouble. Wasn’t last night enough?” he murmured as he poured sunscreen into his palm and spread it across her back, brushing the curve of her buttocks in a massage that lasted longer than necessary. “On a family beach... going topless here...”

Valeria turned on the towel to face him, her breasts rising with the movement in a hypnotic curve that caught the sunlight, her nipples hardened by the wind and the adrenaline of strangers’ gazes. She rubbed the sunscreen over her breasts with deliberate slowness, the white oil sliding down her skin in rivers that outlined her curves before being absorbed, leaving an oily sheen that made her body appear sculpted from warm ivory.

“Everyone goes topless here. And yes, it’s a bit of both,” she confessed with her soft voice, now charged with that intimacy that the night with Vanessa had forged between them, as she lay down beside him. “I like feeling seen... but only because I know that in the end, you’re the one who touches me. Like last night. God, Alfredo... are you still thinking about it? About how she watched us while... while we came undone.”

He exhaled a long sigh, turning his head to fix his dark eyes on hers, the sun filtering through the pines and casting dappled shadows across their faces, while a wave broke on the shore with a foamy crack that seemed to underscore his words. He extended a hand to brush the back of hers, intertwining their fingers on the hot sand, a simple gesture that contrasted with the complexity of what they had experienced.

“All the time. And honestly, I’m not sure how I feel now,” he admitted with a hint of shame. “Last night... it was like a feverish dream, Valeria. Seeing you with her, licking you, putting her fingers inside you until you screamed... fuck, I got so turned on it hurt. But I never thought it would go that far, especially for me. Yesterday I did things I’m not proud of, and that I can’t sort out in my head. But now, here, with the memory still so vivid, I wonder if we crossed a line. Was it the coke, the island, the MDMA? Or has it always been there, waiting for us to let it out?”

Valeria squeezed his hand and smiled mischievously, but her expression softened as she looked at him, her green eyes clouded by a vulnerability that the sunlight couldn’t burn away.

“It’s been there, love,” she murmured, her voice an intimate thread that was lost in the sound of the waves, while the wind played with her loose hair, tossing it against her bare torso. “Always. During my hospital shifts, when I come home exhausted and go to bed alone because you’re in a meeting; during your office nights, when the world shrinks to movies in sweatpants. Routine has eaten us alive... but last night, with Vanessa, I felt like I could breathe again. It scares me a little, you know? Watching her fuck you, hearing you moan... it was like sharing you, and it hurt, but it also... freed me. And you? What did you feel when you saw me opening up for her?”

Alfredo swallowed hard, the knot in his throat tightening at the memory of Vanessa’s hand disappearing into Valeria’s pussy, juices splashing like an obscene spray, and he looked away for a moment toward the sea, where children were splashing in the white foam, an innocent contrast to the storm they had unleashed in that room. His free hand rose to brush her stomach, his fingers tracing the soft curve above her black bikini, a touch that was equal parts tenderness and claim.

“I felt... everything,” he confessed with a deep, trembling voice. “Excitement, fear, jealousy... It was like seeing a version of you I didn’t know, wild and mine at the same time. It scared me, yes... I think that, in that moment, we forgot everything we are. Especially me. I still can’t believe what I did. I feel fear and shame.”

“Why shame? Do you think you did something reproachable? Do you think I consider you less of a man?” she asked, surprised. “That’s not the case. I feel that yesterday you gave me a gift that only a real man can give. I feel that you enjoyed it and made me enjoy it, so stop breaking your head as if you were an insecure man, because you’re not. Quite the opposite. Despite everything, it’s normal to feel a certain vertigo.”

“Do you think we can take some of this back to Madrid? Or will it stay here, just a memory?”

Valeria bit her lower lip and turned more toward him, taking a deep breath before answering.

