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Chapter 1: Foreplay
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The mid-October light bled soft grey through the floor-to-ceiling windows of the condo, the kind of overcast sky that made the polished concrete floors and the leather chaise feel even more luxurious. Twenty-four floors up, the hum of the city was a distant thrum, muted by the triple-glazed glass Hugh had insisted on when they renovated.

Sofia stretched beneath the rumpled white linen, the cool air from the HVAC raising goosebumps along her arm before Hugh’s hand found her waist. He kissed her slow and deep, the way he always did when he knew they had nowhere to be. His thumb traced lazy circles just above the band of her sleep shorts.

“You’re thinking about something,” she murmured against his lips, her fingers sliding into the thick of his deep brown hair.

“Always,” he said, pulling back just enough to look at her. She was beautiful in that unguarded, early morning way. No makeup on, and no makeup needed. Her dark hair spilled across the pillow. He kissed the corner of her mouth. “So are you.”

She didn’t deny it. They had been together long enough, and trusted each other enough, that the silence between thoughts wasn’t awkward anymore. It was a dare.

“I was thinking about last night,” she admitted, letting her leg hook over his hip. “Dinner. The way that guy at the bar next to us kept looking over.”

“The one in the navy jacket?” Hugh grinned. “You noticed too.”

“Everyone noticed.” Sofia’s voice dropped. “You liked it.”

Hugh let his forehead rest against hers. “I liked the way you pretended not to notice. The way you leaned back in your chair, just a little.” His hand slid lower, grazing her hip. “We’ve talked about this enough times, Sof. It’s not a secret anymore.”

She let out a soft laugh, the kind that said you know me too well. It wasn’t the first conversation. Not even the tenth. They had danced around it for months. In bed. Over wine on the balcony overlooking Lake Ontario. Once in hushed whispers in the back of an Uber after a friend’s engagement party. The fantasy had grown from a whisper to a comfortable, electric presence between them.

“Yeah, it’s not exactly a secret anymore,” she agreed, her voice barely above a whisper. “But we’ve never said soon before.”

Hugh’s eyes met hers. He was a consultant now, after selling his second startup, but the sharp decisiveness of his tech years still lived in him. “Okay,” he said quietly. “Soon. I don’t know how. I don’t know who. But I want to.”

Sofia’s breath caught. She pulled him closer, her nails grazing his back. “I’ve been waiting for you to say that.”

He kissed her again. Slower this time. With more intention. Outside, a streetcar bell chimed faintly on Queen’s Quay. Inside, the sheets twisted around their legs as his hand found the hem of her tank top.

She tilted her head back against the pillow, smiling. “We’re really going to think about this.”

“We’re really going to think about it,” he agreed, his voice warm against her neck.

They stayed like that for a long while. Kissing. Touching. Letting the idea sit between them like something fragile and exciting. No promises. No plan. Just the two of them, holding onto the edge of a thought they weren't quite ready to let go of. Not yet. Maybe soon. Maybe not.

But the thought was there. And for now, that was enough.
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Chapter 2: The Gym
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The condo gym sat on the tenth floor, a sleek room of rubber floors, floor-to-ceiling mirrors, and equipment that looked more like sculpture than exercise machines. A row of treadmills faced the windows, offering a postcard view of the city's towers and the grey slice of lake beyond the harbour. Hugh had used this room hundreds of times, always alone, always focused. Sofia preferred the yoga studio down the hall or the outdoor track at the nearby community centre. They worked out differently. They always had.

This morning, Hugh was on minute thirty-two of a forty-five minute run. His deep brown hair was damp at the temples, his breath steady, his pace a metronome. The treadmill hummed beneath his feet. A podcast played in his ears but he had stopped listening ten minutes ago. His mind had drifted, as it often did on the longer runs, to Sofia.

He thought about the way she looked this morning. The curve of her hip beneath the sheet. The way she had smiled when he kissed her. The way her voice dropped low when she said soon. He pushed his pace a little faster, just from the memory. She had always been good motivation. Before they were married, during the exhausting final year of his second startup, he would picture her waiting for him at home, and it would get him through the worst days. Now it got him through the last ten minutes of a treadmill run.

He was at minute thirty-eight when the door to the gym opened.

Hugh glanced at the mirror in front of him, not turning his head. A tall man walked in. Latino, broad shouldered, with a jaw that could cut glass. He wore charcoal grey training shorts and a sleeveless shirt that showed off arms thick from serious lifting. His skin was warm brown, his hair dark and short on the sides, slightly longer on top. He had earbuds in, and his phone in some contraption strapped to his bicep. He looked like he belonged on a magazine cover or a movie poster.

The man nodded once toward the room in general, not at Hugh specifically, just a reflexive acknowledgement of another person in the space. Hugh nodded back. That was it.

The man chose a treadmill two machines down from Hugh. He stepped on, punched a few buttons, and began to run. His form was good. Easy. Like the movement cost him nothing.

Hugh focused back on his own screen. Minute forty-one. He was almost done.

But his mind was no longer on his pace or his breathing. It was on Sofia. And on the man two treadmills away.

He realized he had seen this guy before. Once in the lobby, maybe. Another time near the mail room. A tall, quiet presence that had registered somewhere in the back of Hugh's mind and then vanished. He must be new to the building. Or at least new enough that Hugh had not learned his name or his face until now.

The thought arrived quietly, then grew loud.

Sofia was Hispanic. Raised in Canada, yes, but her family was Colombian. Her abuela still sent her recipe for arepas in the group chat. She laughed in Spanish when she talked to her mother on the phone. Hugh was white. Born in Oakville. Dirty blond as a kid, though his hair had darkened over the years. He had never thought of their relationship as interracial in any complicated way. It was just them. Sofia and Hugh. But seeing this man, this tall, handsome, muscular Latino man running so easily beside him, something clicked.

