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"I'm going to freshen up," Nora said to me.

"Okay," I replied.

"Keep your eyes open. Maybe we'll still find someone."

"Will do."

Instead of watching to see if anyone was interested in us, my eyes followed her path through the other guests. First along the bar and then along the edge of the dance floor, where the first couples had gathered in the last few minutes. Up to this point, it had been easy to keep her in sight with her blonde hair and bright red dress. But now she was obscured by a larger group, and I lost sight of her. I briefly spotted her again and saw Nora disappear through a door.

I sighed silently to myself, took a small sip of my beer, and looked around sheepishly. In my imagination, I had pictured all of this to be much simpler. By now, we would have found a suitable couple and would soon be doing things that no one who knew us by our full names could ever have imagined.

A few months ago, even in our wildest dreams, I - Paul Haas - and my beautiful wife Nora would never have seen ourselves at an event like this. But then, within a few weeks, we came to the conclusion that our marriage could do with a breath of fresh air.

After eighteen years during which our daily lives had been heavily shaped by family, Nora and I suddenly had a lot of time to ourselves again. Our twins had moved out for university, and although they had needed us less and less in recent years, their departure still felt like a huge turning point. We could have held onto cherished family traditions like Pizza Sundays, movie nights, and nature hikes—and we still did some of those things, albeit not as often. But with just the two of us, it simply wasn’t the same, and so we suddenly found ourselves with an unusual amount of time and a freedom we had almost forgotten.

Of course, we had tried a few things. Without constantly having to consider our two permanent housemates, we could, for example, have sex whenever we wanted. Accordingly, in the first weeks of our newfound freedom, we took the initiative more often—and not just on Saturday nights, as had become routine after twenty years of marriage. But half an hour passes by pretty quickly, and there’s still a lot of the day left.

It wasn’t that we were no longer interested in sex or that our sexual desire had completely vanished. But the great excitement and tension were no longer there either. We were a well-oiled team that didn’t have the drive to explore each other anew.

We could have turned to porn or sex toys to revitalize our sex life. I don't know what possessed us to take such a big and, by our standards, crazy step.

In our search for inspiration, we came across a YouTube video that dealt in detail with how long-term couples could revive their sex life after ten or twenty years. A key suggestion in this video was to open up the relationship.

We are actually two very sensible people, and the adventures in our lives so far have almost all been carefully planned out. Perhaps that was exactly what appealed to us: an adventure that carried real risks—risks that we found difficult to assess.

Of course, we had also considered possible dangers. These were also covered in the video: jealousy, loss of trust, and the danger of developing feelings for someone else were the main points. However, my biggest fear wasn’t mentioned: What if we ran into someone we already knew that night? A coworker, neighbors, or the parents of our children’s friends—this adventure had the potential to become extremely embarrassing. Fortunately, I hadn’t spotted any familiar faces so far.

Nora and I had gotten together when we were nineteen. Two years later, we got married, and just three months after that, we became parents of twins. Anyone who paid even the slightest attention in sex education classes would correctly conclude that unplanned offspring was the reason for our marriage at such a young age. Nevertheless, it was an absolute love match that I still don’t regret today. I’m convinced that under different circumstances, we would have taken the same step three or four years later at the latest.

However, there’s certainly another underlying reason that probably prompted us to take this bold step. We had gotten together very early and had almost all of our sexual experiences with each other. Moreover, we became parents at an age when many other young people were still exploring and gaining experiences. While we couldn’t make up for that, now, at around forty, trying something new and wild was extremely tempting—at least for me. Perhaps a late-onset midlife crisis also played a role.

The video had also offered a few recommendations on how to take the first steps toward an open relationship. It just so happened that one of the options presented was very close to us.

That’s exactly what had brought us to Artemis that evening—a mix between a bar and a club. According to the website, Tuesdays were usually a day off, but for this event, it was apparently worth opening for a few hours. Not surprising, given the rather hefty entrance fee of one hundred dollars per person.

To be clear: Artemis was not a swingers’ club. The video had also mentioned such establishments. The thought of walking around half-naked in such a club and watching other people in their activities made my wife and me shudder. Nothing of the sort would happen at Artemis. It was merely a gathering where interested people could get to know each other and then, if they liked, have fun together elsewhere.

It had all sounded very relaxed and uncomplicated. Nora and I had agreed that we would just have a look around and, during our initial conversations, we would mainly gather information and, at best, contacts for the future. Nothing was going to happen that evening that would tarnish our marriage vows.

Even my erotic daydreams of the past few days wouldn’t change that. In those, things had gone quite differently, and we had quickly found a couple with whom we got straight down to business. So far, however, we had found it difficult to make contact with the other guests. We probably wouldn’t even find ourselves in the awkward position of having to decline another couple for shared bedroom activities this evening.

Nevertheless, Nora had really dressed up. The red dress was new. She was also wearing thigh-high stockings. I had jokingly asked her who she was getting so dolled up for, since nothing was supposed to happen that evening. That question had backfired.

"For you," she had replied with a laugh, glancing at our bed. "I do hope the evening will at least be interesting enough for us to have some fun together later."

This meant that the two hundred euros that the entrance fee had cost us together was at least not completely thrown out of the window.

I looked at my watch and wondered how long Nora had been gone. Was it only five minutes or were we already approaching ten minutes? She had just wanted to freshen up.

Before I could worry any further, I spotted her. She was on her way back to me, circling a group of six. I finished my beer. I felt it was time to leave. I didn’t want to stand around here looking foolish any longer. Maybe we were both too shy for something like this.

I had only taken my eyes off Nora for a moment. When I looked back at her, she had already halved the distance between us. Beside her walked a man who towered over her by at least two heads. They moved in unison, as if they belonged together and were pursuing a common goal. Finally, they stopped directly in front of me. I could only gaze at them with a hint of doubt and irritation. I had actually already mentally written off the evening.

"Good evening, I’m Marcus," the man introduced himself, extending his hand to me. He was also a head taller than me. He must have been just under two meters tall. His warm brown skin and his accent-free American English led me to assume he was African American. Some might criticize me for classifying people so quickly, but I always found it easier to strike up conversations with other immigrants, since Nora and I had immigrated to the USA twelve years ago with our young family. Before this evening, that had been by far the biggest leap into the unknown we had ever dared to take.

"Hello, Paul." Immediately after the brief introduction, my questioning gaze shifted to Nora.

"Marcus noticed that we’ve been standing around here alone for quite a while. He hasn’t really found any connections either."

"Most people here seem to have known each other for a long time," said Marcus. "It’s hard to break in as a newcomer. We newcomers have to stick together."

Nora smiled contentedly. "Absolutely," she agreed. "I wouldn’t have wanted to stand around here much longer either. Somehow, I had expected a bit more organization."

"One hundred dollars per person for little effort," I added, not hiding my dissatisfaction.

"Plus selling a few drinks and snacks," said Marcus. "That’s another way to make money."

Then I guess our journey home will have to wait a little longer, I thought silently, feeling almost a bit disappointed. In my mind, I had already been back home in our bedroom, slipping the straps of Nora’s dress off her shoulders and letting it glide gently to the floor, leaving her standing before me in just her lingerie and thigh-high stockings. The sight of her stockings that evening had reminded me once again how much they excited me—a pleasure I had seldom been able to enjoy in the past ten years. I would have loved to feel her beneath me now, still wearing those stockings.

Instead, Nora had surprised me so much by bringing along this stranger that it was only now slowly dawning on me that something was missing from our trio. Where was Marcus’s better half? There was no woman in sight behind them who looked as if she wanted to join us.

We had been in agreement that almost certainly nothing would happen this evening. If—and this was, at least in my mind, a really big, fat IF—anything were ever to come of this or any other evening, then only with another couple. In a partner swap, we would both get something out of it. And perhaps more importantly, neither of us could feel betrayed by the other. We were in this together. It would be difficult—and above all stupid—for one of us to blame the other for ending up in bed with someone else under such circumstances.

But now my wife had brought Marcus along, and even without asking, I immediately realized that he was here alone.

"Paul?" Nora nudged me gently, bringing me back to the here and now.

"Uh, what?" I asked.

"Marcus asked what you do for a living."

"I work in IT. Nothing special, boring stuff."

"Boring?" Marcus asked, feigning indignation. "Did you just call my work boring?"

Marcus also worked in the IT industry. My employer specialized in digital forensics, and my tasks included investigating digital traces and protecting sensitive data—often in cooperation with authorities or large companies. Marcus, on the other hand, came from cybersecurity, an area very close to my own work. However, after just one or two technical questions, it became clear to me that he was more from the management level and not one of those who type their fingers to the bone. I deliberately left my employer’s name unmentioned, because in my job you knew all too well how quickly you could otherwise be stripped of any anonymity.

"Uh, hello?" Nora asked. "I’m still here, you know."

"Ah, my apologies," Marcus said with a grin. "Perhaps not the best moment to talk about work."

"Apology accepted."

"May I make up for my faux pas with a round of drinks? Paul, a beer for you?"

"Uh, okay."

"Nora?"

"Wine, please."

"Coming right up."

Marcus headed to the bar, where, at almost two meters tall, he also towered over most of the other guests.

"How did you end up with him?" I asked.

"End up with him?" Nora retorted, as if I had attacked her personally.

"I didn’t mean it negatively. I just mean we’ve been here for a while without making any significant connections."

"He approached me. So far, he seems quite all right."

"I’m not saying anything against him personally, but…" I hesitated to say the next words. They could have been interpreted as a lack of trust in her, or alternatively—and perhaps even worse—that having my fun with another woman was a high priority for me.

"I know. He’s not what we’re looking for," Nora admitted. "But it’s better than the two of us standing around here by ourselves. I think he’ll manage if he has to make his way home alone. I’ve already told him that we’re not planning to start anything tonight."

"You’ve been talking for a while?"

"Just a brief introduction," Nora deflected.

The sole bartender behind the counter was quite busy, but Marcus still managed to quickly catch her attention. His impressive height certainly helped. He was back so swiftly that Nora and I had barely exchanged more than a few words. Yet even this brief exchange was enough to dispel my worries. It would be a relaxing evening, and in the end, I would lay my Nora on our familiar marital bed—ready to make the most of this experience.

We clinked our new drinks together and began a conversation. Almost any topic seemed permissible, except for the reason we were at this event. At least we could touch on the subject of work without delving too deeply into it.

"I was stuck in Philly for eighteen years," Marcus said. "My ex wasn’t willing to negotiate, and I was determined to stay close to my twins."

"Twins?" Nora blurted out. "That’s crazy—we have twins too. They just left home this summer and are now in college."

"And that’s why you’re trying something new now?" Marcus asked, letting his eyes wander around the room. Suddenly, the previously unspoken reason for this gathering was out in the open. We answered his question only with embarrassed silence. "I took the opportunity as well and moved back to LA."

"You’re from here?" I asked.

"I grew up here. Almost my entire family lives in the area. I moved to the East Coast for college—maybe also to put some distance between me and my family. Marcella and the kids—and a good job—got me stuck there. Apart from two or three visits a year, my family hasn’t seen much of me over the past eighteen years. My parents are now over seventy and fortunately still in good health. I hope we have many more years ahead of us in which I can enjoy them—and they can enjoy me. With age, neither they nor I are as exhausting as we used to be." Marcus laughed.