“I don’t know, Alfredo,” she admitted. “I’d like this to stay with us. Not certain excesses like cocaine or ecstasy. But that spark, that way of looking at each other as if we were new... yes. In Madrid, with my shifts that leave me smelling like disinfectant and your meetings that steal even your sleep, we could... I don’t know, arrange things to keep the flame that was lit here alive. I think the worst thing we could do is close this door that cost us so much to open. I’d like to try new things, something to remind us we’re not just bills and work shifts. But I’m also afraid, you know? What if we try and something goes wrong?”

“That’s probably the risk we have to take so routine doesn’t win again.” He turned his body toward her, brushing against her in an intimate contact. His hand moved down her back, stopping at the curve of her buttock above her bikini, a possessive but gentle touch, while the sea broke on the shore with a foamy snap that seemed to underscore his words.

“You’re afraid, and so am I,” Valeria confessed. “Last night, when Vanessa penetrated you... it was like seeing you born again, like seeing a completely different person from the one I knew. It excited me so much... But what really made me understand how lucky I am to have you was feeling you lick her semen from my pussy. That was a moment that made me understand you were giving me everything. I know it was hard for you to do that.”

“You have no idea.”

“Yes, I do. I felt your gag reflex, but you did it anyway. That’s why the question remains. Will we continue these things in Madrid?”

“Let’s take it slow. Let’s start with fantasies whispered in the shower, or in bed... and maybe, someday, if passion ignites again and desire calls us once more, we’ll know what we want to do. But promise me we’ll always come back to this, to conversations like this one, baring our souls, and always being honest.”

Valeria felt tears welling up in her eyes.

“I promise. It’s the least you deserve, sweetheart,” she whispered, as her hand moved down to intertwine her fingers with his on the hot sand. “We’ll keep the spark... and we won’t let it go out. We’ve discovered so many things during this vacation, Alfredo. Against the world, against routine, and I think this is just the beginning of how we’ll do it.”

They kissed tenderly and she lay back in the sun completely relaxed. Time passed until it was time to pack up.

“Ready to go back?”

“Ready.”

The plane took off from Mahón with a dull roar that vibrated in their bones, leaving the islands behind like a dream that fades in the morning mist, and the return to Madrid unfolded in a silence that was heavier than any words. The constant hum of the engines isolated them from the outside world. Valeria rested her head on Alfredo’s shoulder, her chestnut hair, usually loose, now pulled back in an improvised ponytail. Her hand rested on his with their fingers intertwined in a union she believed unbreakable, feeling the pulse in his wrist beating with an irregularity that betrayed the internal storm brewing beneath his skin.

Alfredo was looking out the oval window. His eyes were fixed on the tapestry of clouds that stretched below like a torn sea of cotton, the islands shrinking until they became green specks in the infinite blue. The afternoon sun filtered through in oblique rays that tinged his face, accentuating the lines of tension in his jaw and the shadows under his eyes, marks of nights that had been of absolute surrender and devouring doubt. He hadn’t spoken since they had left the hotel with suitcases that weighed more for what they carried inside than for what they contained, but Valeria could feel his inner struggle: the love that united them, deep and rooted like the roots of a centuries-old olive tree; the passion that Menorca had kindled, a fire that still tingled on her skin like embers under ash; and the fear, that silent specter of the transgression of all norms — the invisible ones that society wove around a heterosexual man, whispering that desire for the other was weakness, not strength, that opening up was falling, not flying.

“I love you,” she finally murmured, her voice a soft, husky thread that rose above the hum of the engines, breaking the silence like a wave that gently licks the shore. “I love you so much, Alfredo... with every part of me that has burned these days, and with every shadow that has remained afterward. I know you’re fighting inside, my love... I feel it in your pulse, in how you squeeze my hand as if you were afraid to let go. But I’m here, always. What happened last night... it was ours, not a mistake.”

He turned his head slightly and his dark eyes met hers in the dimness of the cabin, clouded by a veil of unshed tears that made his gaze seem deeper, more vulnerable. She noticed he had removed his green contact lenses, and his gaze had lost intensity, though it gained in frankness. His thumb stroked the back of her hand in a slow circle.

