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Chapter One

◆◆◆

The booking agent’s mistake meant we had the monastery to ourselves.

We discovered this at the gate — a hand-painted sign in Greek and broken English tacked to the iron bars: Private visits canceled today. Open again Thursday. But the gate swung open when Marco pushed it, and no one appeared to stop us, so we walked in — the four of us stepping from the blinding Cretan sun into a cool stone corridor like divers breaking the surface in reverse.

I’d met Sophie and Dario three days earlier at the hotel pool. They were Italian — from Milan, originally. They possessed the easy warmth of people who travel well and don’t need to perform relaxation as theater for others.

Dario had dark curls silvering at the temples, a jaw that belonged on a coin, and hands that moved when he talked the way Italian hands do — sculpting the air, making language physical. Sophie was small, precise, with sharp cheekbones and the kind of laugh that starts in her stomach and arrives at her mouth already full.

We liked them immediately. My husband and Dario bonded over architecture and bad airport whiskey. Sophie and I bonded over everything else.

The monastery sat high above Chania, perched on a ridge where the land dropped away into blue nothing — the Aegean stretching flat and burning to the horizon. Inside, the air was fifteen degrees cooler, the stone walls sweating faintly, centuries of incense baked into the plaster. Our footsteps echoed as we wandered through the cloisters — arched walkways framing a courtyard garden gone wild with bougainvillea and jasmine, the scent thick enough to taste.

The men drifted ahead, drawn by a chapel with Byzantine frescoes peeling from the apse. Marco had his camera out. Dario pointed at something in the vaulting, gesturing expansively, and their voices receded into the stone until they were just murmuring echoes.

Sophie and I sat on a low wall in the courtyard, the jasmine heavy around us, the sun slicing through the archways in long gold bars.

“It’s strange being alone here, Lena.”

She said it quietly, her bare legs crossed, one sandal dangling from her toe.

“No tourists or guide droning on. Just — silence.”

“And jasmine.”

“And jasmine.”

She smiled. Then she looked at me sideways — not the way women usually look at each other. Slower. The kind of look that starts at the eyes and doesn’t hurry to leave.

“Can I say something honest, Lena?”

“Always.”

“Dario noticed Marco first. The shoulders, the way he carries himself. He pointed him out at the pool and said — and I’m translating loosely — that man fucks like he built the bed himself.“

I laughed — surprised, but delighted by her comment, and immediately warm between my thighs.

“He’s not wrong.”

“I thought so.”

Sophie uncrossed her legs and crossed them the other way. The movement was deliberate — her sundress riding higher, the inside of one tanned thigh catching the light. I noticed the absence of a tan line where underwear should have been and felt my pulse shift gears.

“And Dario?”

She tilted her head.

“Dario fucks the way he talks. With his whole body. He doesn’t stop until you’re incoherent.”

“Christ, Sophie.”

She tossed her head back and laughed.

“You asked.”

I had, and now the question sat between us, radiating heat like the stone we sat on. My cunt throbbed — a slow, insistent pulse that had nothing to do with the Cretan sun and everything to do with the images now crowding my mind: Dario’s hands, the ones that sculpted air, sculpting me instead. His mouth on mine, the weight of a body I didn’t know yet pressing me into cool stone while my husband wandered the chapel fifty metres away.

Sophie’s hand found my knee. Light but not accidental.

“I’m very wet, Lena. My pussy has been wet since we walked in here. Something about this place — the silence, the heat, and the fact that no one else is coming.”

“Me too.”

The admission left my mouth before caution could catch it. My thighs pressed together, and I felt the slick mess I’d been generating since we sat down — thick enough that my underwear was useless, the cotton soaked through and clinging to my swollen lips while my thighs grew stickier.

Nothing in my life had prepared me for how much I wanted this. I had never fucked outdoors, never confessed my arousal to another woman, never sat on ancient stone with my cunt aching and my pulse hammering while a near-stranger’s hand rested on my knee like a question waiting to be answered. The realisation hit me mid-throb — not as a thought but as a fact, physical and undeniable, the way you know you’re falling before your brain names the sensation.

I trembled from head to toe as my body pleaded to be fucked.

“We should find our husbands.”

Sophie stood, smoothing her dress. Her nipples were visible through the thin fabric — hard and dark — and she made no effort to hide them.

“Yes. We should.”

We both started toward the chapel corridor. Then I stopped.

The words formed with a clarity that felt almost architectural — not impulsive, but structural. A load-bearing decision. It was transformative and terrifying, and I paused, then stuttered, paused again, and spoke.

“Sophie.”

She turned.

“Yes, honey?”

I licked my lips — parched, but not by the sun. I tried to stop myself but somewhere inside me a small, firm voice echoed: seize the day.

“How about we find each other’s husbands?”

Her eyes searched my face — for the joke, for the blush, for the retraction that should have followed a sentence like that between two women who’d known each other seventy-two hours. She didn’t find any of them. What she found instead must have been the same thing I felt — the absolute, clear-eyed certainty of a decision that had already been made somewhere beneath language, and was only now surfacing.

Her mouth curved into something slow and certain.

“I was hoping you’d say that.”

That was all it took.

I found her husband alone in a side chapel, his back to me, studying a fresco of the Annunciation where the angel’s face had weathered to bare plaster. The space was tiny — room for perhaps six people standing — with a stone bench against one wall and light falling through a narrow window in a single golden shaft that turned the dust motes into something almost devotional.

He turned when he heard my sandals on the flagstones.

“Lena. Where’s Sophie?”

“Looking for Marco.”

He processed that in about two seconds. Italians are fast with subtext.

“Ah.”

“Is that a problem?”

He stepped closer. His eyes moved over me — not rushed, not predatory, but thorough. Taking inventory the way you would of something you’d been thinking about for three days and had just been given permission to touch.

“That depends entirely on what you want, Lena.”

“I want you to fuck me in this chapel before anyone realizes we’re alone.”

His expression didn’t change. But his breathing did.

“I brought no condoms. Sophie is on birth control, and she hates them.”

“She and I share that in common, too.”

“And now you want to share husbands?”

“And their seed, yes.”

He exhaled — a sound that carried more surrender than any word could. Then he crossed the remaining space between us in two strides. His mouth found mine — firm, warm, tasting of the coffee we’d shared that morning, and something underneath that was purely him: cedar, clean sweat, the faintly bitter trace of the Cretan sun on his skin. His kiss was nothing like Marco’s. Marco kissed like he was coming home. Dario kissed like he was arriving somewhere new and intended to stay.

His hands — those hands — gripped my waist, lifted me, and set me on the stone bench. The cold hit my bare thighs, and I gasped against his mouth. He pushed my sundress up around my hips, his fingers finding the soaked cotton of my underwear.

“Dio.“

He breathed it against my lips — not performative, just a man encountering evidence.

“Take them off.”

I glanced past his shoulder through the open window. In the far courtyard, framed by crumbling arches and bougainvillea, I saw my husband. His palms cupped Sophie’s ass cheeks, her sundress bunched at her waist, her spine arched against a pillar as she kissed him with the kind of hunger that doesn’t belong between strangers — except today it did. Jealousy burned in me, bright and fast, but underneath it, something I hadn’t expected: I wanted him to have her. I wanted my husband to fuck my new friend hard and deep and cum inside her. I wanted to know that when we walked away from here — possibly Sophie holding my hand — Marco would be inside her still, his semen leaking through her panties from a well-fucked pussy.

The jealousy didn’t cancel the want. They fed each other, twin flames sharing the same oxygen.

Dario hooked my panty waistband and pulled — one smooth motion, peeling the fabric down my thighs, past my knees, off one ankle, then the other. The underwear dangled from his fist for a moment, heavy with me, before he raised it to his mouth and nose, inhaling deeply — his eyes closed, his jaw tight, drinking me in before he’d even tasted the source.

He wanted me deeply — not love, just the same overwhelming lust that dribbled from me now, soaking my thighs, beads of stickiness running down my skin and pooling warm in the hollows behind my knees.

He smiled and dropped my panties on the bench beside us. Cool chapel air kissed my bare cunt, and I shivered — exposed, swollen, my lips already parted and glistening in the shaft of gold light. The stone bench was cold and ancient beneath my bare ass, and the contrast between its centuries of stillness and the urgent, slippery heat of my cunt felt like a metaphor I was too aroused to finish.

Dario sank to his knees on the stone floor. His hands gripped my thighs and spread them wide — no hesitation, no preamble — and then his mouth was on me.

The first lick was devastating. Long, flat, dragged slowly from my throbbing, drenched entrance to my engorged clit with the full width of his tongue. He tasted me the way he’d tasted the wine at dinner two nights ago — with attention, savouring every note before committing to the glass. My hips jerked off the stone, and I gripped his dark curls with both hands, the silver threads rough between my fingers as I pulled him deeper into me, watching through the window as my husband did the same in the distance — Sophie on her knees now, her dark head bobbing between his thighs.

The parallel was dizzying. Two couples separated by stone walls and fifty metres of sun-baked courtyard, each devouring someone else’s spouse, and the symmetry of it felt deliberate — as though the monastery itself had arranged this, had emptied its halls and canceled its visitors and left the gate unlocked for exactly this purpose.

Dario groaned against my cunt — a low, guttural vibration that shot through my clit and radiated pleasure outward in widening rings. Then he got to work properly. His tongue circled my hood with quick, precise flicks before clenching his lips around the base of my clit and sucking — rhythmic pulses that matched my own hammering heartbeat.

My body shuddered when he slid his fingers deep inside my tight cunt — two at once, curling upward against that spot that sent sparks up my spine and turned my vision to static at the edges. I wanted this so much — wanted him, another woman’s husband, while mine fucked her. The transgression wasn’t a complication. It was the fuel. Every taboo thought that crossed my mind — his cum inside me, Marco’s inside her, all of us marked by each other before dinner — drove the pleasure higher, sharper, closer to the edge.

Sophie was right. Her husband fucked the way he talked — with his whole body. His free hand splayed across my stomach, pressing me flat against the cold stone wall, holding me still while his mouth and fingers worked me apart, pleasure ripping through every fibre. Our sounds were filthy and sacred at once — the wet, rhythmic slurp of his tongue as he devoured me, my broken moaning bouncing off ancient plaster, the faint drip of water somewhere deeper in the monastery marking time like a metronome set to a tempo no congregation had ever intended.

I came hard and fast — embarrassingly fast — my thighs clamping his head, back arching off the wall, a sharp cry torn from me that echoed through the chapel like something the monks would have disapproved of for centuries to come. I squirted against his chin, hot and sudden, but Dario didn’t flinch — he just drank, his mouth sealed over me, swallowing my orgasm like he’d been thirsty for it, his throat working in rhythmic gulps until the last pulse faded and I sagged trembling against the stone.

Before the aftershocks had finished rolling through me, he stood, unbuckled his belt, and freed his cock. It was thick and curved slightly upward — not as long as Marco’s but wider at the base, the head flushed dark, a bead of precum trembling at the slit. My cunt clenched at the sight of it — empty, aching, already anticipating the stretch, already reshaping itself in my mind to accommodate the specific architecture of a cock that wasn’t my husband’s.

“Turn around, Lena. I can reach deeper inside you.”

“I need it all — the stretch. Fuck me hard. Don’t hold back.”

“I never do.”

His voice was rough — stripped of its usual easy warmth, replaced by something leaner and more urgent.

I turned and braced my palms flat against the chapel wall, the plaster cool and gritty beneath my fingers. The fresco was directly in front of me — the angel’s blank face, the Virgin’s hand raised in surprise or welcome — and the absurdity of what I was about to do in front of her made me laugh, breathless and wild.

Dario gripped my hips and notched his cock at my entrance. The heat of him pressed against my slick, swollen lips pulled the laughter out of me and replaced it with something more honest.

“Are you ready?”

“Fuck me. I’ve waited three days.”

That was the confession I never knew was in me — the truth that I’d been wet for this man since the pool, since his hands sculpted the air over dinner, since Sophie described the way he fucked and my body decided before my mind caught up.

I gasped and shuffled my feet wider, arched my back steeper, pointing my slit higher to be fucked and stretched by a stranger. My husband mattered — yes, in my heart, forever — but right now, I needed the extra girth my lover could fuck me with, needed the foreign stretch and the proof that my body could want more than one man without loving the first one any less.

Dario slid his cock inside me in one long, unrelenting slide. The stretch was immediate and extraordinary — his width forcing my walls to accommodate a shape they didn’t know yet, every ridge and vein pressing into soft tissue that had only ever belonged to one man. The burn bloomed bright and settled into deep, full-body pleasure that radiated from my cunt outward, up through my belly, into my chest, until my whole body hummed with the specific frequency of being filled by someone new. He bottomed out balls deep with his hips pressed flush against my ass, his cock buried to the hilt, and paused — both of us breathing.

“Cazzo, Lena. You are so fucking tight.”

“Don’t stop fucking me… please.”

