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Chapter 1 — The Invitation

Three weeks later.

Time passed like running water.

After that Sunday at Fernanda’s place, after the pool, the wine, the first kiss that became tongue and hand and body, after the confession to Rafael, after the call where Dante came into the conversation with his deep voice and his cock in his hand — after all of that, life tried to go back to normal.

And failed.

Because normal no longer existed.

Normal had gone away the night of the hotel with Nicolas. Normal had died at the cafe, when I swallowed a stranger’s cum and kissed my husband with the taste still in my mouth. Normal had been buried for good in Fernanda’s bed, with her tongue inside me and her fingers finding places I did not even know existed.

What came after was something else. A new life. A new marriage. A new Claire.

The three weeks were a mixture of agony and arousal.

Rafael and I fucked like animals. Every day. Sometimes twice a day. In positions we had not tried in years. On the kitchen floor, in the shower stall, pressed against the washing machine. He called me a whore. I called him a cuckold. We laughed. We came. We slept spooning.

But the subject of Fernanda and Dante stayed there, in the air, like a storm cloud that refused to rain.

We did not meet them. We exchanged messages — everyday nonsense, memes, weather questions. Fernanda sent photos of lunch. I sent a photo of the cat. Nothing about that Sunday. Nothing about the kiss. Nothing about the taste.

It was agreed. We had decided to wait. Let it cool. Process it.

But what we had not agreed on was that processing it would be a delicious torture.

The invitation came on a Wednesday, eleven in the morning.

I was on the sofa, working from home, the computer on my lap, a cup of coffee already cold on the coffee table. Rafael had gone out to a meeting. The apartment was silent.

My phone vibrated.

Fernanda: “Claire, darling. It’s been too long. Dinner here at our place? Friday, 8 p.m. You two. Dante is making that risotto you like. There will be wine, music, and good conversation. Come?”

I read it once. Twice.

My heart sped up.

It was not just any invitation. I could feel it between the lines. “Good conversation” was not about weather or work. “Wine” was not only to go with the risotto.

It was an invitation. An invitation to enter their home again. This time, the four of us. This time, with everything out in the open.

I put the phone down. Tried to work. Could not.

I stared at the computer screen, the words blurring, my mind flying to Acacias Street, to the apartment with low light and closed curtains, to the smell of incense and Fernanda.

When Rafael came home, around three in the afternoon, I was still on the sofa. The computer on my lap. The coffee untouched.

“Didn’t work today?” he asked, tossing his keys on the table.

“I worked. More or less.”

He looked at me. His eyes narrowed.

“What happened?”

I showed him the phone.

He read the message. His face became serious. Then he ran a hand over his beard. Then he sat down beside me.

“She invited us.”

“She did.”

“What time?”

“Friday, eight.”

“And what did you answer?”

“Nothing yet. I wanted to talk to you first.”

Rafael took my hand. Squeezed it.

“Do you want to go?”

“I do. Do you?”

He took a while to answer. We stayed silent, fingers intertwined, each other’s breathing the only thing we could hear.

“I want to,” he said at last. “But I’m scared.”

“Of what?”

“Of not knowing what my role will be. At the hotel with Nicolas, I knew. I was the cuckold in the armchair. Period. There was a script. Now, with them… I don’t know if I’ll only be a spectator, if I’ll participate, if I’ll be left out. I don’t know the rules.”

“We’ll make the rules together.”

“And if they want something we don’t want?”

“We say no.”

“And if you want something I don’t want?”

That question hurt. Because it was honest.

“We talk,” I answered. “We always talk. Since the notebook, we only do what both of us want. It won’t be different with them.”

“And if in the moment arousal speaks louder?”

“Then we stop. Two blinks. We have a signal. Like at the hotel.”

He breathed deeply.

“Agreed. Two blinks. Or say ‘water.’ If anyone says ‘water,’ everything stops. No questions. No explanation.”

“Agreed.”

We stayed silent again. I felt his body slowly relax.

“Send the message,” he said. “Tell her we’re going.”

I picked up the phone. Typed:

“Yes, we’re coming. Friday, 8 p.m. We’ll bring wine.”

The reply came in seconds.

“Good! I’m happy. Dante too. It will be a special night.”

I read it out loud to Rafael.

“Special how?” he asked.

“I don’t know. But we’ll find out.”

That night, we did not have sex.

We stayed in bed, facing each other, our legs tangled, our hands touching.

“Rafael,” I called.

“Hmm?”

“Do you regret accepting?”

“No. I’m anxious.”

“Good anxious or bad anxious?”

“Both. I’m anxious to see Dante. To know who he really is. He was always nice to me at barbecues, at parties. But now it’s different. Now I know he knows. He knows I’m a cuckold. He knows I watched. He knows I came watching another man come on my wife’s face.”

“Does that bother you?”

“No. It turns me on.”

“Then what’s the problem?”

“The problem is that I don’t know what it will be like to look at him knowing that he knows. I don’t know if I’ll feel smaller. I don’t know if I’ll feel bigger.”

“And what do you want to feel?”

He thought. Ran his hand through my hair.

“I want to feel like we are equals. Like we are playing the same game. Like there is no competition.”

“Dante is not competition. He’s just a man who also has a woman who desires other people.”

“Do you desire him?”

The direct question caught me off guard.

“No. I don’t feel attracted to him. He’s handsome, yes. But he doesn’t move me.”

“And if in the moment you do?”

“I won’t.”

“How do you know?”

“Because desire can’t be forced. It happens. And it did not happen. It never happened. Even knowing he’s liberal, even knowing he has seen Fernanda with another woman, even knowing everything — my body doesn’t respond to him.”

Rafael smiled. A small, relieved smile.

“And Fernanda?”

“Fernanda is another story. You know that.”

“I know.”

“Are you jealous of her?”

“I am. Very. It’s a different kind of jealousy. With Nicolas, it was cock jealousy. Somehow that’s easier. Man with woman, I understand that. It’s the rule. But woman with woman… I have nothing to offer in that game. I don’t have a pussy. I don’t have breasts. I don’t have a tongue like hers. She can give you things I will never be able to give you.”

“You give me other things. Things she will never be able to give me.”

“Like what?”

“A cock. A marriage. Eleven years of history. The taste of being your wife. The taste of coming back to you afterward.”

He pulled me close. My face pressed against his neck.

“We’re going Friday,” he said.

“We are.”

“We’ll eat, drink, talk.”

“Yes.”

“And we’ll decide together what we want.”

“All together.”

“I love you.”

“I love you too, my little cuckold.”

He laughed. The laughter vibrated in my hair.

“Your whore.”

“Yours.”

We slept in each other’s arms.

Friday dawned gray, but warm.

I woke to Rafael already standing in front of the wardrobe. He had opened both doors and stood there with his arms crossed, weighing the options.

“Black shirt or blue?” he asked, without turning.

“Blue. The dress shirt. It matches your eyes.”

“Jeans or chinos?”

“Jeans. The tighter ones. The ones that show.”

He turned and looked at me.

“You want me to show?”

“I do. I want everyone to see that my husband is a handsome man. And that he’s hard thinking about the night.”

“I’ve been hard for hours.”

“I know. I felt it this morning when you turned against my thigh.”

He smiled. Picked the blue shirt and the tight jeans.

I got up and went to shower.

This time, the preparation was different. There was none of the nervousness of the hotel. None of the fear of meeting Nicolas, of stepping into unknown territory. It was a more mature fear. Calmer. The fear of someone who had already done it before and knew she could do it again.

I took a long shower. Used the sugar scrub. Rubbed moisturizer over my entire body. Waxed everything again — left myself smooth, like a doll.

Rafael came into the bathroom while I was rubbing lotion on my legs.

“Want help?” he asked.

“I do.”

He knelt in front of me. Spread moisturizer over my thighs, my knees, my calves. His fingers rose to my pussy, but he did not touch. He stopped at the edge.

“You’re leaving it like this?” he asked, looking at my pink lips.

“Like this.”

“No panties?”

“I haven’t decided yet.”

“Decide.”

I thought.

“No panties. Under the dress.”

“Which dress?”

“The red one. The one from the hotel.”

Rafael closed his eyes. When he opened them, his pupils were dilated.

“You’re wearing the same dress you wore for Nicolas?”

“I am. But not for him. For me.”

“And for Fernanda?”

“And for Fernanda.”

He finished with the moisturizer. I looked at myself in the mirror.

The red dress was hanging in the wardrobe since that night. I had sent it to the dry cleaner, removed the stains, pressed it. It was perfect. The same deep neckline. The same zipper in front. The same length that barely covered my ass.

I put it on.

The silk slid down my body.

“It’s the same,” Rafael said, voice faltering.

“It’s the same. But I’m not.”

“You’re more beautiful.”

“You’re lying.”

“You’re more woman.”

I kissed him. The kiss was quick, with tongue.

“Let’s go. I don’t want to be late.”

The car smelled like fabric softener and anxiety.

Rafael drove in silence, both hands on the wheel, his face lit by the city lights. I looked out the window at the streets passing by, people going home, bars full, couples holding hands. No one there knew we were going to a dinner that would decide something. They didn’t know what. Neither did we.

“Rafael,” I called.

“Hmm?”

“If we don’t want anything, that’s okay.”

“I know.”

“If we only want to talk, eat, drink, then go home — that’s okay.”

“I know, Claire.”

“We don’t have to do anything we don’t want to.”

“I know.” He glanced at me quickly, then back at the road. “But I want to. I want something. I don’t know what yet. But I want it.”

“Me too.”

“Then we’re okay.”

We parked on Fernanda’s street. The front of the building was lit, plants hanging from the balcony. A warm yellow light leaked through the edges of the curtains.

“Ready?” Rafael asked.

“Ready.”

We got out of the car. He took my hand. Squeezed it.

“You’re trembling?”

“I am. You?”

“Me too.”

“Then we’re together.”

We went up.


Chapter 2 — The Dress

The entire day was an eternity.

I woke with Rafael already getting out of bed, his body naked, the morning light slipping through the cracks in the curtain. He yawned, stretched, and I watched the movement of the muscles in his back, the curve of his ass, the way his cock swung when he stretched. That body was mine. Only mine. And even so, I was about to share the gaze on him with another woman. Or more.

“Today is the day,” he said, without turning.

“Today is the day.”

“Are you nervous?”

“I am. You?”

He turned. His cock was already half-hard, the morning kind, pointing at me like an arrow. The pink head peeking out a little. I felt my pussy contract.

“I am. But I’m not going to fuck you now.”

“Why?”

“Because I want you saving it. I want you tight. I want you thinking about them all day. Accumulating. I want you so wet by dinner that your panties — if you even wear any — are soaked before anyone touches you.”

“You’re cruel.”

“You taught me.”

He went to the shower. I stayed in bed, listening to the water, thinking about the night that was coming. My hand slid down to my pussy on its own. Just one touch. Just to feel. Already damp. I pulled my hand away. Save it, Claire. Save it.

The day dragged.

I worked badly, answered emails with one line, sat through meetings staring at the ceiling. The computer made no sense. What made sense was the wardrobe drawer where the red dress was hanging inside the dry-cleaner’s plastic cover. What made sense was the makeup bag on the vanity, the brushes lined up like soldiers, the lipsticks chosen carefully. What made sense was the crepe-paper box where the new panties were hidden — the ones I had not shown Rafael yet, the surprise that would make his eyes jump.

By late afternoon, I ordered pizza. We ate in silence, both thinking the same thing. Rafael showered twice. I showered three times. With every shower, I mentally rehearsed the night. The sound of the doorbell. The door opening. Dante’s face. Fernanda’s embrace.

At exactly six, I began.

I stepped into the shower stall and closed the glass with a click that echoed in the empty bathroom.

Hot water poured over my back, relaxing muscles I had not even known were tense. Steam rose, fogging the mirror, filling the room. I felt as if I were inside a cloud. A hot, wet cloud that knew what I was about to do.

I picked up the sugar scrub — the same kind I had used the day of the hotel. This time, it was not just any yellow pot. It was new, bought the week before at the neighborhood pharmacy. The saleswoman had asked if it was for a special occasion. I said yes. She did not ask what. But she knew. Women always know.

I rubbed the scrub over my right arm. The sugar grains scratched my skin, leaving a red trail, then a pink one. I moved over my shoulder, forearm, hand. Fingers, one by one. Then the left arm. Same ritual.

I moved down.

Shoulders, underarms — waxed yesterday, smooth, not a single hair. I ran my fingertips over the skin to check. Smooth. Soft. Ready to be kissed. My neck, my chest. My breasts.

I stopped at my breasts.

The scrub was scented — coconut, just like that first time. The smell reminded me of Fernanda. Reminded me of her hand on my breast, her mouth on my nipple, her tongue circling. I closed my eyes. Hot water streamed down. My nipples hardened immediately, two small buttons begging for attention.

“Thinking about her?” Rafael’s voice came from outside the shower. He was sitting on the closed toilet lid, legs open, towel on his lap, watching me like a man watching a film he already loved.

“I am.”

“Good. Think about her all day. Accumulate. Accumulate every drop of desire. I want you exploding.”

I finished my breasts. Rubbed the grains over my nipples, feeling the light burn, good. Moved down my belly. My navel — I slipped my finger inside, one full circle. My hips, the curves. My ass — I scrubbed hard, the grains scratching the soft skin, leaving it red and alive. I spread my cheeks, rubbed a little around my asshole. You never know.

Then my groin. Then my pussy.

I opened the lips with my fingers. Rubbed the scrub over my outer lips, over my clit already peeking out, over the entrance. The water took the cream away. Everything stayed pink, clean, shining, like mother-of-pearl.

I rinsed.

I picked up the body wash — amber, the one Rafael gave me in our first year of marriage. I saved it for special occasions. This was special. I worked it into a soft sponge. Rubbed my whole body again. This time slower. With more desire. As if every inch deserved a farewell or a greeting.

“Now the hair,” he said. “Wash it well. I want it shining.”

I washed my hair twice. Used the hydration mask and let it sit for five minutes while I rubbed more soap over my legs. When I stepped out of the shower, my skin was hot, damp, glowing, as if I had stepped out of a painting.

Rafael was no longer sitting on the toilet. He had gone to the bedroom. I heard him opening drawers.

I wrapped myself in the thick towel — the largest one, the white one, the one we saved for guests. Today, the guest was me. Today, I was my own guest.

“Come here,” he called from the bedroom.

I went.

He had opened the curtains.

The late afternoon sun came through the window, golden, orange, almost red on the horizon. It drew a rectangle of light on the wooden floor. The bed was made — fresh sheets, ironed pillowcases, the comforter folded at the foot in three perfect folds. The pillows were plump, inviting, but we were not going to use them now. Later, maybe.

“Sit,” he said, pointing to the vanity chair.

I sat.

The towel fell.

I was naked, my body still warm from the shower, my skin pink from the scrubbing, my breasts heavy and soft, my pussy slightly open, the lips meeting. My wet hair dripped water down my neck, my back, onto the floor.

Rafael picked up the moisturizer. The big jar, the expensive one, the one we rarely used because it cost a fortune. He took off the lid. It smelled like almonds and vanilla, a smell sweet and sensual at once, one that stayed on the skin for hours.

“I’m going to put it on you,” he said, his voice deeper than usual. “Let me take care of you. Let me prepare you for them.”

“Take care of me.”

He began with my shoulders.

His hands were large, rough, with strong fingers from working with tools. But the touch was delicate, almost feminine. He spread the moisturizer slowly, in circular motions, feeling each bone, each muscle, each curve.

“You’re tense,” he noticed.

“I’m thinking about the night.”

“Don’t think. Feel. Feel my hand. Feel the cream. Feel your skin getting soft.”

He moved down my arms. Then my hands. He took each finger one by one, spread moisturizer over every knuckle, every cuticle, between my fingers. I had never seen him do that. Never seen anyone do that to me. It was as if he were learning me again.

“Where did you learn this?” I asked, my voice lower than I wanted it to be.

“Watching you. You always do this to yourself. I’m just repeating it. Imitating. Wanting to give you what you give yourself.”

He moved to my breasts.

His hands covered them entirely. Hot palms, fingers spread. He spread the moisturizer slowly, his thumbs massaging my nipples in circular movements. They hardened at once, pointing up, darkened with all the blood gathering there.

“Tonight someone else will see these breasts,” he said, eyes fixed on my nipples.

“Yes.”

“Two people. Fernanda has seen them already. She has sucked them. Bitten. Licked. Dante hasn’t.”

“No.”

“Do you want him to see?”

“I don’t know. If he sees, fine. If he doesn’t, fine. It doesn’t matter.”

“You don’t feel attracted to him?”

“I’ve answered that. No. My body doesn’t call for him.”

“And if he touches you?”

“We agreed. Only what we want. If I don’t want it, he doesn’t touch. Not him, not anyone. I command my body.”

“And if you want it in the moment?”

I looked into his eyes. Deep. Those brown eyes that had seen me come so many times.

“I won’t. I know that. It isn’t about choice. It’s about response. My body doesn’t respond to him. It responds to you. It responds to Fernanda. It responds to cock, to pussy, to tongue, to finger, to smell, to gaze. But to him specifically, no. It never did.”

Rafael sighed. Relieved? Jealous? Both. His hands left my breasts, moved slowly down my belly. He played with my navel, slipping the tip of his finger inside, teasing a little, then moved over my sides, my hips. Then he asked me to stand.

I stood. He stayed kneeling in front of me.

He rubbed moisturizer over my legs — thigh to knee, knee to calf, calf to foot. He lifted my left foot, rested it on his thigh, massaged the sole with his thumbs, every toe, every nail. Then the right. Same ritual.

“You’re treating me like a queen,” I said, my eyes wet with something that was not sadness.

“You are my queen. My wife. My whore-queen. The woman I chose to destroy me and rebuild me every day.”

He laughed. I did too.

When he finished, my skin glowed. It smelled of almonds, vanilla, and him. The perfume of the moisturizer mixed with the natural scent of my body.

“Now the hair,” he said. “Sit in the chair.”

I sat at the vanity.

The mirror reflected us both — me naked, him still in jeans and a T-shirt, his muscular arms visible because he had rolled up his sleeves. He looked like an artist about to begin a work.

Rafael stood behind me, blow dryer in hand. He turned it on, tested the heat on his own hand, and began drying my hair with gentle motions, lifting sections, directing the warm air at the roots.