“Thank you,” Valeria whispered, leaning in to brush his cheek with her lips, a tender kiss that left a warm trail of breath against his skin, her free hand rising to caress his nape, tangling in his short hair with a sincere caress. “Thank you for what you’ve done, for giving yourself like that... for letting me grow. It was brave, my love... I love you for that, for surrendering as you did.”

“I’m still completely disoriented, Valeria,” he confessed. “All this... Menorca, Vanessa, what I felt last night... it was like falling into a dream where love and passion intertwine until you don’t know where one ends and the other begins. I love you so much it hurts, but there’s a fear... of transgressing everything I’ve been told I am. Society, the norms they put in our heads... man, heterosexual, strong, unbreakable. Opening myself like that, letting her touch me where I never imagined... it was pure passion, a fire that consumed me and rebuilt me. But now, returning to Madrid, to the routine that awaits us, I wonder if I’ll be able to look at myself in the mirror without feeling I’ve crossed a line that can’t be erased.”

She slowly raised her head, her eyes meeting his in the intimacy of the airplane seat, a space that was theirs alone amid the anonymous flight, and brushed his cheek with the pad of her thumb, wiping away a solitary tear that had finally escaped, a gentle gesture that was pure adoration. The plane swayed slightly in an air current, a subtle reminder of the fragility of everything, but her voice emerged firm.

“This has united us, my love... it has brought us closer,” she whispered, leaning in to kiss him at the corner of his lips, a tender touch that tasted of salty tears. “That fear is the price of the passion we’ve awakened, darling... true love requires work. Breaking rules doesn’t make us less; it makes us more real. What you felt two nights ago, that fire that opened you up, that made you moan with something new, was a gift you gave me, not a loss. I love you for your strength, for your vulnerability, for being a man who dares to fall and rise again with me. In Madrid, when the lights go out and routine circles around us, we’ll remember this: that our love is greater than any rule, that passion doesn’t destroy, it unites. You are my passion, my shared fear, my home. Let me be your support when you doubt... and you, be mine when I burn too brightly.”

He closed his eyes for a moment, the kiss deepening into a slow caress of tongues that was both comfort and promise, his free hand rising to touch the curve of her waist, drawing her closer in the seat, the world of the airplane vanishing into the murmur of clouds. The tears dried on his cheeks, replaced by a sigh of relief, and when he opened his eyes again, his gaze was clearer, more his own, the silence between them now a bridge, not an abyss.

“I love you,” he murmured against her mouth, the words husky and laden with that depth that only comes from the edge of the precipice. “With everything I am... with the fear and the fire. Let’s go back to Madrid, and make this last.”

	The Impossible



With the vacation now a distant memory, the rhythm imposed by a city like Madrid reclaimed them with the ferocity of a possessive lover who doesn’t forgive absences, enveloping them in a veil of leaden gray that filtered through the cracks of their apartment. Summer had given way to an autumn of unstable weather, with low skies that weighed heavily on the rooftops and a wind that howled through the streets dragging tree leaves and bringing the smell of wet asphalt and dead leaves swirling on the sidewalks. The island with its salt on their skin and the warm, sensual nights had become a memory that burned at times, like embers under ashes, but routine extinguished it with the insistence of a clock that never stops.

Valeria would return from the hospital at dawn, her eyes now brown, sunken in dark circles that makeup didn’t always hide, the scent of disinfectant and stale coffee clinging to her wrinkled uniform. The shifts had become endless: twelve-hour turns that stretched into sixteen, patients who faded under fluorescent lights, and the weight of decisions that left her with trembling hands when she arrived home.

That morning, she entered the apartment with the soft click of the door, dropping her keys in the bowl by the entrance and removing her shoes with a sigh that was half relief, half exhaustion. The living room was bathed in the grayish light that filtered through the half-open blinds, the gray velvet sofa where they had shared so many lazy nights now covered with a precisely folded blanket, Alfredo’s attempt to maintain order in the chaos that had engulfed them once again.

