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Chapter 1 — The Bad Night

It was Wednesday.

Sex night.

Eleven years of marriage and we still had a sex night. That should’ve been a good thing, right? Should’ve been a sign that we hadn’t let the marriage die, that there was still desire, that we still reached for each other. But it wasn’t like that. Actually, it was the opposite. Having a sex night meant sex needed a schedule. Needed a reminder. Needed a silent agreement that said: “Wednesdays and Saturdays, excluding holidays, excluding extreme exhaustion, excluding headaches.”

I was already in bed when he came out of the shower. Cotton nightgown, the comfortable kind, no lace, no nothing. Hair down, face clean, moisturizer on. The standard wife. The predictable wife.

Rafael lay down beside me. Smelling like soap. Skin still damp. He kissed my neck — that lukewarm, automatic kiss that already knows the way but isn’t in any rush to get there.

“You tired?” he asked.

“Kind of.”

“Want to?”

Did I want to? I didn’t know. My body wasn’t responding yet. My head was somewhere else. But it was Wednesday, and on Wednesdays we fucked.

“Go ahead,” I said.

He did.

He kissed my mouth. Warm tongue, familiar rhythm. His hand went down to my breast, squeezed gently, his thumb grazed my nipple. I took a deep breath. It wasn’t unpleasant. It was just… familiar. Like a song you’ve heard so many times you don’t pay attention to the lyrics anymore.

His hand slid down to my thigh. Spread my legs slowly. Ran a finger over my panties. The fabric still dry. He didn’t comment. He continued the protocol: kiss on the neck, hand on the breast, finger on the panties, patience.

Rafael is a good man. I always knew that. He was never selfish in bed. Always worried about whether I came, always asked if it was good, always adjusted the rhythm when I asked.

The problem wasn’t him.

The problem was that his body didn’t surprise me anymore. The smell, the touch, the weight, the size of his cock — I knew it all before it happened. I could describe every move before he even made it. And that killed me inside.

It wasn’t boredom. Boredom is when you feel nothing. I felt things. I felt guilt. I felt frustration. I felt a sadness that had no name. Because I loved him. I truly loved him. But my body didn’t respond anymore to this man who did everything right.

“Feels good?” he asked, thrusting slowly.

“Yeah.”

I lied.

I wasn’t exactly lying — it wasn’t bad. But it wasn’t good either. It was lukewarm. It was okay. It was the usual.

He pushed in a little more. The pace picked up. His breathing got heavy. I knew that sound. He was going to come in about two minutes. He always came fast when we started like this, him trying to hold back so he wouldn’t seem rushed.

I could’ve asked him to stop. Could’ve asked him to change the rhythm. Could’ve asked him to go down on me first. Could’ve asked for so many things.

But I didn’t ask.

Because asking meant teaching. And teaching meant admitting that after eleven years he still didn’t know how to fuck me right. And that hurt. It hurt him, it hurt me. So I let it happen. Let him fuck me his way, come on his own schedule, and then I’d lie there staring at the ceiling while he slept.

That’s what happened.

He moaned softly, gripped my waist, came inside me. Then kissed my forehead, rolled over, and was snoring in five minutes.

I just lay there.

Legs open. My pussy still half-wet — the body responds to stimulation, even when the mind has already checked out. But it wasn’t the wetness of someone who came. It was the wetness of someone who’d been touched without being awakened.

I stared at the ceiling.

The fan was spinning. Making its steady noise. I counted the blades. One, two, three, four. One, two, three, four.

Thirty-six years old.

Eleven years married.

I had a handsome husband, a nice apartment, a comfortable life. I had everything a woman was supposed to want.

And I was empty.

It wasn’t a dramatic emptiness, the kind you see in movies. It wasn’t a desire to throw myself out the window. It was a quiet emptiness, lodged deep in my chest, that I’d learned to ignore. An emptiness I disguised with routine, with grocery lists, with the nine o’clock soap opera, with Saturday dinner.

But that night, that Wednesday, lying beside my husband who slept like he’d fulfilled his duty, I couldn’t ignore it.

My body wasn’t dead.

I knew that.

Because sometimes, when I was alone, my body woke up. Woke up with a vengeance. Woke up begging. But it wasn’t for Rafael. It was for others. For strangers. For images I pushed to the back of my mind because I was ashamed.

I picked up my phone from the nightstand. The screen’s glow lit up the room. Rafael mumbled something and rolled to the other side.

I opened the browser. Typed: “wife doesn’t feel desire for husband.”

A thousand things popped up. Self-help sites. Women’s magazine articles. “How to Reignite the Flame in Your Marriage.” “Ten Tips to Spice Up Your Relationship.” “Why Women Lose Desire After 35.”

That wasn’t what I wanted.

I deleted it. Typed again: “sexual fantasies of married women.”

Now we were talking.

I started reading forums. Anonymous accounts. Women I’d never meet, but who wrote as if they were talking directly to me.

“My husband is a good man, but I dream about others.”

“I love my husband, but I fantasize about being taken by a stranger.”

“I imagine being fucked by a man I don’t know. Is that normal?”

“I came three times last night imagining my neighbor fucking me while my husband was sleeping right next to me.”

Each confession hit me like a punch. Not because they were shocking. Because they were mine. Those women were me. Each one of them. Each anonymous confession was a mirror reflecting something I’d hidden for years.

I kept scrolling. A forum specifically for women who fantasize outside their marriages. The stories were detailed. Real. Some were just fantasies. Others had gone further. Much further.

“My husband and I started watching porn together. Now I want the real thing.”

“I told my husband I want to be with another man. He got turned on.”

“We found a man online. I had sex with him while my husband watched. It was the most intense night of my life.”

I stopped at that one. Read it three times. My heart was pounding. My hands were sweating. The phone screen was fogging up from how tightly I was gripping it.

A woman who had sex with another man. With her husband watching. And it was the most intense night of her life.

I should’ve felt disgust. Or at least discomfort. That’s what a normal woman would feel, right? A well-raised woman, a good wife, a decent person.

But I didn’t feel disgust.

I felt heat.

My pussy throbbed. My nipples got hard. My breathing quickened. My body, which minutes ago had lain still beneath Rafael like a disconnected doll, was now fully alive.

The idea of being fucked by another man while Rafael watched.

I closed my eyes. The image formed alone: me, on all fours, on a bed that wasn’t mine, with a man I didn’t know behind me, holding my waist with firm hands. And Rafael sitting in the corner of the room, watching. Eyes wide. Hard. Conflicted. Jealous. Turned on.

My hand went down between my legs. The panties were soaked now. Soaked. Not from what Rafael had left there. This was mine.

I started touching myself. Slowly. Careful not to move the mattress, not to wake him up. Two fingers on my clit, small, precise circles, the kind only I know how to do. Because after eleven years, the person who fucks me best is still me.

I came in less than three minutes. Silently, biting my lip, my legs trembling under the sheet. The orgasm was strong. Much stronger than anything Rafael had given me in months. Maybe years.

And the image that made me come was clear: a stranger inside me, my husband watching.

I put the phone down. My fingers were trembling. The fan kept spinning. One, two, three, four.

The guilt came next.

Fast. Brutal. Like a wave that swallows you without warning.

I’d just come imagining another man. While my husband — my good, dedicated, honest husband — slept beside me. A husband who’d never cheated on me. Who always remembered our anniversary. Who brought me flowers on random days. Who loved me the way he could.

And I, his wife, had just touched myself to the fantasy of being taken by a stranger.

What kind of woman was I?

I didn’t have an answer that night. But I had a certainty: something was waking up. Something strong. Something that couldn’t be put back to sleep.

I went to the bathroom. Washed my hands. Looked in the mirror. Flushed face. Bright eyes. Swollen lips from biting.

That wasn’t the face of a guilty woman.

That was the face of a woman who had just discovered something.

I went back to bed. Lay down beside Rafael. He was still snoring.

I closed my eyes.

And for the first time in years, I wanted the next day to arrive.


Chapter 2 — The Black Notebook

I bought the notebook on a Friday afternoon.

It was strange. I walked into the stationery store at the mall like I was committing a crime. Looking around, hoping I wouldn’t run into anyone I knew. My hand was sweating. My heart was pounding.

There was an entire wall of notebooks. Every kind. Hardcover, softcover, spiral, bound, lined, unlined, floral, plain. I stood in front of the shelf for about five minutes, staring at all that shit, unable to choose.

The saleswoman asked if I needed help. I said no. I almost left. Almost abandoned the idea and went home.

But then I saw it.

It was black. Matte cover, no shine. No design, no flowers, no motivational quote. Just black. Thick, with yellowed pages, visible stitching on the spine. Sitting in the corner of the shelf like it had been waiting for me.

I picked it up. Weighed it in my hand. Ran my finger across the cover. It was rough, but soft at the same time. A notebook that didn’t ask permission.

“I’ll take this one,” I told the saleswoman.

She smiled. Asked if it was a gift. I said no, it was for myself. She wrapped it in black tissue paper, put it in a small bag. I paid and left.

In the car, I sat in the parking lot for a few minutes with the bag in my lap. Feeling the weight of the notebook. Staring at the black tissue paper.

I thought: “It’s just a notebook. Just paper. It’s not going to bite.”

But I knew it wasn’t just a notebook.

It was the door I was opening.

I got home, put it in the nightstand drawer, and didn’t write a thing.

The notebook stayed there for three days.

Three whole days.

I’d pass it every morning when I opened the drawer to grab my charger. Pass it every night before bed. Sometimes, when Rafael left, I’d take it out of the drawer. Set it on the bed. Just stare at it.

Just staring.

The black cover stared back. The blank pages waited. And I didn’t write.

Because writing meant admitting. Writing meant letting out things that had been locked away for years. Writing would force me to face the truth.

And the truth was that I wasn’t happy.

Not the way I should’ve been.

I had everything. Husband, home, a tidy life. But I also had a hole inside me that grew every day, and I pretended I didn’t see it.

On Tuesday morning, Rafael left early. He had a meeting with a client. Kissed my forehead and went.

I was alone.

I opened the drawer. Took out the notebook. Set it on the bed. Grabbed a black pen. Sat cross-legged.

My heart was pounding. My hand was sweating. My pussy was tingling — not from arousal yet, but from nervousness. From fear. From anticipation.

I opened to the first page. The white sheet. Immaculate. Waiting.

I wrote the first line.

His cock is six inches. Not thick. Not thin.

I stopped. Read it. My hand was shaking.

It was true. It was the simplest, most naked truth I could write. Rafael’s cock was normal. Average. It worked. But what I wanted didn’t fit there.

I continued.

He puts it inside me carefully. I fake my orgasms.

There it was. Said and written. Eleven years of pretending summed up in two sentences.

I closed my eyes. Took a deep breath. When I opened them again, the words were still there. Black. Permanent. Undeniable.

I kept writing.

My name is Claire. I’m thirty-six years old. I’ve been married for eleven.

I’m a good wife.

I’ve slept on the same side of the bed for eleven years. I drink coffee with milk, no sugar. I go to the grocery store on Tuesdays. I cook chicken with vegetables every Wednesday. I fuck my husband at his pace, in the position he likes, for as long as he can last. And I fake my orgasms.

I fake them because it’s easier.

Because he believes it.

Because I learned that a good wife doesn’t complain. A good wife doesn’t correct. A good wife doesn’t ask for more than her husband can give.

But I want more.

I want more, and I’m ashamed to admit it even to myself.

I stopped again. The pen was shaking. My pussy was wet now — not very, but wet. Because writing this was doing something to me in a way I hadn’t expected.

I continued.

My body isn’t dead.

During the day, when I’m alone, my body wakes up. While washing dishes, while mopping the floor, while folding laundry. Sometimes, at the supermarket, a man looks at me and I feel it. In the elevator, when the doorman’s arm brushes mine accidentally, I feel it. At the gym, when the trainer adjusts my posture and his hand stays on my waist one second too long, I feel it.

I feel it and I pretend I don’t.

Because I’m married. Because I’m a wife. Because I shouldn’t feel anything for other men.