“You’re doing waves again?” I asked, closing my eyes under the heat.

“I am. I want you with the same hair from the hotel. Fernanda liked that hair.”

“She said that?”

“She did. That day at the pool. When you came out of the water with your hair wet and threw it back. She said, ‘What beautiful hair, makes you want to pull it.’ I heard her.”

“You heard everything?”

“Everything. I was on the balcony. With Dante. We were drinking beer. But my eyes were on you two.”

The dryer hummed. His hands were delicate in my hair — separating thin sections, wrapping each one around the hot iron, waiting eight seconds, releasing. The movement was slow, almost hypnotic. Each lock fell in a perfect spiral.

“Are you jealous?” I asked, opening one eye.

“I am. Very.”

“Of her?”

“Of her. And a little of Dante, even though you say you don’t feel attracted. Jealousy isn’t rational. Jealousy is an animal. It smells danger even when there is no danger.”

“Does jealousy turn you on?”

“Yes. And it hurts. It’s like a bite that doesn’t heal. It hurts and feels good at the same time. I get hard and my heart tightens.”

“That’s what we feel, isn’t it? Since the hotel. We learned that pain and pleasure can walk together. That jealousy and arousal can share the same bed.”

“Exactly.”

He finished my hair. The waves were perfect — loose, shining, playing with the late sun. Each wave fell over my shoulders like a cascade. He ran his hand over them, feeling the texture, smelling it.

“Done.”

“Makeup next.”

“You do it. I’ll get ready. But first—” He took my chin and kissed me. Quick, dry, but with tongue. “I want you beautiful. I want them drooling.”

I looked in the mirror.

My face was clean, bare. Pink from the bath, from the scrubs. My eyes tired from too much thinking — but it was not a bad tiredness, it was the tiredness of anticipation. Dark circles because I had not slept properly since the invitation. Since Fernanda sent that message.

I picked up the liquid foundation. The expensive one, the one I wore to parties. I applied it with a damp sponge, tapping, spreading, covering every pore. Concealer under the eyes, around the nose, over the small mark on my left cheek. Loose powder to set everything, with a large, soft brush.

My skin became perfect. Smooth. Luminous. A blank canvas.

Now the eyes.

I picked up the eyeshadow palette — black, charcoal gray, golden highlighter. The same one from the hotel. The same one from the meeting with Nicolas. I brushed gray into the crease, blending with the soft brush, pulling it toward the outer corner. Black on the outer corner, smoky, lifting toward the brow. Highlighter in the inner corner and beneath the eyebrow to open the gaze.

The eyeliner.

I picked up the thin brush, dipped it into black liquid mascara — my eyeliner had run out, and I had learned this trick online. I rested my elbow on the table. Steadied my hand. Breathed. Drew the line in one stroke, close to the lashes, from the inner corner to the outer, rising at the end in a fine, elegant wing.

Two perfect lines. Symmetrical. It looked as if I had been born knowing how.

Mascara. Two generous coats on the upper lashes, a softer one on the lower. My eyes became enormous, deep, almost frightening. They looked like two black holes pulling everything in.

Brows. I took the brow pencil, made thin short strokes imitating hair, filled the gaps, combed them with clear gel.

Now lipstick.

I picked the red — the same red from the hotel. The Ruby Woo the Sephora saleswoman said was a favorite of brides and whores. I laughed then. Bought two. I filled my entire mouth, outlined my lips with a dark red pencil so it would not bleed, bit into a paper towel to remove the excess.

The face was done.

I stared at myself for a long minute.

It was the same makeup from the hotel. The same feline eyes. But something behind the eyes was different. More confident. More sure. Less afraid. The Claire from the hotel was still learning to be a whore. The Claire now knew. And liked it.

Rafael came back from the wardrobe.

He wore the blue shirt — the dress shirt that made his shoulders look broad and his waist narrow. Tight jeans, the ones that showed the shape of his cock when he sat. Black belt with a silver buckle. Dress sneakers. He was beautiful. His hair combed back with a little gel. Beard trimmed close, revealing the strong line of his jaw.

“You look beautiful,” I said, honest.

“You look beautiful.” He held the perfume bottle. “The same one?”

“The same. The one you gave me. I want them to smell me.”

He sprayed my neck, behind my ears, my wrists — I rubbed one against the other. Underarms — the cold mist made me shiver. Between my breasts — the perfume ran down the valley. My back, at the level of my lower spine.

“Groin?” he asked, with a wicked smile at the corner of his mouth.

“Yes. And my pussy.”

His eyes widened.

“Your pussy?”

“I want when they get close, the smell to make them crazy already.”

He sprayed. The cold mist on the most sensitive skin made me jump and moan at the same time. My pussy contracted. The perfume ran over my lips.

“Done,” he said, voice faltering. “You smell like a woman who is going to be fucked by another couple.”

“Or who is going to fuck them.”

“Both.”

I opened the drawer.

There were many options. The black lace panties, thong, the ones I wore daily when I wanted to feel beautiful. The navy set Fernanda had tried on at the mall — I bought the same, one for each of us. The red nightgown we had used that night. But I had bought something new. Special.

I took it out of the crepe-paper box.

It was a red lace set — but not the good kind. The forbidden kind.

The bra had open cups in the middle, only two thin strips of lace holding the breasts. My areolas would be almost completely exposed, my nipples peeking through the openings. It looked like I was wearing nothing, but I was. It was only a promise.

The panties were a strip of lace in front — thin, the width of a finger — and a string behind, disappearing between my cheeks. But in front, right over my pussy, there was a detail: a bow. A small red bow, delicate. A bow that, if pulled, would make the whole panty fall. With one gesture.

Rafael’s eyes widened.

“Where did you buy that?”

“Online.”

“When?”

“Last week. The day after the invitation. As soon as Fernanda sent the address.”

“You already knew we were going to accept?”

“I knew. You knew too. Since the first time she kissed me, we knew this would happen.”

I put on the bra. Adjusted the open cups. My breasts almost spilled out, nipples slipping through the lace. My areolas showed like two pink suns. It looked as if I were wearing nothing.

The panties. The red strip in front, the string behind. The little bow hanging right above the slit of my pussy. I could feel the perfume running, wetting the lace.

“Pull it,” Rafael asked, voice rough.

I pulled the bow.

The panties fell completely. The strip came undone, the string disappeared. I stood naked from the waist down, only the open bra on. My pussy appeared, smooth, pink, already shining with honey.

“Are you going to dinner like that?”

“No. I’ll put it back on. And I’ll leave the bow for her.”

“For Fernanda?”

“Who else? Not Dante. The bow is hers. She pulls it when she wants to see me naked.”

He groaned low. His cock made a huge tent in his jeans.

I put the panties back on. Adjusted the bow. Left it hanging, inviting.

“Now the dress.”

The same red one. The one from the hotel. The one that had seen me fucked by Nicolas while Rafael watched.

I took it from the hanger, removed the plastic cover. The silk slid through my fingers like water. The deep neckline. The front zipper. The short length — very short.

I put it on.

The zipper stopped halfway up my chest — showing the open red bra underneath, the lace, the nipples almost visible between the cups. The dress rose fifteen fingers above my knee. When I sat, it would show my ass. When I crossed my legs, it would show my pussy. When I leaned forward, it would show everything.

“You’re ready,” Rafael said, voice failing, eyes glassy.

“I am.”

“You are leaving the dress like that? Open?”

“I am. I want them to see the bra. I want them to imagine what’s underneath. I want Fernanda to see the bow.”

“And your pussy?”

“They’ll see it when I want. Or when she pulls the bow.”

Rafael embraced me from behind. His cock pressed against my ass through the dress — I felt the hardness, the heat, the pulse.

“I love you, Claire.”

“I love you too, my little cuckold.”

“My whore.”

“Your whore.”

“Ready?”

“Ready.”

He let me go. I picked up my purse — the small black one, big enough for lipstick, phone, keys. And one more thing. A surprise I had hidden in the bottom. A collar. Red. Leather. With a ring. We would see if we would use it.

At the door, we stopped.

“Last chance,” he said, serious now.

“To give up?”

“To go back. To pretend we’re normal.”

I looked at him. At his hand on my shoulder. At the ring on his finger. At the ring on mine.

“We were never normal, Rafael.”

“I know.”

“And we never will be.”

“I know.”

“Then let’s go.”

He opened the door.

The hallway was empty. The elevator came down fast, numbers dropping. In the lobby, the doorman said good evening. We answered with normal voices — good evening, how are you — as if we were not on our way to another couple’s house for a night that would define the rest of our lives.

In the car, Rafael started the engine. Did not drive off.

He stared through the windshield. Night was falling. The streetlights turned on.

“Rafael,” I called.

“Hmm?”

“Do you really want to see me like this? With them? With her?”

He turned his face.

The yellow streetlight caught his face. His eyes. I saw everything there. Fear. Arousal. Jealousy. Love. Anger. Surrender.

“I do. I want to see you with her. I want to see you two kissing, touching, eating each other. I want to see you with him if you want — and I know you don’t, but if you do, I want to see that too. I want to see you whole. Being who you are. I love you too much to lock you away. And I hate you a little for forcing me to let you go.”

“You don’t hate me.”

“I do. In the same way you hate me when I call you a whore and you come immediately.”

“In the end we love each other.”

“In the end we love each other.”

He drove.

The ride to Fernanda’s house was short, but it felt eternal. Every stoplight a cross. Every turn a chill in my belly.

When the GPS announced, “You have arrived,” my hand was sweating on Rafael’s thigh.

He parked.

Turned off the car.

Silence.

“Ready?” he asked.

“Ready.”

We got out.

Hand in hand.

Pressed the intercom.

Dante answered: “Come up. The door is open.”

The elevator rose slowly.

The hallway.

The half-open door.

The smell of wine and incense.

The low light.

The music.

It began.


Chapter 3 — Fernanda and Dante’s Home

The elevator rose much too slowly.

It felt as if each floor were an eternity. The mirror in the elevator reflected us — Rafael in his blue shirt, tight jeans, hair combed back. Me in the red dress, open neckline, the lace bra showing, the little bow of my panties hanging between my legs. Two normal people. A normal couple. Going to a normal dinner.

Nothing was normal.

The number 3 lit up. The doors opened with a long beep.

The hallway was silent, gray carpet, white doors, the smell of artificial lavender. Fernanda’s apartment was at the end, on the left. I had been there before — that Sunday at the pool, that dinner night when Dante traveled. But now it was different. Now both of them were there. Now we were there.

Rafael squeezed my hand.

“You’re trembling?” he asked.

“I am. You?”

“Me too.”

“Then we’re together.”

We reached the door.

It was half-open, just as Dante had said through the intercom. A slice of yellow light escaped through it, along with the smell of red wine, vanilla incense, low music — jazz again, piano and saxophone. Fernanda loved jazz. It was the soundtrack of her life. And now, mine too.

Rafael looked at me. I looked at him.

“Ready?” he whispered.

“Ready.”

I pushed the door.

The apartment was beautiful.

I knew that already, but every time I entered, the beauty caught me again. Dark wooden floors, paintings on the walls — the nude woman from behind, a countryside landscape, an abstract black-and-white print. An iron coat rack on the wall, coats hanging from it. A large mirror with a gold frame reflecting us as we entered.

Dante was in front, waiting.

He looked elegant. Black linen pants, white dress shirt, sleeves rolled up to the elbows, showing strong, hairy forearms. Trimmed beard, brown hair lightly gray at the temples, combed to the side. A discreet wristwatch. Leather slippers on bare feet.

He smiled. A calm smile. Certain. In control.

“Claire,” he said, coming toward me. “I’m glad you came.”

He embraced me. The embrace was firm, but without invasion. His hands pressed my back, but did not go lower. His body touched mine, but did not push. Respectful. Measured. But his eyes, when we parted, moved over my neckline, the open zipper, the red bra showing. Only a second. But I saw it.

“Rafael,” he said, extending his hand.

Rafael shook it. The grip was strong, dry, man to man. They looked into each other’s eyes. Dante’s gaze was not competition. Not challenge. It was understanding. As if saying: I know who you are. I know what you allowed to happen. And I respect it.

“Thank you for inviting us,” Rafael said, voice steady.

“My home is yours. Make yourselves comfortable.”

Dante stepped aside, leaving the way open.

That was when Fernanda appeared.

She came from the living room, a glass of wine in hand, a smile on her face. She wore a long navy dress, open in the back to the waist. Her dark hair was loose, falling in natural waves. No bra — I could see her nipples marking the fabric. Bare feet, toenails painted dark red.

She came straight to me.

“Claire,” she said, and the way she said my name was different from before. Lower, warmer, filled with promise.

She hugged me.

The hug lasted longer than Dante’s. Her hands squeezed my waist, went down a little, almost to my ass, but stopped before. Her body pressed to mine, breasts against my breasts, belly against belly.

She kissed my cheek. Not the mouth. The cheek. Close to the corner of my lips.

“You look beautiful,” she whispered in my ear.

“You too.”

“The dress…” She stepped back a little, held the hem of my dress, felt the fabric between her fingers. “The same from the hotel?”

“The same.”

“It suits you. But you look more beautiful than the first time.”

“You too.”

She smiled. Her honey-colored eyes were shining.

Then she turned to Rafael.

“Rafael,” she said, and her voice had a different tone now. Looser. More intimate. “I’m happy you accepted.”

She hugged him too. The hug was long, longer than expected. I saw her hand on his back, fingers pressing into the blue shirt. I saw Rafael’s face, his eyes closing for a second, his body relaxing into the embrace.

“Everything okay?” she asked when she released him.

“Everything,” he answered. “I’m learning.”

“We all are.”

Dante appeared with two glasses of wine. Gave one to me, one to Rafael.

“Red wine. Chilean. Good one.” He raised his own glass. “A toast?”

“To what?” Rafael asked.

Dante looked at Fernanda. Fernanda looked at me. I looked at Rafael.

“To nights we will remember,” Dante said.

We toasted.

The wine was full-bodied, fruity, with a taste of oak. I took a sip. My body warmed.

The living room was different from the last time I had been there.

The curtains were closed, but not completely — a slit let in the light from the streetlamps outside, mixing with the yellow light of the lamps. Candles burned on the coffee table — tall white candles, their flames dancing. Pillows on the sofa, knitted throws over the chairs. The playlist continued — now a woman singing in English, low and slow, about love and night.

On the wall, a new picture. A black-and-white photograph: two hands touching, fingers intertwined. You could not tell if they were a man’s or a woman’s. They could be both.

“You like the picture?” Fernanda asked, seeing me look.

“It’s beautiful. Ambiguous.”

“That’s the idea. Desire has no gender, right?”

She said that while looking at me.

The room felt adult. Heavy. Full of sexual tension floating in the air. Every look seemed like a touch. Every silence seemed like a conversation.

Dante sat in a brown leather armchair near the window, legs open, body relaxed. He sipped wine slowly, watching the scene.

Fernanda sat on the sofa — in the middle. There was space on both sides. One for me. One for Rafael.

“Sit,” she said, patting the sofa. “Get comfortable.”

Rafael sat to her right. I sat to her left.

Now she was between us.

The distance between bodies was small. I could feel her warmth. Her perfume — coconut and vanilla, the same as always. I knew that smell. It reminded me of the taste of her skin.

Rafael was tense. Body stiff, hands on his knees, fingers contracted. He looked at Dante, who returned the look calmly.

“Rafael,” Dante called. “Do you drink whisky?”

“I do.”

“I have an eighteen-year. Want to try?”

“Sure.”

Dante stood. Went to the dark wooden sideboard where a tray of drinks was arranged. Poured two fingers — one for him, one for Rafael. Returned. Handed it to him.

“Ice?”

“Neat.”

“A man of taste.”

They toasted. Drank in silence.

Fernanda shifted on the sofa. Her body leaned in my direction.

“Are you okay?” she asked softly.

“I am. You?”

“I’m nervous.”

“You don’t look it.”

“I fake it well.”

She laughed. A low laugh, only for me.

Her hand, resting on the sofa between us, slid. Her little finger touched my thigh. Over the dress, but touched. It was nothing. Socially acceptable. Friends sitting close. But it was everything.

“I like the lingerie,” she whispered, eyes on my neckline. “You can see it under the dress.”

“On purpose.”

“I know. The little bow on the panties is new.”

“You saw it?”

“I see everything.”

Her little finger made a circle on my thigh. Smaller than a circle. A letter. An O. An E. An infinity.

Rafael was not looking. He was talking with Dante about whisky, trips, something that did not enter my head. But I knew he knew. He always knew.

“You two all right?” Dante asked, looking at us.

“We are,” Fernanda answered, removing her finger from my thigh. “I’m showing Claire the house. She doesn’t know the office yet.”

“We’ll show her later,” Dante said, with a smile at the corner of his mouth.

The office. I knew what was in the office. A bed. Last time, Fernanda had told me. The office was the guest room, but they called it the office because “guest sounds too formal.”

“Dinner is almost ready,” Fernanda said, standing. “Dante, come help me in the kitchen?”

Dante stood. The two of them went to the kitchen.

Rafael and I stayed alone in the living room.

He turned his face to me.

“You okay?” he asked.

“I am. You?”

“She’s provoking you.”

“A little.”

“Do you like it?”

“I do.”

“I like watching it too.”

“I know.”

He took my hand. Squeezed it.

“We’re going to be fine,” he said.

“We always are.”

Dinner was set on the balcony.

A round dark-wood table with a white linen cloth. Silverware, napkins folded like fans. Candles — many candles — illuminating faces. The sky outside was dark, without stars, but the city shone in the distance.

Dante served dinner.

Funghi risotto — just as Fernanda had promised — with arugula salad and shavings of parmesan. The smell was divine. The wine was the same from the beginning. The conversation was light, superficial, about work, travel, the neighbor who played the harmonica.

But under the surface, another conversation was happening.

It happened in the looks.

Fernanda looked at me when she was not looking. I looked at her. Dante looked at Rafael as if studying a map, searching for weak points. Rafael looked at Fernanda, then at me, then at Dante, like a man in a minefield.

Dante told a story about a trip they had taken to Amsterdam.

“We went to a show house,” he said naturally. “Not the tourist things. A real one.”

“What is it like?” Rafael asked.