He was already awake, as always, sitting at the kitchen table with a cup of black coffee cooling between his hands, his tie loose around the collar of the immaculate white shirt he would wear for another day of meetings at the office. His dark eyes, which in Menorca had shone with renewed fire, now carried a shadow of fatigue, the stubble on his jaw betraying the return to a normality that consumed them.

“Good morning, my love,” Valeria murmured, crossing the kitchen to lean over him, brushing her lips against his in a tired but tender kiss, the minty taste of her gum mixing with the bitterness of his coffee. She dropped into the chair beside him, her hand seeking his on the table, fingers intertwining in a loose bond that was both habit and necessity. “Another shift that’s left my batteries completely drained...”

The days followed in a gray loop: Valeria sleeping during the day, curled against him in bed with her skin still cold from the hospital, whispering “I love you” in her dreams; Alfredo returning from the office late, with his tie loosened and his suit wrinkled, finding her awake in the kitchen, preparing a simple dinner they ate in silence, the fork hitting the plate like a metronome of predictability. The passion of the island had been reduced to fleeting touches—a kiss on the nape of her neck while passing through the hallway, a hand on the thigh under the living room table—sparks that kindled but didn’t ignite, leaving a void that grew like weeds in the balcony garden.

One night, after a particularly long shift that left Valeria with aching bones and an exhausted soul, they lay on the sofa with a bottle of red wine they had bought at the supermarket, the ruby liquid gleaming in the glasses under the dim light of the floor lamp. The wind howled outside, lashing at the blinds, and Valeria curled against his chest, her head resting in the hollow of his shoulder, her hand tracing distracted patterns on his t-shirt.

“I miss the spark, Alfredo. The memory of our vacation is fading,” she finally confessed. “The craziness with Vanessa, the sex that left us trembling, the way we looked at each other, as if the world had shrunk to three people on a terrace, to a passion that burned. Here, in Madrid, we’re burning out again...”

He exhaled a long sigh, his arm wrapping around her more tightly and his hand moving down her back to touch the curve of her waist. “I know,” he murmured, his voice deep and tired, as the wine warmed his chest. “The office is a maze of numbers and bosses who don’t listen, and you... damn, seeing you come home exhausted... it breaks me.”

Valeria lifted her head, her eyes meeting his in the dimness of the living room, the wine beginning to loosen her tongue and dull her mind, while a slow, mischievous smile curved her lips, that spark from the island appearing like a star in the cloudy sky. She sat up slightly and slipped her hand inside his shirt, moving up his chest to unbutton another button, exposing his chest.

“What do you want us to do?” she whispered, her voice a soft purr loaded with promise, as her fingers brushed his hardened nipple in a lazy circle that made him breathe deeply. “I want to introduce something new. We’ve tried soft games here at home, between us. Silk restraints, fantasies where I’m the doctor examining you after a day that’s left you exhausted, and they’ve been good. They are good, but we keep turning off the light. Don’t you think so?”

Alfredo felt a shiver run down his spine, feeling the brush of her fingers awakening a familiar heat in his lower abdomen, but also an echo of the vulnerability in his mind —the fear of transgressing again, of opening himself to new games from her. “Valeria...” he murmured, “I’m tempted..., but I don’t want to feel things again that could hurt us. I don’t know if I want to or if I can.”

She leaned in to kiss him, a slow brush of lips that tasted of wine and promises, her tongue touching his in a gentle dance that was passion and urgency, while her free hand rose to tangle in his hair, holding him close. “We can, my love,” she whispered against his mouth, the kiss deepening into a shared sigh, her breasts pressing against his chest in a warm touch that made her nipples harden against her shirt. “We’ll take it slow, with love. Me taking care of you, exploring you like the treasure you are. If it hurts, we stop. If it burns, we fan the flames. I love you for your doubt, Alfredo... for your courage in feeling it.”

The following days were a gradual development, like the dawn filtering through the apartment blinds: subtle at first, a whisper of change in the gray routine. They didn’t speak of the subject again, although Alfredo noticed Valeria becoming increasingly apathetic.