It might be hot. For Sofia. For him too.

The fantasy had always been abstract before. A shape without a face. But now there was a face. A body. A man who looked like he could be from her world, who shared something Hugh never could. Not just the language or the recipes or the inside jokes about Colombian Christmas traditions. Something deeper. A mirror.

Hugh finished his run at forty-five minutes on the dot. He slowed to a walk, his heart still pounding, and he was not entirely sure it was from the cardio. He wiped down the machine with the spray bottle and paper towel provided. He did not look at the other man again. He grabbed his water bottle, his phone, his towel, and moved to the weight section.

He lifted for another twenty minutes. Pull ups. Rows. Curls. He went through the motions on autopilot, his body remembering what to do while his mind stayed upstairs in the penthouse, imagining how he might describe this man to Sofia. The shoulders. The jaw. The way he ran like he owned the ground beneath him.

When he finished, he racked the dumbbells and headed for the door. The other man was still running, his face calm, his earbuds still in. They did not speak. They did not make eye contact. Hugh stepped into the hallway and the door hissed shut behind him.

The elevator ride up to the twenty-fourth floor felt longer than usual. His skin was warm. His pulse had not settled. He was not thinking about a shower or a protein shake or anything sensible. He was thinking about Sofia. About the way she would look at him when he told her. About the question he had not yet asked but could already feel forming on his tongue.

He pressed the key fob to the door and stepped inside. The condo was quiet. Sofia was probably still in bed.

He smiled.
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Chapter 3: The Idea
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Hugh found Sofia in the kitchen, barefoot on the cool concrete floor, pouring coffee into a thick ceramic mug. She wore one of his old t-shirts and nothing else. Her dark hair was still messy from the morning. She looked up when he walked in and smiled.

"You're back early," she said. "I thought you'd be gone another hour."

"Cut my run short." He leaned against the counter beside her. "Well. Not short. But I didn't lift as long as usual."

Sofia raised an eyebrow. She knew him too well. "Something on your mind?"

He took a breath. They had talked about the fantasy before, many times, in fact, but it was abstract and distant. This felt different. This felt like the first real step.

"Yeah," he said. "There's something I want to tell you."

She set down her mug and turned to face him fully, curious. "I'm listening."

Hugh told her about the gym. The tenth floor. The treadmill. The man who had walked in near the end of his run. He described him carefully. Tall. Broad shoulders. Dark hair, short on the sides. A jaw that could cut glass. He mentioned the way the man ran, easy and effortless, like the movement cost him nothing.

"And here's the thing," Hugh said, his voice lower now. "He was Latino. Hispanic. I’m not sure where exactly he was from. I couldn't say for sure. But close enough, anyway."

Sofia's expression shifted. Her eyes widened just a fraction. "You're serious."

"I'm serious."

"You saw a hot guy in the gym and you came straight home to tell me about him?"

Hugh smiled. "I came straight home to tell you I think maybe I found our guy."

She let out a small laugh, half surprised, half delighted. Her fingers found the collar of his sweaty shirt and played with the fabric. "Our guy," she repeated, tasting the words. "You've never pointed someone out before. Not like this."

"I've never seen anyone worth pointing out before. So yeah."

Sofia bit her lower lip. He knew that tell. She was thinking. Imagining. He could see it happening behind her eyes.

"You said he was Hispanic," she said slowly. "Like... how Hispanic?"

"Warm brown skin. Dark hair. Good jaw. Fit. Very fit." Hugh let his hand rest on her hip. "Why? Does that matter to you?"

She tilted her head, a teasing smile spreading across her face. "Maybe. A little. You know I love you, obviously. But I’ve also always been attracted to Hispanic men. Maybe it’s because of a similar culture. Maybe it’s because I grew up with them. I don’t know." She paused. "Someone who gets the jokes. Who doesn't need things explained."

Hugh nodded. He understood completely. That was exactly what he had thought in the gym. A mirror. Someone from her world.

"You're not jealous?" she asked.

"I'm something," he admitted. "But not jealous. Excited. Turned on, honestly. Thinking about you with someone like that." He let the sentence hang.

Sofia stepped closer, her body nearly touching his. "So let me get this straight. You want me to sleep with another man. A tall, handsome, muscular Latino man you found in our building's gym."

"I want us to explore this together," he said. "However that looks. However you want it to look. I want us to have a threesome. Your dream threesome, and then maybe, my dream threesome. With two women. And maybe if we decide we like them, we can do them more than just once. Whatever feels right."

She let out a low laugh, warm and a little wicked. "Both kinds! You've really thought about this."

"Maybe once or twice."

"Liar." She poked his chest. "You've thought about it a hundred times."

He didn't deny it.

Sofia pulled back just enough to look him in the eye. Her expression softened, the teasing giving way to something more serious. "You keep saying 'we.' But Hugh. I don't even know who this guy is. I've never seen him. You haven't talked to him. He could be a jerk. He could be married. He could be completely uninterested."

"He could be," Hugh agreed. "Or he could be exactly what we've been waiting for. We won't know until we try."

She was quiet for a moment. Then she smiled. "You really trust your instincts that much?"

"I trust you that much." He cupped her face in his hands. "If you're not sure, we forget the whole thing. No pressure. No expectations. Just us."

But Sofia shook her head slowly, that familiar spark lighting up her eyes. "I'm sure. I trust your judgement, Hugh. You've never steered me wrong." She paused, letting her hand slide down his chest, her fingers hooking into the waistband of his shorts. "Besides. I want to try it so badly, it probably wouldn't matter who the guy was." Sofia let out an involuntary giggle after she spoke.

Hugh's breath caught. He could feel his pulse moving lower, his body responding to her words and her touch and the way she was looking at him. His arousal was impossible to miss, and he made no effort to hide it.

"You're a naughty girl," he said, his voice rough.