“It’s a theater. People watch, talk, drink. There are couples kissing in the seats. Private rooms. It’s… elegant.”

“Did you participate?”

Dante looked at Fernanda. Fernanda smiled.

“We only watched. The first time, we only watched.”

“But later?” I asked.

“Later we went back.”

Dante left the sentence hanging in the air.

Rafael drank wine.

Fernanda slid her hand over my thigh under the table. The touch was no longer friendly. It was a woman’s touch. The whole hand, fingers open, palm warm.

I did not move.

“Are you going back?” Rafael asked.

“We never stopped,” Fernanda answered.

Her finger pressed into my thigh.

Dante served more wine.

“You two are beautiful together,” he said, looking at us. “One can see you love each other.”

“We do,” Rafael answered.

“And still, you are here.”

“Still.”

“Why?”

Rafael took a while to answer.

“Because love is not a prison.”

Dante raised his glass.

“I’ll drink to that.”

We toasted.

Fernanda’s hand was still on my thigh. Her middle finger slid a little lower, almost to my pussy.

“Dinner is excellent,” I said, voice normal.

“Thank you,” Fernanda answered. “Dessert will be special.”

The way she said special made my whole body heat.

We finished dinner.

We stood.

Dante began clearing plates. Rafael offered to help. The two men went to the kitchen.

Fernanda and I stayed on the balcony.

She came closer.

“Come,” she said, taking my hand. “I’ll show you the office.”

My heart shot up.


Chapter 4 — Dinner

The balcony was lit by candles and by the indirect light from the living room that came through the open glass doors. The night wind moved the hanging plants, and the smell of risotto still remained in the air, mixed with wine and the perfume of bodies.

The table was set again — not for dinner, which was already over, but for dessert. A board of cheeses, red berries, dark chocolate, and a bottle of port wine. New glasses, smaller, more elegant.

Dante poured the wine for everyone. The amber liquid flowed slowly, almost solid in its body.

“This one is special,” he said, raising his glass. “I bought it on a trip to Portugal. Saved it for a special occasion.”

“And this occasion is tonight?” Rafael asked, his voice already looser. The wine had done its work.

“I think so.”

We toasted. The port was sweet, hot, scraping the throat on the way down.

Fernanda sat on my right, her body slightly tilted toward me. Her leg brushed mine under the table. Not an accident. A promise. Rafael sat across from me, on the other side of the round table. Dante beside him, forming a perfect quartet — two couples, four people, one intention.

The low music came from the living room. Now it was something slower, more sensual. A woman singing in French, words I did not understand, but which sounded like an invitation.

Dante cut a piece of brie. Ate slowly, looking at Rafael.

“Rafael,” he called. “May I ask you a question?”

“Depends on the question.”

“How was it? The first time. When you saw another man touching Claire.”

The air froze.

Not in a bad way. In an electric way.

Rafael placed his glass on the table. His fingers drummed the wood.

“It was difficult,” he answered.

“Difficult how?”

“Difficult to watch. And difficult not to come immediately.”

Dante smiled. A slow, satisfied smile.

“That is the right answer.”

“Have you been through that?” Rafael asked, returning the provocation.

“I have. Many times. With men and with women. But the first time was with a man. A friend. Fernanda wanted to try. I allowed it. I watched. It was horrible. And it was wonderful.”

“Both at the same time?”

“Both at the same time. Jealousy and arousal. Anger and love. Fear and trust. All together, in a knot that never comes undone again.”

Fernanda placed her hand over Dante’s thigh, above the table. The gesture was natural, intimate, as if she had done it a thousand times.

“We survived,” she said.

“More than survived,” Dante added. “We grew.”

Rafael drank more wine. I saw his chest rising and falling faster. His cock was already visible through his jeans — I knew that shape, that curve. He was aroused. And nervous. And jealous. All together.

Dante leaned back in his chair. His eyes were fixed on Rafael, like a predator who already knows the prey is in his field of view.

“Do you feel jealousy, Rafael?”

“I do.”

“A lot?”

“A lot.”

“And what do you do with that jealousy?”

“I turn it into arousal.”

“How?”

Rafael took a while. Looked at me. I looked back. Gave him a small smile. Permission. Encouragement.

“I imagine,” he said, his voice lower. “I imagine her with another man. I imagine every detail. The touch. The smell. The sounds she makes. And then I touch myself thinking about it.”

“You masturbate thinking about your wife with another man?”

“Yes.”

“Does she know?”

“She knows. She catches me sometimes.”

Dante laughed. A low laugh, amused.

“And you, Claire?” he asked, turning his eyes to me. “Do you like knowing your husband masturbates thinking about you with others?”

The question came straight. I did not expect it. But I was ready.

“I do,” I answered without hesitation. “I like knowing he suffers from desire because of me. I like imagining him hard, in bed, alone, thinking about me being a whore. It turns me on.”

“What else turns you on?”

“Knowing he doesn’t run. He stays. He watches. He endures. And in the end, he comes to get me.”

Dante clapped. Slowly. One, two, three.

“That, yes, is a couple.”

Fernanda was looking at me with shining eyes. Her hand, under the table, squeezed my thigh. Her fingers moved upward a little, the tips brushing the hem of my dress.

“Dante,” she called. “Aren’t you going to offer Rafael a cigar?”

“Not yet. First I want to understand something.”

“What?” Rafael asked.

“Where do you feel the jealousy? In your chest? In your belly? In your cock?”

The question was intimate, invasive. But the way Dante asked it — calm voice, fixed eyes — did not feel like intimidation. It felt like an invitation into a territory few men enter.

“In all three places,” Rafael answered. “It starts in my chest. Tightens. Then goes down to my belly, heats up. Then it goes to my cock. Hardens.”

“And what do you do when it reaches your cock?”

“I hold it. I don’t come. I let it build.”

“Build for what?”

“For her. When she comes back to me, I’m so sensitive that any touch makes me explode.”

Dante looked at Fernanda.

“Did you like the answer?” he asked.

“Loved it,” she said. “He’s a good husband.”

“He’s a good cuckold,” Dante corrected. “A conscious cuckold. A happy cuckold. The worst kind of cuckold is the one who suffers without pleasure. The best is the one who turns pain into fuel.”

Rafael raised his glass.

“I’ll drink to that.”

“I’ll drink with you.”

They toasted. The two men looked at each other like soldiers in the same trench.

The provocation continued.

Fernanda served more cheese. Placed a piece in my mouth with her own fingers. The gesture was too intimate to be only friendship. Her finger brushed my lips. I sucked the tip without meaning to. Or meaning to.

“Mmm,” she murmured. “You’re greedy.”

“What else do you want to give me to suck?”

“Patience. The night is long.”

Dante heard the exchange. Smiled.

“Rafael,” he called, “did you know Claire and Fernanda have already been together?”

“I know. She told me.”

“And how did you feel?”

“Jealous. And aroused.”

“And what did you do with that arousal?”

“I fucked her. That same day. After she came home.”

“Did she still have Fernanda’s taste in her mouth?”

That question went deeper. More direct. More perverse.

“She did,” Rafael answered, his voice faltering a little. “And I kissed her anyway. I sucked her tongue. I tasted it.”

“And did you like it?”

“I did. I liked knowing she had been someone else’s and was still mine.”

Dante leaned back in his chair. His eyes moved among the four of us — me, Rafael, Fernanda. Like a conductor leading an orchestra that already knew the music by heart.

“You two are special,” he said. “Most couples cannot withstand this game. Not because they do not want it. Because they do not talk. They do not set the rules. Do you talk?”

“We talk,” Rafael said.

“Everything?”

“Everything. Even what hurts.”

“That’s rare. Most men are afraid to speak. Afraid of losing control. Afraid of looking less like men.”

“And you?” Rafael asked. “Were you afraid?”

Dante stayed silent for a moment. Picked a strawberry from the board. Bit it. Juice ran down his chin. He wiped it with the back of his hand.

“I was. At first. When Fernanda asked me to fuck another man, I was afraid. Afraid of losing her. Afraid of not being enough. Afraid of discovering I was less of a man than I thought.”

“What made you continue?”

“Her. Her gaze. Her desire. And the certainty that, if I did not allow it, she would feel trapped. And I would lose her anyway. Not because of another man. Because of myself.”

Fernanda touched Dante’s face tenderly.

“He is brave,” she said.

“I am not brave. Only realistic. Some men can only love the wife they control. Others discover they love her even more when she stops being controllable.”

His words stayed in the air.

Some men can only love the wife they control. Others discover they love her even more when she stops being controllable.

I felt the sentence entering my chest. Because it was true. It was exactly what we had lived. Rafael did not try to control me. He released me. And the freer I became, the more he loved me. The more of a whore I became, the more I returned to him.

Rafael drank the rest of his wine in one swallow.

“That’s it,” he said, voice looser now. “Exactly that.”

Dante nodded.

“Then we understand each other.”

Under the table, Fernanda’s hand was no longer on my thigh. It was on my pussy.

Over the dress, over the lace of my panties, but it was there. She pressed with her palm, feeling the heat, the moisture already running.

I did not move. I did not want the men to notice. But my body answered. My pussy contracted. My honey wet the lace.

Fernanda knew. She felt it.

“You’re wet,” she whispered, so low only I heard.

“Your fault.”

“Good.”

She removed her hand. Stood from the chair.

“Dante,” she called. “Claire and I are going to show them the surprise.”

Dante raised an eyebrow.

“Now?”

“Now.”

She pulled me by the hand. I stood. Rafael looked at me, confused.

“Surprise?” he asked.

“Surprise,” I answered.

“What surprise?”

“If I tell you, it isn’t a surprise.”

Fernanda led me into the apartment. The living room was empty, music still playing. She guided me down the hallway, where the bedrooms were.

“Come,” she said. “Let’s get ready.”

“Ready for what?”

“For them. Dessert.”

She opened the office door.

The bed was made — black sheets, burgundy velvet pillows. Candles on the nightstand. A bottle of champagne in an ice bucket. Two glasses.

“What are we doing here?” I asked.

“Changing. I bought something for you.”

She opened the wardrobe. Took out a black satin piece — a short babydoll, transparent on the sides, with an opening in the middle of the breasts. Beautiful. Expensive. Whore.

“For me?” I asked.

“For you. If you want to wear it. If you don’t, stay naked. They’ll like it either way.”

I touched the fabric.

“I’ll wear it.”

“I’ll wear mine too. Matching.”

She took another babydoll from the wardrobe — navy blue, same model, same shine.

We looked at each other.

“Ready?” she asked.

“Almost.”

I took off the red dress. It fell to the floor. I stood in the open bra and bow panties. Fernanda took off the blue dress. She wore the navy bra from the mall and matching panties. No bow. She was more practical.

“You are so beautiful,” she said.

“You too.”

We kissed.

Quick. Savage. With tongue and teeth.

“Later,” she said, pulling away. “Now we have a surprise to give them.”

I put on the black babydoll. It slid over my body. The cold satin touched my skin. The open sides showed my ribs, my hips. The opening at the chest left my nipples visible.

Fernanda put on the blue one.

We stood in front of each other. Two women ready to be devoured.

She took my face in both hands.

“Are you prepared?”

“I am.”

“And Rafael?”

“He was born prepared.”

She smiled.

“Then let’s go.”

We left the office. Crossed the hallway. Returned to the living room.

Dante and Rafael were on the balcony, standing, speaking softly. When they saw us, they fell silent.

Dante whistled low.

“Fuck,” he murmured.

Rafael did not say anything. He only stared. His cock was already completely hard in his jeans. I saw him clench his hands in his pockets so he would not touch himself.

Fernanda went to Dante. Kissed him on the mouth. Long.

I went to Rafael.

“Did you like it, my cuckold?” I whispered.

“I’m about to faint.”

“Good.”

“You two are going to kill us.”

“That is the idea.”

Dante spoke loudly:

“I think dessert has arrived.”

Fernanda turned to him.

“What do you want first? Champagne or us?”

Dante looked at Rafael. Rafael looked at me.

“Champagne,” Dante answered. “And then you.”

Fernanda went to the bucket. Poured four glasses.

Distributed them.

Dante raised his glass.

“The night is not over yet.”

We toasted.

The champagne was cold, sweet, bubbling on the tongue.

Fernanda sat on Dante’s lap. I sat on Rafael’s.

Four hands began to explore.

And the night, finally, truly began.


Chapter 5 — The Husbands Alone

The sound of the women’s footsteps disappeared down the hallway.

First Fernanda’s heels on the wooden floor — toc, toc, toc — a confident rhythm, sure of itself, echoing through the tiles of the hall. Then Claire’s heels, more hesitant, but following, a little behind, like someone still learning the step. The sound of a door opening. Silence. Then the sound of the door closing.

The office.

Rafael stood in the middle of the living room, a glass of wine in his hand, his eyes fixed on that hallway, which now looked like an endless tunnel. He could still smell Claire’s perfume — amber and vanilla — mixed with the red wine that had already gone to his head. His cock had been hard for hours, since she began getting ready in that ceremony of preparation. Now it throbbed like an extra heart outside his chest.

Dante was leaning against the kitchen counter. Arms crossed over his chest. Legs slightly apart. Leather slippers on his bare feet. White shirt unbuttoned at the first button, showing a little of his smooth, tanned chest, a thin line of dark hair disappearing into the fabric. He was not looking at the hallway. He was looking at Rafael. There was a calmness in him that irritated and steadied at the same time.

The playlist continued. Jazz — low saxophone, slow piano, a drum so soft it sounded as if it was being played in another room. Music for a bar at dawn, for the end of a night, for the beginning of something that still has no name.

Dante uncrossed his arms. He picked up the bottle of wine from the table. The dark glass caught the candlelight.

“Sit,” he said.

It was not a request. It was guidance.

Rafael went to the sofa and sat. The leather creaked under his weight. He set the glass down on the coffee table with a trembling hand — the wine moved, almost spilling. His legs open, elbows on his knees, head lowered. He looked like a defendant on the accused bench, waiting for a sentence.

Dante came from the kitchen. He poured more wine into Rafael’s glass, even though Rafael had barely taken the first sip. Then he poured his own. He set the bottle on the table and sat in the brown leather armchair facing the sofa. His legs crossed — left leg over right — his body relaxed, head slightly tilted.

The silence lasted what felt like an eternity. The saxophone cried softly, one long, sad note.

Dante broke the silence.

“Rafael.” His voice was calm, deep, with a layer of authority that was not aggressive. It was simply present. Firm. “Are you ready?”

The question came directly. No flourishes. No circling. None of that way people have of wrapping difficult things in soft cloth.

Rafael took too long to answer. He lifted his head. Looked at the glass, at the dark wine, at the reflection of the candle in the liquid. Then he looked at Dante’s green eyes. The eyes of a man who had already been there, who had already sat in that same armchair and asked himself that same question.

“I don’t know,” he admitted. His voice came out more broken than he wanted. It sounded like the voice of a boy, not a man in his forties. “I don’t think so. I don’t think anyone ever is.”

Dante nodded slowly. A gesture that was both understanding and confirmation.

“No man is,” he said, and it was not mockery. It was a statement. It was a truth he had learned in his skin, in sweat, in sleepless nights, in glasses of wine drunk alone on the balcony while Fernanda was in the bedroom with someone else. “No man is ever completely ready to watch his wife cross another limit. Even when he wants it. Even when he asks for it. Even when he has fantasized about it for years, for decades, since adolescence. In the moment, the body locks. The mind fires. The heart revs like an engine. The mouth dries. The hands sweat. The cock gets hard at the same time the stomach turns. And a man thinks, What have I done? What have I allowed? Is there still time to go back? If I call her now, will she come?”

Rafael swallowed dry. His cheekbone moved slowly.

“Did you ever think that?” he asked, his voice hoarse, damp. “The first time?”

“I did.” Dante uncrossed his legs and leaned forward. Elbows on his knees. Hands interlaced. Nails short and clean. “I thought it so much I almost left. I thought it so much I got as far as putting my hand on the door handle. I almost picked up the car keys from the nightstand. I almost opened the door and shouted, stop, it’s over, get out. But I didn’t.”

“Why?” Rafael listened as if he were listening to a sentence being passed.

“Because I looked into Fernanda’s eyes. Not in the moment. After. I looked into her eyes the next morning, when she woke up and kissed me. She was happy. She was fulfilled. She was whole. She had done something she had wanted to do for years, something she had never had the courage to ask for, and I had allowed it. And I thought, if I take this from her now, if I show regret, she will hate me. And I will hate myself more.”

Rafael closed his eyes. His eyelids looked heavy.

“Is Claire happy?” he asked. His voice came out almost as a whisper, more to himself than to Dante. A rhetorical question, but one that needed to be said aloud.

“She is.” Dante nodded toward the hallway with a broad gesture. “You can see it. Did you see her today? The shine in her eyes? The way she got ready? The red dress, the perfect makeup, the perfume she chose? That is not only for you, Rafael. That is for her. It is for her to feel beautiful, desired, alive, powerful. She is happy. Happier than I have seen her in months.”

“And me?” Rafael opened his eyes. The question hurt. “Am I happy?”

Dante did not answer right away. He let the silence work. The saxophone played a few more notes. The wine breathed in the glass.

“What do you feel right now, Rafael?” Dante asked, with a gentleness that disarmed. “Take away the fantasy. Take away the arousal. Take away what you think you should feel because you saw it in porn or read it in an erotic story. Tell me what you truly feel. In your chest. In your stomach. In your hands.”

Rafael stood.

He could not stay still. The energy climbed through his legs, through his torso, through his arms. He began walking around the living room, hands on his hips, heavy steps, the soles of his sneakers scraping the wooden floor. He went to the window and pulled the curtain aside with a rough motion. Outside, the sky was dark, without a single star, but the city lights shone — yellow streetlamps, anonymous apartment windows, pharmacy signs blinking red and white.

With his back to Dante, he spoke.

“Fear. A lot of fear. Fear that I won’t be able to handle it. Fear that I’ll cry like a child in front of everyone. Fear that I’ll come at the wrong time and regret it for the rest of my life. Fear that I won’t come and I’ll be left with my cock aching from all that built-up arousal. Fear that I’ll look at Claire afterward and see someone different — someone I don’t recognize. Fear that she will look at me and see someone smaller, someone who didn’t know how to protect her, someone who handed her to someone else.”