On a particularly heavy Friday, Valeria entered the living room with a strange look. Alfredo had loosened his tie and was about to heat up the food they had prepared the night before.

Alfredo noticed she was carrying something in her hand. He saw her tense and expectant. His heart skipped a beat, suspecting it was one of her sexual ideas, but she asked him to join her in the living room. She stopped in front of the sofa and sat down, her face showing signs of fatigue from her day at the hospital, but there was something more.

“I’m pregnant,” she said, her voice husky and trembling, extending the pregnancy test with the unmistakable blue line like a verdict. The silence lasted a few seconds, the air in the living room suddenly filled with the weight of those two words.

Alfredo moved closer to wrap her in his arms, pulling her against his chest with a force that made her gasp. His lips found hers in a deep and sweet kiss from the emotion rising in his throat, his hands tangling in her chestnut hair to hold her close, as if afraid the announcement might vanish.

“I love you,” he murmured against her mouth, his voice deep and broken by the joy that moistened his eyes, as he pulled back just enough to look at her, his fingers brushing her cheek with a tenderness that was pure devotion. “I love you so much, my love. We’re going to be parents... our child. God, Valeria, this is... everything I dreamed of with you.”

She smiled with tears stinging her eyes as she kissed him again.

“Are you happy?” she murmured.

“You’re asking if I’m happy, sweetheart? Of course I’m happy. You make me the happiest man in the world. We’re going to be parents! I love you,” he said with a voice trembling with joy, pulling back just enough to look at her with shining eyes. “I love you so much, my love. We’re going to be parents...! Our child.”

“You make me the happiest man in the world,” he laughed, his hand moving down to her flat stomach, caressing it with his palm in a protective gesture. “Changing diapers at three in the morning, taking him to soccer on Saturdays, watching him run with the ball like crazy...”

She smiled, her heart beating in harmony with his, and brushed his cheek with her fingers.

“You seem to be assuming it will be a boy,” she said, her voice husky with a soft laugh.

“Girls play soccer too. Or maybe you’d prefer another sport. That doesn’t matter.”

“I love you,” she whispered, kissing him again, the embrace tightening like an oath.

“It’s too early to know the baby’s sex. I’ve already made an appointment with the gynecologist for next week. They’ll tell us everything then.... But for now....”

He nodded slowly, the smile still trembling on his lips, but his dark eyes clouded for a moment, as if a fleeting shadow had crossed his mind. He leaned in to kiss her again, a prolonged brush of lips.

“How far along are you?” he asked, pulling back just enough to look at her.

“Well, from my last period, I’ve calculated approximately fifty-three days,” she replied, her voice a soft thread, as she cuddled closer against his chest. “But the doctor will confirm it.”

Alfredo kissed her on the forehead, a prolonged touch that was a blessing, and slowly stood up, his hand brushing hers one last time before heading to the bathroom, the hallway creaking under his steps like an echo of his racing pulse.

“I’m going to take a shower,” he murmured, his voice deep, as he disappeared behind the half-open door, the hot water stream beginning to hiss in the pipes with a constant rumble that filled the apartment.

Under the hot water cascading over his skin, Alfredo closed his eyes and let the steam envelop him. But doubt assaulted him like a cold lash amid the heat, his mind turning into a deluge of dates and numbers that stabbed at his thoughts: fifty-three days. The night with Vanessa. Her semen sliding from her pussy, dripping down her thighs in hot threads that he had licked afterward, swallowed with a devotion that now churned his stomach in dry heaves. That semen he had tasted on her skin, that he had drunk like an elixir of their union, was now a poison burning his throat, doubt igniting in his head a fire of “what ifs”: what if the child was Vanessa’s, from that thick cock he had seen enter his wife, from that desire he had stoked with his own hands.

He stood motionless, hand against the tiled wall for support, his heart hammering in his chest with a force that left him breathless. Fifty-three days. The dates matched up. Vanessa's semen inside her, which could be the seed that had germinated.