But I do.

And what’s worse: I like feeling it.

My breathing was different now. Heavy. The air coming in and out with difficulty. I wasn’t nervous anymore. I was turned on.

Turned on from writing. Turned on from confessing on paper what I’d never confessed to anyone.

I ran my hand over my panties. The fabric was damp. I pressed gently. My clit responded, hard, begging.

But I kept writing.

I like being desired.

Not by Rafael. By others.

I like noticing a man’s eyes on me. I like seeing him lower his gaze to my chest. I like seeing him adjust his pants when he thinks no one is watching.

I like imagining what they’re thinking.

“Is she married? Would she?”

Yes, I’m married. Yes, maybe I would.

I don’t know if I’d actually do it. But the idea turns me on. The idea of being looked at like a whore, not like a wife. The idea of being desired with hunger, not with tenderness.

Now my pussy was drenched. I could feel the wetness dripping, sticking to my panties, soaking the bed beneath me. My left hand gripped my thigh. My right hand wrote.

I could stop and touch myself. Could shove my hand inside my panties and come right there. But I didn’t want to. I wanted to see how far the writing would take me.

I continued.

I want a man who doesn’t ask permission.

A man who looks at me and knows what I want. Who doesn’t ask ‘is this okay?’ Who doesn’t need a manual. Who enters me like he’s certain.

I want a man who calls me a whore.

Not as an insult. As a compliment.

“My whore,” he’ll say. And I will be.

I want a cock bigger than Rafael’s. Thicker. One that opens me up. That makes me feel truly filled. I want to feel the head hitting deep. I want it to hurt a little. I want my pussy throbbing the next day.

I want to actually come.

I came while writing.

Without touching. Without friction. Just the pen running across the paper, the words pouring out, the truth blooming.

I came sitting on the bed, notebook in my lap, moaning softly, squeezing my legs together, feeling my pussy pulse, contract, get completely soaked.

I sat still. Breathing hard. Body limp.

I’d never come like that before. Writing. Confessing.

I looked at what I’d written. The words were there. Black. True. Mine.

And I didn’t feel guilt.

I felt relief.

Like I’d lifted a weight from inside me. Like those words had been trapped in my throat for years and had finally come out.

I closed the notebook. Ran my hand over the black cover. Now it wasn’t a strange object anymore. It was mine. It was my confidant. It was the only place where I could be whole.

I put it back in the drawer.

Got up, went to the bathroom, cleaned up. Went back to bed.

And stared at the closed drawer.

The next day, I wrote more.

This time I didn’t hesitate. I woke up, had coffee, waited for Rafael to leave, grabbed the notebook.

Opened to the next page. Still blank. But it didn’t scare me anymore.

Now I wanted to fill it.

I wrote about my breasts.

My breasts are a 36D. They used to be firmer, but gravity took its toll. Rafael says they’re beautiful, but he says it with the same voice he uses to compliment dinner. “Tastes good, babe.” “Your tits are gorgeous, babe.”

I want a man who looks at them and gets hungry.

I wrote about my ass.

My ass is average. It has cellulite. I hide it when we fuck — I turn off the lights, lie on my back, don’t let him see me from behind. Because I’m embarrassed.

But someday I want a man to flip me face-down and look at me. Really look. And spank me. And squeeze me. And say he likes the texture, the weight, the flesh.

I wrote about my pussy.

My pussy is normal. Small lips, hidden clit, trimmed hair. Rafael goes down on me sometimes, when I ask. But he eats me out in a rush. Like it’s an appetizer, not the main course.

I want a man who eats me out for half an hour. An hour. Who licks, who pushes his tongue inside, who opens me with his fingers and sucks my clit while looking into my eyes.

I want to come in the mouth of a man who’s in no hurry.

I wrote about what I thought about when I was alone.

I touch myself. Two, three times a week. Always in secret. In the shower, with the water running. In bed, when Rafael’s out. Sometimes on the couch, hand inside my pants, while watching some random movie.

I never think about Rafael.

I think about the neighbor in 502, who wears tight shirts and has strong arms. I think about the waiter at the Italian restaurant, who has blue eyes and a crooked smile. I think about the actor from the movie I watched last week, the one who plays the villain, who chokes the woman in the sex scene and she moans.

I paused for a moment. That last sentence caught me.

Chokes.

I’d never written that. Never admitted that the scene from the movie had stayed in my head. The actor’s hand on the woman’s throat. Her eyes closed, mouth open, moaning while he squeezed.

I’d been turned on.

Turned on at the time, watching it. And turned on now, writing it.

I continued.

I want a man to choke me. Gently. Just enough so I can feel that he could, if he wanted to. Just to remind me I’m alive, that I’m in his hands, that I’m not fragile.

I closed the notebook again.

I wasn’t aroused anymore. I was thoughtful.

Because writing that was crossing another line. It wasn’t just admitting I wanted another man. It was admitting I wanted things that even I considered forbidden. Things that not even the women on the forums talked about much.

But they were there. Inside me. And now they were on paper.

I felt naked.

Not naked without clothes. Truly naked. Like I’d ripped off the last layer of skin and shown what was underneath.

It was terrifying.

It was liberating.

It was exactly what I needed.

That night, Rafael came home and asked what I’d been up to. I said “nothing,” like always.

He didn’t notice a thing.

We had dinner, watched TV, went to bed.

But I stayed awake.

Because there was more. So much more.

The next day, I was going to write about the unknown man. About the complete fantasy. About what he was going to do to me.

And I couldn’t wait.

The black notebook was part of me now. The first place where I existed whole.

And I was starving to fill every page.


Chapter 3 — The Unknown Man

I woke up with him in my head.

I didn’t even know who he was. He had no name, no face, no job. But I’d fallen asleep thinking about him and woke up the same way — with the image of a silhouette, a body, a presence I still hadn’t drawn on paper.

I drank my coffee fast. Didn’t even taste it. Rafael said something about the project, about the client, about traffic. I answered on autopilot. “Mm-hmm.” “Yeah.” “That’s great, babe.” My mind was somewhere else. My mind was on the notebook.

He left. The door closed. Silence filled the house.

I went to the bedroom. Opened the drawer. Took out the black notebook. Sat on the bed cross-legged. Pen in hand.

And I started writing about a man who doesn’t exist.

I want a man who doesn’t know me.

A man who doesn’t know my name, doesn’t know I’m married, doesn’t know I’ve been sleeping next to the same body for eleven years. A man who doesn’t treat me like a wife. Who doesn’t kiss my forehead. Who doesn’t ask if it’s good, if it feels nice, if this is okay.

I want a man who doesn’t ask permission for anything.

I stopped. Felt my pussy tingle. Just from writing that, my body was already responding. I continued.

I meet him in a dark bar. The kind no one admits they’ve been to. Downtown, on a street that doesn’t show up on maps. The door is heavy, made of wood, and creaks when it opens. Inside, the smell of whiskey and cigarettes — even though no one smokes anymore, the smell seeped into the walls.

He’s at the bar.

Alone.

Drinking something dark, no ice. Short glass, big hand holding it. His fingers are thick, nails short, skin weathered — not from an office, not from a keyboard. From work. From a man who uses his body for a living.

He doesn’t smile when he sees me.

Men who smile too much don’t know what they want. This one knows. This one looks at me like he’s seen me before. Like he already knows what I came here for.

I closed my eyes. Pictured the scene. The bar. The dim light. The dark wood counter. Him sitting there, broad shoulders, straight back. A man who takes up space. Who doesn’t shrink. Who doesn’t apologize for existing.

Rafael was different. Rafael was handsome, but lean. Elegant, but restrained. He walked into a room and adapted to it. This man didn’t. This man walked in and the room adapted to him.

I continued.

He doesn’t say anything. Just looks at me. His gaze drops slowly — starts at my eyes, passes over my mouth, lingers on my chest, moves down to my waist, my legs. He doesn’t hide it. He wants me to know he’s looking.

I walk closer. Order a drink I don’t like. Just to have something to do with my hands.

He pays. Without asking. Without checking the price. Just tosses the bill on the counter and keeps looking at me.

“Come upstairs with me,” he says.

It’s not a question. It’s not an invitation. It’s an order.

And I go.

My breathing was changing. My left hand gripped my thigh. My right hand was writing fast, the words coming out before I even thought of them.

The room is on the third floor. Small, dark, just a bed, a lamp, a mirror on the wall. He closes the door. Doesn’t lock it. Doesn’t need to. No one’s coming in.

He looks at me again. Top to bottom. Slower this time. Like he’s memorizing me.

“Take your clothes off.”

I do.

First the dress. Then the bra. Then the panties. I stand naked in front of a man who doesn’t know my name.

He looks at me. Looks at my breasts — my sagging breasts that I always hide. He doesn’t look away. He doesn’t make a face. On the contrary.

“I like them like this,” he says.

And puts his mouth on them.

I stopped. Ran my hand over my panties. They were wet. Not very much yet, but damp. I continued.

He sucks hard. Biting. Pulling the nipple with his teeth. It hurts. But it’s a good hurt. The kind of hurt I didn’t know existed.

I moan. Not that controlled moan I do with Rafael. This is a moan that comes from deep inside, one I try to hold back and can’t.

He stops. Looks at me.

“Moan. I want to hear it.”

Then he flips me face-down on the bed. Puts me on all fours. Runs his hand over my ass. Squeezes. Slaps.

Doesn’t ask if it’s okay. Doesn’t ask if I like it. He knows I do.

Now my pussy was truly wet. My panties were sticking to me. I could smell my own arousal rising. But I couldn’t stop writing. The pen was moving on its own.

His cock is big.

Bigger than Rafael’s. Thicker. The head is wide, flushed, glistening. He doesn’t ease it in slowly. He pushes in all at once. All the way. I feel him hit my cervix. It hurts. But it’s a pain I want more of.

“Take it,” he says. He doesn’t ask.

“Take it,” I repeat.

He starts fucking me. Hard. Fast. His hands on my waist, pulling my body back against his with every thrust. The bed slams against the wall. The sound echoes through the room. Someone downstairs probably hears. I don’t care.

“You mine?” he asks.

“Yours.”

“My what?”

“Your whore.”

I came.

Just from writing the word. Just from seeing it on paper. “Your whore.”

My pussy contracted, my legs shook, my body arched. I came with the notebook in my lap, the pen in my hand, moaning softly so I wouldn’t scare the neighbor.

I sat still for a minute. Breathing hard. Heart pounding.

But the fantasy wasn’t over. There was still more.

I continued.

He comes inside me. Without asking. Without permission. He comes and stays inside me for a while, letting it drip, his hand in my hair, pulling gently.

Then he gets up. Puts his pants on. Tosses some money on the bed.

“For the cab,” he says.

“I don’t want to know your name,” I say.

“I don’t want to know yours either.”

He’s gone. I stay. Feeling his cock throbbing inside me even after he’s pulled out. Feeling his cum dripping down my thigh. Feeling my mouth swollen, my nipples sore, my ass stinging from the slap.

I stopped again.

But now it was different. The fantasy wasn’t turning me on just because of the stranger.

It was something else.

I closed my eyes and realized: what made me come wasn’t imagining the man fucking me. It was imagining Rafael watching.

Rafael sitting in an armchair in the corner of the room. Watching. Hard. Jealous and turned on at the same time. Watching his wife get fucked by a man who was bigger, stronger, a better lay.

That image sliced through me.

I picked up the pen and wrote again — but now it wasn’t a fantasy about the stranger. It was a letter. Or a dare. Or both.

Rafael.

You’ll never read this. I know you won’t. But I need to write it as if you would. Because the truth is, I don’t just want a stranger. I want a stranger with you watching.

I want you sitting in the hotel armchair. In a suit, straight from work. Tie loosened. Your cock straining against your pants. I want to see your hand going up and down, even if you don’t mean to. I want to see your face when he flips me on all fours. When he gives me the first slap. When I moan louder than I ever moan with you.

You’ll feel jealous. I know you will. But you’ll also be turned on. And I want both at once. I want you torn, confused, lost. I want you angry and hungry. I want you hating me and wanting me at the same time.