Sofia grinned. "Maybe. But wouldn’t that make you a naughty boy, too?" Sofia shot him a quick wink.

“Definitely,” Hugh said back, smiling all the while.

She pulled him down by the collar and kissed him. Deep and slow and full of promise. He pressed her back against the counter, one hand bracing the marble, the other tangled in her dark hair. The coffee grew cold on the counter. Neither of them cared.

When they finally broke apart, both breathing hard, Sofia whispered against his lips. "So. What's his name?"

Hugh laughed. "I don't know yet. But I'm going to find out."

Sofia broke out into laughter. Then Hugh did, too.

It was ridiculous, yes. But also sexy.

Super, super sexy.
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Chapter 4: How To Do This...
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Hugh lay awake that night, Sofia asleep beside him, her bare shoulder rising and falling with each slow breath. The city lights filtered through their large, bedroom windows, casting soft shadows across the ceiling. He should have been tired. He was not.

His mind kept circling the same question. How does a person do this without coming off as a weirdo? A creep? A predator?

There was no handbook for this. No polite script. He could not exactly knock on every door on every floor asking if a tall, handsome Latino man lived there. That was the plot of a bad romantic comedy or the first step toward a restraining order. He also could not lurk around the mailroom hoping to bump into him. That was how stalkers got started.

He turned onto his back and stared at the ceiling.

The smart play, he decided, was patience. He did not know the man's name. He did not know his unit number. And honestly, that might be a good thing. It forced Hugh to wait. To let it happen naturally, if it happened at all. No scheming. No weirdness. Just two guys in the same building, using the same gym, crossing paths eventually.

So that was the plan. He would talk to him the next chance he got. The gym. The mailroom. The elevator. Wherever. He would introduce himself like a normal person. And then, if the moment felt right, he would make the ask.

If it never felt right, he would let it go.

Sofia sighed in her sleep and curled closer to him. Hugh wrapped an arm around her and closed his eyes. The plan was not much of a plan. But it was something.

—
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THREE WEEKS PASSED. Then four.

Hugh saw the guy from the gym in different places around the building a handful of times. Once in the lobby, collecting a package. Once near the elevators, talking on his phone in rapid Spanish that Hugh could not follow. A few times in the gym, always at odd hours, always focused, always leaving before Hugh could work up the nerve to say more than a nod.

But on a grey Tuesday morning in late November, the timing finally aligned.

Hugh was midway through his second set of bench presses, the barbell steady in his hands, when the door opened. He glanced up. The man walked in, wearing black training shorts and a grey tank top that showed off his shoulders. He nodded at Hugh. Hugh nodded back.

The attractive stranger headed for the treadmill. Hugh finished his set, racked the barbell, and sat up. His heart was pounding and not from the exercise.

Now or never, he thought.

He stood, crossed the rubber floor, and stopped a few feet from the treadmill. The man had not started running yet. He was adjusting his earbuds, his phone in his hand. He looked up when Hugh approached.

Hugh pulled out his own earbud and smiled. "Hey. Sorry to interrupt."

The man raised an eyebrow but did not look annoyed. Just curious. "Yeah?"

"I'm Hugh," Hugh said, extending a hand. "I live in the building. Twenty-fourth floor. I've seen you around a few times and figured I should introduce myself."

Armando shook his hand. His grip was firm, confident. "Armando. Fifteenth floor. Been here about six months."

"Nice to officially meet you," Hugh said, happy to finally know his name. "What’s your background, by the way?"

Armando laughed. "Oh, I’m from Argentina. Buenos Aires, more specifically. Moved here for work a few years ago. You?"

"Born in Oakville, so not far at all. Been in the city about twelve years now." Hugh paused. His pulse was racing. This was the moment. He could feel the window closing. "Listen, I know this is going to sound weird. Really weird. And I promise I'm not a creep. But I have a question for you."

Armando's expression shifted. Cautious now. "Okay."

Hugh took a breath. "I'm married. My wife's name is Sofia. She's Colombian. Beautiful. Fit. Smart. The whole package." He stopped. This was harder than he had imagined. "We've been talking for a while about trying something new. Something adventurous. And we've been looking for a guy to... get involved. With both of us. A threesome."

The word hung in the air between them.

Armando stared at him. His face was unreadable. For a long moment, he said nothing. Then he blinked. "You're serious right now?"

Hugh's heart hammered against his ribs. He had just stepped in it. He was sure of it. Any second now, Armando would call him a pervert. Or worse, file a complaint with the building management. Sexual harassment. Inappropriate conduct. His name on some list. He’d never be able to use the gym again. They might have to move. He could already imagine Sofia's face when he told her how badly he had botched this.

"I'm serious," Hugh said, his voice quieter than he intended. "And I'm sorry if this is out of line. I just... I didn't know how else to do this. I thought if I didn't ask, I'd always wonder."

Armando was quiet for another few seconds, as though he were completely unresponsive.

Then he smiled.

It was a slow, easy smile, the kind that reached his eyes. He shook his head, almost laughing. "Man. I have lived in this building for six months and no one has ever said anything like that to me in the gym!"

Hugh let out a breath he did not know he was holding, and began to laugh. "So you're not going to punch me?"

"Not today." Armando leaned against the treadmill, crossing his arms and laughing with him. His posture had shifted from cautious to curious. Relaxed, even. "So. Your wife. Sofia, you said. Colombian."

"Yeah."

"She knows you're asking random guys in the gym to sleep with her?"

Hugh laughed nervously. "To sleep with us. And yes, she knows. She's the one who said yes. Honestly, she's probably more excited than I am."

Armando considered this. Then he uncrossed his arms and tilted his head. "Okay. I'll bite. Have any pics of her?"