He turned his face. The city light caught his profile, lighting the stubble on his jaw, the tension in his mouth.

“That is honest,” Dante said, and his voice came from the armchair, calm as spring water. “Most men don’t admit that. They pretend everything is fine. They put on a mask of stud, alpha male, cool liberal husband. But inside, they are coming apart. You are not coming apart. You are feeling. It is different.”

“I am not most men.”

“No. You are a cuckold. An acknowledged cuckold. And that is rarer than you imagine.”

Rafael turned his body. He faced Dante.

“An acknowledged cuckold. Is that what I am?”

“It is what you chose to be when you accepted Nicolas. It is what you chose to be when you read Claire’s notebook and, instead of disgust, you got hard. It is what you chose to be when you accepted dinner here tonight, knowing your wife would be alone with mine in a room.” Dante stood too. He went to the window and stood beside Rafael. The two men, shoulder to shoulder, looking at the city. “A cuckold is not the man who is betrayed. A cuckold is the man who allows. And you allow. Out of love. Out of arousal. Out of fear. All together. There is no shame in that.”

Rafael turned toward him. The distance between their faces was small.

“Do you know what the difference is between us and other couples?” Dante asked, without looking away.

“What?”

“We talk. We don’t hide. We feel the jealousy, the fear, the desire — and we talk about all of it. We don’t pretend it doesn’t hurt. We don’t pretend it is only dirty fun. We know it is messy, contradictory, uncomfortable. And we choose to continue. Every day. Every night. Every time the bedroom door closes.”

Rafael pressed his forehead to the cold window glass.

“Do you feel jealous of Fernanda?” he asked.

“I do. Every day. Since the first kiss I saw her give someone else.”

“Even knowing she comes back?”

“Because she comes back.” Dante put a hand on Rafael’s shoulder. The gesture was firm, but not invasive. A brother’s touch. A comrade’s touch. The touch of someone who had walked through the same mud. “Jealousy does not disappear, Rafael. It becomes something else. With time, with conversation, with trust, it becomes arousal. It becomes admiration. It becomes a constant reminder, a little electric shock of reality, that the person you love is desired. And that she chooses to be with you. Among all the cocks, all the mouths, all the tongues — she chooses you.”

“How did you learn that?” Rafael lifted his forehead from the glass. His eyes were wet.

“By making mistakes. By feeling shame. By crying hidden in the shower so she wouldn’t hear me. By jerking off in the bathroom while I heard her moan with another man — and coming in thirty seconds. Then understanding. Then accepting. Then enjoying it.” Dante removed his hand and returned to the armchair. He poured himself more wine. “There is no shortcut. No manual. Only time and honesty.”

Rafael remained at the window a little longer. His forehead itched where it had touched the glass. Then he returned and sat on the sofa.

“I want to see,” he said. His voice was firmer now. It was not the boy’s voice. It was the man’s voice. “Even afraid. Even jealous. Even not knowing if I’ll endure it. I want to see.”

“Why?” Dante raised an eyebrow. The question was honest.

“Because Claire deserves to be whole. And I want to be the man who sees her whole. Not the man who locks her up, prunes her, puts her in a golden cage and calls the locks love. The man who sets her free.”

Dante raised his glass. The wine gleamed.

“Then it is decided.”

They toasted. The wine went down warm, opening a path through the chest, through the stomach.

Dante’s confession

Dante set the glass on the table and settled back in the armchair. The leather creaked with the movement. He ran a hand through his hair, gray at the temples, and stayed silent for a few seconds.

“I will tell you something I have never told anyone. Ever. Not even Fernanda.”

“You can speak.”

“The first time Fernanda was with another man, I came before she did. And not just a little before. Much before.”

Rafael’s eyes widened.

“What do you mean before? Before what?”

“I was sitting in a wicker chair in the corner of the room. We had agreed I would stay there, watching. The guy was a work friend of hers — handsome, confident, big cock, Fernanda told me afterward it was bigger than mine. He was fucking her from behind. Fernanda was moaning like I had never heard her moan. The bed creaking like a boat in a storm. His cock going deep, making that wet flesh sound.”

Dante stopped. He looked at the empty glass. Rafael did not move.

“I had my hand on my cock. Three minutes. Three minutes, Rafael. I came. I couldn’t hold it. Cum splashed onto my stomach, my hand, my pants, the chair, the floor. I came like a fifteen-year-old boy. No control. No warning.”

“Fuck,” Rafael whispered.

“Exactly. Fuck.” Dante laughed without humor. “And then? Then I sat there, with a soft cock, sticky with cum, watching them keep going. And they kept going. Fernanda came two more times. The guy came inside her — no condom, because we trusted him. And I sat there soft, dirty, feeling like the biggest failure on the face of the earth.”

“What did you do?”

“Nothing. I sat. I watched the guy get dressed, kiss Fernanda, leave. I watched Fernanda go to the bathroom, heard the shower turn on, heard her humming. When she came out of the shower, she came to me, knelt in front of me, and said, Come to bed? And I couldn’t get hard. For the first time in my adult life, I couldn’t get hard.”

The silence grew heavy.

“The next day,” Dante continued, his voice lower, “Fernanda sat beside me on the bed, took my hand, and said, You don’t need to compete. You don’t need to be hard all the time. You don’t need to prove anything to anyone. I love you the same way. With a hard cock, with a soft cock, with jealousy, without jealousy. I love you.”

“And did you believe her?”

“It took time. Weeks. Months, maybe. Every time we went to have sex, I was afraid I wouldn’t get hard. I was afraid of thinking about his cock, bigger than mine, about her moans. It was a mess. But she did not give up. She came for me more. We had more sex. She made a point of showing me, with patience, with long caresses, with kisses on my forehead, with words spoken in the dark, that I had lost no place. That her heart is not finite. That the whole world can fit inside her.”

Dante poured more wine for both of them.

“Do you know the advice I give every man who enters this life?” he asked.

“What?”

“Don’t try to be the best cock. Don’t try to be the hottest. Don’t try to compete in size, thickness, duration, number of orgasms. You will lose. There will always be a bigger cock, a thicker one, one that lasts longer, one that makes her moan louder. Accept that. Accept it in your heart. Your role is not to be the best cock. Your role is to be the husband. The man she chose for life. The guy who makes her coffee in the morning, listens to her complain about work, holds her hair when she is vomiting from a hangover. No one replaces that. Not even a twenty-five-centimeter cock.”

Rafael drank the wine all at once. The glass was left empty. He placed it on the table with a dry click.

“Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For not treating me like some poor bastard. For not humiliating me. For talking to me as if I were a man, not a soap-opera cuckold.”

“You are not a poor bastard, Rafael. You are a man who loves his wife enough to allow her to be happy. That is not weakness. That is strength. Raw strength. The kind most men do not have.”

What’s happening in the office

The silence returned. But now it was different. It was not uncomfortable. It was the silence of men who had already placed the cards on the table, shown their weaknesses, looked at themselves in the mirror and not looked away.

The jazz continued. A woman was singing in French — something about love, about night, about skin, about tongue. Her voice was low, warm, wet.

Dante looked toward the hallway. The office door was still closed.

“What do you think they’re doing now?” he asked.

Rafael felt his cock pulse inside his jeans. A strong, rhythmic, almost painful pulse.

“I don’t know.”

“Guess.”

“Claire is probably taking off her dress. The zipper was already open almost to her stomach. She must have taken it off. The red dress must be on the floor.”

“And Fernanda?”

“Fernanda is probably helping. Probably kissing her neck while she takes off her bra.”

Dante smiled. The smile was sweet, almost nostalgic.

“The first time Fernanda was with a woman was at that same country house. The woman was a friend of hers, an older blonde, divorced, the kind who has her life settled and does not care what anyone thinks. We were by the pool. The two of them started kissing. Out of nowhere. I was there, hard, not knowing what to do. It was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. Two women touching each other as if time did not exist. No rush. No script. Just skin.”

“Claire is beautiful too.”

“She is. But she becomes more beautiful when she is being desired. When she knows eyes are on her. A light turns on.”

“It’s true.”

Rafael leaned forward. His hands on his knees.

“Dante.”

“Hm?”

“Have you ever thought about participating? With Claire?”

Dante took a moment to answer. He ran a hand over his beard.

“I have. Today, when she arrived.”

“And what did you think?”

“I thought she was beautiful. That her red dress was provocative in the right way — not vulgar, suggestive. I thought the way she looks at Fernanda is the same way Fernanda looks at her. I thought it would be delicious to see the two of them together in my bed. But I also thought you would not like it.”

“Why not?”

“Because you told me Claire is not attracted to me. And because I respect that. I respect her. I respect you. I respect the invisible agreement that exists between you.”

“And if she were attracted?”

Dante thought.

“Then we would talk. The four of us. Sitting face to face, without shame. We would see what could happen. But that is not the case. So there is no point fantasizing. Fantasy is something we keep for masturbation. Reality is something we build together.”

“You’re very rational.”

“No. I am practical. There is a difference.”

Rafael’s fear

Rafael rubbed his face. The stubble scraped his fingers.

“Dante,” he called, his voice lower.

“Tell me.”

“What if, in the middle, I feel like I don’t want it anymore? What if the jealousy is bigger than me? What if I lock up? What if I freeze? What if I start trembling and can’t stop?”

“Then you say water. We stop everything. We go to the office, we open the door, we interrupt. The women will understand. They have agreed to that with us.”

“And if I can’t speak? If my voice doesn’t come out? If my throat locks?”

“Then you get up from the sofa, come to me, and touch my shoulder. Two touches. We agreed. I look into your eyes, understand, and stop everything.”

“And if I can’t even stand?”

“You will be able to. You are stronger than you think. Just by being here, sitting on this sofa, with the women in there, you are already stronger than most.”

Rafael ran a hand over his cock through his pants. Adjusted it. It ached.

“I have a stupid fear,” he admitted.

“There is no stupid fear. Fear is fear. Fear of heights, fear of flying, fear of water, fear of spiders, fear of seeing your wife with someone else. It is all the same.”

“What if Claire likes Fernanda more than she likes me? What if this is not just one night? What if she wants more? What if she wants it always?”

Dante did not laugh. Did not make a joke. Did not say you are being foolish. He thought. Took his time.

“That can happen. I will not lie. When we open a marriage, we take risks. Risk of falling in love. Risk of wanting more time. Risk of discovering that the person you love fits into the world more than you imagined. But do you think Claire would trade you for Fernanda?”

“No.” The answer came fast, certain.

“Why?”

“Because she loves me. Because she chose to stay after Nicolas. Because she chose to tell me everything, even the parts that hurt. Because she has told me, several times, that her love for me has nothing to do with arousal. It has to do with history. With a warm bed in the morning. With splitting the grocery bill. With taking care of each other when one of us is sick.”

“Then why the fear?”

“Because fear is not rational, Dante. Fear is an animal. It lives inside us, feeds on our insecurities. It whispers lies in our ear when we are most vulnerable. It says, you are not enough, even when you know you are.”

Dante nodded.

“Fear is not rational,” he repeated. “Fear is an animal. The only thing that kills the animal is facing it. Taking it by the neck, looking it in the eyes, and saying, come on, I will not run. You are doing that. Just by being here, sitting on this sofa, with the women in there, you are already facing it. Most men would have found an excuse. They would have said, I have a headache. They would have invented a meeting. You did not. You came.”

Rafael took a deep breath. His chest rose and fell.

“Victory is not enough. I want to leave here closer to Claire. Not farther away.”

“You will. Because you two are building something new. It is not her against you. It is not you against Dante. It is not Claire against Fernanda. It is the four of you building a night. And then, tomorrow, you and she rebuilding the day.”

The music changes

Suddenly, the playlist changed.

The slow, sad jazz gave way to a warmer beat. More danceable. Wetter. R&B — a female voice, low, singing about touching and being touched, about a tongue on a neck, a hand on a waist, breath coming hard. The lyrics were explicit, without metaphors. They spoke of mouth, skin, sweat, bed.

Dante and Rafael looked at each other.

“They chose the music,” Dante said, a smile at the corner of his mouth.

“How do you know?”

“Because that is the playlist Fernanda uses when she wants to fuck. She made it herself. It is called Fire. She has another one called Ice. Fire is when she is horny. Ice is when she is angry. Fire is playing.”

“Claire has one too. She calls it Hotel. It was the one playing the day we went to the room with Nicolas.”

Dante laughed. Rafael too.

The laughter broke the tension. The air became lighter.

“They are coming back,” Dante said, looking toward the hallway.

“How do you know?”

“Because I know Fernanda’s step. Her heel on the wooden floor has a rhythm. When she is relaxed, the step is slower, more dragged. When she is tense, it is quick, dry. Now it is slow.”

Rafael stood. He adjusted his blue shirt. Ran a hand through his hair. Looked down at his cock — still hard, marking his jeans in a scandalous way. There was no hiding it. He did not even try.

Dante stood too. He adjusted his white shirt. The two men stood facing each other in the living room lit by candles.

“Ready?” Dante asked.

“Ready.”

“It will hurt. But it will be good.”

“I know.”

“There will be jealousy.”

“I know.”

“But it will pass. It always passes.”

“Can you promise that?”

Dante placed his hand on Rafael’s shoulder again. The gesture was firm, and his fingers pressed into the fabric of the shirt.

“I promise. Because this is not the first time we have done this. And it will not be the last.”

The women return

The hallway door creaked.

Both men turned at the same time, like soldiers answering an invisible command.

Fernanda appeared first.

The navy-blue dress was still on her, but her hair, which had earlier been arranged in perfect waves, was now messy — looser, wilder, some strands sticking to her face. The dark red lipstick — the same color Claire wore — was smudged, spreading across her lips, staining the corner of her mouth. Her mouth was swollen — swollen from kissing. She smiled at both men. The smile of someone who had already tasted what she wanted and wanted more.

Claire came behind her.

The red dress… was missing. No, it was there, but the zipper, which had been halfway down her chest before, was now open almost to her stomach. The red lace bra showed almost entirely, her nipples escaping from the open cups, her pink areolas visible through the lace. Her hair, which had been perfect when she arrived — shining waves, loose, symmetrical — was now disheveled, like a bird’s nest. Her lipstick was smudged, staining her teeth. Her eyes were glassy, lost, filled with something that was not sleep.

She went straight to Rafael.

Ignored Dante. Ignored Fernanda. Ignored the world.

Stopped in front of her husband. Faced him.

“I love you,” she said quietly. Her voice was hoarse.

“I love you too.” Rafael held her face.

“I love you even after everything.”

“Me too.”

She kissed him.

The kiss was brief, but with tongue. Wet. Deep. Rafael tasted wine and woman — Fernanda — in his wife’s mouth. Claire’s tongue slid against his, and he tasted Fernanda’s pussy, or the taste of the kiss, or both.

Fernanda went to Dante. She hugged him slowly, tenderly. Kissed him calmly, her hand on his face.

The two couples.

The four of them.

The night was truly beginning.


Chapter 6 — The Women’s Surprise

The hallway door creaked slowly.

It was not a loud creak, not the kind that announces a grand entrance. It was a low groan of wood, as if the house itself were complaining about having to let us pass. I came behind Fernanda, but for one second I stopped in the doorway. Rafael was standing in the middle of the living room, arms crossed, jaw locked. Dante was in the leather armchair, legs open, body relaxed like a man who had seen everything and no longer scared easily.

The candlelight danced on the walls, making shadows that looked alive. The music was different now — no longer jazz. It was a slow, heavy beat, a woman’s voice singing in Spanish. Something about skin and night and desire. Her voice dragged, almost pornographic, as if she were moaning instead of singing.

The red dress was still on me, but the zipper was open to my stomach. The red lace bra showed almost completely, my nipples slipping from the open cups. The little bow panties were still there, hidden, promising. My hair was a perfect mess — waves undone, strands sticking to my face, to my neck. My lipstick was smeared, staining the corner of my mouth. I was exactly as I should be: a woman who had just been kissed, touched, desired.

Rafael looked me up and down. His eyes traveled over every centimeter of my body — the heels, the calves, the knees, the thighs, the line of the panties beneath the dress, the lace of the bra, the nipples peeking out, the neck, the smudged mouth, the glassy eyes. His eyes widened a little. His cock made an enormous tent in his jeans. He did not even try to hide it.

Dante looked over his shoulder, but his look was not Rafael’s. There was no desperation in it. There was calm. He smiled with that calm of a man who has already seen his wife naked in front of other people and knows the world did not end.

Fernanda came ahead of me. The navy-blue dress was still closed, but her hair was loose, messy, just like mine. The dark red lipstick — the same one I wore — was also smeared, staining her teeth. She went straight to the middle of the room, stopped between the two men, and slowly turned. The skirt of her dress spun, showing her thick thighs, her brown skin. She knew both of them were looking. She wanted them to look.

“Sit,” she asked. Her voice was low, but firm. “We’re going to begin.”

Sit? Where? The sofa was already there, the armchair too. But the way she said sit was different. It was an order disguised as an invitation. It was the command of a woman who knew the men in that room would do what she told them.

Rafael sat on the leather sofa, on the left side. Legs open, elbows on his knees, hands hanging loose. He looked like a man about to be executed — or about to come. Both things.

Dante sat in the brown leather armchair, on the right, facing the balcony. Legs crossed, arms on the rests. He looked like a king watching a private performance.

Fernanda came to me. Took my hand. Her hand was hot, slightly damp.

“Take off the dress,” she said softly, only for me. Her voice was a whisper no one else would hear.

I did not take it off. We took them off together. Both hands on our zippers — hers on mine, mine on hers. A choreographed gesture we had not rehearsed. The zipper of her dress went down first. The blue fabric slid over her shoulders, over her arms, fell to the floor. She was left in a navy-blue bra and blue thong. The bra was lace, open cups, her nipples showing. The panties were a strip in front and a string behind, disappearing between her cheeks.

Then my zipper. The red dress fell to the floor. I was left in the red bra and red panties. The same model. The same open cups. The same thong. The little bow hanging in front of my pussy.

Rafael held his breath. I heard the sharp sound of air entering his mouth.

Dante did not move. But his eyes gleamed.

Fernanda went to the phone on the coffee table. The screen glowed in the dark. She moved through the playlist with quick fingers. The music changed again.