After he leaves, I want you. You inside me, with the taste of him still in my mouth, with his smell still on the sheets. I want you fucking me with rage, with love, with everything tangled together.

I want to be yours. But first, I want to be his. And I want you to watch.

I slammed the notebook shut.

My hand was shaking. My body was shaking. My pussy was pulsing. I’d just come and already wanted to come again.

It wasn’t just arousal. It was something else. Fear. Excitement. Guilt. Power.

Because writing that was crossing a line I’d never crossed before. It wasn’t just fantasizing. It was confessing. To myself. To the paper. To Rafael, even if he never read it.

I got up. Went to the bathroom. Looked at myself in the mirror.

The same Claire as always. But with eyes that shone differently. Red cheeks. Lips parted.

“You wrote that,” I said out loud. “You wrote that you want to be another man’s whore while your husband watches.”

The woman in the mirror didn’t answer. But she didn’t look away either.

I went back to the bedroom. Sat on the bed. The notebook was still open to the page I’d written.

And then, out of nowhere, another image came.

It wasn’t a man.

It was Fernanda.

Fernanda at the pool in our building. In a thong bikini. Her body — perky tits, round ass, narrow waist. The way she threw her head back and laughed. The water dripping between her breasts. And me looking.

I always looked.

I’d always admired Fernanda. Her confidence. Her freedom. The way she talked about sex without shame, without beating around the bush. Once, at a dinner party, she mentioned that her husband liked watching her dance with other men. “Dante doesn’t get jealous,” she’d said, laughing. “He gets turned on.”

At the time, I laughed too. But the sentence stuck. Planted. Waiting.

Now, with the notebook in my lap and my pussy still wet, the sentence grew.

What if it wasn’t a man?

What if it was her?

I closed my eyes and imagined. Fernanda kissing me. Her mouth, which I’d always thought was beautiful, on my neck. Her hands, thin but firm, on my breasts. Her tongue going down. And Rafael watching.

My body responded immediately.

It wasn’t the same arousal as with the stranger. It was different. More confusing. More intimate. The stranger gave me fear and desire. Fernanda gave me curiosity and something I couldn’t name.

I opened the notebook again. On the last line of the page, I wrote:

What if it’s a woman?

I closed it.

I wasn’t ready to write that fantasy yet. But it was there. Planted. Waiting for the right moment.

I put the notebook back in the drawer.

Looked at the clock. Rafael wouldn’t be back for a while. I still had time.

I lay down on the bed. Closed my eyes. Thought about the stranger. Thought about the bar. Thought about the hotel room. Thought about the big cock pushing in without permission.

But this time, in the back of the dark room, there was an armchair. And in it, Rafael. Watching. Hard. Jealous and aroused.

And next to him, suddenly, Fernanda.

Sitting. Watching too. Waiting for her turn.

I opened my eyes.

“My God,” I whispered.

This thing was getting bigger than I’d imagined.

And I wanted more.


Chapter 4 — The Woman Who Understands

After I wrote about the stranger, I thought the notebook would rest for a few days. I figured the fantasy had been so strong, so intense, that my body would need time to recover. But I didn’t really know my body. Didn’t know the hunger that was waking up inside me.

The next day, I woke up in the middle of the night. Rafael snoring beside me, mouth half-open, the sheet tangled around his leg. I looked at him. Looked at the ceiling. And my head wasn’t in the bedroom, wasn’t on Rafael, wasn’t on the project he was going to visit in the morning. My head was on Fernanda.

Fernanda.

She’d entered my fantasy without asking permission. In that last paragraph I’d written, when I pictured Rafael sitting in the hotel armchair, Fernanda had appeared beside him. Sitting. Watching. Waiting. And the image wouldn’t leave.

I rolled onto my side. Closed my eyes. Tried to sleep. But Fernanda was still there. Her body. Her smile. The way she tossed her hair back when she laughed. The way she looked into my eyes and I’d get flustered, as if she knew something I hadn’t said yet.

I gave up trying to sleep. Got up, went to the living room, grabbed the notebook. Sat on the couch, turned on the lamp. The dim light made everything feel amber, intimate. I opened the notebook to the next page and started writing.

She lives in 602. Three floors above mine. She’s forty-two, but her body is that of a thirty-year-old who takes care of herself without obsessing. Perky tits, round ass, narrow waist. When she walks through the lobby, the doorman stops scrolling his phone. When she gets in the elevator, men hold their breath.

Me too.

I look too.

I stopped. The pen was trembling slightly. Admitting that on paper was different from admitting desire for another man. A man was expected. Almost understandable. A bored wife who fantasizes about a stranger — that fit inside people’s heads. But a woman? A woman was something else. Deeper. More dangerous.

I continued.

The first time I saw Fernanda was at the building’s pool, on a sunny Saturday, the kind that seems to invite you to do nothing. I was wearing a one-piece swimsuit, black, the kind that holds everything in and shows nothing. The matronly kind, with padding, thick lycra, hiding the cellulite and disguising the belly. I felt safe in it. Well, not exactly safe — I felt invisible. Which was the closest I could get to safe.

She showed up in a thong bikini.

Tiny.

The top was a triangle of fabric that barely covered her nipples. Her breasts are perky, firm, the kind that fit in the palm of your hand. The bikini tied behind her neck with a thin string, and when she walked, her tits swayed in a way that made you want to lick them.

The bottom was a thin black string that disappeared between her cheeks. Her ass is round, firm, big but not excessive, the kind that fills your hand with flesh to spare. The thong vanished between her cheeks and I kept imagining what it would be like to slide a finger in there, push the string aside, feel the skin.

She wasn’t showing off. That was the worst part — or the best. She was just living. She tossed her sarong on the chair, applied sunscreen without rushing, lay on the lounge chair, and closed her eyes. Her body glistened in the sun. Thick thighs, flat stomach, perfect belly button. Her dark nipples pressing against the thin fabric.

I couldn’t stop looking.

I could not stop looking.

Rafael was right beside me, reading a magazine, and I couldn’t look at him. Only at her.

My pussy started tingling. Just from remembering that scene. Just from writing. I ran my hand over my panties. Damp. But I kept going.

Fernanda isn’t just beautiful. She’s different from me.

I’m always shrinking. I wear black one-pieces. I turn off the lights to fuck. I hide the cellulite, hide the sagging tits, hide the desire to be looked at. I disguise. I apologize for existing.

She doesn’t.

She laughs loud. Looks you in the eye. Talks about sex the way you’d talk about a cake recipe. Once, at the building barbecue, someone mentioned that her husband was always traveling — Dante’s a pilot, he’s away half the month. Dona Lúcia, the gossip from 301, asked: ‘Don’t you get jealous, Fernanda? With that handsome husband of yours flying around?’

She laughed. That delicious laugh, coming from deep in her throat.

“Jealous? Dante likes watching me dance. He gets turned on, not jealous.”

Everyone laughed. So did I. But the sentence stayed. Planted. Hammering.

“He gets turned on, not jealous.”

What if Rafael did too? What if Rafael could watch me with arousal instead of pain? While I dance with someone else? While I kiss someone else? While I fuck someone who isn’t him?

I closed my eyes. Fernanda’s words echoed in my head. “He gets turned on, not jealous.” Was that what I wanted? Was that what I was trying to figure out with the notebook? Whether my husband could feel desire instead of hurt?

I pictured Fernanda again. But now she wasn’t just at the pool. She was in my bed. Or rather: she was in my bed with me, her legs tangled in mine, her mouth on my neck. And Rafael sitting in the armchair, watching. Hard. With jealousy and arousal mixed together.

The image was so strong I moaned. Softly, but I moaned. My panties were soaked now. I kept writing, left hand gripping my thigh, right hand racing across the paper.

I’ve never been with a woman.

Never kissed one. Never touched one. But I’ve been thinking about it since that Saturday at the pool. Thinking in a confused way, mixing envy, admiration, and desire. Because I don’t just want to be Fernanda. I want Fernanda.

I want her to kiss me.

Slowly. No rush. Running her fingers across my face, looking into my eyes. She’ll smile — that smile of someone who knows what she’s doing. Who’s done it before. ‘You’re beautiful, Claire,’ she’ll say. And I’ll believe her. Because the way she looks at me makes me feel beautiful.

She’ll kiss me. Her mouth is full, the bottom lip thick, the kind you want to bite. Her tongue enters my mouth slowly. She knows how to kiss. Knows the rhythm. Doesn’t have the rush men have. Doesn’t have the anxiety of ‘penetration’s coming next.’ She kisses as if the kiss is the destination, not the beginning.

Her hands will slide up my body. Over my breasts, squeezing gently, feeling the weight. She won’t avoid my sagging tits. She’ll like them. She’ll say they’re beautiful. She’ll suck my nipples until they’re hard, sore, begging for more.

I had to stop for a second. My breathing was ragged. My left hand slipped toward my panties, but I held back. Pulled my hand away. I wanted to come from writing, like last time. I continued.

She’ll move her mouth down my neck. Bite gently. She’ll ask: “Do you like that?” And I’ll say: “Yes.” She’ll ask: “Where do you like to be bitten?” And I’ll say: “My shoulder. My thigh. My chest.”

She’ll bite each spot.

Then she’ll go lower. She’ll spread my legs. She’ll look at my pussy like it’s the most beautiful thing in the world. She won’t rush. She’ll admire. She’ll run her finger slowly, top to bottom, parting the lips. She’ll feel the wetness. She’ll smile.

“You’re already wet, Claire.”

“Because of you.”

She’ll lick. First gently, just the tip of her tongue. Then harder, sucking my clit, pushing her tongue in, pulling out, licking again. She knows the rhythm. Knows when to speed up, when to stop, when to bite gently, when to lick slowly. She knows because she’s a woman. Because she knows the body. Because she feels what I feel.

She’ll make me come in her mouth. And she’ll keep going. Because women know that one orgasm is just the beginning.

I came. Right there on the couch, with the notebook in my lap and the pen in my hand. I came without touching, just from writing, just from imagining Fernanda’s tongue on my pussy. My pussy contracted, my legs shook, a moan escaped my mouth. I sat still, eyes closed, feeling the pleasure pulse.

But I didn’t stop writing. There was still more.

After she eats me out, I want to do the same to her. I want to taste a woman’s pussy for the first time. I want to slide my fingers in and hear her moan. I want to suck her clit and feel her pull my hair. I want her to come in my mouth and look at me with those dark eyes and say: “You’re a fast learner.”

And afterward, when we’re both sweaty, spooning, bodies pressed together, I want to look at the corner of the room.

Because in the corner there’s an armchair.

And in the armchair is Rafael.

My husband.

Hard. Watching everything.

Now the fantasy was shifting. It wasn’t just about Fernanda anymore. It was about the three of us. It was about Rafael watching me with her.

He’s been there from the start. Sitting. In a suit, maybe, like he just got home from work. Tie loosened. Hand on his thigh, trying to control himself. But his cock is straining against his pants. No way to hide it.

He watches Fernanda kiss me. Watches her go down. Watches her eat me out. Watches me come in her mouth — moaning loud, not faking, not controlling the volume. And I look at him while I come.

“You see that, baby? You see how I come with her?”

He moans. Doesn’t answer with words. But his cock answers. His cock is throbbing, leaking through his pants. Is he jealous? Yes. Confused? Very. But also turned on. An arousal he’s never felt. An arousal that scares him.

“You want to come too?” I ask.

“With her. With me. With us.”

He takes a second. But he answers:

“I do.”

I stopped writing. My body was shaking. My pussy was still pulsing from the orgasm, but I felt like I could come again if I kept going. I closed the notebook. Took a deep breath.

The fantasy was there. Black on paper. Fernanda, Rafael, the armchair, the taste, the cuckold. All of it. And I didn’t feel guilty.

I felt hungry.

That same afternoon, the intercom buzzed.