He sat on the bed, head in his hands, cold sweat beading on his forehead. A thousand images assaulted him and made him clench his teeth, love colliding with the possibility that it wasn't his, the precipice of a future where he would carry a seed that wasn't his own.

Alfredo returned to the living room with hunched shoulders. Valeria noticed the change instantly: the way he avoided her gaze, how he sat on the sofa without the kiss she was expecting, his hands clenched on his knees as if carrying an invisible weight.

“Something's wrong with you,” she said, turning off the stove with a click and crossing the living room to kneel before him. “You don't look happy, my love. What's changed?”

He swallowed, the knot in his throat hardening like a stone, and looked away for a moment toward the window, where rain had begun to spatter against the glass in irregular drops that blurred the street.

“Wasn't this your dream?” she asked, her voice rising in a frightened plea as she took his face in her hands. “What's wrong? Tell me what's weighing on you, Alfredo...”

“Yes,” he replied, his voice deep and broken, his eyes returning to hers with a storm that made him tremble, his hands covering hers on his cheeks as if wanting to anchor himself to her warmth. “Yes, it was my dream. But I want to build our family, not someone else's.”

Valeria blinked, the world stopping in a heartbeat, her face paling under the gray light of the lamp, her hands falling to her lap like dry leaves.

“What?” she stammered. “Do you think the child is Vanessa's?” she spat, standing up suddenly, tears flooding her eyes as she crossed her arms over her chest like a shield, her heart pounding against her ribs like a fist.

“It's not what I believe or don't believe. It's that I don't know if that child... if that baby... is mine.”

Valeria shuddered. It wasn't surprise—she knew the doubt had been floating in her own mind too—but hearing it out loud made it more real, more cruel.

“Of course... That had to come up,” she whispered, not daring to look at him. “You know perfectly well what happened that night. The three of us were in agreement.”

“Yes, 'in agreement,'” he repeated, with bitterness. “You insisted, you said it was just an experience, that it wouldn't change anything, you talked about liberating ourselves, about opening up. And now..., Valeria. Right now it turns out you're pregnant. What do you want me to think?”

Valeria pressed her hands on the table.

“I didn't plan for this to happen, Alfredo. I swear. I don't know whose it is, but that doesn't change what I feel for you.”

He let out a dry laugh.

“It doesn't change? Do you really believe it doesn't change? I'm here wondering if I'm going to raise a child that isn't mine, if I'm going to look into his eyes every day without knowing.”

She stood up, holding back tears.

“And what would you do if you knew it wasn't yours? Would you leave it? Would you leave us?”

Alfredo ran his hands over his face.

“I don't know,” he said, almost in a whisper. “I don't know if I could. I don't know if I'd have the strength to love it knowing it's someone else's, even if you tell me it was with my consent.”

Valeria looked at him, her face soaked.

“It wasn't just my mistake,” she said, trembling. “It was ours. You were there. You said yes.”

“Of course! How easy!” exclaimed Alfredo. “You didn't pressure me, you didn't talk about how a part of you would remain incomplete if I didn't explore new frontiers. I felt obligated, Valeria.”

Valeria watched him walk away toward the bedroom, with the feeling that something irreparable had broken.

In her womb, the child—still barely a promise—became the shadow of an impossible question:

To whom would it belong when it came into the world?

“You can't ask me to raise a child that I don't know is mine,” he said, shouting from the bedroom doorway, his dark eyes clouded by a storm that was drowning him. “That semen coming out of your pussy... What if it's hers? Do I see her cock in you, the desire that left you pregnant?”

“We did it to unite us!” she screamed, her voice broken in sobs that rose from her chest, tears rolling down her cheeks in hot tracks that blurred her vision, taking a step back as if his words were hitting her. “So you would burn with me, so you would fuck me afterward and erase everything. It's not hers.” “It was just a fuck,” she sobbed, her hands rising to hit his chest with open palms that only pleaded. “I gave you everything. My body, my secrets. I love you. It's our child. Ours. You filled me before and after. Alfredo, it has to be yours,” she said, looking into his eyes. “There's no other possible explanation. That thing with her was just once, something that shouldn't have happened. The baby is most likely yours.”