Hugh's stomach flipped. He pulled out his phone, scrolled to his favourites folder, and turned the screen toward Armando. The first photo was from their last vacation. Sofia on a beach in Tulum, wearing a white bikini, her dark hair blowing across her face, laughing at something Hugh had said. The second was a candid shot of her at a dinner party, dressed up in a green silk dress, a glass of wine in her hand. The third was a simple selfie of her making a silly face, no makeup, just Sofia being Sofia.

Armando took the phone from Hugh's hand. He scrolled slowly, studying each photo. His expression was hard to read, but his eyes lingered. After a moment, he handed the phone back.

"She's beautiful," he said. "Really beautiful."

Hugh nodded. "Yeah. She is."

Armando was quiet for a few seconds. Then he smiled again, wider this time. "Alright. Sure. I'd be down to have some fun with her."

Hugh felt his face grow warm. He was blushing. Actually blushing, like a teenager. He could not remember the last time that had happened.

He was giddy.
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Chapter 5: But Only Alone
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The next words out of Armando’s mouth absolutely shocked Hugh.

“Yeah, I’m happy to get with her, man, but only by ourselves. Just the two of us. I don’t do threesomes.”

Hugh felt the wind fall completely out of his sails.

“Oh, really? You wouldn’t even consider it?” Hugh asked.

“Nah, I don’t think so. It’s just not my thing,” Armando answered.

“Oh... well, okay then. I think I’m gonna have to think about it. Me and the wife are gonna have to have a chat about all this.”

Armando nodded. “That makes sense. Do you want to take my number in case you guys are still interested?”

“Yeah, uh, sure!” Hugh agreed, pulling out his phone so that Armando could add his number.

Armando typed in his name and his digits, before handing the phone back to Hugh. “Well, guess maybe I’ll see you around, then!” Armando chuckled, softly.

“Yeah, for sure. See you around!” Hugh said, as he went to grab some paper towels and a spray bottle to clean off his machine. Armando popped his earbuds back in and started his run. And once Hugh had cleaned up, he headed back up to his unit.

He had no idea what he was going to say to Sofia.

—
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THE PLACE WAS MOSTLY quiet, except for the TV in the background as Hugh returned to their condo.

Sofia was doing something in the kitchen, half-watching the show playing in the living room.

“Hey hun,” Hugh called out.

“Oh, hey baby!” Sofia called back, coming to greet him. Nearly right away, she could see something in his face. “Oh no... what happened? Is something wrong?”

Sofia hadn’t the slightest clue that Hugh had just run into Armando. And now, he’d have to break the news to her.

“Oh, I mean, nothing is terribly wrong. I just ran into Armando...” Hugh trailed off.

“Who?” Sofia asked, not knowing who Armando was.

“Armando. That’s his name. The hot guy from the gym.”

“Oh, you did? You saw him again? Did you chat with him? What happened?” Sofia was firing off questions far more rapidly than Hugh could possibly answer them.

“Yeah, I saw him, and yes, we talked,” Hugh started. “But I’m afraid I have some bad news...”

“What is it?” she asked.

“He isn’t into threesomes...”

“Oh,” Sofia said, sounding a little disappointed.

“But he’d be willing to get with you, one on one.”

“Wait, what?” Sofia asked.

“Yeah. He said he’d be down if you wanted to fuck him, but just him. I couldn’t be involved.”

Then, Sofia surprised him.

“And what did you say? What did you think about that?”

“Wait, would you actually be interested?” he asked her.

“Well, maybe. I don’t know! So what did you tell him?”

“I told him I wasn’t sure, and that we’d have to talk about it.”

“Oh, okay,” Sofia responded. Neither of them were exactly sure how to proceed.

“So, it sounds like you’d be interested in it?” Hugh asked again for confirmation.

“Well, maybe, but only if you were okay with it, honey! I’m obviously not going to do it behind your back,” she reassured him.

“Well, that’s good to hear,” Hugh said, managing a half-hearted smile. “But I’m not sure how I’d feel about it.”

“I think that’s okay,” Sofia said. “This wasn’t exactly what we were expecting.”

“No, definitely not.” Hugh agreed.

“So, let’s talk about it, though. How would you feel? Is there anything I could do, or we could do, to make you comfortable with something like that?”

Hugh couldn’t believe Sofia was asking him this question. It was starting to feel like she wanted to go through with it, no matter what. But Hugh didn’t want to accuse her of that after she’d just reassured him.

“Well, I don’t know, sweetie. I think I’d rather be there.”

“I think that’s fair. We don’t have to do it honey. I just wanted to know your thoughts and what your boundaries were,” Sofia said, as she reached out to take Hugh’s hand.

“Thanks, hun,” Hugh said, gripping her hand more tightly now.

But the more Hugh thought about it, the more he started to become interested.

He’d always been into porn and all sorts of different scenes. And one particular trope he did sort of like, was when one partner walked in on the other, fucking someone else.

The more he thought about it, the more flustered he started to become. He started thinking he should say it. Express interest in it. While it wasn’t quite a threesome, and probably was a non-starter, at least she’d know he was into it, Hugh thought to himself.

“Well, the only way I think it could work,” Hugh began, “is if we planned a date, and you two started fucking here in our apartment before I got here, and then I walked in on you.” Hugh couldn’t stop himself from blushing now. He could hardly believe the words out of his own mouth.

“Wait, you’d be into that?” Sofia asked, a little surprised.

“Yeah. But only if I got to hang around and watch. Or maybe take pictures or something.”

Sofia nodded, quietly. A few moments passed, before she said, “Yeah, I could do that.”

“So you’d be down for that? For me to be right there with you, but not quite join in?”

“Yeah, I mean, it sounds like it could be fun, right? It’s not quite a threesome, but it’s the next best thing.”

Hugh started to feel a bit embarrassed. “I don’t think he’d go for it, though.”

“Well, we could always ask him. And if he says no, he says no. That’s all we can do, right?”

Hugh nodded again, slower this time. The nerves were really returning to him. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea.