It was the doorman. “Mrs. Claire, there’s a delivery for you.” I went downstairs barefoot, in shorts and a t-shirt, no bra. The doorman looked at me — that look I already knew, the one that drops quickly to your chest, that pretends not to see. I didn’t care. I grabbed the envelope and went up.

It was a thick envelope, brown paper, tied with a black satin ribbon. Inside, an invitation. Gold lettering, expensive paper, the scent of woody perfume. It read:

Fernanda and Dante invite Claire and Rafael for dinner at their residence, Saturday at 8 PM. Drinks and dinner on the house. Dress code: elegant.

Below, a handwritten note, Fernanda’s handwriting — round, feminine, confident:

It’s been too long since we’ve really gotten together. Come. It’ll be good.

I stood in the kitchen with the invitation in my hand. Heart pounding. My pussy — God, my pussy — responded instantly. Just from seeing her name written. Just from picturing the dinner.

Coincidence?

I’d been writing about her less than two hours ago. Fantasizing about her tongue on my pussy, about her kiss on my mouth, about Rafael watching. And now, out of nowhere, an invitation. As if the universe was pushing. As if the fantasy wanted to climb off the page and become real.

I tucked the invitation in my purse. Spent the entire afternoon thinking about it. About her. About what I’d wear. What I’d say. What could happen.

Rafael got home at seven. We had dinner. I barely ate. He noticed, asked if I was okay. I said yes. After dinner, I pulled the invitation from my purse and showed it to him.

“Fernanda and Dante?” he read. “The ones from 602?”

“That’s them.”

“You want to go?”

I looked at him. Thought about the notebook. Thought about Fernanda in the thong bikini. Thought about her eating me out while he watched. Thought about her line: “He gets turned on, not jealous.”

“Yes.”

“Then we’ll go. Saturday, we go.”

He answered so simply. So completely unaware of what was going through my head. So utterly clueless that his wife had just written a fantasy about the dinner hostess.

That night, after he fell asleep, I grabbed the notebook. Opened to the last page. Wrote one more line, slowly, as if each word were a step on thin ice:

Saturday I’m having dinner with the woman I want to kiss. And my husband is coming along, not knowing that he’s part of the fantasy too. Does she know? Did she invite us because she noticed? Does Dante like to watch too?

I closed the notebook. Turned off the light. And lay there, eyes open, picturing Saturday. Picturing the dress I’d wear. Picturing Fernanda’s gaze. Picturing Dante — the pilot husband, mature, elegant, who “gets turned on, not jealous.”

And I pictured Rafael, sitting at the dinner table, not knowing his wife had been writing about kissing the hostess.

Saturday couldn’t come fast enough.

And I was already soaked.


Chapter 5 — Dinner with Fernanda and Dante

Saturday arrived.

I spent the entire day restless. Tidying one thing, messing up another. Changed the bed sheets, scrubbed the bathroom, organized the pantry — all to keep my mind occupied. But my mind wouldn’t cooperate. My mind was on Fernanda. On the dinner. On what could happen.

Rafael looked at me in the middle of the afternoon, while I was folding the same towel for the third time.

“You nervous?”

“No. Why?”

“Because you’ve folded that towel about five times.”

I smiled, embarrassed.

“It’s just been a while since we’ve gone out.”

“We go out.”

“Going to someone’s house for dinner. It’s different.”

He didn’t push it. Went back to his computer, to his projects. I stayed in the kitchen, watching the clock.

At seven, I got in the shower. Hot water, taking my time. I soaped my body slowly, feeling my skin. Conditioned my hair, exfoliated my feet, did everything carefully. Then, in front of the mirror, I stood for about five minutes looking at my naked body.

The sagging breasts. The slightly soft belly. The cellulite on my thighs. The dark circles.

But also the curves. The waist that still had shape. The ass that, despite everything, was still nice.

I thought about Fernanda. About her body. About her confidence.

I tried to imitate her posture. Shoulders back. Chest out. Chin up.

It worked. Or seemed to.

I chose a simple black dress, knee-length. Round neckline, neither too daring nor too conservative. I put on new lingerie — lace bra, small panties, both matching. It wasn’t for anyone to see. It was for me to feel different.

I dabbed perfume behind my ears, on my wrists, between my breasts. Dark red lipstick. Mascara. Hair down.

When I came out of the bedroom, Rafael looked up from his phone.

“You look gorgeous.”

“Thanks.”

“I don’t mean ‘thanks.’ I mean you really do.”

He said it with genuine surprise, like he’d truly seen me for the first time in months. And maybe he had. Maybe I really was different. Maybe the notebook was already changing my posture, my gaze, the way I occupied space.

“You look good too,” I said.

It was true. He was wearing a white shirt, dark pants, shoes I liked. His beard was trimmed, his hair neat. A handsome man. A good man.

But tonight, I wasn’t just going to dinner with him. I was going to dinner with a couple who represented everything I was trying to understand.

Fernanda and Dante’s place was on the seventh floor, the penthouse.

The door was double, dark wood, with an iron knocker. No doorbell, just the knocker. Dante opened it.

He was older than I remembered. About fifty, maybe. Gray hair, almost all white at the temples, but thick. Short beard, neatly trimmed. Dark eyes, the kind that look at you and don’t look away. He wore a gray linen shirt, unbuttoned at the top, and black pants. No suit. No tie. But he was elegant. Elegant in a way that didn’t require effort.

“Claire,” he said, with a deep, calm voice. “Finally.”

He kissed my cheek. His hand touched my shoulder and lingered one second longer than necessary. It wasn’t invasive. It was intentional.

“Rafael. Welcome.”

He shook Rafael’s hand firmly, looking him in the eye. A man-to-man greeting. Respectful, but assessing.

We went in.

The apartment was… different. It wasn’t luxurious in the obvious sense. No marble, no crystal chandelier. But it had personality. Abstract paintings on the walls. Books stacked on the floor. A bookshelf that went from floor to ceiling. Low, amber lighting from lamps scattered around the room. Music playing — slow jazz, the kind that makes you feel grown-up.

And Fernanda.

She came from the kitchen, a dish towel on her shoulder, a huge smile. She wore a black jumpsuit, low-cut, showing her chest and her back. Her hair up in a loose bun, with strands falling on her neck. Barefoot. Her toenails painted red.

“Claire!”

She hugged me. A tight, lingering hug, like she’d missed me. I smelled her perfume — woody, dry. I felt her body pressed against mine. I felt her breasts against my chest, her thigh brushing mine.

My pussy responded. Immediately. A warm tingle, unexpected.

“You look amazing,” she said, pulling back slightly and looking me up and down. “That dress is perfect on you.”

“Thanks. So do you.”

“Me?” she laughed. “I’m at home. I’m comfortable.”

That was exactly it. She was comfortable. Barefoot, no heavy makeup, no effort. And she was still the most attractive woman in the room.

Dante offered wine. Chilean red, he said. He poured the glasses calmly, explaining about the grape, the region, the year. Rafael asked some question about the wine, and the two of them started talking about grapes and barrels and I don’t know what.

I was watching Fernanda.

She was in the kitchen, finishing dinner. Stirring a pot, tasting, adjusting the salt. I walked over.

“Need help?”

“No, I’m almost done. But stay here with me.”

I leaned against the counter. Her beside me. The steam rising from the pot. The smell of food in the air. And the tension — the tension I felt, but didn’t know if she felt too.

“You seem different,” she said, without looking at me, stirring the pot.

“Different how?”

“I don’t know. More relaxed. Prettier. Something happening?”

I felt the blood rush to my face.

“Nothing special.”

“Claire—” she looked at me, smiling sideways. “I know you. Something’s going on.”

I looked away.

“We’ll talk later.”

“Later?”

“Later.”

She laughed. That delicious laugh. And went back to stirring the pot.

Dinner was at the living room table, a rustic wood table with lit candles. The light flickered on the walls, making everything more intimate. The food was excellent — mushroom risotto, green salad, beef in red wine. But what I remember isn’t the food. It’s the conversation.

Dante was a man who knew how to talk. He knew how to listen too, but the way he spoke was different. He wasn’t in a rush. He’d ask a question and wait for the answer. He’d look you in the eye. He smiled with his eyes, not just his mouth.

Rafael was a bit shy at first. Talking about work, about construction, about clients. Dante listened, asked smart questions, showed interest. But gradually, he steered the conversation.

“How long have you two been married?” Dante asked.

“Eleven years,” I answered.

“Eleven years. That’s a lot. Most couples I know don’t make it to seven.”

“We get along well,” Rafael said.

“That’s rare. But is ‘getting along well’ enough?”

Rafael looked at me. Then at Dante.

“I don’t know. I think it depends on what you call enough.”

Dante rested his elbows on the table, held his wine glass with both hands. The movement was slow, deliberate.

“I think marriage doesn’t have to be just ‘getting along.’ It can be more. It can be a space where people can be whole, not just the half that’s acceptable.”

“What do you mean?” Rafael asked.

“Most people get married and hide half of what they feel. They hide desire, they hide curiosity, they hide want. Because they’re afraid of what the other person will think. And then they spend eleven years—” he glanced at me, quickly — “hiding. And hiding gets exhausting.”

A chill ran down my spine. He didn’t know about the notebook. He couldn’t. But it felt like he was speaking directly to me.

“Do you think every couple has secrets?” Fernanda asked, joining the conversation.

“Not secrets. Unspoken confessions,” Dante answered. “A marriage only starts dying when people stop confessing what they really want.”

The sentence landed on the table like a stone.

Silence. The kind of silence that isn’t empty, but full. Full of meaning.

I looked at Rafael. He was staring at his plate. His expression was serious, but not angry. Thoughtful.

Dante smiled, as if he hadn’t said anything out of the ordinary, and poured more wine.

“But that’s heavy talk for dinner. Forgive me. Sometimes I talk too much.”

“No,” I said quickly. “You don’t talk too much. You say what people need to hear.”

Dante looked at me. That dark gaze that seemed to see beyond. He raised his glass, as if silently toasting me.

After dinner, we moved to the living room.

Fernanda served a homemade liqueur, sweet, that she said she made from her grandmother’s recipe. We sat on the couches — me and Rafael on one side, Fernanda and Dante on the other. The music continued softly. The candles still burning.

Dante and Rafael talked about travel. Dante shared stories from the places he’d been as a pilot — Paris, Rome, Istanbul, Tokyo. Rafael listened, interested. I noticed Rafael was more relaxed now, more at ease. Dante had that effect. He made you feel welcome.

Fernanda leaned toward me.

“Come see the terrace.”

I got up. Followed her. The terrace was small but well-kept — plants, a lounge chair, a city view. Building lights blinking in the distance. The cool night breeze.

“This is my spot,” she said, resting her hands on the railing. “When Dante’s traveling, I come here. I just look at the city. Thinking.”

“Thinking about what?”

“Life. Marriage. What I want.”

She looked at me.

“And you, Claire? What do you want?”

The question was simple. But the answer was anything but.

“I don’t know,” I lied.

“Yes, you do. You just haven’t given yourself permission yet.”

“Permission?”

“To want. To admit. To confess.”

She repeated Dante’s word. Confess.

“You make it sound easy.”

“It’s not easy. But it’s better than living hidden.”

I looked at the city. The lights. The buildings. Inside every apartment, people living. Couples sleeping. Wives staring at the ceiling.

“How do you and Dante do it?” I asked.

“We talk. We tell each other. Even when it hurts. Even when it’s scary. We don’t hide desire. We share it.”

“And if the desire is… different?”

She smiled. A smile that seemed to know exactly what I was talking about.

“Even better. Different is good. Different keeps things alive.”

She touched my arm. A light touch. Small. But it lasted one second longer.

“Claire, you don’t need to have all the answers right now. But you don’t need to be afraid of the questions either.”

We went back inside. Dante looked at Fernanda, and in their shared gaze there was something. Complicity. An understanding that didn’t need words. They weren’t a normal couple. They were something else. Something I wanted to understand.

Something I wanted to have.

In the car, driving home, Rafael was quiet.

So was I.

Only when we were getting into the building’s elevator did he speak:

“He’s different.”

“Who?”