The beat was slower now, heavier. Earned It, by The Weeknd. The falsetto voice, sexy, dragged out. The piano repeating the same note. The drums entering slowly. The lyrics talked about earning, about surrender, about things received when you are ready.

Fernanda came back to me. She placed her hands on my hips. Her fingers pressed into the lace of my panties.

“Now we dance.”

Dance? We had not agreed to that. But we didn’t need to. The body knows how to dance when the music commands it. Fernanda began moving her hips slowly, a wave that began in her knees, climbed through her thighs, her ass, her waist, her shoulders. I copied her. We danced facing each other, then back to front, pressed together, our hair mixing.

Her hand climbed my arm, my shoulder, came down along my collarbone. My hand did the same on her.

I looked at the two men. Rafael had his hand on his own pants. Squeezing his cock through the jeans. His fingers pressed the fabric, searching for relief.

Dante was still. Only his eyes moved, following Fernanda.

We danced more. The music played. The Weeknd’s voice filled the apartment.

The striptease

It was not agreed upon. But it began like this.

Fernanda stopped dancing. She stood still in front of me. Her hands rose to my shoulders, slid along the straps of my bra. The straps fell slowly, first the right, then the left. My breasts nearly spilled out. The lace barely held them.

Fernanda looked into my eyes. Her honey-colored eyes were dark, pupils dilated.

“Take it off,” she asked. Her voice was a whisper that sounded like a scream in the silence.

I did not take it off. She did.

Her hands found my bra behind my back. Her long fingers found the clasp. She opened it. The bra fell to the floor.

My breasts were free. They moved a little with the motion. My nipples were hard, pointing forward. My areolas tightened in the cold air from the air conditioner.

Rafael moaned low. I heard him. It was the moan of a man holding himself back so he would not come right there.

Fernanda took one step back. She put a hand on her own bra. She removed it herself. No help. Her fingers found the clasp behind her back, opened it, and the bra fell.

Her breasts appeared — smaller than mine, round, perfect. Her nipples pale, almost pink. Small. Delicate.

We stood facing each other, wearing only thongs, in the middle of the living room. The candles lit our skin, creating shadows that danced across our curves. The music continued. The Weeknd’s voice was now singing about deserving love.

“Beautiful,” she whispered.

“Beautiful,” I answered.

We kissed.

It was not the kiss from the office. That one had been fast, nervous, a discovery. This one was slow. Long. With tongue from the first second. Her hand on my neck, fingers pressing lightly. My hand on her waist, pulling her body against mine. Our breasts touched. Our nipples brushed. Our mouths found each other.

We kissed long enough to light a fire between both men’s legs. We kissed long enough for Rafael to unbutton his pants without realizing. We kissed long enough for Dante to uncross his legs and lean forward.

When we separated, I looked at Rafael.

His hand was inside his pants. His underwear showed. His cock was out. The purple head shone with pre-cum.

“Take your hand away,” I said. My voice came out deeper than I expected. It was an order.

He took it away.

“Just look.”

He just looked. But his cock remained hard, pointing at me.

The first provocation — Claire and Dante

Fernanda stepped away from me. She went toward Dante.

Dante was sitting in the armchair, legs open, body relaxed, arms on the rests. His white shirt was still buttoned, but the first buttons were open, showing his smooth chest.

Fernanda stopped in front of him. With her back to him. She arched her ass at the height of his face. The blue thong disappeared between her cheeks, showing her brown skin.

“Do you like it?” she asked, without turning.

“I like it.” Dante’s voice was calm, but I saw his hand tighten on the arm of the chair. His knuckles turned white.

“Just look. Like Rafael.”

She came back to me.

Now it was my turn.

I walked toward Dante.

I had never done that. I had never walked toward a man who was not Rafael with my body half-naked, my breasts out, my little bow panties. I had never offered myself to another gaze like that. But my body knew the way. My body knew it was safe. My body knew Fernanda was close, Rafael was watching, and I belonged to myself.

I stopped in front of Dante. Facing him. My legs almost touching his knees. My panties were at the level of his eyes. The little bow hanging right above my pussy.

I looked down. He looked up.

Green eyes. Clean-shaven beard. The smell of expensive perfume — musk and wood. Gray hair at the temples.

“Claire,” he said softly.

“Dante.”

I took his hand. The right one. I lifted it slowly, feeling the weight of his arm, the resistance of his muscles. I brought his hand to the height of my breast.

“Touch,” I asked.

He looked at Rafael. A silent question.

Rafael nodded. I don’t know if it was for me or for Dante. But he nodded. His chin went down and up once. Dry. Decided.

Dante’s hand touched my left breast. The whole palm, fingers open. The heat of his hand on my cold skin was like a flame. His thumb grazed my nipple once, almost by accident.

“Like this?” he asked.

“Like this.”

He squeezed lightly. No — not squeezed. Caressed. His hand was large, but the gesture was delicate. He did not grab. He felt. The weight, the texture, the temperature.

I closed my eyes for one second. The sensation was good — different from Rafael’s hand, different from Fernanda’s mouth. It was a new hand, a new heat, a new pressure.

When I opened my eyes, I was looking at Rafael.

Rafael’s face was red. His jaw locked. His cock was completely hard, pointing upward, the purple head shining. His hand was back on his cock — he could not obey.

“Breathe,” I told him.

He breathed.

Dante removed his hand from my breast.

“Thank you,” he said.

“Thank you.”

I returned to the middle of the room. The wooden floor was cold under my bare feet.

The second provocation — Fernanda and Rafael

Now Fernanda came toward Rafael.

Rafael was sitting on the sofa, at the edge, his body tense like wire. His blue shirt was open at the chest. His cock out of his pants — he no longer even tried to hide it. His hand was around it, fingers wrapped around the shaft, thumb on the head.

Fernanda did not pass in front of him. She went around the sofa. She stood behind him.

He did not see her arrive. He only felt her.

She leaned down. Her breasts pressed into his back. Fernanda’s warm skin against the fabric of Rafael’s shirt. Her mouth went to his ear.

I could not hear what she said. The music was loud, The Weeknd’s voice filling the room. But I saw the reaction.

Rafael’s body shuddered. His shoulders contracted. His hand squeezed his cock hard.

She whispered something else. Her face was against his face. Her lips almost touched his ear.

He closed his eyes. His mouth opened. A moan came out — low, hoarse, the sound of someone being tortured by pleasure.

Fernanda ran her hand over his chest, over his shirt. Her fingers went down his stomach, stopped at the waist of his pants. The tip of her index finger slipped into the line of his underwear.

“This is mine,” she said, loud enough for everyone to hear. “Tonight, you are mine too.”

Rafael opened his eyes. They were red. Jealous. Frightened. Aroused.

“Yours,” he answered.

She kissed his ear. Bit it lightly. Then moved away.

She came back to me.

“What did you say to him?” I asked quietly.

“Secret.”

“There are no secrets between us.”

“I’ll tell you later.”

The final dance

The music changed again.

Now it was a slow version, very slow, of Wicked Game — the live version by Chris Isaak, with only guitar and voice. The voice mournful, suffering, in love. The lyrics talked about love and fire and desire that does not pass.

Fernanda pulled me by the hips. We danced pressed together. Breasts touching — nipples brushing nipples. Bellies touching. Panties meeting, red lace against blue lace.

I looked at Rafael over Fernanda’s shoulder. He looked back. His eyes were fixed on me, on my body, on the movement of my hips. His hand was on his cock — he had given up trying to obey.

“Do you like it?” I asked, breathless.

“I do,” he answered. His voice broke.

“What do you like most?”

“Seeing you being desired.”

“Only desired?”

“Desired and desiring.”

Fernanda moved away from me. She went to Dante.

“Stand up,” she asked.

Dante stood. He was tall. Taller than Rafael. His white shirt half open, dark linen pants, bare feet.

She placed her hands on his chest. Fingers open. Palm warm.

“Take off the shirt.”

He took it off. Unbuttoned the rest with one hand, a quick, practiced gesture. The shirt fell to the floor.

Dante’s body was beautiful. Not gym-built, with bulging muscles and visible veins. Built by life. Smooth chest, a few dark hairs, a fine line going down his stomach and disappearing into his pants. Flat stomach, perfect navel. Broad shoulders, strong arms.

Fernanda ran her hand over his chest, slowly. Her fingers went down his stomach, stopped at the waist of his pants. She unbuttoned his pants. Opened the zipper slowly — the little sound of the teeth separating was the only sound besides the music.

His underwear appeared. Black. His cock made a shape there — not small. Beautiful. Proportional.

“This is mine,” she said, looking at me. She did not point. But I knew she meant his cock.

“I don’t want it,” I answered.

“I know. But it is beautiful to see.”

She lowered his underwear. Just a little. Just enough to show the beginning of his cock, the thick base, the dark hair.

Rafael watched everything. His hand flew over his cock now. Slowly. Painfully.

The bow

“Rafael,” I called.

He lifted his eyes. The eyes of a man drowning and asking for rescue.

“Come here.”

He did not move.

“Rafael. Come here.”

He stood. Came to me. Stopped in front of me. We were face to face, naked from the waist up — me with my breasts out, him with his shirt open. The panties were the only clothing separating me from him. The only barrier between wife and husband.

“Take off my panties,” I asked.

“Me?”

“You.”

He brought his hand to the little bow. His finger trembled. The red bow of my panties hung directly above my pussy. He could feel the heat of my body.

“Pull,” I said.

He pulled.

The panties fell.

I stood naked in front of the two men — my husband and my friend’s husband. Rafael did not look at my pussy. He looked into my eyes.

“Do you see?” I asked. “Do you see what you did to me?”

“I see.”

“What?”

“I see a woman who is no longer afraid.”

He kissed me. The kiss was fast, with tongue. Wet. Deep. Then he returned to the sofa.

Fernanda took off her own panties. She did not have a bow. She simply pulled them to the side, her hand disappeared between her legs, and the blue thong gave way. She was naked too.

Now we were two naked women in the middle of the candlelit living room.

The bedroom

“Now you two go to the bedroom,” Fernanda announced. Her voice was teacher, guide, mistress.

“Us?” I asked.

“You and Dante. Rafael and I will follow.”

My heart fired. My pussy contracted. My wetness slipped out.

Dante came to me. He did not touch me. He stayed a palm’s distance away. I could feel the heat of his body.

“May I take your hand?” he asked.

“You may.”

He took it. His hand was warm, large, dry. His fingers interlaced with mine.

He led me to the hallway. Each step was an eternity. I looked back at Rafael. Fernanda was behind him, pushing him gently, a hand on his back. Rafael’s face was white. His eyes wide. His hard cock swinging.

We entered the office.

The room was different from when we left. The candles were lit on the nightstand — a lot of them. The bed was made with black sheets, satin pillowcases shining in the candlelight. The playlist now came from a small speaker in the corner. The same slow music. The same suffering voice.

A brown armchair stood in the corner of the room. Just like the one in the living room. Just like the one at the hotel.

Fernanda pointed to the armchair.

“Rafael. Sit.”

Rafael went to the armchair. Sat. His hands on the arms. Eyes on the bed.

She knelt in front of him. Held his face with both hands.

“You will stay here. You will look. You will only look. Until I tell you otherwise.”

“Agreed.”

She kissed his forehead. Then came to me.

Dante was waiting near the bed. Naked from the waist up, his pants still on, his cock hidden.

Fernanda took my hand and Dante’s hand. She placed one in the other. Our hands touched.

“Claire,” she said, looking at me. “Go.”

I looked at Rafael. He nodded.

I went.

Dante led me to the bed.


Chapter 7 — Dante and Claire




Part 1 — Surrender and the First Dominance

The bedroom was in half-darkness. Candles on the nightstand danced, throwing shadows across the walls painted dark gray. The king-size bed dominated the center, black satin sheets shining like still water. In the corner, a brown leather armchair.

Dante sat in it.

Legs open, elbows on the arms of the chair, body relaxed, head slightly tilted. His white shirt was unbuttoned, showing his smooth chest and the thin line of dark hair running down his belly. The black linen pants were closed, but his cock already made a visible bulge. He showed no hurry. He looked like a king on his throne.

Fernanda held my hand. We stood at the entrance of the bedroom, she and I, both naked since the living room. My body trembled — not from cold, from anticipation. The red dress lay on the living room floor. The bow panties too. The lace bra had stayed somewhere along the way. I was completely naked, breasts swaying, pussy exposed, outer lips parted, clit already peeking shyly. My nipples were hard as bullets, my skin covered in goosebumps. The smell of my own arousal rose from me — wet, slightly acidic, mixed with the amber perfume I had put on hours earlier.

“Go,” Fernanda whispered. Her voice was warm, damp. She released my hand and pushed me gently from behind.

I took one step. Then another. The wooden floor was cold under my bare feet. Each step echoed in the silence of the room, a damp sound of sole against wood.

Dante lifted his eyes. Green eyes. Clear. Calm. He did not smile. Did not make any gesture. He only waited. Candlelight moved in his eyes, making tiny flames dance in his pupils.

I stopped a meter from the armchair.

Before anything, before kneeling, before touching Dante, before opening my mouth or moaning or asking, I needed to look back.

Rafael was standing near the bedroom door. Fernanda had let go of my hand and now stood beside him. Rafael was completely naked. The blue shirt had fallen in the hallway. The jeans had stayed in the living room. The underwear — he had taken them off in the bedroom, obeying Fernanda, who had said “take everything off” in a voice that allowed no answer.

Rafael was naked. His cock was hard, pointing forward, the purple head shining with pre-cum. His shaft was smooth, thick in the right measure, veins raised. His hand was on his own cock — Fernanda had not told him to stop yet. His fingers squeezed the base, climbed slowly, his thumb grazing the head each time.

His eyes met mine.

It was a long look. A look that lasted several seconds, but carried the weight of all the years together. Eleven years of marriage. Tens of thousands of nights in the same bed. Hundreds of times having sex, some good, others not so much. Arguments about money, about his mother, about the child we never had. Laughter in the kitchen. Silences on the sofa. And now this.

I read his face.

Fear. Jealousy. Arousal. Love. Shame. Pride. Anger. Surrender. Everything at once, like a blender on full speed with the lid off. Jaw locked. Neck muscles tense. Chest rising and falling fast, breathless. Hands shaking slightly — the hand on his cock and the loose one hanging by his side.

He did not look away. Did not close his eyes. Did not ask to stop. He said nothing, but I read everything: Continue. I’m here. I will watch. I will suffer. I will like it. Don’t lose yourself from me. Don’t forget I exist. You come back to me.

I blinked slowly, deliberately. He blinked back, in the same rhythm. It was our contract. Renewed there, at the entrance of the bedroom, in front of another man, in front of Fernanda, in front of everything we had built and broken and rebuilt.

I turned my face to Dante.

Dante stood.

The armchair creaked with the movement. The leather groaned, as if complaining about losing the weight of his body. He stood before me. I felt the difference in height — taller than Rafael, taller than Nicolas. Maybe six-one. His body blocked the candlelight, casting a shadow over me that wrapped me like a dark cape.

He did not come quickly. There was none of that male hurry to fuck a woman and come. He moved slowly, like a man who had the whole night. Like someone who had been there before, with other women, with other husbands watching. His confidence was palpable, a magnetic field around his body.

He stopped a palm away from my face. Heat radiated from him like a brazier. His smell — musk, wood, clean sweat, the expensive cologne he had worn since dinner, something with leather and spice. His breath was warm and light.

He lifted his hand.

Touched my face.

His fingertips moved along my right cheek, a caress so light it felt like butterfly wings. Then my forehead, my eyebrow, the arch above the eye. Then my nose, down the bridge, drifting to the right. He stopped at my lips.

His index finger slid over my lower lip. Wet with my smeared lipstick — the red already spread everywhere, staining my teeth, my chin, the corners of my mouth. He felt the texture of the lipstick, the oil, the wax, my saliva mixed in.

“You’re trembling,” he observed. His voice was deep, calm, unhurried. Each word fell like a grain of sand in an hourglass.

“I am.”

“Fear?”

“A little.”

“Good. Fear keeps us alert. Fear is fuel.”

He held my chin with two fingers — thumb and index. Lifted my face. The green eyes found mine. For a second, I saw something there that was not only desire. It was a kind of recognition. As if he saw me whole — the Claire who wanted to be a whore, the Claire who loved her husband, the Claire who was not afraid to surrender.

“Look at him,” he ordered. “Look at your husband while I touch you.”

I obeyed. Turned my face to Rafael.

Dante ran his hand over my neck. Hot palm, fingers spread. He felt my racing pulse — the carotid artery jumping like a frightened bird. He moved down my shoulders, my arms. His hands were large, warm, with long fingers and short clean nails. He did not squeeze, only slid, like someone stroking an animal that still does not know if it will bite.

“Soft skin,” he commented, his mouth near my ear now. “Cared for. Moisturized. You prepared for tonight.”

“Yes.”

“Knew it would happen?”

“I knew. I wanted it.”

He smiled. Not mockery. Approval. He ran his tongue over his lips and I saw the tip — pink, wet.

His hand slid down my arm to my hand. Held it. Lifted it. Kissed the palm of my hand, right in the middle. His tongue touched my skin, leaving a warm trail.

“You will like me,” he said. “Not because I am better than him. Because I am different.”

“Different how?”

“I won’t ask you for anything. I will command. And you will obey.”

While Dante dominated me with gaze and touch, on the other side of the room Fernanda guided Rafael with the same mastery of someone who had done this dozens of times.

She stood beside him, pressed to him, her breasts pushing against his arm. Her left nipple brushed the skin of his bicep. Her hair fell over his shoulders, some strands sticking to his sweat. Her smell — coconut and vanilla — mixed with his — soap, stress, arousal.

She held Rafael’s chin with one hand and turned his face toward me, toward Dante, toward the scene that was beginning.

“Look,” she whispered. Her voice was a silk thread entering his ear. “Look at what she is going to do. Look at how she is already offering herself. Her pussy is already shining, Rafael. She’s dripping.”

Rafael obeyed. His eyes were fixed on me, on Dante, on Dante’s hand on my neck, on my lifted chin, on my parted mouth. I saw his pupils dilate in the dark.

“Take off my panties,” Fernanda asked. Softly. It was an order.