“Okay, but I mean, assuming he says yes... could our next threesome be with you, me, and another woman? That’s what I’d want in return. And obviously, this would just be a one-time thing with Armando, right?”

“Yeah, of course, honey! We can do that. Yes to both,” Sofia nodded.

“Okay... I guess it couldn’t hurt to ask him,” said Hugh.

He wasn’t sure if he was more aroused, or more nervous. Part of him felt like throwing up. The other part felt like he was about to have the time of his life.
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Chapter 6: Definitely Okay With It
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The next few days passed in a strange haze. Hugh answered emails. He sat through a client call. He made himself a sandwich for lunch and barely tasted it. His mind kept drifting back to the gym, to Armando's number sitting in his phone, to Sofia's quiet yes.

That evening, curled up on the leather chaise with a glass of red wine, Sofia brought it up again.

"So you're really okay with this?" she asked. "The walking in thing? Me and him alone, and then you showing up?"

Hugh set down his wine and turned to face her. "I've been thinking about it all day. And yeah. I think I am. Definitely okay with it."

Sofia studied his face, looking for hesitation. She found none.

"You're sure?"

"I'm sure." He took her hand. "But I have one condition. I need to know you're definitely okay with it too. No hesitation. No doing this just because you think I want it."

Sofia smiled, soft and warm. "Hugh. I've been thinking about it too. And I want to do this. But I need something first."

"Name it."

"I need to meet him. Before anything happens. Just the three of us, somewhere casual. Coffee or something. I need to look him in the eye and decide for myself if I'm comfortable."

Hugh nodded. That was fair. More than fair. "Okay. I'll text him."

"Can you text him tonight?"

"Sure, baby. I’ll text him tonight."

“You promise?”

“I promise, baby,” Hugh said, nodding as he made it.

—
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HUGH STARED AT HIS phone for a full five minutes before typing.

Hey Armando, it's Hugh from the gym. Sofia and I talked. She'd like to meet you first, if you're still interested. Coffee or tea at our place? Nothing crazy. Just a chat.

He hit send before he could talk himself out of it.

The response came less than a minute later.


Sure. When?



Hugh's heart jumped. He glanced at Sofia, who was watching him from the chaise. "He said yes. When do you want to do it?"

"Tomorrow? No point waiting."

Hugh typed back: Tomorrow evening after dinner? 8 o’clock?

Again, Armando responded quickly.

See you then.

—
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THE NEXT DAY DRAGGED like cold honey. Hugh cleaned the already clean kitchen. Sofia changed outfits three times before settling on dark jeans and a cream coloured blouse. Not trying too hard, she said. Just looking like herself.

At exactly eight p.m. there was a loud knock.

Hugh went to answer the door.

When the door opened out to the twenty-fourth corridor, there stood Armando carrying a small bag. He wore a simple navy sweater and dark wash jeans. He looked good. Effortless.

"Hey," Armando said, extending the bag. "Brought some medialunas. They're like croissants. Argentinian thing. Figured it couldn't hurt."

Sofia appeared behind Hugh, her hand finding his lower back. She was smiling. A real smile, not a nervous one.

"Thank you," she said, stepping forward. "I'm Sofia."

She hugged him.

Not a handshake. Not an awkward lean. A full, genuine hug. Armando looked briefly surprised, then relaxed into it, one arm wrapping around her.

"Nice to finally meet you," he said when they pulled apart. "Hugh didn't do you justice."

Sofia laughed. "Smooth."

"Just being honest."

They moved to the living room, the one with the floor-to-ceiling windows and the view of the lake. Sofia poured coffee. Hugh sliced into the medialunas, which were light and flaky and dusted with powdered sugar. They sat around the glass coffee table, the city sprawling beneath them.

The conversation started easy. Armando talked about Buenos Aires, about moving to Toronto for a finance job he did not love but did not hate. He asked about Sofia's family, about Colombia, about her abuela's cooking. He laughed at the right moments. He listened when Sofia talked. He did not check his phone once.

Hugh watched them together. The way Armando's eyes crinkled when he smiled. The way Sofia tucked her hair behind her ear when she was comfortable. They fit, in some strange way he could not quite name.

After forty-five minutes and a second round of coffee, Hugh decided it was time.

"So," he said, setting down his mug. "We should probably talk about the actual thing."

Armando nodded and smiled. "Figured that was coming."

Sofia reached over and squeezed Hugh's knee. A small signal. Go ahead.

Hugh took a breath. "The original idea was a threesome. All three of us together. But you said that's not your thing. I get it. No pressure."

Armando nodded again, waiting.

"So here's what I want instead." Hugh's voice was steady, though his pulse was not. "You and Sofia. Alone. But I walk in on you. After it starts. And then I stay. I watch. I don't join in. I just... witness it."

He let the words hang.

Armando's expression was unreadable. He glanced at Sofia, then back at Hugh. "You want to watch me with your wife?"

"Yes."

"And you're okay with that, Sofia?"

Sofia held his gaze. "I am. As long as Hugh is there. Even if he's not participating. I need him in the room."

Armando leaned back in his chair. He picked up his coffee, took a slow sip, and set it down again. The silence stretched. Hugh could hear his own heartbeat.

Then Armando smiled. The same slow, easy smile from the gym.

"Okay," he said. "I can do that."

Hugh blinked. "Really?"

"Really. It's not what I usually go for, but..." He shrugged. "You two are something else. And she's beautiful. And you're clearly not a creep." He pointed at Hugh. "Weird, maybe. But who isn’t a little weird?"

Sofia burst out laughing. Hugh felt the tension crack and fall away.

"So it's settled?" Sofia asked.

"It's settled," Armando said. "One condition from me, though."

Hugh's stomach tightened. "What's that?"

"No cameras. I'm not trying to end up on the internet."

Hugh nodded quickly. "Of course. No cameras. I promise."