“Dante. He says things…”

“What things?”

“I don’t know. Things that make you think.”

“Think about what?”

Rafael didn’t answer. But his hand squeezed mine, and he looked at me in a different way. It wasn’t desire. It was something else. A silent question.

We got home. Changed clothes. Got into bed.

Rafael turned off the light. But he didn’t sleep. I could feel he was awake, staring at the ceiling.

“Claire.”

“What?”

“Do you think we hide things too?”

My heart stopped.

“What do you mean?”

“What Dante said… about unspoken confessions. It got me thinking.”

I took a deep breath.

“Maybe. Maybe we do hide things.”

“Do you hide things from me?”

I looked at him. The faint light from the street came through the window, illuminating half his face. He was looking at me. Waiting.

“Sometimes,” I admitted.

“Me too.”

Silence.

“But we can learn,” I continued. “To confess.”

He didn’t respond. But he rolled toward me, held me. A tight embrace, like someone who doesn’t want to let go.

When Rafael fell asleep, I got up.

Grabbed the notebook from the drawer. Sat on the couch. Opened it.

And wrote:

Dante said that a marriage only starts dying when people stop confessing what they really want. The sentence hasn’t left my head. Fernanda said I need permission to want. I think both things are the same.

They’re different. Both of them. They’re not an ordinary couple. They touch each other, look at each other, understand each other. She spoke about Dante with a sparkle in her eye I’ve never had talking about Rafael. But she also spoke about desire, about freedom, about not being afraid.

I want that. I want to be like that. I want to have the courage to confess.

Rafael asked if I hide things. I said yes. He said he does too. It was the first time we came close to the truth without veering away.

I think tonight’s dinner was more than a dinner. It was a mirror. It showed what we could be. What we’re not yet.

I want to be the wife who confesses. Who isn’t afraid of desire. Who lives her marriage whole, not just the acceptable half.

I closed the notebook. Took a deep breath.

Dante’s sentence kept hammering.

“A marriage only starts dying when people stop confessing what they really want.”

And I still hadn’t confessed everything.

But I was closer.


Chapter 6 — Rafael Finds the Notebook

It had been four days since the dinner at Fernanda and Dante’s.

Four days and Dante’s sentence wouldn’t leave my head. “A marriage only starts dying when people stop confessing what they really want.” It kept hammering, repeating, echoing in the quietest hours. I woke up with it. Had coffee with it. Went to bed with it. Sometimes I caught myself murmuring the sentence under my breath while washing dishes, while ironing, while staring out the window.

But I still hadn’t confessed anything.

The notebook was still in my nightstand drawer. Now with more written pages. The first fantasy, the stranger. The second, Fernanda. The scattered notes about the dinner, about what I felt, about what I wanted. The drawer was getting heavy. Or maybe I was the heavy one.

That Tuesday, Rafael left early. He had a meeting with an engineer, construction stuff, the kind that drags on all morning. He kissed my forehead — still half-asleep — and left with his briefcase under his arm.

“I’ll be back around lunch,” he said.

“Okay. I’ll make chicken.”

“Chicken again?”

“You like chicken.”

“I do. But I’m turning into one.”

He laughed. So did I. A normal moment, a dumb joke, a kiss on the forehead. Married life. The door closed. Silence moved in.

I puttered around the house. Made the bed, gathered the dirty laundry, swept the kitchen. But my head was somewhere else. On the notebook. Always on the notebook. I hadn’t written since the night of the dinner — three days without putting a word on paper. And I already missed it. Already felt that tingling in my fingers, that urgency to open the notebook and let out what was stuck inside.

I looked at the drawer. My nightstand drawer. It was closed. On the outside, it looked like an ordinary drawer, white wood, silver handle. But inside, it held my entire secret.

I thought: “I’ll write this afternoon. After lunch. When Rafael comes back and leaves again.”

And I went to the grocery store.

The store was empty, as usual on Tuesday mornings. I grabbed chicken, vegetables, rice, some fruit. Passed by the stationery aisle — notebooks stacked, colorful covers, none black like mine. I smiled, without meaning to. Mine was unique. Mine was special.

I got home. It was about eleven. The sun was coming through the living room window. I left the bags in the kitchen, put the groceries away, drank a glass of water.

That’s when I noticed the bedroom door was ajar.

I’d closed it. I was sure I’d closed it. Rafael sometimes came back early, but he would’ve told me. Would’ve texted.

My heart raced. I didn’t know why. It was just a door. But something inside me already knew.

I pushed the door open.

And I saw.

Rafael was sitting on the bed. Back to the door, broad shoulders, head down. In his hands, open, the black notebook.

Reading.

The world stopped.

I felt the blood drain to my feet. My legs went weak. I grabbed the doorframe to keep from falling. My mouth went dry. The air got heavy, like the room had less oxygen than before.

“Rafael…”

He didn’t answer. Didn’t look up. Kept reading. Turned one page, then another. And there I was, frozen, watching my husband read the words I’d never had the courage to say out loud.

How long had he been there? Ten minutes? Half an hour? Long enough to read everything. The bad night. The stranger. Fernanda. The confessions about my body, my desires, my lies.

The bag I was still holding fell to the floor. The apples rolled down the hallway. A container of yogurt cracked open, spreading white liquid on the floor. I didn’t even look.

“Rafael…” I repeated.

This time, he looked up.

And I saw.

I saw that he’d read it. Not one page. Several. Maybe all of them. His eyes were different. They weren’t angry — not the anger I’d expected. They weren’t disgusted. They were hurt. Wounded. Like I’d punched him. But they were also glazed. Fixed. Like he couldn’t unstick himself from what he’d read. Like the words had entered him and were still working.

“I found it,” he said, his voice low, controlled. But a fragile control, one that could break at any moment.

“What are you doing home?” I asked, stupidly. The most useless question in the world.

“The meeting was canceled. I came back. You weren’t here. I was looking for a pen. I opened the drawer and… it was there.”

“You shouldn’t have read it.”

“No?”

“It’s mine. It’s private.”

“It’s about me too.”

That shut me up. Because it was true. The notebook was about me, but it was about him too. About us. About what I wanted but didn’t ask for. About what I felt but hid.

“Did you read all of it?” I asked, my voice coming out weak.

“I think so.”

“What did you read?”

He opened the notebook to a random page. Read aloud:

“’His cock is six inches. Not thick. Not thin. He puts it inside me carefully. I fake my orgasms.’”

Each word was a slap. He read it without emotion, like reading bad news in the paper. Then he turned more pages.

“’I want a man who doesn’t know me. Who doesn’t ask permission. Who looks at me and knows what I came for.’”

Turned more.

“’Fernanda. I want her to kiss me. I want her to eat me out. I want Rafael watching.’”

He closed the notebook. Set it in his lap. Looked at me.

“You wrote that you want to fuck someone else.”

I closed my eyes. The word “fuck” in his mouth hurt more than anything I’d written on paper.

“Yes.”

“And that you want Fernanda.”

“Yes.”

“And that you want me to watch.”

“Yes.”

I opened my eyes. He was still sitting on the bed. Notebook in his lap. Expression unreadable. But something in him had changed. It wasn’t just pain. There was something else there. Something I couldn’t name.

“Is this real?” he asked. “Or just fantasy?”

“It’s real. And it’s fantasy. Both.”

“What do you mean?”

“I really think these things. Really want them. But writing is also a way of… having it without having it. Of letting it out. Of not going crazy.”

“You didn’t tell me.”

“Because I was afraid.”

“Afraid of what?”

“That you’d think I was a whore.”

Silence. The word hung in the room like smoke.

“And that you’d leave me,” I added.

More silence.

He stood up. Set the notebook on the bed. Walked over to me. Stood in front of me, eyes on my eyes. I was expecting a scream. An insult. Anything.

But he just looked at me.

“I’m not going to leave you,” he said.

“You don’t know what I wrote. You haven’t read everything. There’s more. There are worse things.”

“Worse?”

“There are things I haven’t even had the courage to write yet. Things I think about that scare me.”

“Tell me.”

“No.”

“Tell me, Claire. Since you didn’t write them, tell me out loud.”

I looked at him. At the wounded eyes. At the firm mouth. He wasn’t bluffing. He wanted to know. Even if it hurt. Even if it scared him.

“You really want to know?”

“I do.”

I sat on the bed. He sat beside me. The notebook between us.

“I think about other men,” I began. “It’s not just a vague fantasy. It’s every day. At the grocery store, in traffic, at the gym. Men who walk past me and I imagine their cocks. I imagine them fucking me. Flipping me over. Slapping me.”

He listened. Hand resting on his knee. Fingers gripping.

“When we fuck, sometimes I come thinking about them. The doorman. The neighbor. The actor from the movie. And I come harder that way than when I try to come thinking about you.”

His hand gripped tighter. But he didn’t interrupt.

“Fernanda… I started looking at her differently a long time ago. Since that Saturday at the pool. I’d look at her tits, at her ass. I’d imagine what it would be like to touch her. Kiss her. Be touched by her. And it kept growing. And when I imagine her with me, I also imagine you watching.”

“Why?” he asked. His voice came out shaky.

“Because the idea of you seeing… turns me on more than the idea of doing it behind your back. Because the idea of you knowing, of you feeling jealous, feeling turned on… that’s what makes me the wettest.”

He closed his eyes. Stayed like that for a while. Breathing deep.

I expected him to get up and walk out. Expected him to say I was sick. Expected the worst.

But he didn’t leave.

Instead, when he opened his eyes, they were different. Still wounded. But with something more. Something I recognized but didn’t want to name.

My pussy responded before my brain did.

Because I looked at his pants.

His gray sweatpants. And I saw.

He wasn’t fully hard. It wasn’t one of those erections that stretches the fabric and outlines the head. But he was half-hard. Starting to grow. That stage where the blood flows slowly, the cock gets heavy, the fabric casts a different shadow.

“Rafael…”

“Don’t say anything.”

“But you’re…”

“I know.”

He looked away. Adjusted his pants, trying to hide it. But there was no hiding it. I’d already seen. And he knew I’d seen.

“Are you hard?” I asked.

“I don’t know.”

“What do you mean you don’t know?”

“I don’t know what I’m feeling. I’m angry. I’m jealous. I’m… it’s all mixed up. I read that and I wanted to die. But also…”

“Also what?”

He didn’t finish. But his hand moved to his lap. Didn’t touch. Just stayed there, close, as if trying to hide what his body was showing.

“This is wrong,” he said. “I shouldn’t… shouldn’t be reacting like this.”

“You can’t control it.”

“But it’s wrong. You said you want someone else. That you want a bigger cock. That I don’t satisfy you. And I get… like this?”

“Does it turn you on?”

He hesitated. But answered:

“I don’t know. Maybe. A little.”

A little. It was the first time in eleven years that Rafael admitted to feeling something that wasn’t in the script. That wasn’t the expected reaction of the betrayed husband. He wasn’t yelling. He wasn’t calling me a slut. He was sitting on the bed, half-hard, admitting that jealousy and arousal were tangled together.

“Do you think I’m sick?” he asked.

“No.”

“Then what do you think?”

“I think you’re feeling. For real. For the first time in a long time, you’re not following the manual.”

“What manual?”

“The good husband manual. The correct man manual. The one that says you’re supposed to feel anger if your wife wants someone else. But you’re not just angry. You’re turned on. And that’s not a disease. It’s human.”

He closed his eyes again. Groaned softly. A groan of frustration and confusion and arousal all mixed together.

“I don’t know what to do with this,” he said.

“You don’t have to know right now.”

“But I want to know. I want to understand.”

“Then ask me.”

He opened his eyes.

“The man from the bar. Do you think about him when we fuck?”

“Sometimes.”

“And that’s why you come?”

“Some of those times, yes.”

“And when you come thinking about him… is it better than with me?”

The hardest question. The cruelest. And the most honest.

“It’s different,” I answered. “Not better. Different.”

“Different how?”

“With you, it’s love. It’s safe. It’s warm. With him, in the fantasy, it’s force. It’s new. It’s forbidden. And the forbidden is exciting. But it doesn’t replace.”