Alfredo slowly shook his head, not daring to look at her fully.

“‘Most likely’…” he repeated quietly. “Do you realize what you’re saying? That small doubt… that possibility, Valeria… it’s going to stay in my head forever. No matter what you say, no matter what we try. It will be there, like a shadow.”

She tried to touch his hand, but he pulled away.

“How could this happen, Valeria?” he asked in an almost broken tone. “Weren’t you taking the pill?”

Valeria lowered her gaze.

“There’s something that happened that you might not remember,” she said. “That night… I had taken ecstasy. Cocaine too. Not much, but some. I don’t know if that had anything to do with it…”

Alfredo frowned.

“I remember it perfectly. I even asked you not to do it. I begged you not to complicate things. But everything was going to be wonderful. Everything was going to flow. Look at us now…”

“It was just two pills,” she responded with shame. “Nothing serious, but afterward I found out that might have… affected the effectiveness of the pill.”

He froze.

“You mean you don’t know if the pill worked because you were on drugs?”

Valeria closed her eyes, as if wanting to disappear.

“I don’t know, Alfredo. I don’t know. I didn’t think about it at the time, and afterward it was too late.”

He stood up, taking a step toward the window. His breathing accelerated.

“So it is possible that it failed. That this ‘mistake’ changes everything we are.”

Valeria stood up too, with tears held back.

“Don’t look at me like that. It wasn’t planned, it was a night that got out of control. I thought I was protected. I never imagined that…” Her voice broke. “I never imagined this would haunt us like this.”

Alfredo rested his hands on the windowsill and took a deep breath.

“And now what,” he asked without turning around. “What do we do with this doubt? With this child who’s coming and who may or may not be mine?”

Valeria didn’t respond immediately. She walked toward him but didn’t dare touch him.

“All I know,” she said in a thread of a voice, “is that I want the baby to be born, for us to have it. Whoever’s it is, I want it to live.”

Alfredo closed his eyes.

“And I want to be able to love it,” he murmured. “But I don’t know if I’ll know how.”

The room fell silent, only the distant sound of the city filling the space between them. And in that silence, they both understood that love, sometimes, wasn’t enough to erase the shadow of a doubt.

To be continued?
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?? “Want more equally intense stories? Discover Unfaithful, available on Kindle Unlimited.”

What happens when you discover your entire world is based on lies? Behind breathtaking beauty and a seductive personality hides a cold and ruthless woman.

After an idyllic honeymoon in Mexico, Fernando and Patricia seem to have it all: youth, stability, and a promising future. But very soon, what should have been the brightest memory of their lives becomes the crack where doubt begins to grow. Patricia seems to have woven a web of silences, excuses, and half-truths.

A business trip to Romania, secretly installed cameras, unexpected calls, and the shadow of infidelity transform Fernando’s home into a board game of suspicions and betrayals.

Fernando will discover it too late: knowing the truth isn’t enough, you have to dare to look it in the face… even if that might destroy everything you once called love.
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?? “Want more equally intense stories? Discover At the Limits of Desire, available on Kindle Unlimited.”

Since her adolescence, marked by difficult decisions and a dark environment, Lorena has found in prostitution a means of survival. Over the years, she has become a sophisticated woman, desired and respected in her profession. However, despite her success and the facade of luxury she has built, there’s something missing: a purpose, a reason beyond money that fills her empty life.

When Luis, a man trapped in his own personal hell by an unfaithful and toxic woman, crosses her path, everything changes. Lorena faces the contradictions of her life, the loneliness of her profession, and the possibility of a love she never imagined. But, as she knows, her world is too far removed from his, and the social, moral, and emotional differences seem insurmountable.

While Lorena tries to reconfigure her life away from her past, she faces the humiliations and emptiness that persist in her soul, only filled by the money that allows her to keep going.

Between desire, regret, and the search for redemption, Lorena will have to decide if it’s possible to find love without losing herself, and if she can build an authentic life beyond the prejudices and stigma of her past.