Armando extended his hand. Hugh shook it. Then Sofia leaned over and hugged him again, this time with a little more warmth.

"When?" Armando asked.

They looked at each other. Sofia spoke first. "Thursday night?"

Hugh checked his phone. That was just two days from now. "Thursday works."

Armando stood, brushing powdered sugar from his jeans. "Thursday it is. Text me the time." He paused at the door. "And Hugh?"

"Yeah?"

"You're sure about this? Because once it happens, you can't unsee it."

Hugh swallowed. "I'm sure."

“Okay then,” Armando nodded, gave a small wave to Sofia, and stepped over to the door. They each said a quick goodbye to one another.

Then the door closed.

Hugh stood in the entranceway, staring at the wooden door. His chest felt tight. His hands were slightly damp. A voice in the back of his head was screaming. What have you done? What have you agreed to?

But another voice, quieter and lower, whispered something else.

This is going to be incredible.

He turned back to the condo. Sofia was leaning against the doorframe, watching him with a look he could not quite read. Curiosity. Excitement. Love.

"You okay?" she asked.

"I have no idea," he said honestly.

She took his hand and pulled him inside.

Hugh closed the door behind them and leaned against it. Thursday. Just two days. He had no idea if he had just made the greatest mistake of his life or the most exciting decision he would ever make.

Maybe both.

He guessed he was about to find out.
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Chapter 7: The Date
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Wednesday night arrived slower than any night Hugh could remember. He had spent the day on back-to-back client calls, answering the same questions in different ways, smiling into his camera until his face hurt. Sofia had been quiet, which was unusual. She was thinking. Planning. He could feel it.

They ordered Thai food and ate on the couch, the TV playing something neither of them watched. When the plates were cleared, Sofia stood up and stretched.

"I'm going to try some things on," she said. "For tomorrow. Do you want to help?"

Hugh's stomach flipped. "Yeah. Of course."

She disappeared into the bedroom and emerged twenty minutes later with an armful of dresses. She laid them across the chaise one by one. A green silk number she had worn to a wedding last year. A black cocktail dress. A cream coloured sundress that was too casual. And then, at the bottom of the pile, a burgundy dress.

She held it up.

"This one?"

Hugh's breath caught. The dress was deep red, almost wine coloured, with a neckline that dipped just enough and a hem that stopped above the knee. It was elegant. Confident. Sexy without trying too hard.

"That one," he said. "Definitely that one."

Sofia smiled. "Yeah. I thought so too." She set it aside and pulled out a pair of black high heels. Simple. Strappy. The kind that made her legs look a mile long. "These?"

"Absolutely."

She laid the dress and shoes on the back of the chaise and turned to face him. She could see something in his face. The tightness around his eyes. The way his jaw was set.

"You're nervous," she said.

"A little."

"More than a little." She stepped closer and took his hands. "Talk to me."

Hugh exhaled. "I don't know. I keep thinking about tomorrow. What it'll be like. How I'll feel when I walk in. What if I hate it? What if I love it too much? What if something goes wrong?"

Sofia squeezed his hands. "Then we stop. We’ll talk about it. We’ll figure it out together. That's the deal, remember?"

He nodded. "I remember."

She held his gaze for a moment, then tilted her head toward the bedroom. "Come here. I want you to help me with something."

He followed her to the walk-in closet, where her underwear drawer sat open. Black lace. Nude cotton. A few colourful pieces she never wore. She gestured to the drawer.

"Pick something out. For tomorrow."

Hugh blinked. "You want me to pick your underwear?"

"I want you to be part of this. Even if you're not... you know. In the room for that part." She smiled softly. "Maybe it'll help calm you down."

He looked at the drawer. His fingers brushed through the fabric, stopping on a black thong and a matching black bra. Simple. Classic. No lace, no frills. Just elegant.

"These," he said.

Sofia took them from his hand and held them up. "Good choice." She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek, letting her lips linger. "Tomorrow is going to be fun. You'll see."

He wanted to believe her. He really did.

They climbed into bed around eleven. Sofia fell asleep within minutes, her breathing slow and even. Hugh lay beside her, staring at the ceiling, his heart racing. He replayed the conversation with Armando. The way he had said you can't unsee it. The way Sofia had looked at him for nearly that entire coffee date, or chat, or whatever it was.

He closed his eyes, then opened them again. He checked his phone. 12:15 a.m. Then 1:03 a.m. Then 2:20 a.m.

He did not sleep much that night.

—
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THURSDAY MORNING CAME too fast and not fast enough.

Hugh put on a suit. Not because he had to. He worked from home ninety percent of the time. But today he was going into the office. He needed the excuse to work late. He needed the cover story.

Sofia was still in bed when he left, wrapped in the white linen, her dark hair spread across the pillow. She opened one eye when he kissed her forehead.

"Good luck today," she murmured.

"See you tonight," he said.

He did not say I love you like he usually did. It felt too heavy. Too final. He said it anyway, quietly, and she smiled.

The office was quiet. He answered emails. He reviewed a contract. He stared at his screen and typed the same sentence three times before deleting it. His phone buzzed around ten thirty.

Thinking about you.

He smiled and typed back. Thinking about you too.

What are you wearing?

He laughed. A classic Sofia move. A suit. Boring.

Take it off.

I'm at work.

So?

The texts continued through the day. A slow drip of heat. She told him she had shaved her legs. That she had taken a long bath. That she was already feeling aroused just thinking about tonight.

At one o'clock, a photo arrived. Her underwear laid out on the bed. The black thong and black bra he had chosen. No context. Just the fabric on the white sheets.

Getting ready, she wrote.

Hugh's mouth went dry.

At two thirty, another photo. Sofia in front of the bathroom mirror, wearing only a towel, her hair damp. She was smiling. Innocent and wicked at the same time.

Almost ready, she wrote.