“You sure?”

“I’m sure. I love you, Rafael. What I write doesn’t change that. What I desire doesn’t cancel what I feel for you.”

He kept looking at me. Eyes glazed. His hand still near his cock, but more relaxed now.

“And Fernanda? Have you imagined her with us?”

“Yes.”

“How?”

“You really want to know?”

“Yes.”

“I imagined her eating me out while you watched. Imagined you sitting in an armchair in the corner of the room, in a suit, watching everything. Imagined that I looked at you while I came in her mouth.”

His cock jumped. Visible. The head now clearly outlined against the fabric. He tried to play it off, but it was impossible.

“Does that turn you on?” I asked.

“I didn’t want it to.”

“But it does.”

“It does.”

The confession came out quiet, almost a whisper.

I looked at him. At the husband sitting on the bed, hands in his lap, hard despite everything. He wasn’t the same Rafael from last night. Something had broken in there. But something had also been born.

“I wish I hadn’t read it,” he said. “But now that I have, I don’t want to un-read it.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means I want to know more. I don’t want you to hide it. I don’t want you writing behind a locked door while I pretend I don’t know. I want you to show me.”

“Can you handle it?”

“I don’t know. But I can’t handle not knowing anymore.”

He picked up the notebook. Opened it again. Ran his fingers over the pages, as if feeling the words at his fingertips.

“Tell me,” he said.

“Tell you what?”

“Everything. What you wrote. What you haven’t written yet. Tell me out loud. No paper. No ink. I want to hear it from your mouth.”

“Now?”

“Now. Later. Always. I don’t want any more secrets.”

I looked at him. At the open notebook. At his cock still straining against his pants. At the eyes that were hurt, but also hungry.

“Are you sure?” I asked.

“No. But I want to hear it anyway.”

I moved closer. Put my hand on his face. He closed his eyes and leaned into my touch, like a cat.

“Does it hurt?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“But you want to keep going?”

“Yes.”

“Then ask me. Ask me anything. And I’ll answer. No lies. Nothing hidden.”

He opened his eyes. Took a deep breath.

“Tell me about the stranger. From the beginning. How do you picture him?”

And I started talking.

I told him about the bar. The dim lighting. The whiskey glass. The man’s gaze — that look that didn’t ask permission. I told him about the body, stronger than Rafael’s, rougher. About the bigger cock, thicker, pushing in without care. About the slap on the ass, the hand on the throat, the voice calling me a whore.

As I talked, he listened. Breathing heavy. Hand still in his lap. His cock hard against his pants.

And I saw.

I saw that he wasn’t going to run.

I saw that he wasn’t going to leave me.

I saw that Rafael wasn’t just the cheated-on husband. He was something else. Something that even he didn’t know yet.

When I finished, he was quiet. Then he said:

“Tomorrow, when you write, I want to read it. Not sneaking around. I want you to show me.”

“What if it hurts?”

“It will hurt. But I want it to hurt. Because hurting is feeling. And I spent too long not feeling anything.”

That pierced right through me. Because it was exactly what I felt. I’d also spent too long not feeling anything. And now I was feeling everything.

“Rafael?”

“What?”

“Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For not running.”

He didn’t answer. Just pulled me close. Held me. Tight. His body trembled a little. Mine too.

We stayed there. Holding each other on the bed. The black notebook between us. The truth spoken out loud.

And that night, we didn’t fuck.

But we slept holding each other, the way we hadn’t in a long time. The notebook in the drawer. The bedroom door open. And the confession, for the first time, beginning to leave the page.


Chapter 7 — The Provocation

After he read the notebook, everything changed.

It wasn’t a loud change, the kind you see in movies, with screaming, doors slamming, suitcases on the stairs. It was a quiet change. A shifting of tectonic plates deep beneath our marriage. Something moved, came loose, and then clicked back into place — but differently.

The next evening, Rafael came home from work and didn’t kiss my forehead. He kissed my mouth. A long kiss, one that asked questions. That said “I’m here” and “I still don’t understand” at the same time. I felt his tongue searching for mine with an urgency that hadn’t existed before. It wasn’t the automatic kiss of a husband coming home. It was the kiss of a man who’d spent the entire day thinking.

We ate dinner in silence. The TV on low volume. The chicken and vegetables on the plate, untouched. I moved my fork around, looking at him. He moved his fork around, looking at the plate. The air was charged, like a storm was forming inside that kitchen.

Then he put down his silverware.

“I can’t stop thinking,” he said.

“About what?”

“About everything you wrote.”

I felt a chill in my stomach. It wasn’t fear. It was anticipation.

“Do you want to talk?”

“I do. But I don’t know how to start.”

I stood up. Walked around the table. Took his hand. His fingers were cold, despite the heat.

“Come.”

I led him to the bedroom. Sat him on the bed. Stood in front of him. Looking into his eyes. He looked back — those dark eyes I’d known for eleven years, but that now held a new expression. Fear and hunger. Pain and desire. All mixed together.

“Do you want to hear?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“Really hear? Unfiltered? The way I wrote it?”

He took a deep breath. His chest rose and fell slowly.

“The way you wrote it.”

I paused. Looked at his body. The dress shirt still on, the top buttons open, showing the beginning of his chest. The chino pants, the leather belt. The tired face, but the alert eyes. He was afraid. But he was also hungry.

“Then look at me,” I said. “And don’t look away.”

I sat on the edge of the bed, facing him. Our knees almost touching. The lamplight illuminated half his face, left the other half in shadow. I was in a denim skirt and a thin blouse, no bra. My nipples were already hard — from nerves, from the cold, from arousal.

I was going to start with shame. The way I started in the notebook. But now it was different. Now it was for him. Now the confession was becoming provocation. And I could barely wait.

I started quietly, as if I was still embarrassed. Because I was. A little. Shame doesn’t disappear all at once. It loosens, layer by layer.

“I’ve been thinking about other men since last year,” I said, my voice shaking a little at first. “It started without meaning to. Once, in the elevator, the doorman’s arm brushed against mine. By accident? I don’t know. But I felt it. Felt a heat, something I hadn’t felt in a long time.”

Rafael watched me. Mouth closed. Hands on his knees. Still.

“Then it was the trainer at the gym. He’d fix my posture and his hand would stay one second too long. On my waist. On my stomach. He knew what he was doing. And so did I. And I didn’t ask him to stop.”

“You wanted him to touch you?” Rafael asked, his voice low, controlled.

“I did.”

“And did you ever—”

“No. I never did anything. I only imagined.”

He let the air out, like he’d been holding his breath. Relief? Maybe. But it was something else too.

“And what did you imagine?”

I looked into his eyes. Held his gaze. Didn’t look away.

“I imagined him turning me against the locker room wall. Lifting my skirt. Pulling my panties to the side. Pushing his cock in without asking.”

Rafael shifted in his lap. Adjusted his pants. A small movement, almost imperceptible. But I saw it. I was watching. I was paying attention to every detail.

“Go on,” he said. His voice wasn’t as controlled anymore.

“I imagined his cock. I don’t know what it really looks like, but I imagined it. Big. Thick. Different from yours.”

“Different how?”

I took a deep breath. This was where things started getting dangerous.

“Bigger. Thicker. A cock that fills your mouth. That fills your pussy. That goes in and hurts a little. That hits the back.”

He shifted again. This time, his hand stayed in his lap. Fingers gripping his own thigh. The chinos couldn’t hide it anymore. The bulge was there. Growing.

“Do you think about that when we fuck?” he asked.

“I do.”

“Always?”

“Not always. But a lot. Especially when I want to come.”

He closed his eyes for a moment. His jaw was tight. His chest rising and falling faster now.

“And does it work?” The words came out almost in a whisper. “You come thinking about them?”

“It works. I come faster. I come harder.”

“Harder than with me?”

“Different. With you it’s love. With them it’s pure lust. And sometimes I want pure lust.”

He opened his eyes. And I saw. His pants couldn’t hide it anymore. His cock was hard. Completely hard. The head outlined against the fabric, pointing to the side, making a tent he couldn’t disguise. He tried to cover it with his hand, but I moved his hand away.

“Don’t hide it.”

“Claire…”

“Don’t hide it from me. I already saw. I already know. Your cock doesn’t lie, Rafael.”

He groaned softly. That groan I knew well. But this time it was different. It wasn’t the Wednesday-night-sex groan. It was a groan of surrender.

“Does this turn you on?” I asked, pointing at the bulge in his pants.

“I don’t know.”

“Yes, you do. Look at yourself. You’re hard. Rock hard. I talked about another man and you got like this.”

“I didn’t want to—”

“But you did. And that’s okay.”

“It’s not. It’s wrong.”

“Why is it wrong?”

“Because… you’re my wife.”

“Exactly. I’m your wife, and you’re rock hard listening to me say I want to fuck someone else. That’s wrong, but it feels good. Both things at once.”

I ran my hand along his thigh. Slowly. Moving up. He shuddered.

“Do you want me to keep going?” I asked.

The answer took a moment. But it came.

“Yes.”

I left my hand on his thigh. Didn’t move it higher yet. I wanted him to ask. Wanted him to feel that he was participating, not just listening.

“The man from the bar,” I began, my voice steadier now. “The one I wrote about in the notebook. You read it, right?”

“I did.”

“All of it?”

“All of it.”

“Then you know he doesn’t have a name. Doesn’t have a face. He’s the idea of a man. A man who doesn’t know me, who doesn’t know I’m married, who just looks at me and already knows what I want.”

“And what do you want?”

“To be fucked. Without asking. Without permission. I want a man who sees me and thinks: ‘That one’s a slut.’ And acts accordingly.”

Rafael gripped his own thigh. His hand was trembling slightly.

“He walks into the bar,” I continued, “sits at the counter, drinks whiskey. Short glass, big hand. Broad shoulders. Strong chest. Not gym-muscular. The body of a man who works, who uses his body. He looks at me. Doesn’t smile. Men who smile too much don’t know what they want. This one knows.”

“And what does he want?”

“To fuck me. On all fours. Hard.”

Rafael’s cock jumped. I saw the fabric stretch. He closed his eyes and groaned.

“Does it hurt?” I asked.

“What?”

“Your cock. Does it hurt from being so hard?”

“Yes.”

“Want me to touch it?”

He hesitated. But said:

“Yes.”

I ran my hand over his pants. Felt the bulge. Hot. Throbbing. Squeezed gently. He moaned louder.

“Keep going,” he said.

“He takes me upstairs to the room,” I said, squeezing his cock through the fabric. “Doesn’t ask. Doesn’t request. He says: ‘Come upstairs with me.’ And I go.”

I squeezed a little harder. He arched his hips.

“In the room, he tells me to take my clothes off. I do. I stand naked in front of a man who doesn’t know my name. He looks at my tits. My saggy tits, the ones I hide from you.”

“Why do you hide them?”

“Because I think they’re ugly. But he doesn’t. He looks at them and says: ‘I like them like this.’ And sucks them. Hard. Biting.”

I unzipped his pants. Pulled his underwear down. His cock sprang free. Hard. Purple. Leaking. That clear liquid dripping from the tip.

“He flips me on all fours,” I continued, running my finger over the head, spreading the wetness. “He slaps my ass. Doesn’t ask if he can. He knows I like it.”

I licked the head. Just once. Quick. He moaned and grabbed my hair.

“His cock,” I continued, my mouth millimeters from the head, “is bigger than yours. Thicker. Wide head. He pushes it in all at once.”

I took the head in my mouth. Slowly. Looking into his eyes. He moaned loudly, his hand gripping my hair, but not pulling.

“He fucks hard,” I said, pulling my mouth off. “Fast. Holds my waist. Pulls me back against him. The bed slams the wall. The neighbors hear. I don’t care.”

I took him in my mouth again. Deeper this time. He arched his hips, pushing his cock against my mouth. I felt the head hit the back of my throat. Gagged slightly, but kept going.

“He asks: ‘You mine?’” I continued, mouth still wet. “And I say: ‘Yours. Your whore.’”