He even managed to move me, especially since our children had just left home. Nora and I were always happy when they got in touch, which, especially for my wife, couldn’t happen often enough. Accordingly, Marcus’s words resonated particularly well with Nora.

If I had been more cynical, I might have suspected that he was ingratiating himself with her to get close to her that evening. But that didn’t match the impression Marcus had made on me so far.

"How about a dance?" Marcus asked. By now, other couples had gathered on the small dance floor, dancing sometimes more energetically, sometimes more closely entwined.

Nora looked at me.

"Just a few dances. Not too long," Marcus assured her. "I could use the chance to stretch my legs.«

Now Marcus also looked at me. The decision of whether my wife could dance with another man had been placed in my hands. I wasn’t sure if I really wanted that. Normally, I had no problem letting her dance with a friend or a good acquaintance. But this wasn’t a wedding or some other celebration with good friends and family; it was a gathering taking place for a very specific purpose. But there was also no really convincing reason to decline this request without making it look like I had no trust in Nora. Especially since I would only be a few meters away and could keep an eye on her.

"Go ahead as far as I’m concerned," I said. "I’m not much of a dancer." I looked at Nora, who had already turned to Marcus after my first words and was now offering her hand to him.

They took a first step toward the dance floor. Nora glanced over her shoulder at me. "Just a few dances."

I responded with an accepting nod. My eyes followed their path to the dance floor. Marcus had placed his right hand on her back. Now that I was watching her from behind, a strange feeling came over me that I found hard to place. Uneasy perhaps describes it best. Somehow, it was different to see my wife dancing with another man here than watching her at a family party. The latter she would certainly have done without seeking my permission.

I let my gaze wander left and right before finally settling on my beer. Marcus had claimed he’d approached Nora because we were standing here alone as a couple at our high-top table. Ironically, I was now left entirely alone.

Nora and Marcus reached the dance floor, where he placed his hands on Nora without hesitation. Not in any inappropriate way, but just as the music demanded and as most of the other couples were doing. However, there were some exceptions: one man had both of his large hands on a woman’s rear, and even from my considerable distance, I could see his fingers digging into her buttocks. Thankfully, Marcus didn’t go that far—otherwise, it would probably have been up to me to intervene.

Instead, Nora and Marcus moved across the dance floor with noticeable restraint. Yet they were also unusually skilled. Marcus knew how to lead a woman. With my two left feet, I was more likely to trample on my wife’s toes.

Our drinks were empty. Since Marcus had bought the last round, it was probably my turn to get the next one. But since it was unclear whether things might wrap up after this dance, that would have to wait. However, I decided to treat myself to another beer. It hadn’t been enjoyable just standing around here with my wife—that wasn’t the point of this evening. But standing here all alone was even more unpleasant. As if my wife had left me here to have fun without me.

I walked to the bar, where, among the many other guests, I hardly stood out on my own. The bartender was still very busy and rushed around. It was difficult to catch her attention, but I wasn’t in a hurry. Besides, my eyes kept scanning the dance floor from time to time. Nothing had changed there. Well, almost nothing. Nora and Marcus were perhaps not quite as reserved as they had been at the beginning. Not that anything improper was happening. Their hands were still where they belonged. Perhaps they’d moved a bit closer together. It just took a moment to get used to a new dance partner.

My eyes remained fixed on them. Watching Nora dance with Marcus was entirely different from all her previous dances with other men—not just because of the special nature of this gathering. Marcus was tall and muscular, an impressive sight. Added to that was the striking contrast between Nora’s fair, Northern European skin and blonde hair against his dark appearance. I know how that might sound, and on other days I would have rolled my eyes at such thoughts myself. But at that moment, everything felt different.

We hadn’t discussed the matter, but of course, it was clear that Marcus was here because he was looking for something—a woman to spend a few enjoyable hours with. Why they had allowed him into Artemis without a partner was beyond me. This was actually a meeting for couples. But there were certainly those here who had no problem embarking on adventures separately.

For Nora and me, it was clear that nothing would happen that evening. The hands of this black giant were only allowed to touch my wife on the dance floor. After that, that was it.

Definitely… defi…

"Hello? Hello? What can I get you?"

"Uh, what?" I responded. My eyes flew to the young bartender standing right in front of me, beaming at me with her blue eyes and snapping me out of my thoughts.

"I believe you wanted something?" she asked.

"Oh, yes, that’s right. A beer, please."

"Coming right up."

She set to work and poured me a fresh beer. I watched her as she did so. I guessed she was in her mid-twenties—a beautiful young woman who, compared to the other guests, was almost modestly dressed. For her, this was certainly just a normal workday—albeit with a rather unusual clientele.

She placed the beer glass on the counter in front of me. "I’m not available."

"What?"

"I work here, and besides, I’m a one-man woman."

"Well, I… I didn’t… didn’t have any…"

"It’s all right," she said, laughing at my inability to produce a coherent sentence.

"I’m here with my wife," I said to clarify the situation.

"And where is she?"

"Dancing."

She followed my gaze. We looked at Nora and Marcus together for just a moment, then she glanced back at me with raised eyebrows. It wasn’t really clear to me anymore what I had hoped to achieve by pointing out that I was here with my wife. Practically everyone here was, and yet they wanted to go to bed with someone else.

The bartender turned away from me, laughing and tossing her long blonde hair. The next guest demanded her attention. I was glad that this unpleasant conversation had come to a quick end.

I sipped the frothy head of my beer and focused on keeping an eye on my wife and her dance partner. Was I imagining things, or had they moved a little closer together in the meantime? At least Marcus was definitely keeping his hands where they belonged—and that was certainly not on my wife’s rear, unlike some other couples.

I watched the two of them again with a strange fascination. I imagined what it would be like if Marcus weren’t here solo. If I were dancing next to them with his companion. I quickly dismissed the idea of dancing again; I didn’t need that. But of course, there were other activities that could have taken place elsewhere.

I envisioned this very vividly. Beneath me lay a Black beauty. Perhaps it was a bit old-fashioned of me to associate Marcus with a Black woman, but I had to imagine her somehow. Nora and Marcus were lying two meters away from us on another bed.

It was torture to see my wife intimate with another man. Yet my arousal remained. My cock was hard. I imagined them kissing. The woman beneath me demanded my attention. Her hand tried to turn my head back toward her, but I resisted. I couldn’t look away, no matter how terrible the scene was for me as the husband of a wife who had always been faithful until now.

A guest bumped into me, abruptly ending my daydream. I think he even apologized.

Some images from the daydream lingered stubbornly in my mind. I shuddered inwardly when I thought of the details. There was little left of the unknown woman beneath me—after all, she had entirely sprung from my imagination. But with Marcus and Nora, it was different.

I recalled an image and added more details: Nora’s legs wrapped around him, pulling Marcus tightly against her. It was a horror show. Frightening. Repulsive. Absolutely dreadful—and yet I couldn’t stop it. Because there was something else, a dark part of me that wanted to make this picture even more gruesome. The static scenario began to move. Marcus’s hips should be moving up and down, and Nora—my Nora—should be making sounds of pleasure.

I shuddered and grabbed the counter with one hand to steady myself. These thoughts were wrong. Completely wrong. Whatever might happen between Nora and another man—even if she did one day actually find herself in a stranger’s bed—I couldn’t allow myself to torment myself over it so intensely. I had to let her be, provided there was another woman beneath me as well. That was only fair. That was our plan. Both of us with another partner. That’s how it should be—if at all.

But that wouldn’t be this evening. My eyes searched and quickly returned to Nora and Marcus. My wife smiled at him. They were talking. For that, they had to come even closer together—the noise on the dance floor didn’t allow for conversation otherwise. With their difference in height, Marcus leaned down toward her so that their faces came extremely close. They would only have to overcome a few more centimeters to kiss.

A shiver ran down my spine. I felt a bit shaky. For a moment, I thought I was worried about my wife’s fidelity, but then I noticed another physical reaction. Things had become tight in my pants. My erection had returned.

I looked down at the floor. In the dark and standing so close to the counter, there wasn’t really anything to see of my arousal. I didn’t need to see it to know it was there. Slowly, my penis subsided again. I remained puzzled and didn’t understand this reaction. Of course, there were many beautiful women here. My Nora was one of them. But I had been focusing entirely on her and her dance with Marcus.

All I could do was shrug inwardly. Sometimes, a penis has a life of its own and swells when it pleases. Compared to this moment, there had been far more inappropriate times in my life when this had happened.

I watched the two of them dance for another ten minutes that dragged on endlessly. Nothing improper happened. They danced, talked, and even laughed at times. From a distance, it was Marcus who ended the dance. I finished my beer and pushed myself away from the bar. They spotted me and headed toward me. Nora had linked arms with Marcus. She gestured for me to link arms on her other side.

"We thought it’s time to go," Nora said.

"I was about to suggest the same," I replied, looking around. "Looks like everyone here has found their playmate and is continuing the evening horizontally." Marcus smirked. Nora wrinkled her nose. My kind of humor didn’t always go over well with her.


CHAPTER 2
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To fit through the door to the outside, we had to break up our row of three. A light drizzle was falling.

"Maybe we should have waited inside for our Uber," I said, pulling my iPhone out of my pocket to at least order one. Since we’d both planned on having a few glasses of alcohol to loosen up a bit, we’d left our car at home.

Nora placed her hand on my arm and gently pushed it down. I looked at her, puzzled.

"We were actually planning to wind down the evening somewhere else with a drink or two," she said.

"There’s a bar just around the corner," Marcus suggested. "We’d be dry there, too." The rain had picked up slightly by now.

I shrugged and replied briefly, "Okay." Nora smiled with satisfaction, moved back between us, and linked her arms with ours. And so, we set off.

Outwardly, I appeared relaxed, but inside I felt a bit conflicted. Marcus didn’t exactly fit into our plans. Those plans envisioned another couple, ideally married.

But he was likeable, we’d had a pleasant conversation, and he seemed like an easygoing person. For the moment, it wasn’t hard to push aside my reservations.

I even found it a shame that Marcus was single. From his brief story, I gathered I hadn’t missed much with his crazy ex—the mother of his twins. Then again, women like her could sometimes make for extraordinary experiences in bed. And that’s what this was really about—our sex life needed a fresh spark. Looking at the tall and fit Marcus, I could easily imagine that he might have given Nora a special kind of experience.

Marcus led us to a hotel. As we stepped into the large foyer, I briefly questioned his intentions. However, instead of heading straight for the elevators, we turned right toward the hotel bar. It was surprisingly empty for the time of night. We took a seat along the outer edge, right next to a long window. Nora and I sat side by side, with Marcus across from us.

A waiter approached from the bar to take our order.

"How about some whiskey?" Marcus asked me.

"Sure."

"Two Macallan 18 Years Old for us, then. Nora?"

"I’ll stick to wine," my wife replied.

"Then the Opus One for the lady," Marcus decided on her behalf.

The waiter smiled approvingly and returned to the bar.