At three fifteen, the last photo. Sofia in the burgundy dress. The black heels. Her hair done, her makeup perfect. She looked like a movie star. She looked like his wife. She looked like someone about to do something unforgettable.

How do I look?

Hugh stared at the photo for a full minute before typing. Beautiful. So beautiful.

Wish you were here.

Soon, he wrote. Soon.

She sent a heart emoji. Then nothing.

He left the office at five, claiming he had finished what he needed. He grabbed dinner alone at a small Italian place near the office, a bowl of pasta he barely tasted. His phone sat on the table beside his water glass. Dark. Silent.

He checked it at six thirty. No new messages.

He checked it at six forty-five. Nothing.

He paid the bill and walked to his car. The evening air was cool, the sky a deep blue fading to black. He sat in the driver's seat for a moment, gripping the steering wheel, his phone in his hand.

Seven o'clock.

He sent her a text. Hey. How are you feeling?

Nothing.

He waited five minutes. Sent another. Everything okay?

Nothing.

He knew. Somewhere deep in his chest, he knew. The date had already started. Sofia was no longer looking at her phone. She was looking at Armando. She was laughing. She was pouring wine. She was crossing her legs in that burgundy dress.

Hugh started the car and pulled out of the parking lot. His hands were steady on the wheel, but his heart was pounding. He had twenty minutes to get home. Twenty minutes to walk into his own apartment and watch his wife with another man.

He had never been more terrified in his life.

He had also never been more aroused.

He drove faster than he should have.
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Chapter 8: The Show
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Hugh hurried from the car to the elevator in the garage.

He pressed the ‘Up’ button just as quickly as he could.

When it finally showed up, he blasted the ‘24’ button again and again.

His heart raced. It felt as though it might pop out of his ears.

He wondered if what he thought was happening was actually happening.

He was having difficulty picturing it. Imagining it. He knew what sex looked like, sure. But he’d never seen Sofia like that. He’d always been with her. Inside her. On top of her. But now, it’d be someone else.

The elevator climbed. Floors ticked by in glowing numbers. Twelve. Fifteen. Eighteen. Twenty-one. Each one felt slower than the last. He checked his phone again. No new messages. Not that he expected any.

Twenty-four.

The doors slid open and he stepped into the corridor. The lighting was dim, the way it always was after eight. His footsteps echoed off the polished floors. He passed two doors. Three. Then his own.

He stopped.

Through the door, he could hear music. Low. Soft. Something with a Latin beat, barely audible from the hallway. Sofia had put on music. Of course she had. She always did when she was setting a mood.

Hugh unlocked the door as quietly as he could. The lock clicked. He pushed the door open and stepped inside.

The entryway was dark, but light spilled from the living room. Candles. She had lit candles. The glass coffee table held two wine glasses and an almost empty bottle of red. Sofia's heels were kicked off near the couch. Armando's shoes were beside them.

Hugh's mouth went dry.

He moved forward, careful to step where he knew the floor would not creak. The music grew louder as he approached the hallway. A soft salsa, something romantic and slow. He could hear voices now. Low murmurs. A laugh. Sofia's laugh, but breathier than usual.

Then the laughter stopped.

He reached the bedroom door. It was open just a crack, light from the bedside lamp spilling through. Hugh pressed himself against the wall and peered inside.

They were naked.

Sofia's burgundy dress was a puddle of fabric on the floor. Her black bra and thong lay beside it. Armando's sweater and jeans were draped over the chair in the corner. The sheets were tangled, half pulled from the mattress.

Sofia was on top of him, her bare skin golden in the lamplight. Her dark hair fell forward, brushing against Armando's chest. His hands rested on her hips, fingers pressing into her curves. They were not moving, or if they were, just barely so. It looked as though they were just breathing. Just looking at each other.

Then Sofia lowered her mouth to his.

Hugh watched from the hallway, his hand flat against the wall, his heart pounding so loudly he was certain they could hear it.

He had arrived.

And he could not look away.
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THE BEDROOM DOOR CREAKED open, revealing exactly what Hugh had been anticipating, yet nothing could have prepared him for the raw reality of it. There was his wife Sofia, her back arched and head thrown back in ecstasy, riding Armando's massive cock in their king-sized bed. Her breasts bounced with each downward thrust, nipples hard and glistening with sweat. Armando's muscular Latino body glistened too, his hands gripping Sofia's hips as he guided her movements.

"Fuck, you feel so good," Sofia moaned, eyes half-closed in pleasure. Hugh's own cock throbbed in his pants as he watched. He could see Armando's thick shaft disappearing into his wife's pussy with every bounce, and Hugh couldn't tell if there was a condom involved—not that it mattered to his arousal.

"Look at you," Armando's deep voice rumbled. "Riding me like the desperate little slut you are." His hands moved from Sofia's hips to her ass, squeezing the flesh hard enough to make her yelp.

Hugh cleared his throat, and both heads turned toward him. Sofia's eyes widened with feigned shock, while Armando just smirked knowingly.

"Hugh! What... what are you doing home?" Sofia gasped, though she didn't stop moving on Armando's cock.

Armando chuckled darkly. "Caught us, did you? Your wife couldn't wait to get this dick." He punctuated his words with a sharp upward thrust that made Sofia cry out.

Hugh stepped further into the room, his eyes locked on the sight of his wife being filled by another man. "I... I had no idea," he managed, playing along with their scenario perfectly.

Sofia bit her lip playfully, looking between the two men. She continued her act, "Armando, maybe we should stop..."

"Stop?" Armando laughed, gripping her hips tighter. "We're just getting started." He suddenly flipped their positions, Sofia landing on her back with a soft thud as Armando rose above her, his massive cock glistening with her juices. "I want to fuck you now," he growled, and Hugh's eyes widened as he confirmed Armando was indeed bareback, his thick erection pulsing with need.