He didn’t. He fucked me with long, driving strokes that pushed me into the wall with each thrust, his cock withdrawing almost completely before slamming home again, the wet slap of skin on stone echoing through the chapel like a second heartbeat.

I was his. He was mine — in a way that felt comfortable, not intruding on matters of the heart, just plain, raw, and deep satisfaction in body and mind. The kind of belonging that exists only inside the act itself and doesn’t need to survive beyond it.

His hand fisted in my hair, pulling my head back, exposing my throat to the cool air while his other hand snaked around my waist to find my throbbing clit — rubbing the creamy tip fast, with hard circles that matched his rhythm as he pistoned his cock in and out of me.

The plaster crumbled faintly under my fingertips with every impact — centuries of monks’ prayers ground to dust by each stroke of a stranger’s cock inside me. My wedding ring caught the gold light from the window, glinting against the ancient wall with every thrust, and I watched it flash — there, gone, there, gone — and felt nothing but heat. No guilt. No bargaining. Just the clean, bright certainty that this was something my marriage could hold without breaking, because the foundation was deep enough.

Through the window, Sophie cried out — sharp, unmistakable, the sound carrying across the courtyard like a bird startled from the cloisters. I knew that sound. I’d heard Marco pull it from me a thousand times. Hearing him pull it from someone else sent a bolt of pure arousal through me so intense my cunt clenched hard around Dario’s cock and he groaned and gripped my hip bones like handholds on a cliff face.

I pressed my cheek flat against the wall and felt the cold seep into my flushed skin, felt the grit bite into my palms, and somewhere above my right hand the angel watched with his eroded face, and I thought: this is what the sacred is for — to make the profane feel like it matters. The thought dissolved when Dario drove deeper inside me, angling up, his cock finding a spot that made my vision spark white, and then there was no thought at all — just stone and heat and the obscene echo of my own moaning returning to me from walls that had heard nothing but prayer for five hundred years.

The dual sensation — my lover’s cock stretching me wide, his fingers working my throbbing clit — coiled tight and low in my belly. My orgasm built with a speed that felt almost aggressive, my cunt clenching around his thick, gnarly shaft in involuntary spasms that made him groan and drive harder, his rhythm roughening, his breathing fracturing into something barely controlled.

“Gonna cum — fuck me, Dario —”

“Cum on my cock. Let me feel it.”

I shattered — my cunt spasming in violent, rhythmic contractions, squirt soaking his thighs and spattering the flagstones beneath us. The orgasm ripped through me — longer than the first, deeper, pulling sounds from my throat I didn’t recognise. I felt everything — the ancient stone under my palms, the gold light on my closed eyelids, the particular stretch of a cock that wasn’t my husband’s buried inside me while my husband was somewhere in this monastery doing exactly what I was doing. The thought of it — Marco’s cock inside Sophie, her precise mouth crying his name against different stone — pushed me over a second edge before the first had finished, the two orgasms overlapping like waves breaking on the same shore.

Dario’s rhythm broke. His hips stuttered, his grip on my hair tightened, and he buried himself to the hilt with a groan that sounded like it hurt — his cock pulsing deep, flooding me with thick, hot seed that splashed against my cervix and spread. I felt each jet, each twitch, his body shuddering against mine as he emptied himself completely. The heat of his cum inside me was extraordinary — different from Marco’s, thicker somehow, pooling heavy and unfamiliar in the deepest part of me.

I had two men’s cum inside me. The thought arrived not as shock but as comfort — enormous and grounding, as though being filled by both of them had settled something I didn’t know was unsettled. Marco’s from this morning, slow and loving in the hotel bed. Dario’s from right now, raw and urgent against a chapel wall. Both held inside me simultaneously, mingling in the dark, and I carried them both without contradiction.

Dario stayed inside me for a long moment, his forehead pressed between my shoulder blades, his breathing ragged while I panted too. I felt his cock soften slowly, felt the first trickle of his cum leak around the diminishing seal between us and trace a warm line down my inner thigh.

When he finally withdrew, it was careful, almost tender. His cum followed — a thick gush that I felt but didn’t try to stop. I let it run. Let the evidence be visible.

I wanted Marco to smell another man on me when I found him. I wanted him to know I had been fucked — thoroughly, joyfully, without apology. And I wanted to smell and taste that he had been fucked too — to press my nose to his neck and find Sophie there, to kiss him and catch the ghost of her cunt on his tongue.

I turned and looked at Dario. His face was flushed, his curls damp, his expression caught somewhere between satiation and reverence — the face of a man who has just done something he’ll remember clearly for the rest of his life.

“Thank you, Dario.”

I said it simply, because it was the truest thing available.

He kissed me once — slow, thorough, tasting of me — then handed me my underwear with a half-smile.

“Keep those off. For dinner.”

We found them in the main courtyard — Marco and Sophie sitting on the same low wall where the afternoon had started, her head on his shoulder, his arm around her waist. She looked thoroughly fucked — her dress creased, her hair undone, a flush still living on her chest and throat.

A faint reddish mark sat just below her collarbone where no sun had touched, and I smiled at the sight of it — my husband’s mouth, unmistakable, the same mark he left on me when he lost himself. Sophie wore Marco’s signature on her skin, and the knowledge of it landed warm in my stomach — not jealousy, not even close, just a quiet, possessive thrill at the proof of what he could do to a woman when he let himself go.

Marco looked the way he always looked after good sex: calm, present, slightly stunned by his own good fortune.

He saw me and smiled. His eyes dropped to my bare legs, to the faint shine on my inner thighs that I hadn’t bothered to clean, then tracked upward to the plaster dust still caught in my hair and the faint graze on my cheekbone where the chapel wall had pressed. His smile deepened into something private and knowing — not surprise, just recognition. He knew what I looked like after being fucked hard. He was seeing it now in a context he’d never seen it before, and what moved across his face wasn’t jealousy or hurt. It was hunger. The kind that wants to reclaim.

“Good chapel?”

“Exceptional.”

Sophie lifted her head from his shoulder and caught my eye. Her expression held everything — satisfaction, conspiracy, gratitude, the particular warmth of two women who have just discovered they share a language they didn’t know they spoke. She reached out and brushed a flake of plaster from my hair, the gesture so intimate and easy that my chest tightened.

“Dinner?”

Dario appeared behind me, his hand resting briefly on my lower back before finding Sophie’s waist — returning to his default the way a compass returns to north. He kissed her temple, murmured something in Italian against her hair, and she closed her eyes and smiled the way you smile when the person you belong to comes back to you smelling of someone else, and it doesn’t diminish a thing.

“Dinner.”

Marco stood and took my hand. His palm felt warm, his grip certain, his thumb finding the inside of my wrist the way it always did — the gesture so habitual, so specifically ours, that it landed harder than anything Dario had done to me in the chapel. This was the hand that had held mine at our wedding, in hospital waiting rooms, on turbulent flights, through every ordinary and extraordinary moment that builds a marriage into something load-bearing. And now it held mine after we’d both crossed a line we couldn’t uncross, and the grip hadn’t changed. Not tighter. Not looser. Just — the same.

I leaned into him, smelling Sophie on his skin — her perfume, her sweat, the faint musk of her sex — and underneath it all, the unchanged, unchangeable scent of the man I’d chosen. I pressed my lips to his neck and breathed him in, and the combination of familiar and foreign on his skin made my cunt pulse one more time — a quiet aftershock, a promise that the evening wasn’t over.

We walked out of the monastery together — four people stepping from cool stone into the blazing Cretan afternoon, the Aegean impossibly blue below us, the jasmine still thick in the air. No one spoke about what had happened inside those walls. No one needed to. The evidence was on our skin, in our hair, leaking slowly between our thighs, and the silence held it all without strain.

The evening waited. A harbour restaurant, cold wine, grilled fish, and the particular ease of people who have crossed a line together and found the ground on the other side solid enough to stand on.

Marco’s hand stayed in mine the whole walk down.

It was enough. It was everything.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

The harbor restaurant smelled of charcoal and lemon and the sea.

We sat at a corner table on a stone terrace overlooking the water—four people who’d fucked each other’s spouses three hours ago, now studying menus as though the evening were ordinary. The Aegean was flat and darkening, fishing boats rocking gently against the quay, and the last of the sun caught the lip of Sophie’s wine glass as she raised it.

My cunt was still tender from Dario. I could feel the faint ache every time I shifted on the wooden chair, and each time I shifted, my body reminded me of exactly what had caused it—the width of him, the slow, inexorable push inside me, the chapel wall rough against my palms. I pressed my thighs together under the table and felt the wetness that hadn’t stopped since the monastery.

Marco’s hand rested on my knee. His thumb traced slow circles on my bare skin—the gesture that was ours, always ours—and I wondered if he could feel the heat coming off me.

Nobody had mentioned the monastery since we left.

The waiter brought grilled sea bass, a bowl of roasted peppers glistening with olive oil, bread still warm from the oven, and a second bottle of cold Assyrtiko that sweated in its bucket. We ate. We talked about the island—the gorge hike we’d planned for Thursday, the bakery Sophie had found near the old port. Normal things. Civilized things.

Underneath, the current ran hot.

Dario’s foot found mine under the table.

A light press—deliberate, unmistakable—against my ankle. I didn’t pull away. Across from me, Sophie caught my eye over the rim of her glass and held it. Her smile was small, knowing, and patient—the smile of a woman who understood that what had started in the monastery wasn’t finished.

Two men. One inside me. One beside me. The same for Sophie. The same men, but different.

Marco refilled my wine. His fingers brushed mine on the glass, and the contact sent a current through me that had nothing to do with alcohol and everything to do with the fact that my husband smelled faintly of another woman’s pussy and I wanted to lick it off his neck.

Sophie broke the silence. Of course she did.

“The monastery was beautiful today.”

The words landed lightly—the way you’d comment on weather. But her eyes moved from me to Marco to Dario and back, and the word ‘beautiful’ carried the weight of everything we’d done inside those walls.

“It was.” Marco’s voice was steady. “The frescoes were remarkable.”

Dario laughed—a low, warm sound—and raised his glass.

“To the frescoes.”

We all drank. The laughter broke something open, and the air around the table shifted—the careful civility dropping away like a garment nobody needed anymore.

Sophie set her glass down and looked at me directly.

“Lena. I want to ask you something, and I want you to answer honestly.”

“Always.”

“Did you watch? Through the window.”

My breath caught. Marco’s thumb stopped moving on my knee.

“Yes.”

“What did you see?”

“I saw my husband fuck you against a pillar. I saw your back arch. I heard you cry out.”

The table was silent. The fishing boats rocked. Somewhere inside the restaurant, a plate clattered.

“How did it make you feel?”

“Jealous. And so wet I almost came on Dario’s tongue.”

Sophie’s eyes darkened. She reached across the table and took my hand—fingers lacing through mine, her thumb stroking my palm in a slow, deliberate rhythm that mirrored what Marco’s was doing on my knee.

“I watched too.” Her voice dropped. “Through a different window. I watched Dario take you against the wall, and I came so hard on Marco’s cock that I couldn’t stand.”

Marco exhaled. Dario’s foot pressed harder against my ankle.

“So.”

“So?”

“Shall we stop pretending dinner is the main event?”

Dario signaled for the check.

Their suite was larger than ours—a wide bed, white linens, shuttered windows open to the harbor. The night air carried jasmine and salt, and the distant sound of bouzouki from a bar down the quay drifted in like a soundtrack someone had chosen for us.

Sophie closed the door. The click of the latch was the loudest sound in the room.

We stood in a loose square—four people, two marriages, and the unspoken understanding that the next few hours would change the shape of all of it. My pulse hammered. My cunt throbbed—already swollen again, already slick, my body answering a question my mouth hadn’t asked yet.

Sophie moved first.

She crossed to my husband, took his face in both hands, and kissed him. Not the urgent, hungry kiss from the courtyard—slower, deeper, the kiss of a woman who now had time and intended to use it. Marco’s hands found her waist, and I watched his fingers press into the thin fabric of her dress the way I’d seen them press into mine a thousand times.

My stomach tightened. The jealousy flared—bright, electric—and underneath it, that same impossible want. I wanted to watch. I wanted to see every detail of what my husband did to another woman, up close, with nowhere to hide.

Dario stepped behind me. His hands settled on my hips—those sculptor’s hands—and his mouth found the curve of my neck. His breath was warm against my skin.

“Watch them, Lena. Watch your husband.”

I watched.

Sophie pulled Marco’s shirt over his head. Her mouth traced his collarbone, his chest, the line of dark hair that ran from his navel downward. She sank to her knees—graceful, unhurried—and unbuckled his belt.

When she freed his cock, I saw it through her eyes for the first time—thick, familiar, already hard—and the strangeness of watching someone else hold what had only ever been mine sent a shiver through me that Dario must have felt, because his arms tightened around my waist.

Sophie took Marco into her mouth. Slowly. Her lips stretched around him, her cheeks hollowed, and she looked up at him with those sharp dark eyes while she sucked him deep.