In this new work, Valente isn’t afraid to tackle complex topics such as prostitution and cuckold relationships with a direct narrative charged with erotic tension.

By delving into the boundaries of the most explicit eroticism, Selena Valente has elevated her writing to a new level, leaving behind the conventions of the genre to embrace a narrative that isn’t afraid to show the darkest and most complex aspects of human relationships. Every word, every gesture, every scene is impregnated with an emotional and sensual charge that doesn’t leave anyone indifferent. The characters aren’t simply vehicles of pleasure, but human beings with fears, insecurities, and deep desires, which makes the work much more than a simple love story.
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?? “Want more equally intense stories? Discover What We Never Told Each Other, available on Kindle Unlimited.”

Would you dare to share the person you love? Where is the line between desire and the abyss?

What happens when the body says yes, but the heart says no?

Sonia and Luis are barely in their thirties, with a stable life and a relationship that’s starting to hurt more than excite. One ordinary night, an innocent conversation... and the proposal that changes everything: opening up the relationship. What begins as a game of glances, dates, and shared bodies soon becomes a roller coaster of jealousy, confessions, and impulses they don’t know how to stop.

Can love survive when the door to passion is opened?

A provocative, intense, and emotional novel, where eroticism isn’t just about skin, but also a way to break —or save— what you thought was eternal.
A journey of exploring their sexuality that soon forces them to confront their own insecurities, jealousies, and expectations while discovering new ways to connect, not only between themselves but also with other people. In an environment of desire and provocation, their fantasies and fears intertwine, challenging what they thought they knew about themselves and their relationship. The result is an analysis of jealousy and the complex nature of possession and freedom in the realm of love and sex.
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?? “Want more equally intense stories? Discover Beyond the Lens, available on Kindle Unlimited.”

When beauty is the means to achieve the goal.

Two young and ambitious models make their way in a world full of lights and shadows. What begins as risky photo sessions soon turns into proposals that go further, leading them to explore the limits of their bodies and their will.

While one of them sinks into a spiral of excess and domination, the other struggles to stay afloat. Between them, a love truncated by distrust and a silent betrayal.

Can they survive in that world?

When the past returns with force, the reunion becomes inevitable. Can love survive everything that has happened? Or will the decisions made forever mark their destinies?

A raw novel, in which love, sex, and decadence mix in every line.
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SYNOPSIS

On the burning beaches of Menorca, Valeria ignites a spark that threatens to consume her five-year marriage. Tired of the suffocating routine of endless hospital shifts and sterile office meetings, she decides to break the invisible chains that extinguish her desire. What would happen if her husband, Alfredo, saw her surrender to the deepest exploration? With a red dress that invites glances and a defiant topless sunbathing in virgin coves, Valeria drags Alfredo into a journey of limitless pleasure: fiery nights on terraces with strangers, control games on hidden balconies, and an unexpected encounter that reveals secrets of body and soul.

But the fire that fuels passion also burns the rules. When an experience loaded with surprises with a blonde beauty with perfect curves and a desire that transcends genders takes them to the edge of ecstasy, bold decisions leave indelible marks. Scenes of total surrender, where bodies open up and norms are transgressed: can love survive everything? Or will the price of curiosity be their own marriage?

Body in Flames is a bold romantic erotica that explores desire as a double-edged sword. With raw dialogue and scenes that burn without filters, Selena Valente reminds us that each choice in pleasure can either forge or destroy. Do you dare to burn with them?


OEBPS/image_rsrc15U.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Table of Contents


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Table of Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177

		178

		179

		180

		181

		182

		183

		184

		185

		186

		187

		188

		189

		190

		191

		192






OEBPS/image_rsrc15T.jpg
LO QUE NUNCA NOS CONTAMOS





OEBPS/image_rsrc15R.jpg
 “2ué ocurre cuando descubres que todo ti mundo ests basado en mentiras?*

“Selena Valente





OEBPS/image_rsrc15P.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15S.jpg
Selena Valente