Rafael’s eyes widened. He was naked already — Fernanda had told him to take off his underwear when they entered the room. But Fernanda still wore the navy-blue thong — the only piece of clothing left on her. That small triangle of dark blue fabric barely covering her pussy, the string disappearing between her buttocks.

“Now,” she insisted.

He took his hand to her panties. His fingers trembled. He found the sides, the string. The fabric was soft, lace. He pulled down. The string gave. The panties slid along her legs, fell to the floor with a whisper of fabric.

Fernanda was completely naked.

Her pussy appeared — smooth, waxed like mine, the larger lips pink, the smaller ones showing. Her clit already a little swollen, peeking out. She was wet, dripping, honey going down her thigh.

“Good,” she said. She ran her hand through his hair, petting him like an obedient dog. “Now my hand.”

She took his hand — the right one, the hanging one — and placed it on his own cock. Rafael’s cock was hard, throbbing, leaking pre-cum. She wrapped his fingers around the shaft, adjusted the pressure.

“Stroke yourself for me,” she asked. “Slowly. While you watch. I want to feel your cock pulse in my hand while you see your wife being touched by another man.”

Rafael began to masturbate. Slowly. His hand went up and down, thumb crossing the head each time. The sound was wet, the pre-cum lubricating the movement. Schlick, schlick, schlick.

Fernanda stood behind him. Embraced him from behind. Her breasts pressed into his back — nipples hard against his skin, leaving a trail of heat. Her hips touched his ass. Her pussy wet his skin.

Her hand covered his hand on his cock, guiding the rhythm. She pressed her fingers over his, forcing him to go faster. Then slower. Then faster again.

“Look, Rafael,” she whispered in his ear, her voice hot, wet, her tongue brushing his ear, drawing circles. “Look how Dante touches her. Look how she opens. Look how she doesn’t even try to pretend anymore. She wants him. She wants the older man, the experienced man, the man who doesn’t need to prove anything. And you want to see it.”

Rafael groaned.

“Don’t come,” Fernanda murmured. “Not yet. She hasn’t even come. You only come when she comes. Breathe. Hold it.”

Dante laughed. The laugh was low, guttural, vibrating through my back like distant thunder.

He laid me face down. Came over me. The weight of his body pressed me against the floor. My breasts flattened against the wood. My cheek touched the floor. I smelled wood, dust, wax, sweat.

He fucked me more slowly now, but deep. Each thrust was a dry blow to my uterus. A dull hit that traveled up my belly, chest, throat.

“Your wife is a first-class whore,” Dante said, looking at Rafael. His voice was calm, almost casual, as if he were commenting on the weather. “You raised her well. Trained her well. She obeys. Doesn’t complain. She takes it.”

Rafael did not answer. But his cock pulsed in Fernanda’s hand.

“Does she have a tight ass?” Dante asked.

Rafael swallowed. His Adam’s apple rose and fell.

“She never gave me her ass.”

Dante stopped thrusting. His cock stayed still inside me, throbbing, pulsing, occupying every inch of my pussy.

“Is that so?” He looked at me. “Your little ass is virgin?”

“Yes,” I answered, voice coming from the floor.

He pulled out. Stood. Took my arm, brought me to my knees.

“Do you want to lose that ass tonight?”

I looked at Rafael. Looked at Fernanda. She smiled — a slow, wicked smile, as if she had known from the beginning that this would happen.

“I do.”

Fernanda released Rafael. Went to the nightstand, opened the drawer. Inside was a dark glass bottle, a lubricant. She picked it up and came back. Handed it to Dante.

The room fell silent. Only everyone’s heavy breathing.

Dante opened the bottle. The cold liquid ran over his fingers.

“On all fours again,” he ordered.

I turned. Got on all fours. Arched more than ever. My ass went up toward the ceiling. My pussy and asshole were exposed, open, offered.

Dante spread lubricant over my asshole. The gel was cold — it ran down the crack, wet my pussy, my thighs, dripped onto the floor. His finger entered — just the tip, one centimeter. The sensation was strange. Invasive. A foreign body in a place that had never been touched that way.

“Relax,” he said.

I relaxed.

His finger went in deeper. All of it. To the base.

“Take it out,” I asked.

He took it out.

Placed his cock against my ass.

The enormous head pressed at the entrance. The pressure was uncomfortable, almost painful. I felt my muscles contract, trying to push it away.

I looked over my shoulder. Dante. Then Fernanda. Then Rafael.

Rafael stood there now, no Fernanda behind him. Naked. Cock hard, pointing. Face marked with tears and sweat.

“Rafael,” I called.

“Claire.”

“You’re going to see me filled by him.”

“I am.”

“You’re going to see me give him my ass.”

“I am.”

“And you’ll still love me?”

He took a while. Fernanda went to him. Embraced him from behind again. Put her hand on his cock again. The embrace was tight, warm, secure.

“I will still love you,” he answered.

Fernanda kissed his ear.

“Ready for your wife to lose her ass now?” she asked softly. Her voice was sweet, almost maternal.

Rafael closed his eyes. Opened them.

“Ready.”

Dante positioned his cock. The enormous head pressed into my ass.




Part 2

The enormous head of Dante’s cock pressed against my ass.

The lubricant was cold, running down the crack of my cheeks, down my inner thighs, dripping onto the wooden floor. I felt every texture — the thick liquid Fernanda had spread with her fingers, the head of his cock hot despite the gel, the temperature difference creating electricity on my skin that climbed my spine and exploded at the nape of my neck. My knees hurt on the hard floor, but the pain was good — an anchor in reality. My ass was raised toward the ceiling, my back arched in a curve that made my spine crack vertebra by vertebra. The cold air of the room entered my open pussy.

Dante did not enter. He stayed there, the head of his cock pressing against the entrance of my ass with a constant, insistent pressure, but without invasion. My muscles contracted on their own, trying to push out what had never entered there. Each involuntary contraction squeezed the head of him like a hungry mouth.

“Relax,” he said. His voice came from above, deep, unhurried. “If you squeeze, it won’t enter. Ass isn’t pussy. Pussy opens. Ass accepts. You have to want it. You have to ask for it.”

I took a deep breath. The air entered rough through my open mouth, left in a low moan.

Fernanda was kneeling beside me now. I did not remember when she came closer. Her body pressed against mine, her heat against my cold skin. Her fingers — index and middle — touched the entrance of my ass again, spreading more lubricant, massaging in slow circles. The skin there was sensitive, almost virgin, every touch sending waves through my body.

“See that, Rafael?” Fernanda teased, lifting her eyes. Her voice was a whisper that crossed the room like a sharpened blade. “See where she is going to be fucked now? She never gave you her ass. Never. Eleven years of marriage. Eleven years of you asking, begging, dreaming of that sentence: ‘baby, let’s try?’ And she always said no. ‘I don’t like it,’ ‘I don’t want it,’ ‘it hurts.’ But now she’s going to give it to Dante. Now she’s going to open her legs — no, not her legs, she’s going to raise that ass — and ask him to put it in. In front of you. She’ll lose her little ass while her husband watches.”

I heard Rafael’s breathing on the other side of the room — short, uneven, wet. I heard his hand on his cock, that damp sound of skin against skin, pre-cum running over the shaft, lubricating each stroke. The rhythm was fast, uncontrolled.

“She never even let you put a finger there, right, cuckold?” Fernanda continued, voice lower, more poisonous, more delicious. “You never saw her ass up close. Never smelled it. Never licked it. Now Dante is going to put his cock there. The cock bigger than yours. Thicker than yours. He’s going to feel every centimeter of the walls of that little ass. And you’re going to see it. You’re going to see everything.”

“Stop,” Rafael groaned. “Stop talking.”

“Stop what? Telling the truth?”

Dante pushed a little more. The head entered — just the tip, one centimeter, two. The sensation was tearing, burning, something stretching at a limit I did not know existed. The skin of my ass burned as if on fire. My mouth opened in a silent scream. A grunt rose from deep in my throat. It was not a moan of pleasure. Not only pain. It was fear. Anticipation. The certainty that I would never again be the same Claire.

“Cry,” Dante said. “You can cry. I don’t shame women who cry.”

The tears came. They ran from my burning eyes, down my nose, my trembling chin. My smeared makeup spread into dark veins on my face — black mascara running like charcoal tears, foundation dissolving into pale stains, eyeliner spreading like broken wings. Salt entered my mouth, mixing with red lipstick, the taste of tears and makeup and arousal.

“That’s it,” Fernanda whispered. She ran her hand over my tangled hair, smoothed the strands stuck to my wet face. “Cry, gorgeous. Cry from arousal. The first time is never forgotten. We never forget the first time we surrender our ass. We never forget the sensation of being opened by someone who doesn’t pity us.”

Dante pushed more. The whole head entered.

The sensation changed. The pain remained — a dull, throbbing, deep pain — but beneath it, a good pressure was born. A feeling of complete fullness, of being occupied entirely, of leaving no space for anything else in my body. My ass squeezed his shaft as if it never wanted to let go. Every millimeter of the anal wall contracted in waves.

“Take your hand away, Fernanda,” Dante asked.

Fernanda withdrew. Her fingers left slowly, both of them at once.

Dante entered more.

Five centimeters. Ten. Fifteen. The thick, hot, veined shaft went in slowly, centimeter by centimeter. I felt each vein sliding against the wall of my ass — a raised rope scraping the sensitive interior. My entire body trembled. Arms trembling, forearms trembling, hands open on the floor trembling. Knees shaking, threatening to give in. My nipples grazed the wooden floor, friction burning, the hard little points scraping against wood.

“That’s it,” I moaned. My voice came out in pieces, in disconnected sounds. “That’s it, Dante. Fuck me. Fuck my ass. I want to feel everything. I want to feel every inch.”

“Say you’re my bitch,” he asked.

“I’m your bitch.”

“Say your ass is mine.”

“My ass is yours. My ass is yours tonight.”

“And tomorrow?”

“Tomorrow it’s Rafael’s. But now it’s yours.”

He pushed in all the way. His cock disappeared inside me. Only the dark curly hair at the base touched my skin, scratching my cheeks. The sensation was like having a hot tree trunk inside my belly.

I screamed. I screamed his name — Dante. I screamed Rafael’s name — Rafael. I screamed without direction, without destination, a guttural sound that came from the womb, climbed through the chest, tore the throat.

Fernanda came close to my face.

Her face pressed to mine, cheeks brushing, foreheads touching. Her hair made a curtain around my face, separating us from the world. I smelled her — coconut and vanilla and the lubricant she had spread on her fingers and the sweat of the night and recent sex. Her breath was warm, tasted of red wine and the kiss we had exchanged before.

She kissed me.

It was not a friendly kiss. Not a kiss of comfort. Not that shy discovery kiss. It was a whore’s kiss. Her mouth opened my mouth with sweet violence. Her tongue entered deep, exploring, playing with mine, wrapping around, pulling. The taste of our mouths mixed — wine, lipstick, makeup tears, the honey of her pussy still on her lips.

Her hand held my hair. Pulled hard. My head bent at an uncomfortable angle, my mouth glued to hers, tongues fighting for space.

Dante moved.

The first thrust was slow. He pulled almost all the way out — my ass clung to him, refused to let go, a suction that made a wet, obscene sound. Then he pushed back in. The head opened again, the shaft followed, the base touched my skin. Pain and pleasure exploded together.

Fernanda swallowed my scream with her mouth.

“Good girl,” she whispered into the kiss. “Good little whore. You are taking him so well. Rafael is watching everything.”

I looked at Rafael from the corner of my eye.

He was still standing, Fernanda no longer holding him, but his hand moved on his cock as if he had no control over it. His face was destroyed. Wet. Red. Beautiful. He looked like a man watching the woman he loved become something larger than his marriage.

Dante’s thrusts became steadier.

In and out. Slow. Deep. The sensation of his cock in my ass was different from everything. It did not have the wet slide of pussy. It had resistance. Grip. Pressure. A sense of being taken from the inside out, owned in a place that had always been closed.

“Look at your husband,” Dante ordered.

I looked.

“Tell him what you feel.”

“It hurts,” I said, panting. “It hurts so much.”

Rafael’s face twisted.

“But it’s good,” I added. “It’s good. He’s so deep. I’m so full.”

Rafael groaned.

“Do you want him to stop?” he asked, voice breaking.

I shook my head.

“No. Don’t stop.”

Dante laughed softly and thrust harder.

My palms slipped on the floor. Fernanda held my shoulders, keeping me in place. Her breasts pressed against my side. Her mouth returned to my neck, biting gently while Dante fucked my ass in front of my husband.

The room became sound.

Dante’s breathing. Rafael’s moans. Fernanda’s whispers. My cries. The wet sound of lubricant and flesh. The low music from the living room slipping in through the hallway. Candle wax dripping somewhere. Wood creaking under our weight.

“You see?” Fernanda said to Rafael. “She gave him what she never gave you. And she still looks for you. She still checks your face. She still wants you there. That is your place. Not outside. Inside the truth.”

Rafael nodded, but it looked like it hurt.

“I know,” he said.

“No,” Fernanda corrected. “You are learning.”

Dante gripped my hips and began fucking me harder.

Each thrust now pushed a sound out of me. My ass had opened more. The pain was still there, but it had shifted, transformed, turned molten. The pressure rubbed places I did not know had pleasure. My pussy, untouched, began to drip onto the floor. I felt it run down, felt my body betray any remaining idea of shame.

“Touch yourself,” Dante ordered.

I tried to move one hand between my legs, but my arms shook too much.

Fernanda did it for me.

Her hand slid under my belly, between my thighs, found my clit immediately. Two fingers, wet from me, began circling. Her rhythm was cruelly perfect — slow when I wanted fast, fast when I was about to lose the thread, always keeping me on the edge.

“Come,” Fernanda whispered. “Come while he takes your ass. Come for Rafael.”

“I can’t.”

“You can.”

Dante leaned over me, his chest against my back, his mouth at my ear.

“You will.”

That did it.

The orgasm came like a fracture.

It began in my clit under Fernanda’s fingers, then spread backward into the ass stretched around Dante, then forward into my belly, then up through my ribs until I could not breathe. My whole body locked. My ass clenched around Dante so hard he groaned for the first time like an animal.

I screamed. Not a pretty sound. A broken sound. A sound that had no wife in it, no manners, no language. Just body.

“Now,” Fernanda told Rafael. “Come now. Watch her. Watch your wife come while another man is in her ass.”

Rafael came.

I saw it.

His body bent forward, his hand moving fast, cock pulsing, cum spilling over his fingers, stomach, floor. His mouth opened around my name, but no sound came out at first. Then it did: Claire. Claire. Claire.

Dante did not come yet.

He kept me there, open and shaking, moving through the contractions as if he wanted to memorize the exact way my body broke around him. Each slow thrust dragged another aftershock out of me. My ass clung to him with a force that embarrassed me, a force that told the room the truth before my mouth could: I had wanted this. I had wanted the edge, the shame, the sight of my husband watching, the terrible tenderness of being returned to him afterward.

When the last wave of my orgasm softened, Dante pulled out of my ass with agonizing slowness.

The emptiness was absolute.

It was not just physical emptiness. It felt like a door inside me had been opened, used, marked, and then left wide. My body pulsed around nothing. My ass tried to close and could not do it quickly. Warm lubricant, my own wetness, and the slick trace of him ran down the backs of my thighs. I was still on all fours, still trembling, still half animal, half wife.

“Up,” Dante ordered.

I tried. My arms shook and failed. My knees hurt. My thighs felt as if they belonged to another woman.

“Up,” he repeated, not louder, just firmer.

He took my arm and pulled me to my knees.

I knelt before him like a trained bitch, breasts swaying, hair stuck to my wet face, makeup ruined by tears, saliva, sweat, and candlelight. I could feel Rafael looking at me. I could feel Fernanda looking at me too. I did not know which gaze burned more.

Dante looked at Fernanda.

“Kneel.”

Fernanda obeyed.

She came to my side and sank to her knees beside me. Her hair was messy, her lips swollen, her skin shining with sweat and traces of the night. We were two women kneeling in front of him, naked, marked, flushed, covered in smells and fluids and heat. Two women who should have looked ashamed.

We did not.

Dante stood with one foot on the edge of the bed, bringing his cock to the height of our faces.

It was still hard, the head swollen and purple, the shaft glossy with lubricant and my body, the veins raised, the base dark with curls. His balls hung heavy, full, ready. He had not come. That realization made something low in me pulse again, even through the soreness.

“Open your mouths,” he said.

I opened mine.

Fernanda opened hers.

Two tongues out. Two mouths waiting. Two whores ready to serve.

“Both of you,” he said. “Together. Take turns. Make me come.”

I began.

My tongue touched the base first. He tasted strong — salt, sweat, lubricant, the sharp human taste of what he had done to me. It was not clean in the polite sense. It was raw. It tasted like my ass, his skin, and the night we would never be able to pretend away. I licked upward slowly, feeling each vein under my tongue. The texture was thick, raised, alive.

Fernanda moved at the same time. She lowered her mouth to his balls, taking one, then the other, sucking with hunger, her tongue circling them in a way that made Dante’s thighs tense. I heard the sound she made — wet, greedy, practiced.

Dante groaned.

It was the first time all night his calm truly cracked.

“That’s it,” he breathed. “Like that. Eat that cock. Both of you. Like the hungry sluts you are.”

The words went through me like another hand.

I sucked the head. Fernanda licked the shaft. I took him deeper, almost gagged, pulled back, spit sliding from my mouth to his skin. Fernanda swallowed the lower half, her lips stretched around him, then moved away so I could take more. We did not plan the rhythm, but our bodies found it. One mouth on the head, one mouth on the base. One tongue on the slit, one tongue on his balls. One of us choking, the other licking.

It became a competition and a duet.

Two women worshipping the same cock in front of my husband.

Rafael was still on the floor near the wall, spent, his own cum drying on his belly and fingers, his face red, eyes wet. He watched us as if the image itself were a second orgasm he had not known he could have.

“Look at us,” I said around Dante’s cock, my words distorted and obscene. “Look at what we’re doing.”

Rafael’s mouth opened, but no words came.

Fernanda laughed softly, still with her mouth near Dante’s balls.

“Your wife learns fast,” she told him. “Very fast.”

“She does,” Rafael managed.

Dante took my hair in one hand and Fernanda’s hair in the other. He pulled us closer, forcing our faces together around his cock. Our cheeks touched. Our foreheads touched. The shaft lay between our mouths like a hot, living line dividing and joining us.