Rafael moaned so loud I had to stop. He was shaking. Hand in my hair, eyes closed, chest heaving.

“Are you going to come?” I asked.

“No… not yet… but it’s hard.”

“Want me to stop sucking?”

“No. But keep talking. Talk while you suck.”

I went back to sucking. Slowly. No rush. And while I did, I talked.

“He comes inside me,” I continued, my mouth sliding along his cock. “Without asking. Without permission. He comes and stays inside, letting it drip. Then he gets up. Puts his pants on. Tosses money on the bed.”

“Money?” he moaned.

“For the cab. And says: ‘I don’t want to know your name.’ And I say: ‘I don’t want to know yours either.’”

I sucked deeper. Rafael moaned with every word. His hand in my hair was pulling now, guiding the rhythm.

“And you?” he asked, voice trembling. “What do you do after?”

“I go home. Take a shower. Feel his cock inside me for days. And when you touch me, I remember him. And I come again.”

He arched his hips. Almost came. But I pulled my mouth off.

“Not yet,” I said.

“Fuck, Claire…”

“Not yet. You asked to hear. You’re going to hear it all.”

He groaned, frustrated. But he didn’t ask me to stop. On the contrary. He stayed still, waiting. His cock throbbing, leaking, the purple head glistening.

I left him there, sitting on the bed, cock hard and pointing at the ceiling. Pants open, underwear down. Shirt still on, buttons undone. A divided man. Half husband, half cuckold. And I loved both halves.

I stood up. Stood in front of him. Took off my blouse. My breasts fell free — saggy, but beautiful. Nipples hard.

“You read about Fernanda too,” I said.

“I did.”

“All of it?”

“All of it.”

“She’s different. It’s not about force. It’s about intimacy. A woman who understands me. Who knows what I feel.”

“You want to fuck her?”

“I do. I want to kiss her. I want to feel her mouth on my tits. Her tongue on my pussy. I want to go down on her too. Know what a woman tastes like.”

Rafael groaned. His hand went to his cock.

“Don’t touch,” I ordered.

He obeyed. Pulled his hand away. But his cock kept pulsing.

“I want her,” I continued. “But not to replace you. To add. I want you watching. Sitting in the armchair. Hard. Watching her eat me out.”

“You’ve imagined that?”

“Yes. Many times. I imagined her mouth going down between my legs. Imagined you watching. Imagined I came in her mouth while looking at you.”

“And did you come?”

“I did. While writing. Thinking about you watching.”

He groaned again. His hand brushed his thigh, but he didn’t touch his cock. Obeying.

“Do you want me to keep talking about her?” I asked.

“Keep going.”

“Afterward I go down on her too. Slide my fingers in. Feel her come in my mouth. And then I call you over. ‘Come here, cuckold. Come taste her on my lips.’”

“Cuckold?” he repeated, his voice hoarse.

“Cuckold. My cuckold. My sweet little cuckold who gets hard watching his slutty wife.”

He moaned so loud his voice cracked.

“You like when I call you that?” I asked.

“I don’t know.”

“Your cock knows. Look at it. It’s dripping. It’s throbbing. It’s begging.”

“This is wrong,” he tried to say, but the words had no conviction.

“Why is it wrong?”

“Because… because a husband shouldn’t like being called a cuckold.”

“But you do.”

“I…”

“You do. Admit it. Say it to me.”

He closed his eyes. Took a deep breath.

“I do.”

“Say it again.”

“I do. Fuck, Claire, I do.”

I smiled. A slut’s smile. Because that’s what I was now. The slutty wife who liked provoking her cuckold husband.

“Then look at me,” I said.

He opened his eyes.

“Do you want to come?” I asked.

“So badly.”

“Then imagine. Close your eyes and picture it. You’re not in this bedroom anymore. You’re in the hotel. Sitting in the armchair. Watching everything.”

He closed his eyes.

“I’m on the bed,” I continued, my voice lower, slower. “On all fours. The man from the bar behind me. His cock is big. Bigger than yours. Thicker. He pushes in slowly. I moan. Loud, the way I’ve never moaned with you.”

Rafael moaned with me.

“He grabs my waist. He fucks me hard. The bed hits the wall. I look at you. At you, Rafael, sitting in the armchair. You’re in a suit, tie loosened. Cock hard in your pants. You’re jealous. So jealous. But also turned on. Both at once.”

“Yes…” he murmured.

“I look at you and say: ‘You see that, baby? You see how he fucks me? You see how I come?’”

“That…”

“You don’t answer. You just moan. Hand on your cock, touching yourself in secret. But I see. I see everything. And I like it. Like knowing you’re turned on. That you’re suffering and turned on.”

“Claire…”

“He asks me: ‘This your whore?’ And you answer: ‘She’s mine. But right now she’s yours.’ And he comes. Comes inside me. Hot. And I moan his name. A name you don’t know. A name I made up.”

Rafael was trembling. His cock was pulsing.

“And then,” I continued, my voice almost a whisper, “after he’s gone, you come to me. You turn me over. You kiss me. Taste him in my mouth. And you fuck me. Fuck me with rage. With love. With everything tangled together. And I come again. Come with you, thinking about him, thinking about you, thinking about everything.”

“I’m going to come,” he moaned.

“Come. Come imagining me with another man. Come imagining my mouth on his cock. Come, cuckold. Come, my sweet cuckold.”

He came.

He cried out. Thick, hot ropes, spraying onto my hand, my stomach, the sheet. His body arched, his hands gripped the sheet, his eyes shut so tight his eyelids trembled.

I kept talking, softly, while he came:

“That’s it… come… think about him… think about his cock inside me… think about me being a slut… come, cuckold… come…”

When he finished, he fell back onto the bed. Chest heaving. Cock still pulsing, softening now, dripping. Stomach messy. Sheet stained.

I lay down beside him. Ran my hand over his sweaty chest.

“You okay?”

It took him a moment to answer. When he spoke, his voice was hoarse, tired, but also relieved.

“I don’t know what that was.”

“That was lust.”

“It was more than lust.”

“It was jealousy too. And confusion. And fear. All of it. And all of it turned into lust.”

He turned his face to me. Eyes still glazed.

“Were you serious? About wanting a real man?”

“I was.”

“It’s not just fantasy?”

“It’s a fantasy I want to make real. With you. With you knowing. With you participating.”

“Participating how?”

“Choosing with me. Setting the rules. Establishing limits.”

He went quiet. Staring at the ceiling. I kept running my hand across his chest, feeling his heartbeat slow.

“Does this exist?” he asked. “Men like that? Who do this with couples?”

“It does.”

“How do you know?”

“I looked into it.”

He turned to face me.

“You looked into it?”

“Yes. Websites, forums, accounts. Married women who do this with their husbands. Professional men, discreet, who won’t fall in love, who won’t tell anyone. Men who know how to handle couples.”

“Professionals?”

“Escorts. Expensive. Discreet. Experienced.”

“Have you seen any?”

“I’ve seen profiles. Read descriptions. I didn’t contact anyone. I wanted to talk to you first.”

He looked at me. The gaze still confused, but now with something more. Something I hadn’t seen before. Acceptance. Or the beginning of it.

“You really want this?” he asked.

“I do. But only if you want it too.”

“And if I say no?”

“Then it doesn’t happen. And I keep writing. Fantasizing. But without making it real.”

“And you’d be okay with that?”

“I would. Because I love you more than any fantasy.”

He stayed quiet for a while longer. Then said, his voice calm, but loaded with meaning:

“I don’t know if I like this. I don’t know if I like being a cuckold. But I can’t stop wanting to hear more. To know more. To get hard every time you talk about it.”

“Is that a yes?”

“It’s an ‘I don’t know.’ But it’s also a ‘keep going.’”

I smiled. Leaned in and kissed him. A slow, wet kiss, full of promises.

“Then we keep going,” I said. “Tomorrow, I’ll show you the websites. The profiles. The men. And you decide if you want to continue.”

“And if I do?”

“Then we choose one. Together.”

He groaned. His cock, already soft, gave a sign of life.

“You’re a dangerous woman, Claire.”

“Dangerous?”

“You’re turning me inside out.”

“You’re turning yourself inside out. I’m just helping.”

He laughed. A weak laugh, still nervous, but real.

“Tomorrow,” he repeated. “Show me tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow.”

I turned off the light. We lay there, holding each other. The dirty sheet crumpled at the foot of the bed. The smell of sex in the air. The notebook closed in the drawer.

But now, for the first time, I felt like I didn’t need to hide anymore.

The slut inside me had come out. And the cuckold inside him had awakened.

And together, they were going to find out how far they could go.


Chapter 8 — The Website and Nicolas

The next morning came slowly.

I woke up first. Rafael was still sleeping, body sprawled on the bed, the sheet tangled around his leg. I looked at him. Chest rising and falling, mouth half-open, hair messy. He looked peaceful. But I knew that inside, he was anything but.

The night before, he’d come like never before. Come listening to me talk about another man. Come hearing me call him a cuckold. And he’d liked it.

That was something that couldn’t be un-happened.

I got up, made coffee. Stood in the kitchen, leaning against the counter, the hot mug in my hands. I stared out the window, but didn’t see anything. I was just thinking about what would happen when he woke up. Would he pretend nothing had happened? Would he regret it? Would he look at me with disgust?

The sound of his feet in the hallway answered before his voice did.

“Claire?”

“In the kitchen.”

He appeared. White t-shirt, boxer briefs, messy hair. Eyes still puffy from sleep. But his gaze was different. Not the automatic husband look. It was the look of someone who’d spent the night processing.

“Coffee?” I offered.

“Please.”

I poured a cup. He sat at the table. Kept stirring the coffee with the spoon, staring at the black liquid as if it held answers.

“Do you still want to?” he asked, without looking up.

“Want to what?”

“Show me. The website. The men.”

I felt a chill in my stomach. The anticipation came rushing back.

“I do. But only if you do too.”

He looked up. And said:

“I do.”

I grabbed the laptop. Sat on the living room couch. Rafael beside me. Our thighs touching. The computer in my lap, still off.

“Before I open it,” I said, “are you sure? Because once we go to this site, you can’t unsee it.”

“I know.”

“You might feel jealous. You might feel angry. You might want to stop. And that’s fine. We stop whenever you want.”

“I know,” he repeated.

“And you might feel turned on too. And that’s also fine.”

He looked at me. Dark eyes, serious, but with that new gleam.

“Open it.”

I opened the laptop. Typed the address. The site loaded.

It was an elegant site. Black background, gold lettering. None of that pornographic stuff, full of pop-ups and tacky photos. It was clean. Sophisticated. Looked more like a luxury services site than an escort site. On the homepage, the tagline: “Discreet experiences for couples and women.”

“Holy shit,” Rafael murmured. “This actually exists.”

“It does.”

“How did you find this?”

“Forums. Married women who recommended it. It’s expensive, but safe. They don’t expose anyone.”

He took a deep breath. His hand on my thigh squeezed slightly.

“Go.”

I created a fake account. Name: Clara. Burner email. Random password. The site asked me to choose a profile type: “Woman,” “Man,” or “Couple.” I clicked “Couple.” A new page opened: “What are you looking for?” I checked the option “Male escort for experience with wife, husband present.”

Rafael read it out loud. His voice cracked on “husband present.”

“This is real,” he said, more to himself than to me.

“It’s real.”

The page loaded the profiles.

Men.

Lots of men.

Face photos, body photos, cock photos. Descriptions, ages, heights, weights, specialties. “Domination,” “Oral,” “Massage,” “First-timer experience,” “Couple specialist.”

Rafael went quiet. His eyes scanning the screen. I could see his breathing change.

“You okay?” I asked.

“Yeah. Just… it’s a lot. A lot of information.”

“We’ll take it slow. One at a time.”

I moved my finger on the touchpad. The first profile appeared.

Lucas, 28, Brazilian, 6'0", gym body. Photo in swim trunks at the beach. Defined abs, muscular arms, model smile. His cock was outlined in the trunks — average, standard.