My husband’s head fell back. The sound he made—low, guttural, torn from somewhere primal—was one I knew. I’d heard it a thousand times. Hearing it now, pulled from him by another woman’s mouth while I stood five feet away with her husband’s cock hardening against my ass, my cunt flooded so fast I felt it run down my thigh.

Dario’s hands moved. One slid up to cup my breast through my sundress, his thumb finding my nipple and circling it until it ached. The other slid down—past my hip, under the hem, between my thighs. His fingers found me bare and soaked. I’d left my underwear off, as he’d asked.

“You’re dripping.”

“I know.”

His fingers parted my folds and slid inside me—two, curving upward, finding the spot that made my knees soften. I leaned back into him, my eyes locked on Sophie’s mouth working my husband’s cock, and let Dario finger fuck me while I watched.

The symmetry held. Two couples, interleaved, pleasuring each other in the same room for the first time. But the distance was gone. Every sound was close—the wet rhythm of Sophie’s mouth, Marco’s breathing, Dario’s fingers inside me, my own stifled moans. The intimacy was almost unbearable.

Sophie pulled off Marco’s cock with a soft, wet sound and looked at me. Her lips were swollen, glistening. A thread of pre-cum connected her lower lip to the head of my husband’s cock, and the sight of it—his need visible on her mouth—made something snap inside my chest.

Not jealousy this time. Recognition.

She stood and walked to me. Dario’s fingers slid out of my cunt, and he stepped back—giving her room, giving us room. Sophie stopped inches from me. I could smell Marco on her breath.

“I’ve been wanting to do this since the courtyard.”

She kissed me.

Her lips were softer than any man’s—softer than Dario’s, softer than Marco’s—and she tasted of my husband’s cock and white wine and something that was purely her. The kiss was gentle at first, exploratory, two women finding the shape of each other. Then her tongue found mine, and the gentleness burned away.

I pulled her sundress over her head. She wore nothing underneath—small breasts, dark nipples already hard, the flat plane of her stomach, and a neat strip of dark hair above a pussy that glistened visibly in the low light. I cupped her face and kissed her deeper, tasting Marco on her tongue, tasting wine, tasting the courage it had taken for her to cross a room and claim me.

Her hand slid between my legs. Her fingers were lighter than Dario’s, more precise—circling my clit with a touch that knew exactly what it was doing because she’d done it to herself a thousand times and understood the geography. I gasped against her mouth.

Behind us, I heard belts unbuckling. Clothing hitting the floor. The men undressing, watching their wives discover each other.

Sophie pushed me backward onto the bed. I fell, and she followed—climbing over me, her knees straddling my thigh, her sticky, wet cunt pressing against my bare skin. The heat of her was shocking. She ground down, sliding herself along my thigh, coating me with her arousal while her mouth found my neck, my collarbone, my breast.

When she took my nipple between her teeth, I arched off the bed and cried out. Not a controlled sound. A sound pulled from somewhere I hadn’t known existed.

She slid down my body—mouth trailing between my breasts, across my stomach, lower—and I spread my legs for her without being asked. Sophie settled between my thighs, her breath warm against my cunt, and looked up at me.

“I want to taste what my husband left inside you.”

Her mouth found me. The first lick was long and slow—parting my folds with the flat of her tongue, dragging through the slick, creamy mess that Dario had left hours ago and my body had been holding ever since. She moaned against my cunt—the sound vibrating through my clit—and her tongue pushed inside me, seeking, drinking, swallowing the evidence of her husband with a hunger that made my vision blur.

I gripped the sheets. My hips rolled against her face.

A hand gripped my jaw gently and turned my head. Marco stood beside the bed, naked, his cock hard and level with my mouth. Behind Sophie, Dario knelt—positioning himself between her spread legs.

The choreography assembled itself without a word. Sophie was eating me while Dario slid into her from behind. My husband’s cock in my mouth while I watched it all.

Marco pushed past my lips. The taste of him—familiar, salt-clean, mine—grounded me inside a sensation that could have been overwhelming. I sucked him slowly, running my tongue along the underside of his shaft, tasting the faintest trace of Sophie’s arousal still on his skin from the monastery.

Dario entered Sophie with a single thrust. She gasped against my cunt—her mouth going slack for a moment, her breath hot and ragged on my swollen folds—then resumed, licking me with renewed urgency as her husband fucked her from behind, each of his thrusts pushing her tongue deeper inside me.

The room became a rhythm. Four bodies locked in a chain of pleasure—Dario driving deep into Sophie, Sophie’s tongue buried in my cunt, my mouth wrapped around Marco’s cock, Marco’s hand gentle in my hair. The wet sounds layered—squelch, suck, moan, the slap of Dario’s hips against Sophie’s ass—and underneath it all, the bouzouki from the harbor, faint and sweet, as if the island itself were providing accompaniment.

Sophie came first. Her whole body shuddered, her lips clamping hard around my clit, a muffled cry vibrating through me that tipped me over the edge right behind her. My orgasm tore through me—violent, clenching, my thighs locking around her head while I moaned around Marco’s cock. He gripped my hair tighter, his hips stuttering, and I felt him swell on my tongue.

I pulled him deeper. Swallowed as he came—thick, familiar ropes flooding my throat—and held him there while the aftershocks rolled through us all, four bodies trembling, connected, the chain holding.

The chain dissolved slowly. Sophie rolled onto her back beside me, flushed and panting, Dario’s cum leaking from her pussy onto the white sheets. He collapsed beside her, one hand resting on her stomach. Marco sat on the edge of the bed, his hand finding my ankle, his thumb resuming its slow circle on my skin.

We lay there. Four people, two marriages, tangled across a hotel bed in Crete. The night air moved through the open shutters, carrying jasmine and the fading bouzouki.

Sophie turned her head and looked at me. Her eyes were soft, satisfied, stripped of performance.

“Thank you, Lena.”

“For what?”

“For saying it first. At the monastery. ‘How about we find each other’s husbands?’ I’d been trying to say it for three days.”

“You started it. With Dario’s assessment at the pool.”

She laughed—that laugh that started in her stomach and arrived at her mouth already full. Dario kissed her temple. Marco squeezed my ankle.

The silence that followed wasn’t awkward. It was the kind of silence that exists between people who have nothing left to prove and nothing left to hide.

Sophie and Dario dressed slowly. She kissed me at the door—light, tender, a promise rather than a goodbye. He shook Marco’s hand, then pulled him into an embrace that lasted a beat longer than politeness required.

“Thursday. The gorge.”

“The gorge.”

The door closed.

Marco turned to me. We stood across the room from each other—naked, wrecked, the bed between us destroyed.

He crossed to me in three steps and pulled me against him. His mouth found mine, and I tasted wine and Sophie and me and the particular salt of a man who has spent an entire day giving and receiving pleasure from people he trusts. I kissed him back with everything I had—the gratitude, the hunger, the love that hadn’t diminished by a single atom despite the fact that another man’s cum had been inside me today.

We fell onto the bed. He entered me slowly—the stretch familiar, the angle known, every fraction of him mapped in my body’s memory. After the width of Dario, Marco’s cock felt like coming home—not less, not smaller, just specifically, perfectly his.

He fucked me gently. We didn’t speak. The room smelled of sex and jasmine and the sea, and I wrapped my legs around him and held him inside me and felt the tears come—not sadness, not regret, just the overwhelming tenderness of being reclaimed by the man I’d chosen, in the bed where someone else had been, with nothing between us but skin and trust.

When he came inside me, I pressed my face into his neck and breathed him in. Underneath the sweat and the residue of the evening, he smelled the way he always smelled. Unchanged. Unchangeable.

He held me in the dark. The harbor was quiet. The jasmine drifted.

“Are we okay?”

“We’re better than okay.”

“Thursday?”

“Thursday.”

His hand found mine on the sheet. The grip was the same—not tighter, not looser. Just the same.

The gorge could wait. The island had time. We had all of it.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

The gorge swallowed us whole.

We entered from the top—a narrow path cut into pale limestone that dropped away beneath our feet in a series of switchbacks, the rock face on one side, open air on the other. Below, the gorge floor was a ribbon of shadow and green, the sound of moving water rising toward us like something breathing.

It was Thursday. Two days since the monastery. One day since the hotel room. My thighs ached from Dario and my husband both, a low persistent tenderness that flared with every downward step and reminded me, uselessly, that my body was keeping a more honest record of this week than my mind.

We walked single file. Marco led, then Sophie, then me, then Dario.

That wasn’t an accident.

There was something about the leaving and returning that had such deep appeal, it tingled inside me. I’d been damp in the course of a day before—often. But never this damp or this often.

The trail was too narrow for us to walk side by side, but I knew how that would shake out when the trail widened. For now, our shoulders brushed rock on one side, nothing on the other. The morning sun hadn’t reached the gorge floor yet, and the air was cool against my bare arms, carrying the smell of wild thyme and damp stone and the faintly mineral scent of water over rock.

Sophie’s sundress swayed ahead of me. She wore nothing underneath—I knew this because she’d told me at breakfast, leaning across the table while the men ordered coffee, her lips brushing my ear: “No underwear today. In your honor.”

My cunt had been warm since.

Warm and damp, and yet comfortable.

Behind me, Dario’s footsteps were steady and unhurried. I could feel him watching me—the way my shorts rode up on the steep sections, the sweat beginning to darken the small of my back. The awareness of his eyes on me was as physical as a hand.

I closed my eyes for a moment and pictured him at the monastery, fucking me while I watched my husband fucking Sophie.

The trail widened where the gorge floor leveled out, and we walked two abreast. Marco fell in beside Dario. Sophie slowed until I caught her, and she looped her arm through mine as naturally as if we’d been friends for years instead of days.

Even better.

The men needed to talk.

So did the ladies.

Cypress trees rose from cracks in the rock, impossibly tall, their shadows cutting the sun into bands of gold and dark. The stream ran clear over smooth stones beside us. Somewhere above, a hawk turned slow circles in the blue.

We’d been walking for an hour without mentioning it. Without mentioning any of it. The monastery, the hotel room, her mouth on my cunt, my husband’s cock in her throat. We talked about the gorge, the geology, the wildflowers Sophie kept stopping to photograph. Civilized. Careful.

During a stop, the men went on.

“How does it feel, Lena?”

“Having your husband’s seed in my belly.”

“Along with your husband’s.”

I sighed.

“I have thought of little else. I can feel them both inside me.”

“Me too.”

“And?”

“I love the intimacy of it. The mutual love between Dario and me and the connection I have with you through them.”

I hadn’t considered that. I was connected to both, equally.

“I love being connected with you and your husband.”

“Dario said the same thing. He feels closer to Marco now that they shared us. Thank you for giving us that.”

She slipped her hand in mine and we walked on.

Marco stopped at a bend in the trail where the stream pooled wide and still, the water so clear you could count the stones on the bottom. He sat on a flat boulder and unlaced his hiking boots.

“Let’s take a break.”

We settled around the pool—four people on sun-warmed rock, passing a water bottle, the silence filling with the sound of the stream and the cicadas starting up in the heat.

Dario broke it.

“So. What happens when the holiday ends?”

The question landed like a stone in the pool. I watched the ripples.

Sophie’s hand found my knee. The same gesture from the monastery wall—light but not accidental.

“We fly home Saturday.” Marco was being Marco—factual and neutral, but his eyes moved to me, checking.

“That’s not what I’m asking.”

Dario pulled a stem of wild thyme and rolled it between his fingers. The scent sharpened in the heat.

“I’m asking what this is. Because if it’s a holiday, that’s fine. We drink to it on Friday night and walk away. But if it’s something else—”

“It’s something else.”

My voice.

I hadn’t planned to speak. The words came from the same place that had produced how about we find each other’s husbands—structural, load-bearing, already decided somewhere beneath language.

Marco looked at me. Not surprised. Confirming.

“Yes. It is.”

Sophie exhaled—a breath she’d been holding since Dario asked the question, maybe since the monastery, maybe since the pool. She leaned her head against my shoulder.

“We’ve been talking about it. Dario and I. Every night after we make love to each other’s spouse.”

Make love.

Someone finally named it.

“You’re right, Sophie. We are making love even though love is not the point.”

“It never was.”

“It never will be.”

“But it’s still essential… for us.”

And I looked at each of them and finally my husband.

“For us too.”

My husband spoke for both of us.

The stream ran over its stones. The hawk circled. The thyme in Dario’s fingers released its scent in slow, green waves.

“Then we don’t walk away. Milan. October. Our apartment. You come to us.”

It wasn’t a suggestion. It was architecture.

Marco reached across the rock and shook Dario’s hand. The gesture was simple and grave—two men sealing something that their wives had already decided with their bodies.

Sophie lifted her head from my shoulder and kissed me. Softly, briefly, tasting of water and sun. A contract.

“Swap?”

“Yes.”

We walked deeper into the gorge, past the pool, past the point where the trail markers stopped. The walls narrowed until they were close enough to touch on both sides—pale stone streaked with iron, warm from the sun, radiating heat like the walls of an oven. The air was thick with thyme and dust.