Armando grabbed Sofia's ankles and pushed her legs back, folding her nearly in half. "Watch this, Hugh," he commanded, positioning himself at her entrance. "Watch me fuck your wife properly."

He drove into her with one powerful stroke, making Sofia scream as his full length filled her. Hugh could see everything: Armando's thick shaft stretching Sofia wide, the way her pussy lips gripped him tightly with each withdrawal, how wet she was as her juices coated his cock.

"Harder," Sofia begged, her hands clutching at the sheets. "Fuck me harder."

Armando obliged, his movements becoming more aggressive, more dominant. He pulled out suddenly and flipped Sofia onto her hands and knees. "Face the wall," Armando commanded, his voice thick with dominance as he positioned Sofia just how he wanted. "Don't you dare look at him yet."

Sofia complied instantly, arching her back to present herself to Armando, as her body trembled with anticipation. Hugh watched from across the room, his own arousal straining against his pants as he saw Armando's bare, massive cock poised at his wife's entrance.

"Please," Sofia whimpered, pushing back toward him. "I need it. I need your cock inside me, Armando."

Armando chuckled darkly, his hand coming down hard on Sofia's ass cheek. The sharp smack echoed in the room, followed by Sofia's gasp. "Begging already? I knew you were a desperate little slut."

He entered her again from behind, his thrusts so powerful that the bed frame slammed against the wall with each stroke. The sounds of flesh meeting flesh filled the room, along with Sofia's increasingly desperate moans.

"You like that?" Armando grunted, his hands spanking her ass hard enough to leave red marks. "You like being fucked like this while your husband watches?"

"Yes! God, yes!" Sofia cried out, pushing back against him. "I love it! I love your big cock!"

Armando's hand came down on her ass again, harder this time. "Then show me how much you love it. Beg for it."

"Please, Armando, please fuck me harder," she sobbed, her voice thick with pleasure. "I need it so bad! Your cock feels so much better than..."

She didn't finish, but Hugh understood completely as he watched his wife being dominated by another man. He could see it in her eyes when she glanced back at Armando. Sofia didn’t want this to be a one-time thing. She was already addicted.

Armando's rhythm quickened, his breathing becoming more ragged. "Turn around," he commanded suddenly, pulling out and spinning Sofia to face Hugh directly. "I want him to see your face when I make you cum."

Sofia's eyes were glazed with lust as she looked at her husband while Armando re-entered her from behind. "He's so big, Hugh," she panted, her breasts swaying with each thrust. "He's stretching me so good."

Armando grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back. "Tell him what a naughty little slut you are," he demanded, his other hand reaching around to rub her clit.

"I'm a naughty little slut!" Sofia screamed, her body beginning to tremble. "I'm your slut, Armando! Fill me up!"

Hugh watched in awe as Armando's movements became even more intense, his muscular body flexing with each powerful thrust. Sofia's eyes rolled back as her orgasm hit, her body convulsing with pleasure.

“Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh shit!” Sofia cried out, moans breaking up her words.

"Look at your wife cumming on my dick," Armando grunted to Hugh, his own release approaching. "Watch me cover your pretty little wife."

With a final, deep thrust, Armando pulled out and stroked himself rapidly. Thick streams of cum erupted from his cock, splashing across Sofia's back, her ass, and even into her hair. Some landed on the sheets beside her, marking their territory. He continued until he was empty, leaving Sofia dripping with his release.

"Fuck," Armando breathed, running his fingers through the cum on Sofia's back. "Look at this mess."

“Oh my God,” Sofia groaned.

Before any of them knew it, Sofia collapsed onto the bed, her body still trembling from her orgasm. Hugh's own arousal was painfully evident as he watched his wife covered in another man's cum, her satisfaction obvious in every line of her body.

Armando leaned down to whisper in Sofia's ear, "Next time, maybe we'll let him join in properly." He glanced at Hugh with a smirk. "Or maybe not."

Sofia simply moaned and smirked in response, too spent to form words as she lay there, marked and satisfied in a way Hugh had never seen before.

Armando grinned at Hugh, his smile stretching from ear to ear.

Hugh could feel his heart in his throat, as he took one big gulp.

Then, Sofia looked up at him. Smiling, tired and exhausted, but completely satisfied.

This had been so sexy for all of them. Every single one of them enjoyed it. Including Hugh.

And he knew they were going to want to do it again. They’d beg and plead and do whatever it took to get their way. And eventually, he’d probably cave, too.

And that’s when Hugh realized, perhaps it’d been a mistake to pick a hot, hung guy who lived right in their building.

But judging by the look in Sofia’s eyes, for her, this was all a dream come true.

It might’ve been the first time Hugh had shared her.

But deep down, he knew for certain, it surely wouldn’t be the last.
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If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on Goodreads or the platform you purchased this book from! It really helps small artists and creators like me to better understand my readers. I sincerely appreciate your time reading this book, and humbly ask you for an honest review. Thank you <3

-Ms Naughtee
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        Reese Callahan has always been a patient man. But patience has its limits.
He wants to be in charge. Completely. Relentlessly. He wants to dress his wife up, tell her what to do, and watch her obey.
And after five years together, he finally told his wife exactly what he needs.
Tiffany didn't hesitate. She'd been waiting for him to say it. She didn't run. She got on her knees.
Now Reese is about to take her somewhere they've never gone. A weekend built on trust, rules, and his total control. He'll choose what she wears. He'll decide what she does. And he'll prove to both of them what happens when a husband stops asking and starts commanding.
Experience hotwife play from the Dom's perspective. Watch through Reese's eyes as his gorgeous blonde wife surrenders completely—not to another man, but to him. Feel the power of saying the word and watching her obey. Discover why true dominance isn't about taking. It's about being given everything.
Scroll up and one-click Hotwife: A Sexy Short Story today. Nine chapters. Full consent. Total control. And a husband who finally gets exactly what he's always wanted.
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