"I thought for a moment you weren’t going to stick to our plans," Nora said to Marcus. It was clear from her tone that she shared the concerns I’d had when we entered the hotel.

"Not sticking to what?" he asked. I was fairly certain he was only pretending to be clueless.

"Ending the evening in a bar," I answered for her.

"Ah," Marcus said. "Well, I’d be lying if I said I didn’t wish for a different ending to the evening. You don’t meet a woman this beautiful every day."

His eyes locked on Nora, and she held his gaze. Normally, she was quite immune to compliments. I would’ve expected her trademark exaggerated eye-roll, the one that silently accused the flatterer of wasting his words because, surely, he had no shortage of beautiful, willing women. Instead, she blushed and was the first to break eye contact with Marcus.

I cursed a silent fuck under my breath, brought on by the realization that Nora probably wouldn’t have been entirely opposed to Marcus leading us toward the elevator. Of course, she wouldn’t have gone up with him. She would never betray me. Nora was loyalty personified. Only what we both agreed on would ever happen, of that I was absolutely certain.

The waiter returned with our drinks.

"Charge it to room 708, please," Marcus instructed.

"Of course," the waiter replied.

"Room 708?" I asked. So the elevator topic wasn’t entirely baseless after all. This wasn’t just the next good bar—maybe Marcus had other intentions in mind after all. But if that was the case, we’d have to disappoint him.

"I’ve already bought a permanent place," Marcus replied, "but there’s still some renovation work left to do. Right now, it’s about finishing the interior. Hopefully, it’ll be ready to move into in two or three weeks." Maybe I was overthinking the elevator situation. I wasn’t sure. Marcus raised his whiskey glass. "Cheers."

I followed his lead and said, "Cheers," as well. I took a cautious first sip of the whiskey, letting myself savor it. "Oh, wow."

"Good, isn’t it?" Marcus asked.

"After just one sip, I can already say it’s the best I’ve ever had."

"There are better ones, but Macallan is a solid standard whiskey."

"Are you a connoisseur?" Nora asked.

"Connoisseur might be overstating it, but my job has allowed me to travel a lot. When you spend so many nights in hotels, you end up trying different whiskeys at the bar and eventually discover your favorites."

"This one can be my favorite now," I said, taking another sip.

Marcus rubbed his chin and looked at me with interest. "I’ve been trying to place your accent for a while now," Marcus said to me. "European, obviously, but where exactly?"

"Take a guess."

"I once worked with a Swede who sounded similar."

Nora reacted to his guess with a giggle.

"What?" Marcus asked.

"She’s the one born in Sweden here at the table," I clarified.

"Oh, that surprises me. To be honest, I assumed you were American."

"I’ve always been good with languages," Nora said.

"And you?" Marcus asked, turning back to me.

"Germany."

"Ah, okay… Hm. That’s not what I expected."

"We do sound a little different from the Nazis on TV."

"So, can I set myself the goal of turning you from a beer drinker into a whiskey drinker?"

"Germany and beer is another stereotype, but in my case, it’s true."

As I said this casually, it occurred to me that he wouldn’t get another chance to influence my drinking preferences after tonight. He wasn’t what we were looking for. There’d be no reason for another meeting. But did he realize that?

We chatted about everyday topics for a while. Eventually, the conversation shifted to cars.

"I’ll be glad when I finally get rid of the rental and have my own car again," Marcus said. "A man needs his own ride."

"What are you looking for?" Nora asked.

"I’m not looking anymore. I’m waiting for delivery. Your husband will be pleased to hear it’s a German car."

"I can totally picture you in an old VW Beetle," I replied jokingly.

"Don’t even start. I’ve sat in one before. My dad’s brother still lives in Colombia and used to drive one. We visited him a few times. Admittedly, I was a few heads shorter back then and had no issue with the car’s size."

"What did you end up getting?" Nora asked.

"Mercedes." He pulled out his smartphone, did a quick search, and showed us a webpage featuring his future car.

"Mercedes-AMG GT 63," I read aloud. According to the website, its top speed was over 180 mph. "You’re not really going to unleash that beast on American roads."

"Sadly, no," Marcus said. "Maybe it’s a delayed midlife crisis now that I only see my twins every few months instead of every week."

"I guess everyone handles it differently," I said, unable to suppress a laugh. Marcus and my wife looked at me, puzzled. "I’m just glad we went for the new experiences card. Saved us a hundred thousand dollars."

"Two hundred thousand," Marcus corrected.

"What?" Nora asked, perhaps a little shocked by the amount.

"Two hundred grand is what it’s costing me to revive my manhood," Marcus said with a grin. "As if moving and college for my kids weren’t already expensive enough."

Marcus said it so casually, as if these expenses didn’t really put much strain on him. Nora and I, on the other hand, had spent ten years diligently depositing money into a college fund every month to pay for our kids’ education.

"I’ll be right back," Nora said as she stood up. We watched her as she walked past the bar toward the restrooms. Her hips swayed invitingly with every step.

"You have a beautiful wife," Marcus remarked, repeating his compliment—this time in her absence. He made no effort to hide his admiration.

The first time, I had taken his words lightly. Back then, they had been meant directly for my wife. This time, it was just us men. Even in that context, one would normally be careful with such comments. His words made it all the more clear that he was interested in my wife. He had probably approached her at Artemis for a reason. Of course, that should have been obvious to me. Nobody goes to a meeting like that without a purpose. He was likely looking for a casual adventure.

Marcus reached into his pocket and pulled out a small silver case. He opened it, took out a small white card, and handed it to me. It was his business card.

"It’s been a nice evening. I understand that I’m not what you’re looking for, but who knows what the future holds."

I didn’t respond. As he’d already said himself, he wasn’t the kind of experience we were seeking. Nora and I had a very clear agreement, the specifics of which my wife had carefully outlined. At the top of that list was the condition that it had to involve another couple. Deviating from that would only introduce unnecessary risk.

"The card is outdated, of course," Marcus said. "So don’t send me an email, but the cell number is still valid."

"Marcus Morales?" I asked, surprised, as I looked at him more closely. Until now, we’d only used first names.

"My father is from Colombia. The African-American side of my family comes from my mother."

I had indeed thought he was African-American, even though his comments about cars had already hinted at another connection. Perhaps I had expected a bit more fiery language from a Latin American—especially when it came to wooing my wife. The gesture of handing over his business card reinforced once again that he was interested in her. He certainly hadn’t given it to me because we worked in the same industry and he wanted to keep in touch professionally. His interest was clearly in the blonde beauty by my side.

With a sideways glance, Marcus signaled that my wife was on her way back. I followed his gaze and slipped the business card into my pocket.

The waiter came to our table and announced that the bar was about to close. But before they did, we still had the chance to order one last round.

"Same again, right?" Marcus asked before I could reply. I’d already had more than enough to drink that evening. A few beers and two whiskeys might not seem like much to most people, but as someone who became a father at a very young age and took that responsibility seriously, I had never gotten into the habit of drinking regularly. As a result, alcohol tended to hit me quickly. Before I could object, however, Nora had already agreed, and I didn’t want to be the killjoy.

"Charge it to room 708 again?" the waiter asked as he set the drinks down in front of us.

"Yes, please," Marcus replied.

"No," I interjected. "This time it’s on us."

"Out of the question," Marcus said firmly. "Put it on room 708."

The waiter didn’t seem interested in letting us debate the matter. Without waiting for my next response, he disappeared, leaving Marcus to take care of this final round as well.

We continued our conversation and sipped our drinks slowly. It seemed as though no one was in a hurry to finish their glass and bring the evening to a close. In the end, I was the first to empty mine.

"I’m heading to the restroom, and then it’s probably time for an Uber," I announced.

When I stood up, I felt the effects of the alcohol. A brief wave of dizziness hit me, accompanied by a slight unsteadiness. Thankfully, it passed quickly, and I made my way to the restroom. Unlike earlier, when Nora had walked this same corridor, I doubted anyone would be paying attention to my backside.

As I turned the corner at the bar, I glanced back. Marcus and Nora were talking. As expected, no one was watching me. Nora nodded and smiled shyly at Marcus. Maybe he was complimenting her again.

Two men occupied half of the urinals. Like many other men, I preferred having the spaces on either side of me free. So, I opted for the stall instead.

In the lead-up to this evening, I had imagined many times how it might unfold. Those imaginings had always involved me in bed with another woman and Nora with another man. Sometimes in a hotel like this one. A room with two single beds seemed like the ideal setup—allowing each of us to have our own experience while still being close to each other, ensuring everything stayed safe and consensual.

Instead, out there sat only Marcus, who could offer fun and new experiences solely to my wife. Before tonight, I had mainly envisioned what it would feel like to touch another woman’s skin. Now, I couldn’t help but include Nora and Marcus in my fantasy. It had already happened once at Artemis. I only knew Marcus in black trousers and a white shirt, but it was obvious that a well-trained body lay underneath. While I struggled to stay below the 220-pound mark, there wasn’t an ounce of excess on him. And whatever additional weight he carried was likely pure muscle.

A man like that—dark-skinned and nearly two meters tall—was expected to deliver an exceptional performance in bed. Even though I was often irritated by stereotypical notions about Germans, I couldn’t entirely shake off my own expectations of someone who was at least half African American in that moment.

What's more, the way Marcus had come across so far that evening, he wouldn't even be focused solely on his own pleasure. He’d make sure the woman wasn’t left unsatisfied.

I looked down between my legs. I had a problem. My stiff cock was preventing me from relieving myself.

Why the hell did a penis always have to develop a mind of its own at the most inconvenient times? Especially since, in recent years, it had made less and less unsolicited appearances and was mostly on standby. It knew its prime time was Saturday night, during the half hour after Nora and I went to bed. Two or three times a month, it got some additional action when I was masturbating.

Perhaps my penis sensed that this evening hadn’t turned out the way it was supposed to. The hoped-for connection with a couple hadn’t materialized.

But that wasn’t it. That alone wouldn’t have caused such a reaction. My trembling shoulders told me there was another reason. It was the images I’d allowed into my mind during my daydream at Artemis, and now they refused to leave: Marcus and Nora - naked on a bed. He between her legs. She sighing with excitement. I couldn't make out any details, but it was clear that he was pressing his cock into her. Nora turned her head and a second bed appeared in my mind. I was sitting on it. However, no longer with the black woman, but alone. No couple meant that there was no playmate for me. My only option was to sit naked on the bed and be content with the role of spectator. I looked down at myself. Over my tummy, I could see my cock. My hand gripped it tightly. I masturbated.

My second daydream ended with this thought. I looked down in real life too. My hand was holding my still stiff cock, just like in my dream. I wasn't masturbating, but a slight back and forth movement couldn't be denied. A warm sensation of pleasure filled me. My hand let go of my penis and recoiled. What kind of man was I to imagine my wife with another man and masturbate at the same time?

Apart from that, I would never be able to relieve myself in this state and the clock was ticking steadily against me. If I lingered on the toilet for too long, Nora and Marcus would undoubtedly ask some embarrassing questions. This meant that masturbation was not an option to get my cock back to normal. I might have been able to squeeze my urine out somehow. But that was an awkward thing to do with a stiff penis. Home wasn’t that far away. I could manage to hold out until then.