My husband and Sophie drifted ahead. I watched them disappear around a bend—his hand on the small of her back, her laughter floating back to us, then silence.

Dario and I were alone.

The walking stopped. We stood in a narrow section where the gorge walls rose thirty feet on either side, the strip of blue sky above us impossibly thin, the stream reduced to a trickle between our feet.

“I want you, Lena.”

“I feel the same way.”

“When I watch you, I know I am inside you, with Marco. Same with Sophie. I like that we are both present.”

“I like that too.”

No more words. Just his hands on my face—those sculptor’s hands—and a kiss that wasn’t gentle. Not the way he’d kissed me in the chapel or the hotel room. Rougher. Hungrier. The kiss of a man who’d just been told he could keep something he’d been afraid he’d have to give back forever.

My back hit the gorge wall. The stone was hot through my shirt—almost too hot, the heat soaking into my shoulder blades while his mouth moved from my lips to my jaw to my throat. His teeth grazed my neck, and I gasped, my hips pressing forward into him.

His cock was hard against my stomach. I could feel the shape of him through his shorts—the thickness I knew now, the curve I’d memorized from the inside.

I reached down and freed him. A groan against my neck.

“Here?”

“Fuck me right here.”

My shorts came down. No underwear—I’d matched Sophie’s declaration at breakfast, a decision that felt like solidarity at the time and felt like genius now. The air hit my bare cunt, cool in contrast to the stone scorching my back, and the temperature shock made my clit pulse.

Dario lifted me, his fingers spreading wide, his palms cupping me. My legs wrapped around his waist, heels into the small of his back—spurring, while my back ground against hot rock.

His hips moved, my back flattened, and he positioned his cock at my entrance, spreading wet and willing lips in a kiss. I was already soaked—had been since Sophie’s whisper at breakfast, since the single-file trail where I’d felt his eyes on me, since the moment at the pool when I’d said it’s something else and felt the future reshape itself around those three words.

He stared deeply into my eyes—not love, but not pure lust either. One thrust and he was deep inside me. I was full, his width stretching me open in the way my body had been craving since he’d pulled out of me in the hotel room. My back scraped against the rock and I didn’t care. My cry echoed off the gorge walls and came back to me doubled—my own voice, returning from stone.

I thought of him and my husband lubricating me and I came—a tiny, tingling orgasm that shimmered through me.

He fucked me standing, his hands gripping my ass, my shoulders grinding against limestone that had been here since before anyone thought to name a god. The rawness of it—the dust, the heat, the open sky above us, the possibility of Marco and Sophie hearing every sound—drove the pleasure higher than any bed or chapel or hotel room could.

This was elemental. Rock and heat and two bodies and nothing else.

I bit his shoulder to muffle a scream that wanted to fill the gorge. His cock drove into me at an angle that hit everything—cervix, walls, the spot that made my vision white out. The stone behind me was sandpaper on my skin, and I knew I’d carry the marks of this fuck on my back for days. Evidence. I wanted it.

“Fuck me harder—like you would never fuck her.”

His grip tightened. A shifted angle and he slammed into me with a force that slid me up the wall before gravity and his hands drove me back onto his cock. My cunt clenched around him and I felt everything—pulsing veins, gnarls, every drag against my inner walls. I was desperate, matching his rhythm, milking and pulling him deeper.

Sweat ran between my breasts. Dust coated my tongue. The cicadas screamed in the heat, and underneath their sound, the wet, obscene percussion of his cock destroying me against ancient rock.

From somewhere around the bend—close enough to hear, far enough to be hidden—Sophie cried out. Then Marco’s voice growled, low and urgent. They were doing exactly what we were doing, in their own section of gorge, against their own wall of ancient stone.

The parallel hit me like a wave. The same geometry as the monastery but stripped of architecture—no chapel, no fresco, no window to watch through. Just raw rock and two couples fucking in the wild because they’d decided, over a clear pool an hour ago, that this was permanent.

Dario fucked me hard and fast, his hips piston-like, his energy raw. I was new. He was novelty—gorgeous, thick, long-cocked novelty pounding in and out of my gaping, dripping hole.

“I love this!”

“Me too.”

My orgasm built from somewhere tectonic—from the rock itself, from the heat stored in the stone pressing against my spine, from the sound of my husband fucking Sophie around the corner while Dario’s cock split me open. It rose slowly, enormously, gathering force the way geological events do, and when it hit, I lost myself entirely.

I screamed.

Let the gorge have it.

My cunt contracted so violently around Dario’s cock that he grunted in pain, his rhythm breaking, his forehead dropping to my shoulder while I shook and sobbed and ground myself down on him, riding the aftershocks until he came too—hot, deep, flooding me with a force that felt like it came from the same place my orgasm had. Underground. Ancient. Undeniable.

He held me against the wall while we both panted. His cum leaked around his softening cock and dripped onto the dry stone between our feet—pooling in a crevice that had held rainwater a thousand years ago and now held something else entirely.

When he set me down, my legs didn’t work. I slid down the wall until I sat in the dust, my back raw, my cunt throbbing, tears running down my face.

Not sadness. Not regret.

The overwhelming realization that I didn’t want this to end. Not the sex. The whole thing. The four of us. What we were becoming.

Dario sat beside me. Didn’t ask if I was okay. Just took my hand and held it, and we sat in the dust together, listening to the stream and the cicadas and the distant sound of our spouses coming down from their own summit somewhere around the bend.

We found them at the next wide section of the trail. Sophie was sitting on a boulder with her dress bunched around her waist, Marco kneeling between her legs, his mouth on her inner thigh, licking a line of cum that had escaped her. She had one hand in his hair and the other braced behind her, her face tipped to the strip of sky above the gorge, eyes closed.

She opened them when she heard us. Saw me. Saw the dust on my back, the tear tracks, the dazed expression I must have been wearing. The smile she gave me wasn’t triumphant, wasn’t knowing. It was tender. The smile of a woman who had just been through the same thing and understood that words weren’t required.

Marco stood and wiped his mouth. His eyes found mine, and what passed between us was simple and enormous: we were both marked. Both changed. Both carrying someone else inside us and loving each other more for it, not less.

He crossed to me and kissed me. I tasted Sophie on his tongue—her cum, her arousal, the specific salt of her—and I held the taste in my mouth alongside the memory of Dario’s still leaking slowly down my thigh.

Two men. One inside me. One kissing me. The same for Sophie.

We were the same people. But different.

Sophie took my hand for the walk out. The gorge widened gradually, the walls falling away, the sky expanding overhead until we emerged blinking into full Cretan sun and the blue shock of the Aegean below us.

Four people. Two marriages. Walking out of a gorge into the rest of their lives.

Sophie shielded her eyes against the sun.

“Saturday feels too soon.”

I tightened my grip on her hand.

“October feels too far.”

Dario put his arm around Marco’s shoulder—a gesture so easy and natural that no one watching would have guessed what these four people had just done to each other in the dark belly of the rock.

“Then we make Saturday count.”

Marco squeezed my hand. The grip was the same. Always the same.

We walked down toward the sea.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

Our hotel balcony faced the harbor, and the harbor held the last of the light.

We’d asked for dinner in the room. Not the restaurant — not tonight. The concierge had arranged a low table on the balcony with white linen and candles that guttered in the warm evening breeze, and the four of us sat around it in the particular silence of people who are running out of days and know it.

Saturday morning.

Thirty-six hours from now, Marco and I would be on a plane. The thought sat in my chest like a stone I couldn’t swallow.

Sophie wore a white sundress — the simplest thing I’d seen her in all week. No jewelry. No effort. She looked more beautiful than she had at the monastery, and I understood why: she’d stopped performing. Whatever she was tonight was the real thing, and the real thing was devastating.

Dario opened the wine — a Vidiano from a vineyard we’d passed on the gorge road, the bottle dusty, the cork stiff. He poured carefully, the way he did everything — with attention, with presence, with hands that made ordinary gestures feel like events.

We ate grilled lamb and roasted tomatoes and bread torn from the loaf. The food was simple and good, and nobody rushed it. The harbor below us darkened by degrees — fishing boats becoming silhouettes, the quay lamps flickering on one by one, the sound of bouzouki drifting from the same bar it had drifted from every night this week.

Our bar now.

Our harbor.

My husband sat beside me, his thigh warm against mine. His hand found my knee under the table — the thumb, the circles, the gesture that had anchored every version of us that had ever existed. I leaned into him, and he pressed his lips to my temple.

“Are you okay?”

“I don’t want tomorrow to come.”

He didn’t say it’ll be fine or we’ll see them again. He just tightened his grip on my knee, because he knew what I meant. Not the logistics. The feeling. Loss. This specific configuration of light and wine and the four of us together in a place where we’d become something we hadn’t been before.

Sophie set down her glass.

“I want to say something.”

She looked at each of us — Dario, Marco, me. Her eyes were bright and steady, and her voice carried the quiet precision of someone who has rehearsed a thing in her head and decided to say it without the rehearsal.

“Five days ago, I was a woman on holiday with her husband. I liked my life. I loved Dario. Everything was fine.” She paused. “Fine is such a small word for what I thought was enough.”

Dario reached for her hand. She let him take it but kept looking at me.

“Then we sat on that wall, and you said the bravest thing anyone has ever said to me. And everything changed. Not because of the sex — the sex is extraordinary — but because I didn’t know I was missing something until you showed me what it looked like.”

My throat tightened.

“Sophie —”

“Let me finish.” A breath. “I have never been touched by a woman before you. I have never wanted to be. And now I can’t imagine going back to a world where your hands aren’t on me, and I need you to know that before we leave this island, because if I don’t say it now, I’ll spend three months in Milan wondering if you knew.”

The candles guttered. The harbor was quiet.

“I knew.” My voice came out smaller than I intended. “I knew the moment you kissed me in the hotel room. You weren’t experimenting. You were arriving.”

She smiled — the smile that started in her stomach and arrived already full — and the brightness in her eyes spilled over. One tear, then another, tracking slow down her cheekbone. She didn’t wipe them.

She stared at my husband.

“I have a husband and I love him.”

“I know you do.”

“But I also want you. Both.”

I shivered.

“I want the same thing.”

Dario lifted her hand to his mouth and kissed her knuckles. Marco’s thumb kept circling my knee.

He looked at me, then Dario, then Sophie.

“We have each other.”

The four of us sat in the warm night with the truth on the table between us, and the truth was this: what had started as a holiday had become a home, and none of us wanted to leave it.

“Inside?”

Sophie’s voice was soft, certain.

“Inside.”

The room was lit by the balcony candles and the harbor lamps and nothing else. The bed was wide, the sheets white, the shutters open to the night. The air smelled of jasmine — the same jasmine that had been there since the monastery, the scent that would forever mean the four of us and the week we crossed every line that mattered.

Sophie came to me first.

Not to Dario, not to Marco. To me. She stood in front of me and lifted her hands to my face — cupping my jaw, her thumbs tracing my cheekbones the way you’d touch something you were afraid of breaking.

“I want tonight to be about us.”

“The men —”

“Will watch. For now.”

I looked at Marco. He was already settling into the chair by the window, Dario beside him — two men who understood, without being told, that what was about to happen between their wives was the center of gravity for the evening, and their job was to hold still and let it find its shape.

Marco nodded. The smallest gesture. Permission and trust and love in a single movement of his head.

Sophie kissed me.

It was different from every kiss before it. The monastery had been discovery. The hotel room had been hunger. The gorge had been urgency. This was none of those things. This was the kiss of a woman who wanted to remember the exact texture of my mouth three months from now in a Milan apartment, and was pressing every detail into her memory like flowers pressed between pages.

Her lips moved slowly against mine — learning, cataloging, the way her tongue found the corner of my mouth and lingered. I tasted wine and salt and the faintest ghost of the lamb we’d shared, and underneath it all, the taste that was purely Sophie — warm, slightly sweet, unmistakable.

I pulled her dress over her head. She wore nothing underneath — of course she didn’t. Her body in the candlelight was luminous — small breasts, dark nipples already hard, the flat plane of her stomach, the strip of dark hair that I wanted to bury my face in.

My cunt flooded at the sight of her, and I felt the dampness spread before I’d been touched.

She undressed me slowly. Buttons, zipper, fabric sliding from my shoulders while her mouth followed — kissing my collarbone, the hollow of my throat, the swell of my breast where the skin was thinnest and the sensation sharpest. When she took my nipple between her lips, I gasped and gripped her shoulders, my nails pressing crescents into her skin.

We fell onto the bed together.

Not the way I fell with Dario — urgent, gravity-driven, two bodies crashing. This was controlled. Deliberate. Sophie guided me down and laid me on the white sheets and looked at me the way you look at something you’ve just realized you can’t live without.

“You’re so beautiful, Lena.”

“I’m a mess.”

“That’s what I mean.”

“This is so hard.”

Her eyes were damp, and she glanced down. I cupped her chin and raised her head slowly.