“Kiss over it,” he ordered.

We did.

Fernanda’s lips met mine over Dante’s cock. Our tongues slid around him, against him, against each other. It was messy and impossible and intimate in a way that almost frightened me. Her tongue tasted of wine, my tears, his pre-cum, and the wetness of the night. My mouth tasted the same. Dante pulsed between us, a third body in the kiss.

It was more intimate than the first kiss with Fernanda. More intimate than being fucked. More intimate than giving him my ass. Because this was shared hunger. No pretense of tenderness. No disguise. Just two women on their knees, kissing around the cock of the man who had just crossed the line in my body while my husband watched.

Rafael made a broken sound.

Fernanda heard it and smiled into my mouth.

“He’s going to remember this forever,” she whispered.

“So am I,” I said.

Dante’s breathing changed.

His fingers tightened in our hair.

“I’m close.”

Fernanda opened her mouth wider.

I did too.

“Stay there,” he said. “Both of you. Open.”

He pulled his cock from our lips and began stroking himself, the head moving between our faces. His hand was strong, fast now, no more ceremonial calm. The older European elegance fell away for a second, revealing the animal under the suit, the man under the control.

“Tongues out,” he ordered.

We obeyed.

The first jet hit my right cheek.

Hot. Thick. It landed near my cheekbone and ran down toward my jaw. I gasped, but kept my mouth open.

The second landed in Fernanda’s mouth. She caught it perfectly, tongue out, then closed her lips and swallowed with a sound that made Dante groan again.

The third hit my forehead, running down over my eyebrow, into my closed eye, along the side of my nose. It felt like an anointing, obscene and ceremonial at the same time.

The fourth landed on my breast, directly on my left nipple. The heat made me flinch. It pooled there, then ran over the areola, down the curve of my breast.

The fifth struck Fernanda’s hair, caught in the dark strands, making them clump together.

The rest spilled over both of us — mouths, chins, necks, breasts, hair, the floor between our knees. Some landed on my lips. I licked it without thinking. Some ran down Fernanda’s chest. She scooped it with two fingers and brought it to her mouth, eyes on Dante as she swallowed.

We stayed kneeling, covered in him.

Fernanda ran her palm over her face, gathering his cum from her cheek and chin, then sucked her fingers clean. Slowly. Deliberately.

I did the same. Wiped my cheek, collected the heat, brought it to my tongue. The taste was strong, masculine, final.

Dante tucked himself away. Pulled up his underwear, then his pants. He did not rush. Did not act embarrassed by what he had done. He simply stepped back, as if a ritual had ended properly, and walked toward the bathroom.

The shower turned on seconds later.

For a moment, only the sound of water filled the room.

Fernanda and I remained on our knees.

Covered in cum.

Destroyed.

Alive.

She looked at me. Looked at the white streaks on my face, the thick drops hanging from my eyelashes, the pool drying on my nipple.

“You’re a mess,” she said.

“I am.”

“You’re beautiful.”

“You too.”

She moved closer. Her naked body pressed to mine — shoulder against shoulder, hip against hip, thigh against thigh. Her skin was hot. Mine was cold.

She took my face in both hands. Her palms were warm. Her fingers stuck to the cum on my skin, spreading it more. It ran toward my ears, over my neck.

“You were beautiful,” she said. “So beautiful.”

“You were too.”

“We were beautiful.”

Then she kissed me.

The kiss was slow, wet, with tongue. Dante’s cum was in her mouth — I tasted it when her tongue entered mine. Salty, thick, warm. Her tongue touched my tongue and the cum spread between us. I swallowed what came. She swallowed what remained.

We kissed long enough for Rafael to begin getting hard again — or almost. We kissed long enough for the bed to cool. We kissed long enough to forget, for a few seconds, that Dante existed.

When we separated, our faces were even dirtier. Tongues coated. Mouths swollen.

“Let’s go to him,” Fernanda said.

We went.

Rafael was still on the floor. Sitting with his back against the wall near the armchair. His soft cock fallen into his lap, the head disappearing between his thighs. His right hand still dirty with drying cum, fingers sticky. His eyes red from crying — or arousal, or both. His chest rose slowly as his breathing returned to normal.

We knelt in front of him, Fernanda and I.

Two women covered in another man’s cum. Two whores kneeling before a husband with a soft cock. The world turned upside down.

“Look at us,” Fernanda asked. Her voice was sweet now, affectionate, completely different from the one she had used all night.

He looked.

We ran our hands over our faces. Gathered Dante’s cum — some thick pieces, some still liquid. We rubbed it into each other’s skin like cream. Over cheeks, forehead, chin, neck.

“Do you see?” I asked. My voice came low, intimate, only for him. “Do you see what we did?”

“I see.”

“Do you regret it?”

He thought. Took time. His eyes moved over my dirty face, over Fernanda, over the destroyed room, over the stain on the floor near him.

“No.”

“Do you want us to stop?”

“No. It’s past that.”

“Are you happy?”

“I don’t know. But I will be.”

Fernanda held Rafael’s neck. Pulled his face close. Her forehead touched his.

“Kiss us,” she asked. “Kiss both of us. At the same time.”

The three of us kissed.

It was not a beautiful three-person kiss like in movies, with perfect angles and miraculous tongues. It was messy. Awkward. Lips meeting lips, lips meeting cheeks, lips meeting noses.

Fernanda kissed Rafael. I kissed Fernanda. Rafael kissed me.

All mouths mixing. Tongues meeting and slipping — Fernanda’s tongue in Rafael’s mouth, Rafael’s tongue in mine, my tongue in Fernanda’s. Dante’s cum passed from one mouth to another. The taste of semen, wine, sex, sweat, tears, love.

It lasted a long time.

A closing kiss. A kiss that said: it happened, it ended, we survived.

When we separated, we were sweaty, filthy, exhausted.

But alive.

I pressed my forehead to Rafael’s. His skin was hot, damp with sweat and tears. His eyes were so close to mine I could see each small hair of his eyebrow, the red veins in the white of his eye, the pupil still blown wide.

“You are the love of my life,” I said. My voice came low, sweet, without the whore tone I had used all night. It was the wife’s voice, the true Claire voice, the one he had known for eleven years. “I love you, Rafael. I always have. I never stopped loving you. And this —” I gestured toward the wrecked room, the torn bed, the stained floor, the cum drying on my face “— this does not change what I feel for you. None of this makes our love smaller. It isn’t betrayal. You allowed it. You wanted it. We built this together.”

Rafael closed his eyes. A thick tear ran down his face, stopped on his chin, fell to his chest.

“I know,” he said.

“Do you trust me?”

“I do.”

“Are we going to be okay?”

He opened his eyes.

“We are going to be okay.”

Fernanda moved away. Went to the bed, lay on her side, picked up a cigarette from the nightstand. Lit it. Smoke rose toward the ceiling in slow spirals.

For a moment, Rafael was alone.

I had gone to the bathroom to wash my face — my eyes burned from dried cum, my skin stung with the chemical exfoliation of sex. Fernanda stayed on the bed, cigarette in hand, smoke dancing. Dante was still in the shower — I could hear the water, hear him humming softly.

Rafael looked at the room alone.

The bed was undone. The black satin sheets twisted at the foot, stained with fluids in different shades — clear lubricant, whitish cum, golden pussy honey. The pillow at the headboard had been thrown to the floor. The candles had melted almost to nothing — some already dead, black smoke rising. One flame still danced, weak.

The floor was a battlefield. Smears of lubricant, drying cum, wet footprints from all four bare feet. A navy thong near the armchair — Fernanda’s. One of Dante’s socks beside it. His white shirt crumpled in the corner. The red dress I wore lay in the hallway — its hem visible through the open door.

Rafael looked at himself.

Soft cock fallen. Belly marked with drying cum, drawing white and yellowish patterns over his skin. Hands — right hand still dirty, left clean. Nails filled with traces of skin, traces of pleasure.

He looked at the place where I had been kneeling minutes earlier. The marks of my knees still on the floor — two deep impressions in the wood, surrounded by drying liquid.

He understood, in that moment, that something irreversible had happened.

It was not just the sex. Not just the ass. Not just Dante. It was everything. It was the fact that, after that night, he would never again look at me the same way. It would not be worse. It would not be better. It would be different. Other. Before and after. Like the hotel. Like the cafe. Like the first kiss with Fernanda. But bigger. Deeper. More final.

He took a deep breath. The air smelled of old sex, extinguished candles, cigarette.

He closed his eyes. Opened them.

Stood.

Went to the bathroom. Stepped into the shower.

Hot water fell over his body, washing away dried cum, sweat, the marks of the night. The water ran dark at first — a mix of everything — then cleared, became transparent.

I was in the shower too — more toward the corner, making room. My body still dirty, my hair a mess, makeup completely destroyed. But my eyes were clean.

I looked at him. He looked at me.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

“Everything. You?”

“I still don’t know.”

He smiled. A tired, sweet, true smile.

“You’ll know. We’ll know together.”

He pulled my arm. Pulled me close. The hot water fell over both of us.

He held me.

We stayed there, under the water, naked, clean, wet. His body against mine. His soft cock at my thigh. His hands on my back. My hands at his neck.

Fernanda appeared at the bathroom door. A cigarette in hand, smoke rising. Her naked body still covered with drying cum — she had not washed yet. Dante’s cum formed white veins over her breasts, belly, thighs. Her pussy shone with so much lubricant.

“You two okay?” she asked.

“We are,” we answered together.

“Good. Dante is making coffee. He said we deserve it.”

She smiled. A tired smile too. But happy.

“Will there be cheese bread?”

“Yes. I bought some.”

“Then everything is okay.”

She disappeared. I heard her steps going to the kitchen, the refrigerator door opening, Dante asking something, Fernanda answering with a laugh.

Rafael and I stayed under the water.

“Rafael,” I called.

“Hmm?”

“I love you.”

“I love you too.”

The night had ended.

A new day would begin.

The night was not over. But the main border had been crossed.

I had given something I had never given.

And the man I loved had watched.


Chapter 8 — The Final Agreement

We did not leave immediately.

No one had the strength to stand like a normal person, put on shoes, find keys, and walk through a lobby pretending to be ordinary. The four of us stayed in that room for a long time after the bodies calmed down.

The candles had burned low. Wax pooled on the nightstand. The black sheets were destroyed — sweat, lube, stains, the shape of bodies. The air smelled of sex, wine, perfume, and that faint medicinal smell of lubricant. I lay between Rafael and Fernanda, with my head on Rafael’s chest and Fernanda’s thigh against mine. Dante sat in the armchair again, shirt open, glass of water in hand, looking as if he had simply hosted a dinner that had gone very well.

My body ached everywhere.

My ass throbbed with every heartbeat. My thighs shook when I moved. My lips were swollen. My throat hurt from moaning and crying. My skin carried fingerprints. My hair had become a nest.

I had never felt more alive.

Rafael’s hand rested on my breast, not sexual now. Possessive in the soft way. Grounding. Every few minutes his thumb moved, as if checking that I was still there.

Fernanda traced lazy circles on my hip.

“You okay?” she asked for the third time.

“Yes.”

“Truth?”

“Truth. Sore. Exhausted. But okay.”

Rafael kissed my hair.

“If you need a doctor—”

I laughed, then winced because laughing made everything hurt.

“I don’t need a doctor. I need a bath and maybe three days of not sitting down.”

Dante raised his glass.

“A fair price for initiation.”

Rafael looked at him.

“Don’t call it that.”

Dante inclined his head.

“Fair.”

I lifted my face to Rafael.

“He’s joking.”

“I know. But I’m still raw.”

That was true. He was raw. We both were.

There is a silence after certain nights that is different from sleepiness. It is not awkward exactly. It is the silence of people trying to find language again. Words feel too small. The body knows first. The mind arrives later, carrying bags.

Fernanda was the first to speak in a real way.

“You two need to talk alone.”

Rafael’s hand tightened on me.

“We can go,” he said.

“No,” Dante replied. “Use the guest room. Take time. No one drives with a soul that shaken.”

I almost smiled. A soul that shaken. Dante could make even aftercare sound European.

Fernanda helped me stand. I hissed when I shifted weight.

“Slow,” she said. “Your body did a lot tonight. Don’t rush it.”

I wrapped a robe around myself — one of Fernanda’s, dark blue silk — and followed Rafael to the guest room. He had put on his jeans but not his shirt. His back looked broader in the hallway, maybe because I knew what he had carried tonight.

The guest room was smaller, clean, with white sheets and a single lamp on. Rafael closed the door behind us.

For a few seconds, we stood on opposite sides of the room.

Husband and wife.

Strangers and not.

“Say something,” I asked.

He looked at me. His eyes were red.

“I don’t know where to start.”

“Start with the worst.”

He laughed once, without humor.

“The worst?”

“Yes. The thing you’re afraid to say.”

He sat on the bed. Put his elbows on his knees. Ran his hands over his face.

“When Dante asked if I wanted you back, I realized I had been holding my breath the whole time. Not because of the sex. Not even because of the anal. Because there was a moment when I thought… maybe you belonged there. With them. In that world. More than with me.”

I felt it like a punch.

“Rafael.”

“Let me finish.”

I nodded.

“I watched you with him and it was… it was too much. Beautiful. Horrible. You were gone from me and completely mine at the same time. I don’t know how to explain that. I hated him. I wanted to thank him. I wanted to leave. I wanted to see more. I wanted to come and I wanted to cry. I did both.”

His voice broke.

I crossed the room slowly, sat beside him with care. My body protested. I ignored it.

“And now?” I asked.

“Now I need to know something.”

“Ask.”

He turned to me.

“Do you want him? Dante. Not tonight. Not as the game. Really. Do you want him?”

“No.”

“Truth?”

“Truth. I wanted what happened. I wanted the night. I wanted the surrender. I wanted you watching. I wanted Fernanda guiding me. Dante was part of that. He was not the center.”

“Who was?”

“You.”

He looked down.

“I was in the corner coming on myself while another man fucked you.”

“You were still the center.”

“How?”

“Because I looked for you every time something changed. Because I needed your eyes before I crossed a line. Because when he asked if I wanted to lose that boundary, I asked you if you’d still love me. Not him. You.”

Rafael’s eyes filled.

“I still love you.”

“I know.”

“I love you so much it makes me stupid.”

“That I also know.”

He laughed through the tears.

I leaned against him. He wrapped an arm around me carefully, avoiding the places that hurt.

“Do you regret it?” I asked.

He stayed quiet for a long time.

“No. I regret parts of how it felt. I regret that I enjoyed some things that scare me. I regret that I may never be able to look at our marriage the old way again. But I don’t regret doing it.”

“I don’t either.”

“You should. A little. For your ass, at least.”

“My ass definitely regrets it. My soul does not.”

He laughed properly then. Short, broken, necessary.

We sat like that until breathing became normal.

Then he said:

“We need rules. Bigger rules. Not just for a night. For us.”

“An agreement.”

“Yes.”

I looked toward the desk in the corner. There was a notepad and a pen.

“Then write.”

He stood and got them. Came back to bed. Put the notepad between us.

At the top, he wrote:

**The Agreement**

The word looked absurd and sacred.

For a moment neither of us wrote.

The pen rested in Rafael’s fingers, black ink shining at the tip. The notebook lay open on my knees, the same notebook that had once felt like a hiding place and now felt like a table between us. A place where we put things down so they did not rot inside us.

Rafael looked at the blank page as if it might answer the questions he did not know how to ask.

“What if we write something and can’t obey it?” he asked.

“Then we tell the truth again.”

“That’s your answer for everything now.”

“It’s the only one that has worked.”

He smiled faintly.

“Fair.”

His thumb moved over the edge of the paper. The room smelled of soap, clean sheets, and the faint remains of the night still clinging to our hair and skin. Even after the shower, I could feel it under everything. Dante’s room. Fernanda’s perfume. Rafael’s tears. My own body still open and sore.

“I need one rule before all the others,” he said.

“Say it.”

He looked at me.

“If I get scared, I get to say it without you thinking I am weak.”

That pierced me.

“Rafael.”

“No. I need that. Tonight I almost pretended. I almost played the man I thought I was supposed to be. Dante saw through it because he’s Dante, and I hate that. But with you… I can’t perform. Not anymore. If I’m scared, I need to be able to say I am scared.”

I took his hand.

“Then that’s rule zero.”

He wrote it at the top, above the title, in smaller letters:

**Rule zero: fear can be spoken.**

We stared at it.

It looked simple.

It had taken eleven years of marriage, a black notebook, another man’s hands, a woman’s mouth, and a night with another couple for us to write it.

“My turn,” I said.

“Go.”

“If I want something, I get to say it without being treated like I am dirty outside the game.”

His eyes softened.

“I never wanted you to feel dirty.”

“I know. But sometimes the silence made me feel dirty. Like the only clean version of me was the quiet one. I don’t want that anymore.”

He wrote:

**Claire can speak desire before shame turns it into a secret.**

I swallowed. My throat ached.

“Good.”

“Good?”

“Very.”

The rules that followed did not come quickly. They came in pieces, interrupted by pauses, by little arguments, by the body demanding comfort. I shifted on the bed and hissed. Rafael stopped writing immediately.

“Water?”

“No. Just sore.”

“Pillow?”

“Under my hip.”

He adjusted it with absurd care. The same man who had watched Dante split me open now moved a pillow beneath me as if I were made of glass. The contrast made me want to cry.

“This is why I come back,” I said.

He froze.

“What?”

“This. You. The pillow. The water. The way you notice when I move wrong. Dante can open me. Nicolas can overwhelm me. Fernanda can read me. But you take me home.”

Rafael looked down at the notebook so I would not see his eyes fill.

“Write that,” he said.

“It’s not a rule.”

“Write it anyway.”

So I took the pen and wrote:

**Others may open doors. Rafael takes me home.**

He laughed, but it broke halfway.

“That’s dramatic.”

“It is. But true.”

“Leave it.”

We left it.

Then came the practical rules. Messages. Dates. Health. Protection. Aftercare. Honesty before and after. No one drunk enough to lose judgment. No using sex to avoid sadness. No punishing each other by withholding ordinary tenderness. No making the other beg for reassurance after a scene.

Some rules felt obvious. Others hurt to write.