I got up and unnecessarily flushed, but appearances had to be maintained. As I stepped out of the stall, Marcus came toward me.

"Paul," he said with a laugh. "I thought you were going to leave Nora alone with me."

His words once again underscored his interest in my wife. My still-hard cock pressed against my pants.

Marcus went to one of the urinals and didn’t seem bothered about standing directly next to another man.

I washed my hands and returned to our table. Marcus had emptied his whiskey in the meantime, while Nora was still sipping the last drops of her wine.

"Hey," she said almost in a whisper, looking up at me. I sat down beside her.

"That was at least one more beer and one more whiskey than I should have allowed myself. I'm not used to alcohol."

"So you don’t want anything else?" Nora asked.

"You heard the waiter. They're closing the place down."

"Yes, they are,« Nora chuckled softly.

"What?"

"Marcus has ..."

"Marcus has ... what?"

"He suggested we could have a farewell drink in his room."

I took a deep breath—so obviously that my wife couldn’t miss it. "You do realize," I began with exaggerated emphasis, "that he’s hardly just suggesting a casual drink before bed, right?"

"Well… we wanted to… This evening was supposed to…" Nora began to stammer. It was enough for me to see where her thoughts were going.

"You already know what the plan for the evening was," I said, holding her gaze. "He’s only half of what it was supposed to be. Your half."

"A little excitement wouldn’t hurt us, and the evening before him was a bit of a flop. We’ll find your half too. Just not tonight, unfortunately."

I rubbed my forehead. Nora wanted Marcus. That was a suffocating realization. My wife wanted to act on her desire with another man. That shouldn’t have been a groundbreaking revelation, because if we’d found a couple, it would’ve been the same thing. The only difference was that it would’ve involved both of us.

Was this experience so important to her that she wanted it even without me? Was she so dissatisfied with our sex life? I felt confused and disappointed, like Nora was backing me into a corner. At the same time, the images from my daydreams threatened to resurface. And on top of that, my cock was already hard again. Thankfully, the table hid it from view.

She wanted this—and a not-so-small part of me was disturbingly less opposed to it than I expected. There could only be one response to that: a firm no.

"Maybe I should take him on, give him a good thrashing, and punch him in the nose. Where is he, anyway?" I glanced toward the bar and the restrooms. Marcus was nowhere to be seen.

"He’s already gone," Nora replied, ignoring my threat. We both knew I would never follow through on it.

"Gone?"

"He just went to the elevator behind your back."

"And now he’s waiting in room 708?"

In response, she only gave a slight nod. I let out a short laugh. Nora looked at me uncertainly.

"So now it’s up to me?" I asked. "Am I the generous husband or the buzzkill now?"

"It’s not like you shouldn’t get something out of this too," Nora said and leaned against me. She placed her hand on my thigh. My cock was currently on a rollercoaster ride. It was currently flaccid again, but Nora's warm hand on the thin cotton fabric of my trousers immediately made it reconsider this state. If her hand had moved a little further, she could have witnessed the growth live. Fortunately, she didn't and spared me the embarrassment. My renewed arousal confused me enough as it was.

"This isn’t the day … not on such short notice," I stammered.

"Okay," Nora replied, showing no sign of disappointment about my decision.

We should have gotten up and headed home by now. Instead, we stayed seated, silent, each lost in our own thoughts. I wasn’t sure what to say—or how to feel about my decision. Objectively, I’d had no other choice, but as is often the case, once you’ve chosen a path, that nagging feeling sets in: maybe it was the wrong one after all. The grass always seems greener on the other side, doesn’t it?

In our situation, countless possibilities loomed over how this evening might shape our future. Maybe the whole idea of swapping partners would end here—a flop of an evening that didn’t need repeating. Then again, if I’d given Nora the go-ahead for a fling with Marcus, she’d have to grant me my "big day" at some point, wouldn’t she?

Nora was the first to stand. We left the bar in silence, strolling slowly. I pulled out my iPhone and ordered an Uber.

"Five minutes," I finally said, referring to the wait time.

Nora responded with nothing more than a soft hum.

We stood outside the hotel entrance under a small awning, side by side in silence. My eyes wandered down the street. According to the app, four minutes to go. The light from passing cars shimmered in the light drizzle and on the glistening asphalt. Streetlights and the full moon heightened the peculiar mood—like a scene straight out of a bad thriller.

So, I’m the buzzkill.

It’s hard to say which of us had wanted this evening more in advance. It was a decision we had made together, like so many others in our lives. Our marriage and family were built on harmony and consensus. I had also never been someone who handled confrontation well. Moments like that were incredibly stressful for me.

The decision to leave, however, was one I had to make alone. Nora had already chosen to go in a different direction. But this was something we could only do together. It could only happen if we both agreed.

I felt a little shaky, though it wasn’t because of the cold. Fifteen degrees Celsius (or 59 degrees Fahrenheit as Americans like to measure it) was still comfortable for an October night. Once again, it was my nervousness that caused the trembling.

I’m generally a firm believer in making a decision and sticking to it. But there are moments when you can’t stop second-guessing your choice—especially when, as in this case, it was hard to determine which of the two options would lead to a more desirable future.

Maybe tomorrow morning, I’d be lying in bed biting the pillow, convinced that I’d made a mistake. This evening had been an opportunity to usher in a new phase of our lives. A phase where we embraced the freedoms that had been taken from us by an unplanned pregnancy. Not that I would ever want to undo anything. I loved my children. But becoming a father at nineteen throws a critical stage of life completely off course. While my friends were studying and going to parties, I had to earn money and learn what parenting was all about. Neither of us were ready for that. I don’t think anyone is at that age. Sometimes, though, you can’t help but look back and feel like you missed out on something.

Given those circumstances, it’s probably no surprise that we educated our kids early on and made sure they knew: you can still become a parent at thirty.

The app showed two minutes until our Uber arrived. I was still wasting my time on pointless thoughts about the past and endless what-if scenarios. Yet the real question was surprisingly simple: Could I accept that my wife might have sex with another man tonight? Did it even matter to my decision whether I was with another woman at the same time? After all, that wouldn’t change what Nora had done. This wasn’t a Cold War where we both needed an arsenal of retaliatory measures to maintain a balance of terror. The heart of the matter was far simpler: Could I, entirely on my own terms, live with the idea of Nora enjoying herself with another man—Marcus Morales in this case?

A different question crept into my thoughts: Did I, on some level, even want her to do it? In my daydreams earlier this evening, I’d already imagined the two of them together in explicit positions. On the dance floor, I had watched them closely, too. This thought made me deeply uncomfortable—it felt dirty, almost twisted.

That was a mental rabbit hole I had no desire to go down. It was wiser to stick to the original question: Did I want to let Nora have this experience? Did I trust her and our love enough to not feel threatened by it? Finding an answer wasn’t easy, but time was running out.

I glanced at my iPhone. The Uber was just turning onto our street. It would be here in under a minute. Too late to cancel the ride.

"Fuck!" I blurted out. "Fuck." I grabbed Nora’s hand and pulled her back toward the hotel entrance.

"Paul?" she asked, startled.

"Come on," I replied sharply, pulling her through the door toward the elevators while canceling the Uber on my phone.

Nora kept pace with me, so I no longer had to tug her along. I pressed the button for one of the three elevators, and a door opened immediately. We stepped inside.

"Are you sure?" Nora asked as the doors slid shut.

My gaze shifted to the large mirror on the elevator wall. Our reflections stared back at each other. Nora’s expression was uncertain but searching. Her cheeks were faintly flushed.

"Paul?"

Her voice demanded an answer. I held her gaze in the mirror and gave her the most honest one I could: "No." Then I pressed the button for the seventh floor.


CHAPTER 3
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Nora hugged me in the elevator and gave me a kiss. "We don’t have to do this," she said softly.

"No, we don’t," I agreed.

"But you want to?" she asked. I was fully aware that I wasn’t being entirely clear or helpful in communicating with her.

"I can’t tell you if this is a good idea or a bad one until tomorrow morning," I replied honestly. "We’ll either find out tonight—or maybe never."

This time, her kiss was particularly tender, almost loving, and with it, my conviction that I’d made the right decision grew. It wasn’t until the elevator stopped at the 7th floor and the doors began to close again that we finally pulled away from each other. Nora stretched out her arm to hold the door open.

When we reached room 708, some of my conviction had already begun to waver. But this time, there was no chance to rethink my decision. Without hesitation, Nora knocked on the door.

Marcus opened it almost immediately. "Come in. I knew you’d come up."

"We were already outside the hotel and had ordered an Uber," Nora clarified.

"Then I’m glad you changed your minds," Marcus said. As I passed him, he put a hand on my shoulder and gave me a satisfied, almost grateful look.

I had expected an ordinary hotel room behind the number 708, but Marcus was staying in an impressively spacious suite. Considering his two-hundred-thousand-dollar car, I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised that he also indulged in high-end accommodations while waiting for his new home to be finished.

"Have a seat," Marcus said, gesturing to a sofa. He crouched down in front of a cupboard that turned out to be a generously stocked minibar. "Let’s see what else I’ve got here …" He rummaged through the bottles, picking some up and sliding others aside. Finally, he pulled out a bottle of whiskey, hesitated briefly, then placed it back. "You know what? This moment calls for something special."

When Marcus straightened up, he was holding a bottle of champagne. With practiced ease, he popped the cork, and shortly after, three full glasses were ready.

"Cheers," he said, clinking his glass first against Nora’s, then mine.

"Skål," Nora added.

I rounded out the trio with a German "Prost."

After taking a first sip, Marcus turned on some soft music. For now, we simply sat there: Nora and I side by side on the sofa, while Marcus settled into an armchair. I had no idea how we were supposed to move to the next step from here—and I had no intention of taking the lead. That was for the two main beneficiaries of this evening to figure out between themselves.

By then, the champagne brought another pressing matter back to the forefront: my bladder was making itself increasingly known.

I stood up, asked Marcus which door led to the bathroom, and disappeared inside. This time, no unwanted erection interfered with my plans.

To shake off the alcohol a little and keep my energy up, I splashed a few handfuls of cold water on my face. When I returned to the living area of the suite, it became clear that my absence had not gone to waste: Marcus and Nora were dancing together. Nora was nestled deep in his arms as he slowly swayed her back and forth to soft pop music. It was little more than dancing in place.

Unsure what to do with myself, I sank back onto the sofa.

My wife acknowledged my return with a brief glance but then rested her head back against Marcus’s chest. She stood on tiptoe to whisper something to him. Marcus responded with a nod. Finally, she gave him a kiss on the cheek, and they parted. Without a word, Marcus walked away and disappeared through a door.

Nora, however, came straight toward me on the sofa—or more precisely, onto me. She straddled my lap. My hands instinctively found their way to her bottom and pulled her closer to me.

I don’t know exactly when it happened, but my cock was hard again. Nora seemed to notice immediately; her eyes drifted down between our bodies, where the bulge in my pants was clearly visible. Slowly, she began to grind against it, driving me closer to the edge of madness. Her mischievous smile didn’t help matters.

"I love you," she finally said, her voice soft but deliberate.