“We all feel it, Sophie.”

“You named it. Hard. It is.”

“Like—”

“—Losing a girlfriend… and a boyfriend.”

“This isn’t love, darling.”

“But it’s more than swinging.”

It landed midway between being a statement and a question.

“Yes. It’s more than swinging.”

She pressed her forehead against mine, her eyes locked on mine.

Our husbands watched.

I heard them breathe.

Sophie kissed down my body — throat, sternum, the soft curve of my belly, the inside of my hip where the skin bruised from the gorge wall and was still tender. She kissed the bruise. Gently. As if apologizing on behalf of the rock.

Her mouth found my cunt.

Sophie ate me differently than any man ever had. Not better — different. Her tongue knew the geography the way a native speaker knows a language — fluently, instinctively, without the slight translation delay that even the best male lovers carry.

She parted my swollen lips, licked the full length from my entrance, and found my clit with the precision of someone who owned one, circling the hood with exactly the pressure that I used on myself in the dark, and the accuracy of it made me cry out.

My hand found her hair. I didn’t pull — I held. The way you hold someone’s hand during turbulence. Her tongue pushed inside me, and I felt her moan against my walls — the vibration spreading through me, my hips rising to meet her mouth.

I reached down, gripped behind my knees, but I was too late.

Dario gripped one ankle, Marco the other.

Our husbands spread me wide open, wider than I had ever been spread.

They were naked now. The men. Watching. Two husbands helping open a wife for the other wife to devour.

They were never satisfied with watching their wives fuck each other in candlelight, so they did what was needed. They helped present me to Sophie. The knowledge of their eyes on us drove the pleasure higher — not from exhibition, but from the trust it required. They were witnessing something private between Sophie and me, and they were holding that space open without dominating it.

Sophie’s fingers joined her mouth — slipping inside my tight cunt while her tongue worked my clit, curling against the spot that made my vision swim.

She clenched her lips around the base of my clit and dragged my tip from side to side with hers. I raised my ass off the bed, suspended now by the gentle power and grip of two men — a husband and a lover.

As she fingered me, Sophie’s thumb slid across my puckered whorl. I gasped, stared down at her, and watched a head move in perfect rhythm with my body.

My orgasm built slowly — not the violent, tectonic thing from the gorge where her husband fucked me, but something deeper, something that rose from my chest as much as my cunt. When it hit, I didn’t scream. I whimpered — a small, helpless sound that surprised me — and my body curled around Sophie’s head, my thighs trembling against her cheeks, tears leaking from my closed eyes.

She climbed back up and held me. Her face was wet — from me, from her own tears that had started at some point I’d missed. We lay tangled together on the white sheets, foreheads touching, breathing each other’s air.

“I’m going to miss you so much.”

“October.”

“October is forever away.”

“Then we’ll call. Every week. You’ll tell me what you’re wearing, and I’ll touch myself and pretend it’s you.”

She laughed through her tears, and I kissed the salt from her cheeks and tasted everything — the wine, the week, the particular sadness of knowing something is real precisely because it has to end.

The men waited, cocks half hard.

“Come to us.”

“Fuck each other’s wife.”

They came to us.

Not urgently.

Not like the monastery or the gorge. They kneeled and crawled onto the bed the way you cross a threshold you know is sacred — with awareness, with intention, with the full weight of understanding that what they were entering had already been consecrated by what Sophie and I had built in that bed.

Dario lay behind me. My husband behind Sophie. The swap held — the same geometry as the monastery, but stripped of stone and transgression. Just skin and candlelight and the deliberate choice to end this week the way we’d started it.

I stared at Sophie as Dario slid his cock inside me from behind — slowly, his width parting me in that way I now craved, the stretch that had become its own kind of homecoming.

My cunt was already open from Sophie’s mouth, already slick, and her man slid inside me with a tenderness I hadn’t felt from him before — every inch deliberate. His cock filled me in a slow, unrelenting push until his hips pressed flush against my ass and the fullness reached the place in me that only his width could find.

Dario’s arm wrapped around my waist, his hand found my breast, his mouth against my ear. Not the urgency of the chapel. Not the rawness of the gorge. Something quieter. The patience of a man who knows he doesn’t have to prove anything tonight — just be present inside it.

His thumb circled my nipple. His cock withdrew almost to the tip, then slid home again — the drag against my inner walls pulling a sound from me that was closer to a sigh than a moan. The rhythm he set was tidal. Slow, deep, inevitable. Each thrust pressed me forward on the sheets, and each withdrawal left an ache that lasted just long enough to make the next stroke feel like relief.

Across from me, Marco did the same to Sophie. I watched my husband lift her leg, her lips parting as his cock disappeared inside her — the length I knew, the angle I’d memorized from the inside — and seeing it enter the woman who’d just had her mouth on my cunt sent a wave of compersion through me so strong it was indistinguishable from my own pleasure.

Sophie’s lashes fluttered. Her eyes rolled. The flush that had been living on her chest since the balcony deepened, spreading up her throat, and I recognized the expression — the particular yielding of a woman being filled by a man who knows how to take his time.

My husband was fucking her the way he fucked me. The realization didn’t sting. It glowed.

Sophie’s eyes found mine. We lay facing each other, inches apart, each other’s husbands inside us, their rhythms slow and synchronized as if they’d agreed on a tempo without speaking. Her hand found mine between our bodies, and our fingers laced together.

She held my gaze while Marco fucked her. I held hers while Dario fucked me. The connection between us was the center — their cocks inside us, our hands clasped, our eyes locked, and the intimacy of watching another woman’s face while she was being filled by my husband’s cock was more naked than any of the sex we’d had all week.

Her mouth opened.

Her breath quickened. Her pupils dilated, and I watched the orgasm approach in her expression the way you watch weather change across water.

My husband gripped her leg tighter, raising it. The angle opened Sophie to me — I could see where his cock entered her, the slick shine of her arousal on his shaft, the slow stretch of her lips around him.

“More, Dario. Fuck me hard.”

He didn’t disappoint.

Dario’s hand slid from my breast to my cunt — his fingers finding my clit, slick and swollen, circling with the same slow rhythm as his cock slid in and out. He pressed harder each time, his crown kissing my cervix, his pulse throbbing softly against my walls.

The dual sensation coiled tight in my belly, and I gripped Sophie’s hand harder, my breathing fracturing. Across from me, her thighs were trembling — Marco’s hand between her legs, mirroring Dario, the four of us locked in a symmetry so precise it felt choreographed by something older than any of us.

She gasped and nodded at me.

“Together. Please.”

“Together. Of course.”

We came at the same time — or close enough that the difference didn’t matter. Sophie’s face contracted, her grip crushing my fingers, a sound torn from her that was half cry and half prayer. My own orgasm answered — rolling through me in long, clenching waves, my cunt seizing around Dario’s cock, my body pressing back into his chest while the pleasure crested and held and refused to release me.

Behind me, Dario’s rhythm stuttered.

He buried himself deep inside me and came — the thick, hot flood I knew now, each pulse splashing against my cervix, deliberate and undeniable, his groan vibrating through my spine.

I felt his cum fill me — heavy, spreading, pooling in the deepest part of me alongside the memory of every other time he’d been there this week. Across from us, my husband followed — his hand gripping Sophie’s hip, his face pressed into her hair, a sound that I recognized from our bed, our life, given freely to another woman while I watched and felt nothing but love.

And then stillness.


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

My husband clinked his glass against mine.

“To us.”

“To all of us, Marco.”

“Yes. That’s your job.”

The aircraft lurched again. The cabin crew girl braced, smiled, raising an eyebrow as if it were no big deal, and she poured more champagne.

“It’s not a job.”

“It’s important. They are important.”

“I know.”

“It doesn’t work without them.”

“I know that too.”

“We—”

I pressed a finger to Marco’s lips and smiled. I didn’t feel like smiling. I was terrified. The aircraft lurched again. The cabin crew girl braced again.

I wasn’t terrified about the turbulence.

“Stop, darling.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. And don’t worry either. I will name this.”

“Fourteen days, Lena.”

“I’m aware.”

“Fourteen days without touching you. Do you know how many times I nearly broke?”

“You didn’t break.”

“I nearly broke on day three. You walked out of the shower, and I had to leave the room.”

I laughed—really laughed, the kind that releases something. Because I knew exactly what he meant. Fourteen days of sleeping beside the man I loved most in the world and not reaching for him, because the four of us had agreed: no sex with our own partners for two weeks before Milan. The hunger had to build equally. The reunion had to be the swap, not the homecoming.

Marco’s hand found my knee under the tray table. The thumb. The circles.

“I need him, Marco. I need Dario. And I need you to know that doesn’t change what this is.”

He lifted my hand and kissed my knuckles. The same gesture Dario had made to Sophie on the last night in Crete—learned from watching, or discovered independently, it didn’t matter.

“I know. I need Sophie, too.”

The simplest words. The bravest ones.

I saw him before I saw her.

Dario, leaning against a pillar in the arrivals hall at Malpensa, his arms folded, wearing a charcoal coat that made his shoulders look wider than I remembered. His eyes found mine through the crowd—through sixty strangers dragging suitcases—and my body made the decision before my brain caught up.

I walked past Sophie. Past the woman I’d dreamed about, spoken to at 2 a.m., touched myself to in the dark while my husband slept beside me. I walked past her and straight into Dario’s arms.

He caught me like I weighed nothing. His hands gripped my waist, my feet left the ground, and his mouth found mine—not tentative, not careful, not the polite kiss of a friend’s husband at an airport. He kissed me the way a man kisses a woman he hasn’t touched in three months and has been counting every one of them. His tongue swept against mine, and I tasted espresso and hunger and the particular desperation of a man who has been patient for long enough.

My cunt flooded. Right there, in arrivals, with my suitcase still rolling.

My panties warmed, soaked, filled, and leaked.

He looked at me.

“Are you pleased to see me, Lena?”

“Feel me. I wore a short sundress for that very reason.”

He swung me around the pillar. It was private enough.

Dario’s pupils dilated, he licked his bottom lip, looked left and right, then used a hand to lift my dress hem, the other, trembling fingers slipping under my panty waistband.

“You shaved?”

“For you. As did Sophie for my husband.”

“You’re wet?”

“Fourteen nights, Dario. No cock. No toy. No finger. Just you every time I closed my eyes.”

“Oh, fuck!”

He kissed me then, slow, long, his lips burning against mine, his tongue exploring my mouth as he slipped his fingers past my swollen, sticky clitoris, parting my lips until he found my hole. He slipped inside me, circled, and groaned into my mouth.

“I’ve missed you, Lena.”

“I’m yours to fuck.”

“Exclusively?”

“Sophie and I agreed. Full swap. She and I are the bridge.”

He rested his forehead on mine, and I touched his chest, feeling the rise and fall and a throbbing beat inside.

“Taste me.”

“I want to.”

“Go ahead.”

He swirled his fingers around my hole. I clenched.

“Fuck, you’re tight.”

“All for you. All yours.”

When he lifted his fingers, they were coated, glistening, translucent, and they smelled sweet and musky. Dario’s head still pressed against mine as he brought his fingers to his lips. He brushed them, as though applying lip balm.

His nostrils flared.

Then he licked, and I watched him devour me as my cunt begged for my lover’s cock.

Behind me, I heard it—Sophie’s voice, breathless, muffled against my husband’s mouth. I didn’t need to turn around. I knew exactly what was happening because it was happening to me: she’d gone to Marco the way I’d gone to Dario. No hesitation. No polite greeting. Just the swap—clean, total, as natural as breathing.

I pulled back from Dario’s mouth. His eyes were black.

“Take me home and fuck me.”

“We haven’t said hello to—”

“Take me home, Dario. I need your cock inside me.”

He looked over my shoulder at Sophie and Marco. Whatever he saw there—my husband’s hands in his wife’s hair, Sophie’s body pressed against Marco’s the way mine was pressed against his—made him smile.

Not the easy smile from Crete.

This was something rawer. Milan was a fresh canvas.

Sophie appeared beside me. Her lipstick was smeared—Marco’s doing—and her eyes were bright with something that wasn’t tears.

She took my face in her hands and kissed me. Softer than the men, but no less urgent. Her mouth tasted of Marco, and the knowledge of that—my husband’s taste on her tongue—sent a current through me so sharp my knees buckled.

“Hi.”

“Hi.”

“I need your husband.”

“I need yours.”

She laughed. The laugh that started in her stomach and arrived already full.

“Then let’s stop standing in an airport.”

We didn’t make it past the hallway.

Dario’s apartment door closed behind us, and the coats came off in the entryway—his hands on my zipper, Sophie pulling Marco’s shirt over his head, the four of us undressing in a tangle of fabric and need that had been building for fourteen days and three months before that. My boots hit the stone floor. Sophie’s dress pooled at her feet. Marco’s belt clattered against tile.

Dario lifted me. My legs wrapped around his waist, and he carried me down the hallway with his mouth on my throat while Sophie and Marco followed—her hand gripping my husband’s cock through his boxers, his fingers already inside the waistband of her underwear.