**No comparing to wound.**

That one was his.

“You can compare,” he said. “I know comparison is part of it. Size, style, taste, the way someone touches you. I can even like hearing it. But not as a weapon. Not when we’re angry. Not to punish me.”

“Agreed,” I said.

I added:

**Comparison can be erotic, but never cruel outside consent.**

He nodded.

Then mine:

**Rafael can ask for details, but Claire can ask for gentleness afterward.**

Because that was also true. He loved details. Needed them. The harder they were, the more he wanted to hear. But sometimes, after telling, I needed him to be husband, not interrogator. I needed his hand in my hair, not questions about another man’s body. I needed silence without punishment.

He wrote it down carefully.

“I didn’t know I did that,” he said.

“Sometimes. You get hungry for the story. And I like feeding you. But after, I need to be held.”

“Then I hold you.”

“Always?”

“Always.”

He wrote:

**After confession, holding comes before more questions if Claire asks.**

I watched the ink sink into the page.

The notebook was becoming more than a confession. It was becoming a map of the marriage we were inventing while walking through it.

At some point, the list of rules became too neat. Too rational. Too much like trying to turn a storm into a spreadsheet. I closed the notebook halfway.

“What?” Rafael asked.

“We also need vows.”

He raised an eyebrow.

“Vows?”

“Not wedding vows. Real ones. Dirty ones. Honest ones.”

“I am listening. Terrified, but listening.”

I smiled.

“I vow not to make you feel stupid for wanting to watch.”

He lowered his eyes.

“I vow not to make you feel dirty for wanting to be watched.”

“I vow to come back.”

“I vow to stay when you do.”

“I vow to tell you when desire changes shape.”

“I vow to tell you when fear does.”

“I vow not to use other men to escape you.”

He breathed through that one.

“I vow not to use jealousy to control you.”

We stopped.

That was the center. The real one.

Jealousy would always be there. It had a place now. It had a chair in our house. A voice. A scent. But it could not be allowed to become a leash. That was the danger. Not Nicolas. Not Fernanda. Not Dante. The danger was us using the fantasy to hurt each other, to punish, to pull power when tenderness was what we needed.

“Write that bigger,” I said.

Rafael wrote in capital letters:

**JEALOUSY IS NOT A WEAPON.**

Then he underlined it.

“Good.”

“Very good.”

A little later, I asked for the notebook and wrote something without saying it first:

**I am not less yours when someone else touches me. I am less yours when I have to hide.**

Rafael read it. Said nothing.

For a moment I thought I had hurt him again. Then he took the pen and wrote beneath it:

**I am not less of a man when I watch. I am less of a husband when I refuse to hear the truth.**

I touched his hand.

There it was. The new marriage. Not clean. Not normal. Not easy. But honest.

By the time we finished, the page was crowded. Rules, vows, scratched-out phrases, additions in the margins. It looked less like a contract and more like evidence. Evidence that we had been there, on that bed, almost morning, sore and exhausted, trying to translate the impossible into words.

Rafael read the page from the beginning.

Slowly.

As if reading scripture.

When he finished, he said:

“This is the strangest love letter I’ve ever seen.”

“It’s very us.”

“Unfortunately, yes.”

We laughed.

Then we cried a little. Not dramatically. Not sobbing. Just the kind of tears that leak when the body is too tired to hold everything. I wiped his cheek. He wiped mine.

“Do we tell Fernanda and Dante?” he asked.

“Not all of it. But some. The parts involving them.”

“They should know where they stand.”

“They do. But yes.”

“And Nicolas?”

“Nicolas gets practical rules. Not our heart.”

“Good. I hate how much I respect that man.”

“You respect his professionalism.”

“I respect that he gives you back.”

That sentence made me ache.

“He doesn’t give me back. I come back.”

Rafael nodded.

“You’re right. Sorry.”

“Say it again.”

“You come back.”

“Again.”

“You come back.”

“One more time.”

He kissed my forehead.

“You come back.”

That time, I believed it all the way down.

We finally closed the notebook.

Rafael put it on the nightstand instead of in the drawer.

“Leaving it out?” I asked.

“No more hiding.”

I stared at it.

Black cover. Same as always. But it looked different now. It was not a secret object anymore. It was not a bomb. It was not a guilty thing buried under sweaters or hidden behind cleaning supplies.

It was ours.

“Rule one,” I said. “No secrets.”

He wrote it.

**1. No secrets.**

“Not even small ones,” he added.

“Especially not small ones.”

He wrote that too.

“Rule two,” he said. “No one enters our life without both of us agreeing.”

**2. No one enters without both saying yes.**

“Rule three,” I said. “You are always allowed to say no. Even if your cock says yes.”

He snorted.

“Put that exactly.”

He wrote:

**3. Rafael can say no even when his cock says yes.**

“Rule four,” he said. “You can say no even if you’re wet.”

I touched his knee.

He wrote:

**4. Claire can say no even when her body says yes.**

“Rule five,” I said. “After every experience, we come back to each other first. No sleeping apart. No silent punishment. We talk, even if it hurts.”

**5. After every experience, we return to each other first. We talk. No punishment by silence.**

Rafael’s pen paused.

“Rule six,” he said. “You don’t fall in love with them.”

I looked at him.

“You can’t make that a rule. Feelings don’t obey rules.”

His face tightened.

“Then what?”

“Rule six: if feelings change, we tell the truth immediately.”

He hated it. I saw it.

Then he wrote it.

**6. If feelings change, we say it immediately.**

“Rule seven,” he said. “You come back.”

“That’s not a rule. That’s a promise.”

He wrote:

**7. Claire comes back.**

I took the pen from him and added:

**8. Rafael stays.**

He looked at the page.

“Rafael stays,” he repeated.

“Yes.”

“What if I can’t?”

“Then you tell me before you disappear.”

He nodded.

“Rule nine,” I said. “Fernanda and Dante are friends first. If the game threatens that, we stop.”

He wrote it.

“Rule ten,” he said, and his voice softened. “We don’t use this to avoid ordinary intimacy.”

I understood immediately.

Nights like this could become a drug. A way to avoid dishes, bills, sadness, aging, marriage. But the whole point was not to replace marriage. It was to make it honest.

He wrote:

**10. The game does not replace our marriage. It reveals it.**

We stared at the list.

Ten rules. Ten fragile lines trying to hold back a sea.

“Is it enough?” I asked.

“No.”

“Good.”

“Good?”

“Yes. If we think rules can make desire safe forever, we’re lying. Rules are not cages. They’re handrails.”

“Where did you learn that?”

“Probably from Dante. He speaks in metaphors and corrupts everyone.”

Rafael laughed again.

We signed the paper.

Not legally. Not dramatically. Just our names at the bottom.

Claire.

Rafael.

Then I drew a small black heart in the corner.

Rafael looked over my shoulder.

“A heart?”

“A heart.”

“That’s cheesy.”

“Yes. But it’s ours.”

We folded the paper and put it in my purse.

When we returned to the living room, Fernanda and Dante were on the sofa, both in robes. The room had been restored somehow — glasses gathered, candles replaced, music softer. Fernanda stood when she saw me.

“Everything okay?”

I nodded.

“We wrote rules.”

Dante smiled.

“Good. Civilization survives another night.”

Rafael looked at him.

“Thank you.”

Dante’s expression changed. He understood the weight of it.

“You’re welcome.”

Fernanda came to me. Touched my face.

“Are you staying?”

“A little longer.”

“Champagne?”

“Water first. Then champagne.”

“Responsible whore,” she said.

“Learning.”

We drank water.

Then champagne.

We did not have sex again that night. That mattered. The night had already given what it came to give. Anything more would have been greed, not desire.

We sat together — four people in a room that smelled of endings and beginnings. Dante told an absurd story about a hotel in Milan. Fernanda put her feet in my lap. Rafael held my hand. At one point, Dante and Rafael went to the balcony with cigars. Fernanda and I stayed on the sofa.

She rested her head on my shoulder.

“You’re different,” she said.

“So are you.”

“Do you regret me?”

“No.”

“Good. I would be offended.”

I smiled.

“You don’t regret me?”

“Claire, I regret many things in life. You are not one of them.”

We stayed silent.

When Rafael came back, he looked at us with that new gaze — not fear, not exactly. Recognition.

He had seen me whole and still came back.

That was the miracle.

At two in the morning, we left.

Fernanda hugged me at the door. Dante shook Rafael’s hand, then embraced him too. The embrace between the men was brief but real. Something had passed between them that no one else could fully understand.

In the elevator, Rafael leaned against the wall.

“Can you sit?” he asked.

“Barely.”

“I’ll drive carefully.”

“Good. If you hit a pothole, I may murder you.”

He smiled.

We reached the car. He opened the door for me. I lowered myself into the seat with the grace of a wounded animal.

The ride home was quiet.

Not empty quiet.

Full quiet.

The kind that comes after confession.

At home, everything looked smaller. The sofa. The table. The hallway. Our bed. As if the apartment did not yet know the people returning to it.

I took off the robe, the dress, the remnants of the night. Took a careful shower. Rafael helped me wash where I hurt. He was gentle, almost reverent.

In bed, he lay behind me, careful not to press too hard.

“Claire,” he whispered.

“Hmm?”

“You are my wife.”

“I know.”

“Even after everything.”

“Especially after everything.”

His hand found my breast in the dark. Held it.

“I don’t know what we are now.”

“Neither do I.”

“But I want to be it with you.”

I turned my head enough to kiss his wrist.

“Me too.”

We slept.

In the middle of the night, I woke alone. Rafael had gone to the bathroom. I missed his heat. Waited. He came back. Lay down. His hand searched for my breast in the dark. Found it. Held it.

The next day, I opened the notebook.

On the page where we had written, I drew a small heart in the corner. A black-ink heart.

Rafael read over my shoulder.

“A heart?” he asked.

“A heart.”

“It’s cheesy.”

“It is. But it’s ours.”

The next morning was not clean.

Nothing about it looked like the neat final page of a story. There was no sunrise epiphany, no sudden certainty, no elegant conclusion tying everything in a bow. There was pain when I tried to sit. There was Rafael making coffee too strong because he was distracted. There was me standing in the kitchen in one of his shirts, barefoot, my hair still smelling faintly of Fernanda’s perfume even after two showers.

There was silence.

But it was not the old silence.

The old silence had been made of things unsaid. This one was made of things said too completely for either of us to know what to do with them yet.

Rafael put a mug in front of me.

“Careful. Hot.”

I laughed.

“That is the least dangerous thing I have touched in twenty-four hours.”

He smiled, but his eyes went soft.

“Too soon for jokes?”

“No. If we don’t joke, I’ll cry.”

“You can cry.”

“I know. That’s the problem. I can do everything now.”

He sat across from me, hair messy, face unshaved, wearing only sweatpants. My husband. My witness. My cuckold. My home.

For a while, we drank coffee without speaking.

Then he said:

“I keep seeing it.”

I knew what he meant, but I asked anyway.

“What?”

“You looking at me before saying yes.”

I wrapped both hands around the mug.

“I needed you.”

“You had Dante behind you. Fernanda beside you. You still needed me?”

“More than ever.”

He nodded, but the question was not fully gone from his face.

“Rafael, listen to me,” I said. “There were parts of last night that had nothing to do with you physically. Things you could not give me. Things Fernanda gave. Things Dante gave. But the reason I could let myself go there was you. Not them. You. Your presence made it possible.”

He stared at the coffee.

“That’s hard to understand.”

“I know.”

“But I want to.”

“That’s enough for now.”

He reached across the table and touched my fingers.

“I keep thinking about the word husband.”

“Why?”

“Because it used to mean provider. Protector. The man who keeps things safe. Last night I didn’t keep you safe by preventing it. I kept you safe by staying. That’s different.”

“Better different?”

“Scarier different. But yes. Maybe better.”

I turned my hand and held his.

“And wife used to mean quiet. At least for me. Useful. Pleasant. Soft enough. Last night wife meant something else. It meant the woman who can go into the dark and still come back with her ring on.”

Rafael looked at my hand. At the ring.

He lifted it and kissed the ring first. Then my knuckles.

“You scared the hell out of me.”

“I scared myself.”

“Do you feel ashamed?”

I thought.

The answer mattered.

“Some. But not like before. Not the kind that makes me want to hide. More like… I know I crossed something and my body is still catching up.”

“Do you feel proud?”

That surprised me.

“Yes,” I said. “A little.”

“Good.”

“That doesn’t bother you?”

“It does. And it doesn’t. I don’t want you ashamed. I don’t know what to do with you proud, but I prefer it.”

A message arrived on my phone.

Fernanda.

“Alive?”

I showed Rafael.

He smiled.

“Answer.”

I typed:

“Alive. Sore. Processing. You?”

Her answer came quickly.

“Alive. Smiling. Dante says Rafael is braver than he knows. I agree.”

Rafael read it and looked away, embarrassed.

“Dante is dramatic.”

“Dante is right.”

Another message:

“No pressure to talk today. But when you are ready, dinner soon. Not a game. Just friends.”

That made me breathe easier.

Not a game. Just friends.

The night had not swallowed the friendship. That mattered.

I typed:

“Soon. And thank you.”

Fernanda sent only a heart.

I put the phone down.

Rafael watched me.

“You love her?”

The question was quiet. Not accusatory. Afraid, yes. But honest.

I answered with the same care.

“I love her as Fernanda. I don’t know what category that is. I don’t want to make her my wife. I don’t want to leave you. I don’t want to lie about the fact that she matters.”

He took that in.

“Okay.”

“Okay?”

“Not easy. But okay. We said feelings change, we tell the truth. So this is truth.”

“And you? Dante?”

Rafael snorted.

“I respect him. I hate him a little. I owe him something. I don’t know the category for that either.”

“Then we are even.”

“Unfortunately.”

We laughed.

Later, I went to the bedroom and opened the notebook again. I read the agreement from the night before. The words looked different in daylight. Less dramatic. More fragile. More human.

Rafael stood in the doorway, watching me.

“Add something,” he said.

“What?”

“Write that we are allowed to be confused.”

I smiled.

That was the truest rule of all.

I wrote:

**11. We are allowed to be confused and still choose each other.**

Rafael came behind me, placed his hands on my shoulders, and read the sentence aloud.

“Again,” I said.

He read it again.

This time his voice did not shake.

That was the real ending. Not the sex. Not the agreement. Not the dramatic line about being seen whole.

This.

Two people in a bedroom, exhausted and sore, writing permission to remain confused.

Marriage, I understood then, was not certainty. It was returning to the same table with the truth, again and again, even when the truth arrived dirty, frightening, and covered in fingerprints.

I closed the notebook.

Not to hide it.

To rest it.

That afternoon, ordinary life returned in fragments.

I answered two emails. Rafael paid the electricity bill. We washed the sheets. We ate leftovers standing at the kitchen counter because neither of us had energy to set the table. The world did not announce that our marriage had changed. No alarms went off. No neighbors knocked. The mailman still slid envelopes under the door. The kettle still made the same small scream when the water boiled.

That was strangely comforting.

A marriage can cross impossible borders and still need someone to buy coffee filters.

In the evening, Rafael found me by the window with the notebook in my hands.

“Writing again?”

“Not yet. Just holding it.”

“Does it feel different?”

“Yes. Before it felt like hiding. Now it feels like evidence.”

He came behind me and rested his chin on my shoulder.

“Evidence of what?”

“That we were brave. Stupid, maybe. But brave.”

“I can live with stupid and brave.”

“Good. Because I think that is our brand now.”

He laughed softly.

Then he became quiet.

“If someone asked you what saved us, what would you say?”

I thought for a long time.

Not sex. Not Nicolas. Not Fernanda. Not Dante. Not even the fantasies.

“The first honest sentence,” I said. “Everything after that was just consequence.”

Rafael nodded against my shoulder.

“Then keep writing honest sentences,” he said.

I turned and kissed him.

Not a filthy kiss. Not a performance. A married kiss. A tired kiss. A kiss that had survived the night and was still there in the kitchen light.

Later, before bed, I wrote one last note under the agreement:

**The body can go far. The heart must know the way home.**

Rafael read it and did not make fun of me.

That was how I knew he understood.

Before sleeping, Rafael asked one more question.

“Do you still want to be called my whore?”

I smiled into the pillow.

“Yes. But not all the time.”

“When?”

“When I need to remember that desire is allowed. Not when I need to be held.”

He absorbed that.

“And when do you need to be held?”

“After. Always after.”

His arm tightened around me.

“Then after is mine.”

“After was always yours.”

He kissed the back of my shoulder. His mouth lingered there, soft and warm, nothing demanding in it. After all the noise of the night before, that small kiss felt almost obscene in its tenderness.

I thought of all the versions of myself that had existed in those four books of our life: the woman hiding inside the notebook, the woman in the hotel, the woman in Fernanda’s bed, the woman on the floor before Dante, the woman in Rafael’s arms after. None of them had disappeared. They had joined. They had become one body, one voice, one confession.

And that, more than any fantasy, was the real danger.

Once a woman becomes whole, she cannot be made small again.

In the morning, the notebook stayed on the nightstand. Not hidden. Not locked away. Just there, beside the lamp, beside the water glass, beside the ordinary objects of an ordinary bedroom.

That was the final proof.

The secret had become furniture.

Rafael noticed it too. He brushed his fingers over the black cover before leaving for work, then looked back at me.

“Leave it there,” he said.

“You sure?”

“Yes. If we hide it again, we start lying again.”

So we left it there.

Open to the agreement.

Ready for whatever truth came next.

And for the first time, the truth did not frighten me as much as silence had. It felt dangerous, yes. But it also felt like home.

It had a pulse. It had weight. It had survived the night with us.

And neither of us wanted to erase it anymore.

Ever.

Finale

Claire and Rafael’s journey has reached its end.

What began with a black notebook and a fantasy written by hand became something neither of them could have predicted. Their marriage changed. They changed. And desire, which once seemed hidden, became a language between them.

Thank you for following them this far.

— Olivia Cross

DID YOU ENJOY THIS STORY?

If this story stayed with you, please consider leaving a review on Amazon. Honest reviews help other readers discover Olivia Cross and make all the difference for an independent author.

Follow the author on Amazon:

amazon.com/author/oliviacrossbooks

Suggestions, requests, or messages:

oliviacross.author@gmail.com

More confessions are coming.
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