"I love you too," I replied automatically, almost reflexively.

We kissed, and Nora pressed herself tighter against me. I could feel her hard nipples through the fabric of her dress—a further testament to how much she wanted what was about to happen tonight. Honestly, there had been little doubt about that from the start.

The bigger uncertainty had been me. After all, I was hardly the one benefiting most from this arrangement. I could only hope that—just as we’d briefly discussed—my big night would come another time.

"We’re really doing this, aren’t we?" I finally asked—me, of all people, instead of leaving this question to Nora. I suspected it was my arousal driving me to seek confirmation.

"We really are," Nora said with a smile and a soft kiss on my lips. Maybe she was relieved that I wasn’t putting any more obstacles in her way. "Will you give Marcus and me a few minutes’ head start?"

"Hm?" I mumbled, unsure of her meaning.

"Otherwise, there’ll be too many eyes on us at first. I’m already nervous enough as it is. Just a few minutes to settle in, and then you can join. You won’t miss anything important."

I wanted to reply, but my voice failed me. Instead, I gave a hesitant nod.

"Thank you," Nora said, wrapping her arms around my neck, pulling me close, and whispering, "I love you." Before I could return her second declaration of love, she was already on her feet. "See you in a few minutes. Just a few …"

I watched her as she walked to the door Marcus had disappeared through moments earlier. At the threshold, she hesitated, gave me one last look, and smiled warmly. Then she shaped her lips into a silent kiss before opening the door and stepping through. She pulled the door mostly closed behind her. For a moment, I thought she was going to shut it completely, but even from the sofa, I could see it remained ajar by about a hand’s width.

I stayed seated, closed my eyes, and tried to focus on listening. At first, there wasn’t much to hear—maybe a faint rustling, a quiet murmur. Or perhaps it was just my imagination.

Now only one question remained: How many minutes is a few, anyway?


CHAPTER 4
[image: ]


My eyes shot open. I immediately knew something was off. My breathing was shallow and rapid, my body trembling uncontrollably.

"Yes!" A voice, loud and clear, echoed from a distance, reaching my ears.

I was sitting on a sofa. A half-full bottle of champagne and three glasses stood on the small table in front of me.

"Oh…" It was a woman’s voice.

Room 708 – Marcus Morales.

"Oh God…"

That was my wife’s voice. Nora.

"Yes!" Again. Even louder. Even more intense.

I sat frozen on the sofa, unable to move. Slowly, I turned my head toward the door Nora had disappeared through. It was still open just a crack. Her voice reached me through that small opening.

They were having sex. Marcus Morales and Nora Haas, my wife. And I – Paul Haas – had allowed it.

I took a deep breath, trying to think more clearly. It had actually happened. They were really doing it. My eyes locked on the crack in the door. There was no mistaking the sounds I heard.

Hesitantly, I pulled out my iPhone. Apparently, I had dozed off for half an hour. My eyes fell on an email from Uber. Canceling at the last minute had cost me ten dollars. For a moment, I couldn’t help but let out a bitter chuckle. I had indirectly paid for another man to fuck my wife.

Correction: Probably fucking. I wouldn’t truly believe it until I saw it with my own eyes.

I got up and walked toward the door with slow, deliberately quiet steps. My goal was clear: to catch them in flagrante delicto. Of course, I couldn’t accuse them of anything – I had given my consent.

I let my gaze drift around the room for a moment. No baseball bat to act out some repressed anger. If I wanted to respond to my wife’s betrayal with violence, the champagne bottle would have been the obvious choice. But that was absurd.

I wasn’t a violent person. The last time I’d been in a fight was thirty years ago. Back then, I’d been a silly little boy. At forty, I should be better than that.

My steps stayed slow, almost hesitant, giving me plenty of time to entertain these unnecessary thoughts. Maybe it was intentional. Maybe a part of me didn’t want to see what was happening behind that door. But there was no turning back. The larger part of me demanded certainty. I had to see it through.

When I finally reached the crack in the door, every expectation I had was not only met but far exceeded. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw.

The sounds my wife was making should have alerted me to the fact that this was not normal sex. At least not normal in the sense of what we'd been having for twenty years. As was so often the case during our sex, she was lying under her partner - in this case under Marcus Morales. Sooner or later, we always ended up in the missionary position.

Why sex with Marcus elicited such ecstatic, almost grotesque sounds from her remained unclear to me at first. Was it just the fact that it was another man? And what would our friends and neighbors think if they knew what we were doing here? Certainly nothing good. But it was precisely this transgression of social norms that had its own, hard-to-deny appeal. I had never expressed this idea to Nora, but it had an attraction for me that should not be underestimated. To finally go over the top. Doing something forbidden - at least according to the usual social norms. Perhaps Nora felt the same way.

I stood still and watched. Before I entered the room, I wanted to understand. Besides, I didn't know what I was even supposed to do there. The two of them were obviously completely focused on each other. And standing around stupidly next to the bed was definitely not an option.

The bed was huge - bigger than the king-size bed we had bought just a few months ago. I had no idea what else was planned, but theoretically, there was enough room for me to join as well. Like in a porno, Marcus and I could have gone down on Nora together, with me shoving my cock between her lips while he took her from behind.

I quickly pushed this thought aside. It was too strange, too absurd. Instead, I decided to wait here until they had finished. Having fallen asleep earlier, I had no idea how long they had been going at it with such intensity. But judging by the sounds my wife was making, it seemed like quite a while.

"Fuck! Fuck! You're all ... all the way inside me now!" Nora cried out, her whole body seeming to writhe under the pleasure. She had lost all control. This had to be an orgasm, but I had never seen her like this before. Was that really my wife?

When she had calmed down a little, Nora put her arms around Marcus and pulled his head down towards her. They kissed each other. It was a wet, moist kiss with lots of tongue. A kiss full of lust and desire. Marcus' thighs continued to move - albeit much more slowly. In contrast to Nora, he seemed to be much more in control of his senses and had not yet come. Of course, it could be that I had slept through his orgasm. Perhaps that was even probable, because only then would I trust us men to lead the woman to her happiness, without having to precede it with an orgasm of our own.

I just stood there silently and watched. The minutes passed. I didn't seem to have been missed.

My hand wandered between my legs. There it found my hard cock pressing against my pants and demanding to be released. But I couldn't grant it that. Despite all the lust inside me that demanded to be let out, I didn't want to be caught masturbating as a voyeur. In the end, my shame outweighed my desire. My hand stayed down there, however, and pressed against my cock through my pants.

Nora changed her position. I had the feeling that her head was about to turn towards the door. I didn't want to be caught being a non-masturbating voyeur either. The right reaction would probably have been to push the door open and go in. Instead, I took a quick step to the side to remain undetected.

I stayed hidden for the time being and concentrated on listening.

"Stick your butt up," Marcus urged my wife. "Spread your legs."

"Oh," Nora moaned, "slow down, please. I'm not yet ... He's so ..." A few words were swallowed up by her moans and the sounds of kissing mixed in.

This was followed by a regular clapping noise. My guess was that they were now continuing their activities in the doggy style position. To confirm this, I was ready to venture forth again.

I was right. Nora was kneeling on the bed and leaning on her arms. Her bottom was stretched upwards as demanded. Marcus held her sideways with his hands, just above her bottom, and thrust quickly and powerfully.

My view was still very limited. Nora was turned away from me, so I couldn’t see how the sex was affecting her. Judging by the sounds she was making, she was very satisfied and highly aroused. As with the first time, my view of the main act was blocked. It was left to my imagination to see another man's penis drilling into my wife.

Finally seeing that would probably have been a good reason to rip open the door and storm into the room. I wanted to see it too. But I had let so much time pass that I found it difficult to take that step.

Fortunately, the two of them took pity on me and reached the grand finale. Under Nora's screams and his violent fucking movements, Marcus finally came. I could swear that my wife also reached her second climax in a short amount of time.

It took a little while before Marcus stopped his movements completely and pulled his cock out of my wife. Nora collapsed forward onto the bed, exhausted, and buried her head in the comforter. Marcus turned and dropped down beside her, lying on his back. That was the moment I saw his cock for the very first time.

I have to admit that my jaw dropped a little at the sight. I would rate my own penis as average-sized. I had never given it much thought. Of course, I was aware that it could be bigger. But it could just as easily go in the opposite direction.

I only got to see Marcus' penis from a distance. He was also still wearing a condom. He was probably no longer at maximum hardness after his recent orgasm. Nevertheless, it still had a considerable length. Perhaps a fifty percent length advantage over me. But I was much more struck by his girth.

With this sight, my wife's reactions appeared in a completely different light. Especially her realization that he was now completely inside her. But I didn't panic about my own equipment. This evening was all about experiencing something different for us. What had become a thick, long cock for my wife could have been huge breasts and a plump bottom for me if our search had ended differently.

Marcus whispered something into Nora’s ear. In the next moment, her head snapped to the side, and her eyes locked on the door. I had been caught. I pulled the door open and stepped into the room.

Marcus turned and sat on the edge of the bed. He pulled the condom off his penis, knotted the end and threw it in a garbage can next to a desk. He grabbed his boxer shorts that were lying on the floor, but didn't put them on. Instead, he walked towards me with them in his hand. His cock swung freely back and forth.

"I’ll give you two some time," he said to me as he walked past, placing his hand on my shoulder. It was the second time that evening. I wasn’t sure how to interpret it. Was it a thank you for allowing him to put his hands on my wife? Or simply a reassuring gesture, signaling that everything was fine.

I heard the door close behind me. Now it was just Nora and me. We stared at each other in silence for a few seconds.

"Come on," Nora said softly, patting the bed invitingly.

I followed her lead and sat down on the edge of the bed. Nora pulled me down to her and kissed me.

"Are we okay?" she asked.

All I could manage was a shaky, "Yes."

"Take your clothes off," she told me and at the same time started to work on me. I didn't want to get naked any less quickly and soon all my clothes were torn off. Nora's hand gripped my stiff cock. For a brief moment, my head wanted to make a comparison with Marcus, but her hand masturbating me pushed the thought aside.

"Have you been watching us for a long time?" asked Nora.

"Just for a moment," I replied and closed my eyes. Her touch was exactly what I needed. "A few minutes."

"Why so late? I kept looking at the door, but you weren't there."

"I wanted to give you time," I lied. I was embarrassed that I had fallen asleep in the middle of everything. Besides, Nora wanted to get a head start.

"Yes, thank you. That made it a lot easier." Nora let go of my cock and pushed me onto the bed. She climbed on top of me. "I was quite nervous after all." Her breasts and especially her hard nipples rubbed over my upper body. "Fortunately, Marcus didn't make it particularly difficult for me."

"Mm," I mumbled with excitement and looked between our bodies. Nora had wonderful breasts. One of her legs pressed on my cock. She pushed herself higher so that her breasts slapped my face. My lips grabbed her right nipple and sucked on it. My tongue played around it. Nora sighed with pleasure.