“That’s a big fucking bed.”

“Sophie. She wanted us to be comfortable.”

“Then you guys need to start working right away.”

Their bed was enormous—dark wood, white sheets, sandalwood, and clean cotton. We fell onto it together, all four, and the impact bounced us, and for one half-second we were suspended—and then gravity sorted us the way gravity always did: Dario on me, Sophie on Marco, the swap intact, face to face across the pillows.

Dario held me. Not gripped. Not performance. His body trembled, his fingers dug in.

I looked at him.

“I missed you, too.”

“I really did. More than you can believe.”

“Can you do something for me, Dario?”

“Anything.”

“I need to suck your cock, darling.”

My husband heard the word and looked at me.

Darling.

He smiled, nodded. The door was open, and he was finally relaxed.

“Only if I can reciprocate, Lena. I need to lick you. I want to worship you. The sacred feminine—I’ve been thinking about that since Crete. I want to show you—”

He stopped.

“Show me what?”

“My devotion.”

Sophie stared at her husband.

Then, a short pause where husband and wife connected, and she nodded and smiled, whispering something in my husband’s ear.

I knew what she said.

It was complicated and messy, but it was right.

Dario and I turned together on the white sheets—his head toward my feet, mine toward his—and the world narrowed to the length of his body and the heat between us.

I spread my legs wide apart, felt my swollen pussy lips spread as he clenched my cheeks, his thumbs opening me, and he brought me to his face.

I felt Dario’s hot breath tingle through my entire body.

His cock was already hard before I gripped around its base, thick and long, with the curve I’d memorized in Crete and traced in my mind on every one of those fourteen nights. I took him in my mouth slowly—not urgent, not greedy, but the way you take communion. The weight of him on my tongue, the salt-skin taste of the head, the first drop of pre-cum that bloomed like a sacrament across my tongue. I closed my eyes and let my mouth say everything my words hadn’t yet.

His groan vibrated against my thigh.

Then his mouth found me.

He didn’t rush. He didn’t devour. He arrived at my cunt the way a man arrives at a cathedral—with reverence, with the full weight of understanding that what he was entering was holy. His tongue traced the outer edges first, the crease where my thigh met my lips, the soft skin that no one touches unless they mean it.

He breathed me in—long, slow, his nose pressed against my mound—and the sound he made was not desire. It was gratitude.

His tongue parted my swollen lips. Broad, flat, unhurried—lapping from my entrance to my throbbing clit in a single stroke that made my hips roll against his face. I spread my knees wider apart, and he repeated it. Again. Again. Each pass slower and more reverent than the last, as though he were memorizing my geography with his mouth, mapping every fold, every ridge, the particular swell of my clit as it rose from its hood.

I moaned around his cock. The vibration made his veins pulse against my tongue, and the feedback loop began—his pleasure feeding mine, mine feeding his, the ancient circuit of two mouths giving and receiving simultaneously.

He lingered at my entrance. His tongue pushed inside—not fucking, not thrusting, but circling the rim the way a fingertip traces the lip of a wine glass. Slow. Deliberate. As though the taste of me were something he needed to hold in his mouth and understand before swallowing. I felt his jaw work, felt his lips seal against me, felt him suck gently and drink.

My thighs trembled. My hand gripped his hip, and I moaned so loudly, my husband stared. Sophie’s hand reached out and touched mine.

She moaned.

Her grip tightened.

Dario moved higher. His tongue pulled from my cunt, up, tracing the thin bridge of skin, and then—gently, so gently—he was there. His tongue circled my anus with the same unhurried devotion he’d given everything else. Not transgressive. Not performative. Just a man who needed all of me, every part, every hidden place, offered the same reverence as the rest.

I shuddered.

The intimacy of it—my vulnerability, the absolute trust required to let someone worship me there and his courage to explore me—cracked something open in my chest. My eyes stung. I took him deeper into my throat, my hand wrapping his shaft, my tongue working the underside in long strokes that matched the rhythm of his mouth on me.

Dario returned to my clit. His lips closed around it—softly, the pressure exactly right—and he held me there, his tongue flickering in small, precise circles while his hands gripped my hips and his breath came hot and ragged against my soaked skin.

The orgasm built from the base of my spine. Not the violent, detonating kind—something deeper, something tidal, rising through my body the way warmth rises through stone. I felt it in my chest before I felt it in my cunt—a swelling, an ache, the particular pressure of being seen completely and consumed without a single part left unwanted.

I came with his mouth on me and his cock on my tongue and tears running sideways across my temples into my hair. The orgasm rolled through me in waves—long, slow, each crest pulling a sound from my throat that I’d never made before.

Not a moan. Not a cry. A hymn.

He held me through it. His mouth gentled but didn’t leave, his tongue tracing soft, slow passes through the aftershocks while my body pulsed and quieted and pulsed again. I kept him in my mouth—sucking softly, my hand moving in long, tight strokes—and I felt the moment his control broke. His hips flexed, his cock swelled against my tongue, and he came in a rush of salt and heat that I swallowed like it was the other half of the sacrament.

His. Mine. The circle complete.

We lay still. His mouth resting against my inner thigh, his breath warm and uneven. My lips pressed against the crease of his hip, tasting sweat and the faintest trace of his cologne.

Sophie’s hand appeared. She reached down from beside Marco and stroked my hair—once, gently—and then withdrew. Permission. Approval. The bridge held steady while the traffic crossed.

I turned in his arms and spread my knees wide. My breasts found his chest, still damp, still heaving, and I pressed against him—my hips settling into the curve of his body, my swollen cunt finding the length of him. He was half-hard, spent, his cock slick with my spit and his own cum, and I spread my lips around his shaft and held him there. Not inside me. Between me. The heat of him against my slit while his arms wrapped my waist, and his breath slowed against my neck.

Across the bed, Sophie was on her back.

My husband was above her, his hips driving in long, deep strokes that made Sophie’s breasts move with each thrust. Her legs wrapped his waist, her heels digging into the small of his back, and her hands gripped the sheets the way mine had gripped Dario’s hip minutes ago.

“Marco—”

“I know. I’m close too.”

“Harder. Please. I need you.”

My husband gave her harder. The sound changed—wetter, louder, the slap of his hips against her thighs filling the room. Sophie’s head tipped back, her throat exposed, and the flush that had been living on her chest since the airport climbed her neck and bloomed across her face.

Marco kissed her there while fucking her hard, the couple locked in the same bubble Dario and I were.

Dario’s cock twitched against me. I felt him thickening—slowly, the blood returning, his body answering the sound of his wife being fucked by my husband.

I reached between my legs and wrapped my fingers around his shaft. He groaned against my hair.

Sophie came first.

Her body arched off the mattress—a long, shuddering contraction that pulled a sound from her I recognized from Crete, from the last night, from the moment she’d gripped my hand across the pillows. I pictured it, pink, warm, wet, and full of my husband’s cock.

Marco followed her over—three hard thrusts and then stillness, his face buried in her neck, his cock pulsing inside her while she held him with her whole body. I felt the pulse through the bed. My husband’s semen filling my best friend.

Dario was hard now. Fully. The length of him heavy in my hand, his hips pressing forward against my grip.

I turned to face him.

Dario was inside me before I’d finished exhaling. The stretch of him—thick, curved, the cock I’d memorized in Crete and replayed every night since—sent my eyes rolling shut. Fourteen days without being touched by anyone. Three months without being touched by him. My walls clenched around him like they were trying to hold him in place permanently, and the sound I made was not a sound I recognized.

“I can’t wait this long again.”

“Me neither.”

It was out there. I’d said it. Sophie’s voice responded.

I was naming it.

Something animal. Something caged since August.

He fucked me hard. Not the careful Dario from the monastery—this was three months of restraint breaking at once. His hips drove into me, and beside us Marco was still buried in Sophie with the same unchecked urgency, his hand gripping her thigh hard enough to mark.

I turned my head. Sophie turned hers. Our eyes locked across the pillows—two women being fucked by each other’s husbands, watching each other’s faces—and the intimacy of that gaze was more naked than anything our bodies were doing.

My husband recovered quickly—I knew that. Abstinence worked. I saw by Sophie’s knitted brow that Marco’s cock was already hard.

I could smell it too. Both men’s cum, both leaking from holes they were tending to temporarily.

Sophie reached for my hand again. Our fingers laced together the way they had on the last night in Crete—the same grip, the same anchor.

“Lena.”

“I know.”

“I can feel him still—he’s so deep and still fucking me—”

“I know, Sophie.”

“I wanted his cum so badly.”

“We’ll talk.”

Her face contorted. The orgasm took her like weather—sudden, total—and she squeezed my hand so hard I felt the bones shift. Her back arched, her mouth open, and Marco drove into her through the crest of it, not stopping, not slowing, giving her everything the fourteen days had stored.

Watching her come undone by my husband while Dario filled me—the compersion hit like a wall. Not jealousy. Joy. The specific, bone-deep joy of watching someone you trust receive the pleasure you know your husband can give.

Dario’s rhythm changed. He fucked me harder. The angle shifted, and he filled me completely.

His eyes sparkled, and his expression bloomed with pride.

“Cum for me, Lena.”

I came apart.

The orgasm detonated low in my belly and spread outward—through my thighs, my chest, the hand still gripping Sophie’s. I clenched around him in waves, and he followed me over—burying himself deep, his cock pulsing inside me, his forehead pressed to mine as he filled me with his cum.

“I need yours inside me too.”

“I know.”

Then came affection. Kisses, soft caresses, everything I had dreamed of for fourteen restless nights.

Not love.

Not lust.

Belonging.

Four bodies on white sheets. The apartment quiet except for breathing and the distant hum of Milan through the shutters.

Sophie rolled toward me. Her hand slid down my stomach to where Dario’s cum was already leaking from me. She touched it—drew her fingers through the slick of him—and brought them to her mouth.

Her husband, inside me, on her tongue. The circle was closing.

We fucked again. And again.

The afternoon dissolved into bodies and mouths—Sophie riding my husband while I sat behind her, cupping her breasts, whispering into her ear. Dario taking me from behind while I tasted Sophie, tasting my husband in her the way she’d tasted hers inside me. The chain reassembled, and every link held.

The light shifted from afternoon white to evening amber, and we didn’t stop until our bodies stopped for us.

We showered together. Not exactly together, as couples.

A full swap held.

The restaurant was small, tucked into a side street near the Navigli—paper tablecloths, candles in wine bottles, a menu in chalk on a blackboard. We sat swapped. Dario’s arm around my chair, his hand on the back of my neck. Sophie leaned into Marco, her head on his shoulder, his fingers in her hair.

We ordered light. Bruschetta, burrata, a carafe of Nebbiolo. Nobody was here for the food.

Sophie caught my eye across the table. The candlelight caught the flush still visible on her chest.

“We tried, you know, Lena.”

“Tried what?”

“After Crete. We tried to find this somewhere else.” She glanced at her husband. He nodded—permission to tell it, or solidarity in the telling. “We went to a club in Milan. A swingers bar. Very clean, very polite, very beautiful people.”

“We did the same thing.” Marco’s voice was quiet. “In the city. Three weeks after we got back.”

Dario’s thumb stilled on the back of my neck. I looked at him, and he looked at me, and the memory of that night passed between us without a word—the beautiful stranger who’d pressed himself against me on the dance floor, who’d done everything right and meant nothing at all.

Sophie looked at Marco. The recognition between all four of us—two couples who’d independently walked into the same wrong room and walked out knowing exactly what was missing—settled over the table like weather.

“And?”

“Nothing. Absolutely nothing.” My husband shook his head. “Beautiful women. Willing. Interesting. And I stood there, and I felt nothing. Because none of them were—”

“Me?”

Sophie said it softly. Not flirting. Confirming.

“You. Yes.”

Dario’s thumb resumed its slow circles on the back of my neck. The same geometry as Marco’s thumb on Sophie’s knee, the same language, different hand.

“It was the same for us.” Dario’s voice was low, steady. “Sophie looked at me in the car afterward and said, ‘That was awful.’ And I knew exactly what she meant. Because the problem isn’t that we want more people. The problem is that we want specific people.”

Sophie looked at me.

“Two specific people.”

“Yes.”

I nodded and lifted my wine. The Nebbiolo was dark and tannic and gripped my tongue.

“Can I say something?”

Sophie straightened. Dario’s hand stilled on my neck. Marco watched me across the table—across Sophie’s head on his shoulder—and I saw it in his face: the readiness. He’d given me this job on the plane, and he was waiting for me to do it.

“I don’t want a quad. I don’t want to cuckold. I don’t want to swing. I tried, we all tried, and it doesn’t work because that’s not what this is.”

I looked at Dario—his dark eyes, his sculptor’s hands, the mouth I’d been tasting all afternoon. He nodded once.

“This is different—what you are to me. I need your husband, Sophie.”

“I need yours.”

“He is—”

“Name it, darling, please.”