“This one?” Rafael asked.

I looked at the photo. The smile. The bio: “I’m a laid-back guy, I like to talk and make the woman feel comfortable. For me, female pleasure comes first.”

“No,” I said.

“Why?”

“Too young. Too cookie-cutter. Probably the kind who checks himself in the mirror the whole time. Says female pleasure comes first, but probably comes in five minutes.”

Rafael laughed. A short, nervous laugh, but real.

“You have an opinion about everything now.”

“I do now. Next.”

I moved to the second profile.

Thiago, 32, Brazilian, 5'10", strong build. Photo in a suit, no shirt underneath. Hairy chest, broad shoulders. Bio: “Discreet, experienced man who knows how to handle first-time couples. I like to take the lead.”

“That one seems more serious,” Rafael noted.

“Seems like it. But look at the bio. ‘I like to take the lead.’ That could be good, but it could also be too controlling. I don’t want a man who wants to run everything.”

“You want to be bossed around?” he asked, his voice lower.

“In bed, yes. Outside of it, no. Next.”

I moved to the third.

Marcelo, 38, Brazilian, 6'1", athletic build. Photo shirtless, from behind, showing muscular back. Bio: “Premium escort. Fetish specialist. I make fantasies happen with safety and discretion.”

“He’s good-looking,” Rafael said.

“He is. But the bio’s too generic. ‘Fetish specialist.’ What fetishes? Doesn’t say anything about couples. Seems like he takes anything. I’d rather someone more focused.”

“You’re analyzing this like a job interview.”

“It is a job interview. The job is fucking me.”

Rafael groaned softly. His hand on my thigh squeezed harder. I glanced at his pants. The bulge was already starting to show, despite the nerves.

“Does this turn you on?” I asked, teasing.

“A little.”

“Just a little?”

“More than a little. Keep going.”

I scrolled through more profiles. One by one.

A 25-year-old, way too young, rejected. A 50-year-old, too old, rejected. One posing with a gold chain on his chest, too tacky, rejected. One who didn’t show his face, too sketchy, rejected.

Rafael started participating more.

“Not that one,” he’d say. “Too skinny.”

“Not that one,” I’d say. “He can’t spell. ‘Experianced.’ It’s experienced.”

“You’re rejecting guys over spelling?”

“If he can’t write, I doubt he can fuck.”

He laughed. I laughed. The tension was transforming into something else. Into a game. Into arousal. Into the excitement of a couple doing something forbidden together.

And then he appeared.

Nicolas.

The profile was different from all the others. The first photo was black and white. A man in a suit, sitting in a leather armchair, looking directly at the camera. Gray hair, well cut. Short beard, perfectly groomed. Light eyes — gray or green, impossible to tell in black and white. Crow’s feet, but not old-man wrinkles. The wrinkles of a mature man. A man who’d lived.

“That one…” Rafael started, but didn’t finish.

I clicked to the second photo.

Him standing, back to a window overlooking the city. White linen shirt, open, showing his chest. Strong chest, with gray hairs. Thick arms, big hands. Black tailored pants, leather belt. And the bulge.

My God, the bulge.

The pants outlined it. It wasn’t an erection, but it was a big cock. You could see it. Could tell the length, the thickness. The head outlined to one side, taking up space even soft.

My pussy responded immediately.

“Fuck,” Rafael whispered.

I clicked to the third photo.

Him shirtless. Full body. Defined chest, but not pumped. Broad shoulders. Hands in his pants pockets. And down below, the unmistakable bulge. Bigger than Rafael’s. Much bigger. Thick. Heavy. A cock that filled a hand, filled a mouth, filled a pussy.

“Look at his cock,” I said, my voice coming out huskier than I expected.

“I see it.”

“Big, right?”

“Big.”

“Bigger than yours.”

“Bigger,” he admitted, his voice cracking.

“Much bigger.”

I looked at Rafael’s pants. His cock was hard. Straining. The purple head pushing against the fabric. But it wasn’t just arousal. It was jealousy too. I could see it in his eyes. Excitement and discomfort fighting.

“Does that bother you?” I asked, running my hand over his bulge.

“A little.”

“Bother or excite?”

“Both.”

“Tell me. What did you feel when you saw his cock?”

He took a deep breath.

“Jealousy. Fear. And… arousal.”

“Arousal why?”

“Because I imagined him… in you.”

“Inside me?”

“Yes.”

“Stretching me open?”

“Yes.”

“Making me moan louder than you ever have?”

He groaned. Didn’t answer with words, but his cock pulsed in my hand.

I moved my hand slowly over his pants, feeling the heat, the pulse.

“Let’s read his bio,” I said.

I scrolled down. Nicolas’s profile was complete. Detailed. Professional.

Nicolas, 44 years old. European. 6'2". Languages: Portuguese, English, French. Premium escort, specialized in serving couples and women seeking a discreet, safe, and intense experience.

I don’t judge. I don’t get attached. I know how to listen, how to lead, how to respect boundaries.

For me, female pleasure is the priority. I believe a satisfied woman is one who feels free to desire and to be desired.

If you’re reading this with your husband, know that he can trust me. I’m not going to steal his wife. I’m only going to give her what he asked for.

I read it out loud. Every word landed in the room like a stone.

Rafael listened. Hand motionless on my thigh. Cock throbbing in my other hand.

“He’s…” Rafael started.

“He’s what?”

“Perfect. Too perfect. That scares me.”

“Why?”

“Because he seems to know exactly what he’s doing. Seems like he’s done this hundreds of times. He won’t fall in love, won’t get attached, won’t make mistakes. And that…”

“That what?”

“That makes him a real threat.”

I looked into his eyes.

“Would you rather a man who makes mistakes? Who falls in love? Who doesn’t know what he’s doing?”

“No. But a man who makes mistakes, I can control. This one… this one I can’t.”

“You don’t need to control him. You just need to trust me.”

“I trust you.”

“Then trust the process.”

He went quiet. Then spoke, voice firmer:

“Keep going. Show me more.”

I clicked to the fourth photo. Nicolas from behind, naked. Firm ass, broad back, strong legs. And the volume of his cock visible from the side.

“Hot,” I let slip.

Rafael looked at me.

“You said ‘hot.’”

“I did.”

“About his body?”

“About his body. His cock. His beard. His gray hair. All of it.”

He groaned again. His hand went to his own cock.

“Don’t touch,” I ordered.

“Why?”

“Because you’ll come without my permission. And now you only touch when I say so.”

He obeyed. Pulled his hand back. But his cock stayed hard, throbbing, leaking.

“He’s European,” I continued, teasing. “Know what that means?”

“What?”

“He probably has an accent. Probably speaks Portuguese with that thick accent. Imagine him whispering in my ear while he fucks me.”

“Claire…”

“Imagine his voice. Deep. Low. ‘You like that, little slut? You like my cock?’”

Rafael moaned loud.

“Do you want him?” I asked, direct.

“Who?”

“Nicolas. Want me to send him a message?”

He hesitated. Looked at the screen. Looked at the photo of the gray-haired, strong man with the big cock. Looked at the description: “I’m only going to give her what he asked for.”

“He’s the most expensive,” Rafael noted, his voice shaky.

“What does that tell you?”

“That he’s good.”

“Very good. And I want the best.”

“Do you deserve the best?”

“I deserve whatever cock I want.”

He groaned again. Hand twitching at his thigh, but not touching his cock.

“Read the bio again,” I said. “Out loud.”

He read:

“’I’m not going to steal his wife. I’m only going to give her what he asked for.’”

“Does that calm you or turn you on?”

“Both.”

“Why?”

“Because he’s saying he respects my place. But at the same time, he’s saying he’ll give you what I ask for. And what did I ask for?”

“What did you ask for?”

“A man who fucks you better than me.”

“And you think he can?”

“Look at his cock. Look at his body. Look at the bio. Of course he can.”

“And that turns you on?”

“It does. But it also makes me want to…”

“Want to what?”

“Fuck you now. Before he becomes real. Before he becomes actual.”

I smiled.

“Then fuck me.”

“Can I?”

“Yes. Fuck me thinking about him. Fuck me knowing that soon another man is going to be inside me. Fuck me with jealousy. With rage. With love. With everything.”

He flipped me face-down on the couch. Pulled down my skirt. Shoved my panties aside. And pushed his cock in all at once.

Without asking. Without permission. Like the man from the bar. Like Nicolas would.

“Fuck,” I moaned, my mouth against the cushion.

“You want him?” Rafael asked, thrusting hard.

“I do.”

“Want his big cock?”

“I do.”

“Want to be his whore?”

“I do.”

“And mine?”

“Yours too. Yours always.”

“We’re doing this?”

“We’re doing this.”

“You’re going?”

“I’m going. I’m going to fuck him. And you’re going to watch.”

He came. Hard. Fast. Inside me. Screaming. His body collapsing onto my back, his heart beating against my ribs.

We stayed like that. Sweaty. Tangled. The laptop on the floor, still showing Nicolas’s photo on the screen.

After a minute, he spoke:

“Send the message.”

“Now?”

“Now. Before I change my mind.”

I sat up on the couch. Picked up the laptop. Opened the site’s message box. Started typing.

“What are you going to write?” he asked.

“The truth.”

I typed:

Hi Nicolas. My name is Claire. I’m married. My husband, Rafael, is sitting beside me reading this message. We’re looking for an experience with an experienced, discreet, and trustworthy man. Someone who knows how to lead a woman and respect a couple. Would you be available to talk?

I read it out loud to Rafael.

“Good?” I asked.

“Good.”

“Can I send it?”

“Are you sure?” I asked. “Once I send it, there’s no going back.”

He looked at me. Those dark, deep eyes. Still scared. Still aroused. Still confused.

“No,” he said. “I’m not sure. But send it anyway. Before I lose my nerve.”

I took a deep breath. And clicked “Send.”

Done. The message was out there. On some server somewhere. On Nicolas’s screen.

My heart was pounding. My pussy was throbbing. Rafael beside me, hand on my thigh, cock still half-hard, breathing still ragged.

“And now?” he asked.

“Now we wait.”

We waited.

Five minutes. Ten. Fifteen.

I was about to close the laptop when the message icon blinked.

“He responded,” I said, the words barely coming out.

“Open it.”

I clicked.

Nicolas’s message was short. Elegant. Professional. And still, loaded with intent.

Claire and Rafael, thank you for the message. I’m honored by your trust.

I’d like to know more about what you’re looking for. What level of experience do you have? What are your boundaries? What exactly does Claire want? And what does Rafael expect to see and feel?

We can continue talking here or arrange a coffee. A neutral space, no commitment, where we can get to know each other before any decisions.

No rush. No judgment. I’m at your disposal.

Nicolas.

I read it out loud. Every word. Every syllable.

Rafael went quiet. Then he spoke:

“He’s good.”

“Very good.”

“He asked what I expect to feel.”

“Exactly. He included you.”

“Is that important?”

“It’s everything.”

Rafael looked at me. His expression still confused, but now with something more. Something that looked like acceptance.

“Reply,” he said. “Set up the coffee.”

“You sure?”

“Yes. We go. We sit at the table with him. We talk. And if I don’t freak out, we book the hotel.”

“And if you freak out?”

“Then we leave. But at least we went.”

I smiled. Kissed him. A long, wet kiss, full of promises.

“You’re an incredible husband, Rafael.”

“Incredible or a cuckold?”

“Both. The best of both.”

He laughed. And I started typing the reply.

Nicolas, we accept the coffee. Thursday, 3 PM, at the bookstore café. My husband will be present. Thank you for the discretion and care. See you then. Claire and Rafael.

I sent it.

Closed the laptop.

Looked at Rafael.

“Now it’s real,” I said.

“Now it’s real,” he repeated.

And the black notebook, in the nightstand drawer, had earned one more page to be written.

✦ ✦ ✦

The story continues…

The fantasy left the notebook.

Book 2 — The Husband’s Permission

Nicolas answered. And Rafael accepted the rules. Now the fantasy has a name, an address, and a time.

Available now on Amazon.
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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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