It was not surprising that I was aroused underneath her. I hadn't had an orgasm yet that day. Thanks to Marcus, Nora had probably already had two orgasms. Nevertheless, it was clear that she wanted more. This evening had turned out completely differently than planned, but the fundamental goal of revitalizing our sex life seemed to be well on track. In that respect, I wasn't going to complain. Especially not at that moment, when my wife sat on top of me and slowly pushed herself down on me until my cock and her pubic area were at the same height. Her hand reached between us. She grabbed my cock and guided it through her furrow. She then placed it at her opening and slowly lowered herself onto me until my cock was completely inside her. I only briefly realized that she wasn't commenting on this moment with me. The fact that I was all the way inside her was nothing special, though, it happened every Saturday. Nora stayed in this position on top of me and looked down at me. We sank into each other's eyes.

"I love you," Nora said and lifted her pelvis until only the tip of my cock was still inside her.

"I ... I you too ... Oh." She had slapped herself down on my penis until it was fully submerged inside her again. My hands gripped her thighs. I was incredibly aroused. "Not so fast."

Nora ignored my warning. Instead, she did the exact opposite and even sped up her ride. I wouldn't last long like this.

"Nora," I gasped, but by then it was already too late. The excitement that had built up over the whole evening and especially in the last fifteen minutes had to come out. Three incredibly powerful shots of my semen shot out of me and deep into her. I'm not usually the loudest in bed, but this time I couldn't hold back my moans. In addition, my body tensed up and my hands clawed into her thighs.

"That was quick," Nora commented dryly.

"I'm sorry. I ..." I stopped my words for a moment. There was really no need to apologize. "I warned you."

"It's okay," she said and grinned at me. Her complaint was probably more of a playful nature. After two orgasms, it would most likely have taken quite a bit to drive her to number three. "I think it's wonderful that you enjoyed the evening too."

"I guess it's better than chasing after Marcus with a baseball bat," I said.

Nora giggled.

"What?"

"I just can’t really picture that fight."

"I gave the school bully in fifth grade a proper⁠—"

"Leave the old stories … And look at Marcus. I don’t know if even a baseball bat would be enough for you. He’s a head taller and pure muscle."

"Thanks for the vote of confidence," I grumbled.

"I’m a realist," Nora said, wrapping her arm around me and giving me a kiss.

Nora slid off me but stayed lying at my side, her arm draped over me. She gave me several kisses, starting from my chin and working her way up my cheek to my lips.

We didn’t say anything; we were both probably still processing the rush of what had just happened. I had an overwhelming number of questions swirling inside me, but I couldn’t bring myself to voice them. More than anything, I wanted to know what had happened during the time I had dozed off. I also wanted to ask what it had been like to sleep with another man after two decades. And lastly—though I hesitated to admit it even to myself—I wanted to know if it had been as good for her as it had sounded, judging by her cries. But I wasn’t sure if I’d ever dare to ask any of those questions. In this moment, certainly not.

It was Nora who moved first. She sat up and gave me a smile, then stood. "I’m going to hop in the shower."

When she stood up, I could see a few drops of my sperm oozing out of her. The shower was probably necessary. I underlined this thought with a satisfied inner grin. After all, there were still things where I had the upper hand over Marcus. I was allowed to go without a condom.


CHAPTER 5
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Nora disappeared into the bathroom. I watched her naked bottom as she walked away and stayed put. With my hands clasped behind my head, I stared at the ceiling, trying to make sense of what had just happened.

Nora had been by my side for over twenty years. Our marriage was nearly as long. In all that time, neither of us had ever strayed—I had no doubts about her faithfulness. But tonight, that had changed. Of course, it wasn’t cheating; we had made this decision together. I had even taken the final step alone by canceling the Uber.

But why had I done it? In my mind’s eye, I saw Nora and Marcus on the bed again. Their orgasms—there was no other word for it—had been almost explosive, absolutely spectacular. Was this now the new standard I had to live up to? The thought unsettled me.

At least Nora seemed to be in a good mood, and our brief sex had been good for me, at least. My quick climax, I attributed to the overwhelming excitement that had built up throughout the evening.

I found myself wondering yet again what had happened during the half hour I’d slept through. How quickly and in what way had they started? I’d only joined in for the main event.

The sound of the shower drifted from the bathroom. Nora was sweaty from the extended session, and I had finished inside her. A shower wasn’t really necessary for my five-minute contribution, but for her, it made sense.

I pulled myself together, got dressed, and gathered Nora’s clothes, folding them neatly and placing them on a chair. Then I headed back into the living area of the suite. Marcus was sitting there, back in his old seat, wearing only boxer shorts. He held a bottle in one hand and his iPhone in the other.

He looked up at me. Facing him felt strange—this was the man who had just driven my wife to ecstasy.

"Help yourself to the minibar," he offered. "There’s water, cola, and other stuff."

I identified his bottle as an expensive water. I was thirsty too, and grabbing something from the minibar gave me a distraction while waiting for Nora to finish so we could leave. I picked out a Coke—the sugar boost was exactly what I needed.

"You’ve got a great woman there," Marcus said, putting his phone down to look at me. "Beautiful and not a—excuse my language—crazy bitch like Marcella. Never get involved with a Latina."

"I’m all set," I replied and sat down on the sofa.

"You are," Marcus said, stretching. "If your lady ever needs a few relaxing hours, you’ve got my card. But the night’s not over yet."

"It’s late. We should probably start thinking about heading home."

"The suite has a second bedroom."

His words hung in the air between us for a few seconds. They sounded like a friendly offer, but there might have been some ulterior motives. Maybe he hadn’t had enough of my Nora yet. As a single guy, it wasn’t every day he got to enjoy himself with such a stunning woman.

On closer thought, though, I dismissed the idea as complete nonsense. This man—sitting there in just his boxer shorts, showing off his sculpted, muscular body—probably had no trouble finding women for one-night stands.

And yet, he had just reminded me again that his business card was a way to stay in contact beyond tonight. The only conclusion to draw was that he had enjoyed himself with Nora and wouldn’t mind a repeat.

A tingling sensation spread through me at the thought. What would it be like to experience Nora with him again? Including the parts I had missed this time. I was particularly interested in whether oral sex had taken place. Had Marcus' thick, big cock even fit in Nora's mouth, or had she only been able to play around it with her tongue?

I took a sip of Coke to regain my thoughts. It was probably better to let it sink in first before I went deeper into it - perhaps together with Nora. At the end of the day, this night was also supposed to stimulate our own sex life. I could have imagined us telling each other what it would have been like with a different partner. Perhaps we would have learned a new position from them, which we could then recreate and try out together.

As things stood, I could only act as a listener. I was missing the experience with another woman. I also thought it would be difficult to re-enact what Marcus and Nora had done together. I didn't have a cock like him wagging between my legs, nor did I have any idea how I could elicit the sounds from Nora that Marcus had gotten out of her. Measured against my expectations, the outcome of the evening was sobering. Still, I couldn’t bring myself to feel that what we had done was wrong. I would be lying if I claimed it hadn’t been a pleasurable experience for me.

A few large gulps of Coke should drive this thought away. It would have been pleasurable if I had been lying on a second bed with another woman. Instead of just being a spectator, we could have occasionally glanced at the other bed. Under these circumstances, it would certainly have been very arousing to see my wife with another man.

But the circumstances that evening were different. Instead of making first contacts and then taking the plunge with another couple at some point in the future, we had jumped in at the deep end. At least Nora had - I stood at the edge of the pool and watched her enjoy herself. And damn it, why did I enjoy just watching? I'd never been particularly interested in being a spectator in my life so far. The only sporting events I had attended in the last ten years had been those of our children.

The door to the bedroom slid open, and Nora came running in. To my surprise, she hadn’t gotten dressed yet but was wearing a white bathrobe.

"Come here," Marcus said, setting his smartphone aside and placing the water bottle on the table.

I stayed silent. My eyes followed her as my mind raced, trying to figure out what to make of this. The evening was supposed to have ended by now.

"Your husband was actually ready to head home," Marcus informed her, sparing me from having to say it myself.

"Oh, was he?" Nora looked at me, perhaps noting that, unlike her, I was already fully dressed. Our eyes met briefly before she turned back to Marcus. I wasn’t sure if she was looking at his face or at his boxer shorts—probably at what lay behind them, the object of her lingering desire.

That settled the last question of what she would prefer to do. If it were up to Nora, she would have gone another round with Marcus right then and there.

It was a sobering realization, especially considering what I had witnessed between them earlier. Nora’s lustful sounds still echoed in my mind. This was supposed to reignite our sex life—exciting, liberating, maybe even a little risky. But this good? So intense that, with some distance, I was starting to wonder how I could ever compete.

Nora took a step back. "I’m sorry, Marcus, but I think it’s time for us to leave."

"I understand," Marcus replied, showing no hint of disappointment. "One last kiss?"

Nora glanced at me briefly, but apparently, she didn’t need my approval. Before I could nod, she took Marcus’s outstretched hand and let him pull her onto his lap, sitting sideways. His right hand wrapped around the small of her back. Without much prelude, their lips met.

My breath caught in my throat. I would have liked to appear more indifferent, but I couldn’t look away. Nora pressed herself against Marcus, their tongues entwined in an unrestrained kiss. It was the kind of raw passion I’d expect from new lovers—not from their first dates, but after a few months, when the need to show affection and desire for each other’s bodies was at its peak.

I stared, perplexed, and perhaps with my mouth slightly open. Was that really my Nora? The same woman who, until a year ago, had spent much of her free time working on the parents’ council and the support association at our children’s school. All of that was behind her now. What would the other parents think if they saw how the once-dedicated Nora Haas was now spending her free time? Although, you certainly couldn’t deny her dedication to this kiss.

And what would they think of me? Her husband watching her kissing someone else and instead of intervening, he's got a hard cock in his pants again. Fuck! What's wrong with me? And what's wrong with Nora?

The last thought shot out of me as she lowered herself from Marcus' lap onto the floor in front of him. Her hands gripped his boxers, but then she hesitated. Apparently she finally remembered my existence. Her head turned towards me - her husband.

What are you doing? one of my inner voices wanted to shout at her. That was supposed to be nothing more than a goodbye kiss. Now she was kneeling in front of him and seemed to want to get up to some more nonsense. But it was just one of many voices. Others demanded that she rip Marcus' boxers off so that her lips could pounce on his cock.

But Nora didn't do me that favor. She didn't move at all. She held eye contact with me, frozen. Was she struggling to decide whether she should really do this? Or was she waiting for my permission?

There was no point in clinging to false hopes. She was only interested in securing my approval for another act that would take us yet another step away from the traditional marriage we had once known.

But I couldn’t give her that approval. Like her, I was frozen, paralyzed by a storm of conflicting thoughts. One of them screamed at me to get up, pull Nora away from Marcus, and drag her out of room 708 like a caveman. Away from this madness.

But beyond the fact that she was only wearing a bathrobe, there were countless other reasons not to do it. Chief among them was that it wasn’t who I was. We were a team. We made our decisions together—especially the big ones. And this was, without question, one of the biggest.

But did it even matter what we did over the next few hours? Nora had already given herself to another man. What did it matter if she licked his cock again right now?

And didn't I want to see that too? Did the desparately horny Paul Haas want to watch his wife grab another man's cock, bring it to her mouth and press it between her lips?