Sophie smiled.

“Your husband is my boyfriend, Sophie.”

“And I am your husband’s girlfriend.”

“Boyfriend and girlfriend can exist, right?”

“It already does, and husband and wife still holds.”

“It’s exactly what I need it to hold—warmth, want, something real—without becoming something that threatens what Marco and I have.”

The table went quiet. The candle guttered.

Sophie’s eyes were bright. She lifted Marco’s hand from her shoulder and pressed her lips to his knuckles.

“Is that what you are? My boyfriend?”

“If you’ll have me.”

“Marco.” She turned to face him. “I have wanted to call you that for two months. I just didn’t know if the word was big enough.”

“It’s exactly big enough.”

She kissed my husband. In the restaurant, at the table, with Dario and me watching—a slow, deliberate kiss that said: I know where I belong, and I belong to Dario, and I also belong here, and those two things don’t fight.

I looked at Dario.

“Boyfriend.”

He smiled. The smile that moved slowly across his face, arriving everywhere at once.

“Girlfriend.”

“The rules are simple. My marriage comes first. Sophie comes first for you. Always. But this—” I gestured between us, between all four of us—”this is real. This isn’t a holiday. This isn’t a phase. This is a door we leave open.”

“A door.”

“With a key on both sides.”

Dario leaned over and kissed my temple. Not the kiss of a lover—the kiss of a man who has just been given a word that fits.

Marco raised his glass.

“To the four of us.”

“To the four of us.”

The glasses met. Sophie’s tears caught the candlelight. Dario’s hand returned to the back of my neck, and my husband smiled at me from across a table where another woman’s head rested on his shoulder, and the smile said: you named it. You found the word. And it holds.

We walked home through Milan. October cold, breath visible, the city quieting around us.

Dario’s arm around my waist. Sophie and Marco ahead—her hand in his back pocket, his laugh carrying back on the night air.

I leaned into Dario.

“Dario.”

“Mm.”

“Same time in December? Our place?”

He pulled me closer. His mouth against my hair.

“Tell me how you take your coffee.”

“Why?”

“Because when I’m standing in your kitchen in December, I don’t want to have to ask.”

Something inside me opened. Not my body—something behind it. The place where the naming had been waiting, where the word boyfriend had lived for two months before I’d been brave enough to carry it through customs.

“Black. One sugar. The cup with the chip on the rim—that’s my cup. Don’t use it.”

He laughed into my hair. The sound was warm and close and permanent in a way that didn’t threaten anything.

Sophie looked back. Saw us. Smiled.

She pulled Marco closer. He kissed the top of her head.

Four people walking home through a city that had just become theirs. Two marriages. Two boyfriends. One door left open with keys on both sides.

The jasmine was behind us. What was ahead smelled like espresso and cold stone and the warm certainty of a bed that held four.


Chapter Six

◆◆◆

The doorbell rang at four.

Not a buzzer. Not an intercom. A doorbell—the ordinary kind, the one that rang when the neighbors borrowed sugar or the FedEx guy left a package on the mat. I stood in the hallway with flour on my hands and my heart trying to climb out of my throat, because the sound of a doorbell shouldn’t undo a person, but it did.

Marco was already moving. He passed me in the hallway—touched the small of my back without stopping, the way he did when we navigated each other in this house the way we’d navigated each other for fifteen years—and he opened the door.

December cold poured in. Behind it, Dario.

He wore a dark coat, a scarf loose around his neck, and he carried a paper bag in one arm and Sophie in the other—her hand tucked inside his elbow, her cheeks bright from the walk from the taxi. Snow sat on both their shoulders like confetti.

Nobody moved. The four of us stood in the doorway—two inside, two outside, the threshold holding us for one breath that felt like a photograph.

Then Sophie stepped past Dario, past Marco, and straight to me.

She took my floury hands in hers and kissed me. Soft. Cold lips, warm mouth. She tasted like the airplane mints she always carried and underneath that, herself—the taste I’d memorized in Crete and replayed in Milan and dreamed about in the months between.

“Hi.”

“Hi.”

“Your hands are covered in flour.”

“I’m making pasta.”

She laughed. The laugh that started in her stomach.

“Of course you are.”

Behind her, Marco and Dario embraced—not the back-slapping half-hug of men who are friends, but a real embrace, arms around each other, Dario’s forehead dropping to Marco’s shoulder for a moment. My husband held another man in our doorway, and the tenderness of it cracked something in my chest that I hadn’t known was still sealed.

Dario looked at me over Marco’s shoulder.

“Lena.”

“Come inside. You’re letting the cold in.”

He set down the paper bag—wine, I could tell from the weight and the shape—and crossed the hallway in two steps. His hands cupped my face, tilting it up, and he kissed me. Not the airport kiss from Milan—desperate, starving, three months compressed into a collision. This was different. This was a man walking through a door he’d been given a key to, and finding it exactly as he’d imagined.

Slow. Warm. His thumbs on my cheekbones. Flour on his coat now.

“My girlfriend.”

“My boyfriend.”

My cunt bloomed. Not flooded—bloomed. The slow, heavy warmth of a body recognizing someone it trusted.

“You’re here.”

“I told you I would be.”

“I know. But you’re here. In my hallway. With snow on your coat.”

He smiled. The smile that arrived everywhere at once.

“Show me your kitchen.”

The swap began. Not as a declaration, but as two girls with their boyfriends, marriage a concept, parked but respected and loved.

“Our kitchen is the warmest room in the house.”

“Your heart lives here.”

“My heart. That’s complicated now.”

“All four of us are in your kitchen.”

“It’s perfect now.”

Not architecturally—it faced north, and the December light came in flat and gray through the window over the sink. But it was warm the way a room becomes warm when it’s been lived in, honestly: the wooden countertops worn smooth where my hands always rested, the cast-iron skillet that had been my mother’s, the oregano plant on the windowsill that refused to die.

And now, four people inside it.

Sophie rolled pasta with Marco. They stood side by side at the island, renewing—her hands on the rolling pin, his steadying the dough—and they worked together the way people work together when their bodies already know each other’s rhythms. Sophie’s hip bumped Marco’s. He bumped back. She laughed, and the laugh was easy, unguarded, and my husband’s face when he heard it—I’d never seen that particular expression before. Not joy. Relief. The relief of a man who’d been carrying a feeling for weeks since Milan and had just set it down on a kitchen counter.

Dario chopped garlic beside me. His sleeves were rolled to his elbows, and his forearms flexed with each precise cut, and I watched his hands the way I always watched his hands—the sculptor’s hands, the hands that had pinned me to a monastery wall and held me through an orgasm and written me letters in the months between that made me cry at the breakfast table while Marco pretended not to notice.

He caught me watching.

“Are you distracted?”

“Your forearms.”

“What about them?”

“They’re in my kitchen.”

He set down the knife. Turned to me. His expression was serious—not the playful seriousness from Crete, not the raw hunger from Milan. Something quieter.

“Is that okay?”

“Dario.”

“Is it okay that I’m here? In the place where you live? Because a hotel is one thing, and a holiday is one thing, and a visit to our home is another, but this—” He gestured at the kitchen, the pasta, the worn countertops. “This is your life.”

My eyes stung.

“This is exactly where I want you.”

He kissed my forehead. Not my mouth. My forehead. The most domestic kiss in the world, and it landed harder than anything he’d done to me in Milan.

Behind us, Sophie murmured something to Marco that I couldn’t hear, and Marco laughed—his real laugh, the one that lived in his chest—and I heard the sound of it settle into the house like it belonged there.

“Lena.”

“Mm.”

“Where’s the cup with the chip on the rim?”

Something detonated behind my sternum.

“Top shelf. Left side. Don’t use it.”

“I remember.”

He did. He remembered.

We ate at the dining table. Not the kitchen island where Marco and I usually ate—the actual dining table, the one we used for Thanksgiving and birthdays and the occasional dinner party where I pretended to be the kind of woman who owned cloth napkins.

I owned cloth napkins now.

I’d bought them on Tuesday.

The pasta was good—better than good, because four pairs of hands had made it, and the sauce had garlic that Dario cut and tomatoes that Sophie roasted and wine that Marco poured and basil that I tore, and the whole thing tasted like collaboration.

Dario had brought Barolo.

The bottle was dusty, and the label was handwritten, and when he opened it, the smell filled the dining room—dark fruit, earth, something that lived underground for years before emerging.

We drank. We ate. We talked.

Not about the arrangement. Not about the swap. Not about boundaries or rules or what this was called. We talked about Sophie’s gallery show in January—a series of still lifes that she’d been painting for six months, ordinary objects rendered so precisely they became extraordinary. We talked about Marco’s promotion and the trip to Berlin that it required. We talked about Dario’s commission—a bronze, life-sized, a woman turning—and the particular challenge of capturing motion in a material that wanted to be still.

We talked like people who knew each other.

That was the thing. Somewhere between Crete and Milan and the letters and the calls and the four a.m. texts that said nothing important and meant everything—somewhere in all of that, we’d become people who knew each other. Not lovers meeting. Not couples swapping. Four people who’d built something, sitting at a table in the house where two of them lived, eating pasta they’d made together.

Sophie’s foot found mine under the table.

“Lena.”

“Mm.”

“This is the best meal I’ve ever had.”

“It’s just pasta.”

“I know.”

Her eyes said everything the words didn’t.

Marco reached across and refilled Sophie’s glass. His fingers brushed hers on the stem—the same brush from the first dinner in Crete, the one that started it all, except now it wasn’t charged with novelty. It was charged with knowing. He knew the shape of her hand because he’d held it. He knew the weight of her body because he’d carried it. The brush was a greeting, not a question.

Dario’s hand rested on my thigh under the table. His thumb traced slow circles through my dress—the same geometry as Marco’s thumb, the same language, different hand.

I covered his hand with mine.

“Dario.”

“Mm.”

“Stay.”

One word. But it carried everything—the night ahead, the morning after, the particular vulnerability of inviting someone into the bed where you sleep with your husband every night.

“I’m not going anywhere.”

Sophie looked at Marco.

“Neither are we.”

Our bedroom smelled like us.

I’d changed the sheets—white cotton, the good ones—but the room still held the accumulated scent of Marco and me: his cologne on the pillows, my lotion on the nightstand, the particular warm smell of two bodies that had shared this space for years.

And now, two more.

Sophie stood at the window. The street below was quiet—December dark, snow still falling in the lamplight—and she looked at the view the way someone looks at a view they want to remember. Not the street. The fact of being here. In this room. In this life.

Dario closed the door.

The click of the latch. I remembered that sound from Crete—Sophie’s suite, the same small mechanism, the same loud silence after.

But this was different. This was my door. My room. The room where Marco kissed me good night and woke me with coffee and held me through the nightmares I’d stopped having three years ago.

Marco moved first.

He crossed to Sophie at the window, and his hands found her waist from behind, and she leaned back against his chest the way I leaned back against his chest on Sunday mornings. His mouth found the curve of her neck. She closed her eyes.

I watched my husband hold another woman in the room where he held me, and what I felt was not jealousy. Not compersion. Something beyond both. Gratitude. That he could do this—that we could do this—and the room didn’t change. The bed didn’t change. We didn’t change. We expanded.

Dario’s hands found the zipper at the back of my dress.

“Lena.”

“Yes.”

“I want to undress you in your own bedroom.”

The words landed in my belly and spread downward—a slow, liquid heat that made my thighs press together. I nodded. He drew the zipper down. The dress fell, and I stood in the room where I’d dressed every morning for years, in underwear I’d chosen for another woman’s husband, and the vulnerability of it—the absolute exposed honesty of it—made my nipples ache and my cunt throb before he’d touched me.

He unhooked my bra. His lips found my shoulder blade.

Across the room, Sophie turned in Marco’s arms and kissed him. Her fingers worked his shirt buttons—efficient, familiar, the way you undress someone you’ve undressed before. Marco’s hands slid Sophie’s dress off her shoulders, and I watched it pool at her feet, and beneath it she wore nothing, and the sight of her—small breasts, narrow waist, the dark strip of hair she’d grown back since Crete—made my mouth water.

She caught me looking. Smiled.

“Later.”

A promise. A map of the evening drawn in one word.

Dario guided me to the bed. Our bed. Mine and Marco’s last night. Mine and Dario’s tonight. The mattress dipped under our weight in the familiar way it always dipped, and the sheets smelled like the laundry detergent I’d used for years, and Dario’s weight on top of me pressed me into the life I’d built with Marco, and both things were true at once.

He entered me slowly. Not the urgent Dario of Crete or the desperate Dario of Milan. The Dario who’d walked through my front door and chopped garlic in my kitchen and asked if it was okay that he was here. That Dario. The one who understood that what was happening wasn’t a reunion—it was an arrival.

The stretch of him as his cock drove through my tight pussy drew a growl from the back of my throat. He smiled down.

“Two weeks without sex.”

It wasn’t a question. It was our promise to each other that boyfriends and girlfriends were worth some sacrifice.

The curve of his cock I knew now—not memorized but known, the way you know a road you drive daily. My fluttering walls welcomed him, and the sound I made was quiet, almost domestic, the sound of a body receiving what it had been waiting for without desperation.

“God, Lena.”

“I know. I know.”

Beside us, Sophie climbed onto Marco. She straddled him, and he gripped her hips, and she sank her soaking wet cunt down onto my husband’s cock with a sigh that filled the room like music. I turned my head. Watched her face—the softening, the opening, the particular expression of a woman taking a man inside her for whom she feels something real.

My husband’s hands slid up her ribs. Cupped her breasts. His thumbs circled her nipples, and she arched into his touch, and the rhythm she found—slow, deep, a rolling grind that barely lifted—was the rhythm of someone who wasn’t performing. She was home in his body the way I was home in Dario’s.

Dario fucked me in long, slow strokes. Each one bottomed out—the pressure of his kiss against my cervix that walked the line between pain and need—and each withdrawal left me empty in a way that made the next stroke a rescue. His forehead rested against mine. Our breath mixed. His eyes were open, and mine were open, and we watched each other the way you watch someone you’ve decided to keep.

Sophie reached for my hand.

There it was. The anchor. The same grip from Crete, from Milan—fingers laced, palms pressed, the bridge between the two couples that made the four of us possible. Her hand was warm and strong, and I felt Marco’s rhythm through her body the way she felt Dario’s through mine.

“Lena.”

“Sophie.”

“I love you.”

Three words. She’d never said them. Not in Crete, not in Milan, not in any letter or call or four a.m. text. She’d said everything around them—I need you, I miss you, I can’t imagine going back—but never the words themselves.

Until now. In my bedroom. While my husband fucked her and her husband fucked me, and our hands held the center of it all.

My eyes burned.

“I love you too.”

Dario’s rhythm deepened. He heard it—what we’d said, what it meant—and his body answered with a tenderness that made me cry. Not from sadness. From the specific overwhelm of being completely loved by more people than I’d ever thought possible.

Sophie came first. Her back arched off Marco’s chest, her grip on my hand turned to iron, and the sound she made was quiet—a held breath released, a door opening. Marco followed her, his hands pulling her hips down hard, his face buried in her neck, and I felt his orgasm through the mattress the way I felt earthquakes through floorboards—distant, powerful, real.

Dario watched them. Then he looked at me.

“Come home, Lena.”

He fucked me harder, faster, and my cunt stretched, every ridge and pulsating vein along his cock reshaping me. He kissed me, soft, gentle, his whimpers and moans vibrating through my lips, reaching every part of me.

“I missed you so much, Lena.”

“I missed you, too.”

I came apart. The orgasm didn’t detonate—it opened. Wide and deep and unhurried, rolling through me in waves that matched Dario’s final strokes, and when he followed me over the precipice—his cock pulsing deep, his cum filling me in the bed where my husband slept beside me every night—the circle didn’t close.

It settled.

We lay in the tangle of ourselves. Four bodies on white cotton sheets that smelled like my fabric softener and sex and the Barolo still on everyone’s breath. Sophie’s head rested on Marco’s chest. My back against Dario’s front, his arm around my waist, his breath warm and slow against my neck.

Snow fell past the window. The street was silent.

Sophie’s hand found mine in the dark. Held it. Let go.

I woke to the smell of coffee.

The bed was empty on both sides—Marco’s side, Dario’s side, the dip in the mattress where Sophie had curled beside me at some point in the night. The sheets were warm. The house was quiet except for the small sounds of someone moving in a kitchen.

I noticed steam coming from our en-suite. Then voices.

I pulled on Dario’s sweatshirt—the gray one, too big, the one Sophie told me she wore on Sunday mornings—and walked barefoot down the hallway to find my boyfriend.

Dario stood at the counter.

He’d found the coffee. He’d found the filters, the sugar, the spoons. He’d found the cup with the chip on the rim and set it aside—not used, as instructed, waiting for me. He stood in my kitchen in boxer shorts and nothing else, his back to me, his shoulders catching the thin December light that came through the window over the sink, and he poured coffee into my cup with the focus of a man performing a sacred act.

I leaned against the doorframe and watched.

He didn’t know I was there. He stirred one sugar into the chipped cup—my cup, the one he’d asked about on a Milan sidewalk two months ago because he wanted to know. Because he’d decided then that he would stand in this kitchen, and he wanted to be ready.

My eyes filled. Not with sadness or even joy.

Recognition.

This was what staying looked like. Not a first time in a monastery, or a declaration on a balcony in Crete. Not a naming in a candlelit restaurant in Milan. A man in boxer shorts, making coffee he’d memorized, in a kitchen he’d never seen before yesterday but navigated like he’d been here for years.

He turned. Saw me.

He smiled as though I stood at the other end of the aisle.

“Black. One sugar. Chipped cup.”

“You remembered.”

“I remember everything you tell me.”

He held out the cup. I crossed the kitchen—cold tiles under my feet, his sweatshirt falling past my thighs—and took it. Our fingers overlapped on the ceramic. The chip pressed against my palm, exactly where it always pressed.

“Good morning, boyfriend.”

He kissed my forehead. Not my mouth. My forehead.

“Good morning, girlfriend.”

I heard them before I saw them—Sophie’s laugh, low and sleepy, and Marco’s murmur from the bedroom. Feet in the hallway. Sophie appeared first, wearing one of Marco’s t-shirts—she’d found his drawer, or he’d given it to her, it didn’t matter—and my husband behind her, his hand on the back of her neck, guiding her the way he guided me when I was half-asleep and moving toward caffeine.

They stood in the kitchen doorway. Sophie leaned against my husband’s chest. Dario leaned against my counter. I stood between them, holding the chipped cup, wearing the gray sweatshirt, and the four of us occupied the room without strain.

No arrangement. No negotiation. No language for it.

Just coffee.

Dario poured three more cups. He knew how Sophie took hers—of course, he did; she was his wife. He looked at Marco.

“How do you take yours?”

Marco smiled.

“Black. No sugar. The blue mug. Top shelf, right side.”

Dario reached for it without hesitation. The gesture—a man knowing which shelf, which mug, which side—was small and total and said everything about what we’d built. Four people who knew how each other started the morning.

Sophie’s hand found my waist. Her thumb traced a slow circle through the sweatshirt fabric.

“Lena.”

“Mm.”

“Same time in March? Our place?”

“Maybe.”

Dario looked at me over the rim of his coffee. Marco’s arm tightened around Sophie’s shoulder.

“Maybe?”

“We must talk.”

“Okay.”

I lifted the chipped cup. The coffee was perfect—black, one sugar, the exact temperature, made by a man who’d asked because he wanted to be ready.

“Tell me where you keep the good wine.”

I laughed. The laugh that started in my stomach and arrived already full.

“Top of the pantry. Behind the olive oil. The Barolo with the torn label.”

“Why the torn label?”

“Because Marco opened it the night I told him I was in love with two more people, and his hands were shaking so hard he ripped it. We kept the bottle.”

The kitchen was quiet. December light. Coffee steam. Snow on the street outside.

Marco kissed the top of Sophie’s head. Dario’s ankle pressed against mine under the counter. Four people standing in a kitchen that had been built for two, and fitting.

Not because the room was large enough.

Because we were.


Epilogue

◆◆◆

Dario wouldn’t let me lift the heavier boxes. Marco insisted the same for Sophie. But all the boxes were heavy. So she and I sat on the steps leading to the apartment front door, coffee in one hand, the other hand holding our very pregnant bellies.

Sophie leaned into me.

“I’m glad we did this.”

I looked up and down the street. Classic Milan side streets, small, stylish boutiques, a tobacco kiosk, and a hobby remote-control car shop.

“Me too. Your neighbors will talk.”

“Our neighbors.”

Sophie said it the way she said everything that mattered—quietly, without rehearsal, as though the correction were so obvious it barely needed voicing.

Our neighbors. Our street. Our city now.

Marco carried a box past us, his forearms straining, sweat darkening his collar despite the September air. He paused on the step above Sophie and kissed the top of her head. She tilted her face up, and the look between them—my husband and his girlfriend, seven months deep in something that had no name when it started and now had a mailbox—made my chest ache in the good way. The way that meant expansion, not loss.

“That one’s books.”

“Whose books?”

“Lena’s. She owns more books than furniture.”

“I do not.”

“You brought eleven boxes of books and one box of kitchen things.”

“The kitchen things are already inside. Sophie and I unpacked those first.”

Marco grinned at Sophie. Sophie grinned back. The shared joke of knowing me—my priorities, my rituals, the fact that I’d unpack the cast-iron skillet and the oregano plant before I’d unpack a bed frame—passed between them like a ball tossed easily.

Dario appeared in the doorway. His shirt was off, tucked into his back pocket, and his chest gleamed.

“The bed’s built.”

“Which bed?”

“Yours and Marco’s. We don’t need it until Monday.”

We.

He smiled. The smile that arrived everywhere at once.

“I know. I love Mondays.”

A bed in the apartment next door, built by my boyfriend for the nights my husband came home to me. The ordinary mechanics of an extraordinary arrangement, assembled with an Allen key and patience.

Sophie’s hand found mine on the step between us. Her belly pressed against her sundress—round, full, seven months of Marco’s baby growing inside the woman I loved. My belly pressed against mine—seven months of Dario’s baby growing inside me.

That was a dream.

No.

Not Dario’s.

That was where reality trumped fantasy.

I carried my husband’s baby. The baby we’d made deliberately, joyfully, on a Tuesday night in our old apartment with no one else in the room and no one else in our heads. Just us. The way the biggest things between a husband and wife should be.

And Sophie’s baby was Dario’s. Her husband’s. Made the same way, I imagined—a night that belonged entirely to their marriage, the door closed, the swap paused, the two of them remembering that what they’d built first was still the foundation everything else stood on.

We’d talked about it. The four of us, at the kitchen table in December, the conversation that “maybe” had promised. Hours long. Wine. Tears. Marco asking the question that needed asking: “If we do this—really do this, not holidays, not visits, but a life—how do we protect what’s ours?” And Sophie answered with the clarity that had always been her gift: “By making sure the marriages come first. Always. Not equally—first.”

Not equally.

That was the word that unlocked everything. The loves weren’t equal, and pretending they were would have broken us. Marco was my husband. Dario was my boyfriend. Both real, both vital, both necessary—but not the same. The marriage held the weight. The boyfriend carried the light. And the light made the weight bearable, and the weight made the light meaningful, and the two together made a life that was bigger than either could have been alone.

So Marco and I moved. Sold the house, packed the books, bought the apartment next door to Sophie and Dario on a Milan side street where the neighbors would talk.

We were across the hall.

Monday was the pivot.

Every Monday morning, the men left one apartment. Every Monday morning they came home to the other. Sophie and I stayed. The men moved. Not because we were passive—because we were the architecture.

We’d designed it.

We held the keys.

We built separate nests.

During the days, Sophie and I were best friends. Coffee on her balcony or mine. Groceries together. Appointments together—our bellies growing in parallel, our due dates two weeks apart. Occasionally, on slow afternoons when the light came in amber through her studio windows, we made love—gently, tenderly, the way women do when what they’re really doing is holding each other. But we preferred the men. We preferred the swap. We preferred the Monday feeling—the door opening, the new-old face appearing, the honeymoon that renewed itself every seven days because the separation made the reunion sacred.

Dario sat down on the step below me. His back against my knees. His head tipped back until it rested against my belly, and I felt my baby kick against his cheek—Marco’s baby, kicking the face of the man who would be next door when it was born, who would love it without owning it, the way he loved me.

“She’s active today.”

“He.”

“She.”

“We’ll see.”

Sophie laughed. The laugh that started in her stomach—her real stomach, not the performative one, the one that housed her baby and her joy in the same tight space.

Marco sat down beside her. The four of us on the steps. Two pregnant women. Two men who’d carried every box, built every bed, honored every boundary, and walked through every door we’d opened.

The tobacco kiosk owner glanced over. The remote control car shop guy paused in his doorway. Our neighbors, watching the new family on the block, try to figure out who was who.

Let them wonder.

“Lena.”

“Mm.”

“Tell me something.”

“What?”

Marco looked at me. My husband. The man who’d held my hand on a plane to Milan and trusted me to name what we were becoming. The man whose baby was growing inside me, because some things belong only to the people who built them.

“Are you happy?”

The September sun sat low over the rooftops. Sophie’s hand was warm in mine. Dario’s head rested against my belly. My husband watched me from two steps away, beside the woman he loved who wasn’t me, and the look in his eyes was the same look he’d given me the morning after our wedding—not possession, not pride, but the quiet amazement of a man who can’t believe he gets to be here for this.

“I’m home, Marco.”

He nodded. The nod that said everything.

Sophie squeezed my hand. Dario’s breath warmed my belly through the cotton.

Four people on the steps of a building that held two apartments and one life.

Our neighbors would talk.

Let them.
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