There were those voices inside me too. This cacophony of thoughts made it impossible for me to make a decision. None of them took the lead.

"Paul, Nora," Marcus said in a calm voice. "I think it’s best if you head home now."

I have to give him credit—he didn’t try to exploit the situation for his own gain.

Nora stood up. I expected her to head into the bedroom to get dressed so we could finally leave. Instead, she walked around the small table and came over to me. She sat down on my lap, just as she had done with Marcus earlier. Her arms wrapped around my neck, and her face came so close to mine that I could feel her breath.

"Your decision," she whispered in my ear.

I saw Marcus get up behind her. "I’d be lying if I said I wouldn’t enjoy spending a little more time with Nora," he said. "But only if you both agree. Take your time. The door at the back on the right is a second bedroom. Even if you decide against it, you don’t have to leave right away—it’s late."

Marcus walked away. We watched him until he disappeared into the bedroom where he and Nora had been together earlier. He closed the door behind him. This decision was ours alone to make. Still, we wouldn’t be able to leave without saying goodbye—Nora’s clothes were still in there.

Nora turned her attention back to me. She pressed her forehead against mine. I don’t think either of us knew what to say.

"And now?" I asked.

"Still your decision," Nora replied.

"If I want to go home, then…"

"… then we’ll go."

"But you’d rather stay, wouldn’t you?"

"Didn’t we have… fun?"

"You’re having fun."

Nora looked at me with wide eyes. "But we had our fun in between, didn't we?" She probably meant our five-minute sex. "And that's what it's all about, a revival."

"I'm not saying we made a mistake either. We did what we discussed. At least something like that. It wasn't planned to go straight into action today, nor that only one of us would make a move."

"A little spontaneity and variety doesn't hurt us either."

"You mean Tuesday night sex instead of Saturday night?"

"Why instead of? How about in addition?"

"I'm looking forward to Saturday," I joked.

Nora pressed herself against me. "I'll make sure it's special for you." She kissed me. The kiss started off cautiously, just our lips pressing against each other. But it became more and more intense. Nora slipped her tongue into my mouth and I greeted her happily.

I remembered that it had only been a few minutes since Nora and Marcus had dueled with their tongues. It should have felt strange for me to follow another man. But it didn't. Instead, my lust took over. I pushed the bathrobe off Nora's shoulders to take her breasts in my hand. My thumb played with one of her nipples.

"Fuck!" Nora exclaimed.

"What is it?"

"I need more - and I don't care if it's Marcus or you. But it has to be right now."

"You would choose Marcus?"

"Who says it has to be an either-or decision?"

Nora tugged at my pants. To get a better grip, she let herself slide off me onto the floor. She was now kneeling in front of me, just like she had recently done with Marcus. However, I wasn't just wearing boxer shorts. So she had to free me from my pants and underpants. I freed myself from my shoes. I simply slipped them off without undoing the laces. Every unnecessary second had to be saved so that Nora could pounce on my cock as soon as possible.

My best piece was finally free. He had been hard for a long time. Ever since Nora had come into the living area in her bathrobe, he had waited excitedly to see what would happen. Now Nora took my cock in her hand and brought it to her lips. Her tongue played around my glans. Her spit spread all over it. She didn't hesitate for long and let it slide all the way inside her.

Nora's head shot up and down. I watched in fascination. I didn't get a blowjob every time we had sex on a Saturday night, but it wasn't unusual either. It was definitely part of our foreplay once a month. But it usually stayed that way. In twenty years, I may have seen her go all the way to the end of a blowjob just as often. But judging by her intensity, that seemed to be the plan.

I pushed my pelvis towards her, because it couldn't go fast enough for me. The lust inside me had to come out, it demanded to be released.

It was definitely the best blowjob I'd had from her in a long time. Whether it was due to her haste, my lust or both is hard to say. I tried to hold back to savor the experience a little longer, but then it suddenly overtook me.

"I'm coming!" I shouted in warning.

Nora released my cock from her mouth and grabbed it with her hand. Just in time before my first squirt. It flew high into the air. Nora had moved a little to the side so that my cum landed on the bathrobe rather than on her. Smaller squirts followed, but I found them quite remarkable considering the fact that I had already come once before. After the first orgasm, we were usually done with sex for the rest of the day.

I let myself fall back onto the sofa, exhausted. Nora climbed up to me and leaned against me. My cock lay limp between my legs. I was exhausted and tired. This evening had been quite a challenge. Cumming twice was great and had taken strength, but of course it hadn't finished me off. It was the emotional rollercoaster ride that kept me going. I would have loved to close my eyes and sleep. But then I would probably have woken up a second time to the sound of Nora and Marcus engaged in a wild fuck.

»And now?" I asked, fully aware that I was leaving everything open. I was almost putting it in Nora's hands.

"We're staying until tomorrow morning?" Nora asked in return. I probably didn't deserve anything other than this counter-question.

"Yes," I sighed and resigned myself to my fate.

"Come on," Nora said, taking my hand and pulling me up from the sofa. She wanted to go to the bedroom to join Marcus. "Leave them here, you won’t need them." I had been about to pick up my clothes to get dressed. Facing Marcus naked made me feel uncomfortable, of course, partly because of the unflattering comparison of our equipment. Still, I made no further attempt to gather my clothes.

Nora led the way and opened the door. This time, I would be there from the very beginning and wouldn’t miss anything. Nora seemed to have quickly shed her nervousness, and I was no longer in the category of too many eyes.


CHAPTER 6
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Marcus lay in the middle of the bed, his arms casually folded behind his head. He was still wearing his boxer shorts. Nora let go of my hand, kissed me on the cheek, and then walked to the bed. She knelt on it, moved forward slowly on all fours, and finally let her hands slide to Marcus’ boxers to pull them off.

"So, you’re staying?" Marcus asked, clearly pleased.

"We’re staying," Nora replied with a smile.

Marcus shifted his gaze to me, as if waiting for confirmation. I managed only a quiet, barely audible "We’re staying." But that seemed to satisfy him, as his attention immediately returned to Nora.

Nora pulled his boxer shorts down. His cock lay on his body. If Marcus hadn't been so tall, it would certainly have reached his belly button. But he wasn't quite hard yet either. Perhaps it took a moment longer for such a giant to swell to its full size.

Nora's delicate hand clasped it and lifted it. Marcus and I were just silent spectators. We both saw her lower her head and kiss his glans. Her tongue emerged and played around it.

It was all very similar to what I had just experienced with her, yet everything felt different. I stood there, able only to watch. However, one thing remained the same for me as it had been a few minutes earlier. Even though I wasn't the beneficiary of Nora's tongue this time, my penis had erected itself again. It was calling for a third round that day, but I resisted the urge to take matters into my own hands.

Now that the decision had been made that we would spend the rest of the night here, there seemed to be no rush. Nora took plenty of time to pamper Marcus with her tongue.

The progress was really slow. After playing with his glans, she licked his shaft. Apparently every spot must have been licked at least three times by her tongue. Marcus' only reaction was that his cock grew to its full size.

Meanwhile, I stood awkwardly in the room, unsure of what to do with myself. Even though the bed was quite large, I didn’t seem to be needed there—perhaps not even wanted. For the moment, I preferred keeping some distance anyway. Reluctantly, I moved to a chair about two meters from the bed. From there, I could not only sit but still had a clear view of what was happening. On the bed, they neither noticed nor cared that I was sitting there.

Marcus' cock was now glistening with Nora's spit. She was holding it tightly at the root with one hand. Of course, there was still more than enough sticking out at the top, and she was now giving this part her full attention. At last, the moment I had been waiting for arrived. She tried to push his cock between her lips. It even worked. At least three or four centimeters beyond his glans. Nora got into trouble at this point.

"That's enough," Marcus said to her, as he had apparently noticed her struggles as well. "You can try to work your way forward slowly. But hardly anyone manages all of it on the first try."

He was very considerate and understanding. No comparison to what I've seen in porn, where the man often just thrusts his cock deep into the woman so that at some point she is forced to release his cock from her mouth, gagging and gasping for air.

Nora continued to work on his cock. Again and again she let his cock thrust into her mouth, perhaps managing two or three additional centimeters. About half of him in total. Her hand on the root of his cock prevented her from going too far.

I was highly aroused by this live porn show. My own cock was sticking out and demanding attention. But my hands had gripped the edge of the chair seat on either side. It would have been so completely wrong to masturbate in front of them. I couldn't think of anything more embarrassing. The husband degraded to doing it to himself while his wife, driven by another man, went off like a rocket.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!, I shouted into myself. It became more difficult with each passing moment not to succumb to my desire for release. I had to stay strong.

It didn't help my arousal that I started to imagine how the blowjob would end. It could be that Nora swallowed his juice. But that didn't seem very likely to me. In a porn movie, Marcus would probably have spread his cream all over her face. I have to admit that if I made it that far in a porno, I liked to see the cumshot right in the face. However, I'd never done that to Nora before, but I'd never asked her about it either. I couldn't imagine that she would give her consent. In the end, perhaps the only option was for Marcus to simply shoot into the void. I wondered how far or high his cannon could shoot?

Calm down. Keep a clear head, I told myself. All this thinking had made my cock harder than ever. The desire to grab it and wank it was greater than ever.

The blowjob dragged on. Nora released Marcus' cock in between to kiss and lick it with her tongue. Marcus showed impressive stamina.

In the end, none of my ideas about the end of the blowjob became reality.

"I need to feel you inside me," Nora demanded. "Show Paul how you fuck me."

My wife said these words with so much pleasure that I couldn't judge them negatively at that moment. In hindsight, you can see it differently. Another man having to show me how to fuck my own wife would perhaps be an overly negative interpretation. However, the reality at that moment was that I would love to see this act. Especially now with a much better view of the action. The first time, I hadn't been able to see Marcus sinking his cock into my wife.

"Paul, toss me the condoms, will you?" Marcus asked.

"Where…" I said, glancing around.

"Lying next to you on the table."

There was a small square box on the table with no writing on it. I opened it. It was still half full. I couldn't miss the round outline of the condom in the square plastic wrapper.

Trojan Magnum - of course, what else?

I took one out of the box and threw it to Marcus as he had requested. It landed next to him on the bed, he grabbed it immediately and tore open the wrapper. While Nora lay down on the bed, he rolled the condom over his penis. It was a pretty good fit.

"Please be careful," Nora asked him.

"Don't worry, it went well earlier. I'm sure it will be a little easier now," Marcus said and grabbed her between her legs. His hand stroked through Nora's pubic area and she moaned. "You're pretty wet. That makes it even easier." He thrust a finger into Nora, then immediately brought in a second. Nora had no problems with it, but that was to be expected.

Marcus pushed his fingers into Nora a few times. But that seemed to be enough for him to move on to the next step. He lay down between Nora's legs and placed his cock at her opening. I watched spellbound as he slowly penetrated Nora. He kept his gaze fixed on Nora's face. I had the impression that he knew exactly what he was doing. Especially how quickly he could penetrate her. How many women could he have had? Certainly many times more than my three.

My left hand was no longer on the edge of the chair seat. It was now resting on my knee. My fingers gripped it so that it stayed there and didn't move any further into the forbidden zone.

Marcus had steadily moved deeper into Nora. I would have expected him to take longer, but he had penetrated her completely straight away. Maybe because it wasn't the first time that evening. He now began to fuck her slowly, steadily increasing his speed.

There are moments in life when you want something but know you really shouldn’t have it—like reaching into a cookie jar filled with calorie bombs. At my fighting weight of a 220 pounds, that’s definitely something I should avoid.

But when the cookie jar is sitting right in front of you, impossible to ignore, and there’s no escaping it, eventually, you reach the point where you can’t resist the temptation any longer. Sooner or later, you give in and grab a cookie.

Long story short: I couldn’t hold back any longer. My left hand grabbed my cock and I started to masturbate.

When you try to hold back for so long and the desire for something keeps increasing, the release is all the greater. Now that I had started, I wouldn't stop without a good reason. I needed that cathartic orgasm.

On the bed, they were initially too busy to notice my new activity. However, when they switched to the doggy style position, Nora looked over at me during the brief pause. I might have tried to pull my hand back quickly, but I just couldn't let go of my cock. Nora smiled at me. When Marcus rammed his cock into her from behind, her mouth shot open and she moaned loudly. It was evident that her moan carried no trace of pain. She now had no problem at all being penetrated by his big cock.

The doggy-style position is not one of our standard positions. However, I loved it in porn. I liked it when the woman's breasts were hanging down, which made them look particularly big. The fuck was accompanied by the man slapping against the woman's bottom. For me, it felt like watching a porn movie—being a spectator from the outside. I enjoyed that. When I touched my glans with my thumb, I could feel how close I was to an orgasm.

Judging by her moans and increasingly uncontrolled sounds such as "Ah!" and "Yes!", Nora was also pretty far gone. Only Marcus seemed to have full control over himself. He pushed his cock deep into Nora again and again.

"I'm coming! I'm coming!" Nora suddenly exclaimed and opened her eyes wide. Her mouth fell open after the exclamation and she let out more cries of pleasure.

In the face of her eruption, I couldn't hold back any longer, nor did I want to. I came for the third time that night. Perhaps the last time I had come so often was when I was nineteen, though not in a single night, but throughout the entire day.

My sperm squirted out of me. There wasn't much left though and I didn't have the energy to worry about staining the carpet. Exhausted, I sank back into the chair and closed my eyes. I didn't know what time it was now, but it was certainly well after midnight. Normally, I would have been in bed for a while by now.

Marcus' rhythmic slapping on my wife's buttocks slowed down and then stopped completely. I heard the rustling of the comforter triggered by movement. This was followed by kissing noises.

I opened my eyes to see what was happening. Marcus and Nora were now lying next to each other and kissing. Marcus pressed himself against Nora's back from behind. I could see his still stiff cock through her legs. Marcus reached around Nora's body with his right hand and grabbed her breasts.

I suppressed a yawn. If it had been up to me, this game would end now. You’d think that, as a husband, this sight would send adrenaline coursing through my veins. I certainly hadn’t had enough of it yet, but at that moment, fatigue won out.

Damn, I thought quietly. Marcus hadn't come yet. This was definitely going to last a while longer. I closed my eyes again.

Suddenly, someone touched me, and I jolted awake. Nora had gotten up without me noticing.

"Tired?" she asked.

"A little," I admitted. Nora knew me well enough to understand that when I said a little, I actually meant very tired.

Nora looked back briefly at Marcus, who was still lying on the bed and looking over at us. "We're not quite finished here yet. Marcus hasn't ..."

She didn't say it, but she was only saying what I had been thinking myself shortly before. Someone in this group was still lacking a well-deserved orgasm.

Despite the exchange of words and Nora right in front of me, I couldn't hold back a yawn.

"If you need a break, you know where the second bedroom is," Marcus offered.

I looked at Nora.

"It’s okay," she said. "I’ll join you soon."

I could barely keep my eyes open. I gave Nora a kiss and left. At the door, I glanced back one more time. Nora was already sitting on the bed, but her eyes were still on me. Her expression seemed to reassure me that everything was fine. That it was okay for me to leave her alone.

This wasn’t the first time, after all. She didn’t know, of course, but they had already spent half an hour together earlier while I had been asleep on the sofa.

Still, looking back now, it seems strange to me that I actually left at that moment. We had only met Marcus that evening. He had seemed like a really nice guy so far, but who could say for sure that he wouldn’t suddenly turn out to be a psychopath?

I picked up the clothes I had left by the sofa and headed to the second bedroom. It was much smaller. I slipped my underwear back on but took off my shirt.

Lying in bed, I tried to listen for any sounds from the other bedroom. But the thick walls and two closed doors blocked everything out. My exhaustion quickly overtook me, and I fell into a deep sleep.


CHAPTER 7
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Something hairy tickled my nose. My arms were wrapped around a body, feeling warm skin and bare breasts. I opened my eyes slowly and cautiously. The sunlight made me blink.

It took a moment to orient myself and understand. I had woken up next to my wife, as I did every morning. But this wasn’t our marital bed.

The Artemis – Marcus Morales – hotel bar – room 708 – my wife with another man.

Suddenly, everything that had happened the night before came rushing back to me. My arms instinctively tightened around Nora, perhaps to reclaim her as mine.

When I had gone to sleep here, Nora had still been in Marcus’s bed. At some point during the night, she had returned to me. I didn’t know if it had been after thirty minutes or three hours. Exhausted and drained, I had slept straight through until now.

Judging by the sunlight, it could have been well into the day. I had already told work that I’d be working from home today, possibly starting later than usual because of private appointments. Still, I needed to check the time.

My iPhone was still in my pants. Reluctantly, I got up. My hands released Nora with hesitation. After last night, it felt reassuring to have her so close. I couldn’t imagine waking up here alone, knowing she had spent the entire night in Marcus’s bed.

I grabbed my pants and pulled out my iPhone. It was half past eight. That meant we were still in good time. I usually started work around this time most days. Even factoring in rush hour traffic, which could easily mean an hour to get home, I didn’t need to wake Nora just yet.

With my pants and iPhone in hand, I looked down at Nora. She was lying naked in bed. At home, she never slept naked. Her clothes were nowhere to be seen; they must still be in Marcus’s room. Otherwise, there was little indication of what had happened the night before. She slept peacefully and at ease. Cynics might say that she was able to sleep so soundly and relaxed precisely because of what we had done—or, more accurately, because of what she had experienced.

I had actually let her fuck another man. A man with a pretty big cock.

Fuck!

My pulse was racing. It felt as if I was suddenly realizing this fact, which I was already aware of, on a completely different level. It had really happened. It hadn't been a dream.

Nora - my Nora. I hope we haven't made a big mistake.

But if that was the case, we wouldn't find out today. Only the future would tell. I was enough of a realist to know that you couldn't always predict how you'd end up reacting to something that turned a long relationship on its head.

I got dressed and made a quick stop in the bathroom. We didn’t have anything with us, of course. I simply splashed some water on my face and tried to fix my hair. The rest could wait until we got home.

After one last glance at Nora, I stepped out into the suite’s living area. I wasn’t the first one awake. Marcus was already up and moving around.

"Good morning," he greeted me cheerfully.

"Morning," I muttered.

"All good?"

"I think so."

Marcus stopped in front of me. "This might sound harsher than I intend it to, but I’d say she needed it." Marcus’s expression didn’t change. He was completely serious.

"You would know," I replied sarcastically.

"Me?"

"How many times have you fucked someone else's wife?"

Marcus laughed. "It was the first time."

I looked at him doubtfully.

"Really," he said emphatically. "The bar belongs to an old acquaintance. Why do you think I came in there as a single man in the first place?"

"Whatever," was my slightly defensive response.

"Take your time. You have my card. I would like to see Nora again. She's a very beautiful woman - and more fiery in bed than you might expect. And I'd be happy to introduce you to the world of whiskeys."

"Let’s see," I said, not really expecting a reunion to happen.

"Good," Marcus replied. "I have to head out now. Urgent commitments—family. I’ve ordered breakfast for you. It should arrive in a few minutes. Take your time; I won’t be back until late."

"Okay," I said, feeling a little perplexed.

"Hopefully see you again soon," Marcus said, shaking my hand. I watched him as he walked to the door and opened it. "Oh, just bring it in," he said.

A hotel staff member pushed in a small cart laden with a generous breakfast spread. Marcus handed her a tip and then left the room with her. "Enjoy," were his parting words as he pulled the door shut behind him.

I took a deep breath and then turned my attention to the breakfast. There was coffee and orange juice to choose from. I poured myself a coffee first. The food selection was plentiful and varied. For now, I settled on just the coffee. I wanted to explore the rest with Nora.

Now that I was sitting alone in the living area, sipping my coffee and knowing Marcus was no longer here, a sudden sense of emptiness overcame me. This madness finally seemed to be coming to an end.

"Hey," Nora’s voice suddenly broke the silence. She had woken up and taken a few steps toward me. Somehow, she had found a new bathrobe. Her hair was already halfway tidied. "Where’s Marcus?"

"Just left. Some urgent family business."

Nora nodded and sat down beside me on the sofa.

"He ordered us breakfast. Coffee or orange juice?"

"Juice."

I poured her a glass of orange juice and grabbed a bagel for myself to get something into my stomach. The omelet and crispy bacon were also calling my name. Nora took some yogurt and helped herself to the cheese platter.

"Should we talk?" I asked.

"Not now. Not today. Right?"

"Okay."

I was relieved that we could postpone the topic for the time being. I needed some time to process everything on my own first.

We exchanged only a few words during breakfast. As agreed, we didn’t talk about the previous night at all. I was glad when we were finally sitting in the Uber on the way home. Once there, I took a shower and sat down in my home office. The team at work was glad I was finally available—an urgent case needed my attention. I gladly threw myself into work, using it as a way to push the previous night out of my mind.

It only worked partially. The images from last night kept creeping back into my head. At some point, we would have to face them. We couldn’t run away from this forever.

What last night would mean for us going forward was uncertain. I couldn’t and didn’t want to imagine it destroying us. But whether it would bring the positive changes we’d hoped for—a new, more exciting chapter in our sex life—was equally unclear. That was now entirely up to us.


AFTERWORD


Thank you for reading Room 708! This is my first truly new release in four years. During that time, I only published English translations of my German books. (I publish my German books under the name David Silver.)

Over the last few years, I’ve started writing more than ten different books, but I always found myself stuck at some point along the way. This time, I deliberately focused on telling a “simpler” story and seeing it through to the end. While this was initially intended as a standalone, I’m not ruling out a sequel—it all depends on the level of interest. I’d love to hear your ideas on how things could continue for Paul, Nora, and Marcus. Some concepts are already swirling around in my mind.

Feel free to share your thoughts on this story and my other books with me via email or through my website.

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

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

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

Thank you again for your time and support!

AutorDavidSilver@gmail.com

Follow me on Bluesky


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

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

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

Will Peter become a cuckold? And Sandra a hotwife?

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


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

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

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

Friendly Trap is available on Amazon. Start reading now!


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

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

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

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

Holiday Trap is available on Amazon. Start reading now!
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